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PROLOGUE

Mommy Claire

Guiding people, men and women, through the complexities of age regression is my passion. There is nothing more beautiful in my eyes than a grown person who has given up the cares and concerns of the adult world to indulge in baby play. 

Perhaps there is one thing I like more.

The one thing that I find more incredible than guiding someone along the path to age regression is the instance where the adult I am dealing with doesn’t instinctively understand the joy and pleasure of the adult baby world and needs to be helped along the way, coerced into submission until they see the light, and realize the true bliss of age regression. My preferred method of manipulation is sensual domination, controlling someone’s desire to the point of desperate submission, and I have never heard any complaints by the time I was done. 

Those sessions feature a true exchange of power, not out of choice but out of need, and it is that conquering of the human spirit that gives me the ultimate joy. 

I call them the alphas, the bigs that always need to be in charge, to be in control. They have so much to learn and I consider it my life’s mission to teach it to them, to break them from their control center and introduce them to infantilizing bliss. The entire process is good for me as well, bringing out my inner domme. Nothing makes me feel more alive than sensually dominating an alpha, controlling his desire until he has no choice but to submit to my control and accept his new role in life. 

The following is about a very special alpha, a man open minded enough to explore, but inexperienced enough to need a guiding hand, to help him along the way, and in some cases, push him over the edge into my adult baby world. 


SCENE 1
Mommy Claire 
 

I texted the moment I was in the hotel room. It had been some time since I had hosted an adult baby at a location other than my own home, but this was a unique circumstance, and Brad a unique guy. 

A couple of years had passed since I had last seen him, but through his emails and communications I knew that Brad was ready to move forward in the lifestyle, and exactly what I needed to do to get him there. 

Brad’s fantasy was all about sensual domination with a little infantilism thrown in for good measure. It was more common than he probably realized, a powerful businessman wanting to give up control in the safety of the bedroom. I was more than happy to cater to the request, especially with Brad, he was alpha to the core, a titan in the tech industry and a very powerful man. There is nothing I like more than stripping an alpha of his power, forcing him to come face to face with his own inner baby, and Brad represented the very top of that food chain. 

Many guys like to imagine giving up control, but with me there is nothing imaginary about it. By the time I was done with him Brad would not be able to think for himself. I don’t say that lightly, I knew Brad and I knew of his susceptibility to edging. For Brad the edging experience, brinking on orgasm without the satisfaction of release, was consuming, literally taking control of his muscles and brain, rendering him helpless. I intended to exploit that weakness, to make him yearn, all the way to the point of submissive desperation. 

I had done it to Brad before. Back then it was a different role play, a grown man submitting to a sexy seductress, but regardless of the scenario the process was the same, take him to the edge, keep him on the edge, and when his mind was at that weakened state of bliss, assume control. 

Only this time there was something different. 

Since our last meeting Brad had tied the knot, gotten married, and even more shocking, he was open to me about it. This was a major signal, that he was more submissive to me and my skills, than to his wife. Brad was willing to expose his weakness to me, and that alone granted me an incredible level of intimate control. 

It was flattering, knowing the control I had over his dick was more dominant in his mind than anything else. The devil inside of me intended to push him to the limit, to make sure his brain was well aware of his weakness, and who was really in control. 

I waited in the hotel room in anxious anticipation, and when Brad walked through the door, I didn’t waste any time, immediately putting him in his place. 

“Shed your clothes and get on the bed,” I said, knowing full well he would be too horny not to obey. 


SCENE 2
Brad
 

Mommy Claire’s text popped up on my screen letting me know she was ready. I had planned this yet I couldn’t stop my nerves from going wild. A million butterflies took off in my stomach. Was I sure I wanted to go through with this? I had fantasized about it a thousand times, but somehow there was fear to go along with the excitement as the reality grew near. 

I had asked for an infantilization role play and Mommy Claire was the very best when it came to adult baby play. I had seen her before, but I was a novice back then, and barely dipped my toe in the water. I couldn’t claim to be a newbie anymore, and once I sent Mommy Claire the email, asking to take another step forward in the adult baby game, I knew it was a slippery slope. 

The first time I met with Mommy Claire she was very loving but also very controlling. She realized right away how submissive I became when edged, and used that weakness to introduce my mind to age regression. It was only an introduction, but somehow it took root, resurfacing every time my penis got excited.

My recent marriage, and the unending bounty of sex in our first year of wedlock, kept those lust demons at bay, at least for a while, but it was only a matter of time before the urges returned and I was drawn back to Mommy Claire’s door once more. I kidded myself that I would only go once, to get it out of my system, but deep down inside I knew that if I gave her an ounce of control, whatever happened after that was entirely up to her.

I drove as fast as possible to get to her hotel and took the steps two at a time up to her room on the third floor. It was slightly ajar, and when I walked through Mommy Claire was right there to set the tone for our meeting. 

“Shed your clothes and get on the bed,” she instructed.

I did exactly as I was told, excited yet also nervous about what was about to transpire. 

“Look at your little pee-pee,” Mommy Claire said, taking my cock in her hand and stroking it up and down. 

I didn’t like her reference to my penis as small but the way she made me feel, her strokes granting me the high of physical bliss, I struggled to do anything more than grin and smile. 

She added, “If you were my husband, I’d make you a cuckold. Would you like to be my cuckold?”

Of course, I said yes, the way she was making me feel I would have agreed to anything. 

She continued her pleasure assault on my penis and it was wonderful. I knew I had reservations about submitting to Mommy Claire but at that moment I couldn’t figure out why. Her ministrations had me at the brink of ecstasy, unable to stop the flow of drool from my lips. 

That’s when she asked, “Does little Bradley feel good?”

My mind was too far gone to form words but I think she was well aware that I was feeling fine. And she didn’t stop.

With the feelings of euphoria pulsing to every part of my body she picked up the pace, stroking my cock with one hand while rubbing my balls and ass with the other. I had never experienced prostate massage before, but once she targeted both my cock and sphincter with those pleasure inducing ministrations, I knew it was too much. I had never felt so good in all my life. 

Then she said, “Beg to be my good little boy.”

It was a no-brainer. The way she was making me feel I would have agreed to anything. “Please Mommy,” I begged. “Please can I be your good little boy?”


SCENE 3
Mommy Claire 
 

He really was a horny little boy, one that was about to have his whole world turned upside down by a woman who didn’t just want to service his physical needs, but also wanted to control his mind. 

Brad undressed and got on the bed like a good little boy. I used that moment to further infantilize his mind. 

“Look at your little pee-pee,” I said, taking it in my hand and rubbing it until I had his full attention. “If you were my husband, I’d make you a cuckold. Would you like to be my cuckold?”

He grunted in the affirmative, just like I knew he would. He was feeling good, not quite at the edge, but gaining closer to that point when the pleasure would feel so good submission would no longer be an option but a requirement. 

I played some more, stroking him from the base of his shaft all the way to the rim of the head, careful not to overstimulate the top, a particularly sensitive spot for him. Each stroke brought him closer to bliss and I could see in his eyes the physical effects my ministrations were taking. Things were progressing nicely but I needed to incorporate more mental play if I was going to achieve the permanent dominance I desired. 

“Does little Bradley feel good?” I asked. 

Once again, he grunted his confirmation. Physically I had him where I wanted him, it was time to push his brain over the edge. 

With one hand stroking his shaft and the other tickling his balls and teasing his prostate, I introduced the mental play that would break his independence. “Beg to be my good little boy,” I said. 

“Please Mommy,” he moaned, “Please can I be your good little boy?”

It was an excellent start but in order to achieve my objective I needed to take him further. To make him submit to the unthinkable, all to satisfy his own lust. 

“A good little boy obeys his mommy,” I teased, “will you obey me?”

“Oh God yes,” he grunted. 

Still stroking his cock, I had him at the edge, pulsing in ecstasy, helpless to do anything but obey my command. The drool flowing from his mouth and the glassy look in his eyes said it all, he was in heaven and would do anything to stay there. 

“I have a client with a twelve-inch cock,” I informed him, still rubbing his penis to ecstasy, “he loves to fuck married women. Will you let him fuck your wife?”

Brad paused, still riding the euphoric high, but unable to process my suggestion. He wanted to submit, I could see it in his eyes, but I found his breaking point, the thing he couldn’t sacrifice. Several more rapid strokes made him think he was going to cum, but then I pulled back, withdrawing all stimulus. 

That got his attention. 

“Please!” he wailed. 

“You know what I want,” I snarled, gently gliding down the front of his shaft with a single perfectly manicured fingernail, stimulating him but not providing enough to grant satisfaction. 

He squirmed beneath my touch and I saw the conflict on his face as he struggled with his decision. “Ok,” he finally agreed, no longer able to resist. 

“Say it,” I said, taking his cock back in hand and resuming the pleasure assault. 

“Yes, yes,” he said. 

I rewarded his submission but I wanted more. I wanted him to fully accept the power he was granting to me, not only today, but for all days. 

“I want to hear you say it, out loud,” I said, stimulating his genitals with love, plying his brain with lust. 

“Please,” he moaned, and when he realized I was not going to grant him relief until he finally gave me what I wanted he gave in. “Please fuck my wife.”

He said it, out loud, and it was music to my ears. His submission gave me a tingle that was both thrilling physically and absolutely addictive from a mental perspective. I made him feel so good he gave up his wife, making me wonder just what else I could make this billionaire alpha do.


SCENE 4
Brad
 

Mommy Claire was quick to respond, “A good little boy obeys his mommy. Will you obey me?”

“Oh God yes,” I replied. 

She was still going to town on my cock and balls, making me feel incredible. I didn’t want to fight it. I didn’t want to resist. Then she said something that made the entire situation very real. 

“I have a client with a twelve-inch cock,” she said “and he loves to fuck married women. Will you let him fuck your wife?”

Mommy Claire was still stroking me towards ecstasy but her words sent a bolt of reality into my brain. Was she really going to have her friend fuck my wife? I couldn’t allow it but the way she was making me feel, I struggled to make those words come out of my mouth.

She continued to rub me, all the way from my balls to the top of my shaft, making me feel awesome, making me forget about everything else. I thought her mental mind play had ceased, that perhaps she was no longer interested in making me give in, and then she stopped, withdrawing all stimulus. 

What the fuck?

It was torturous to go from absolute bliss to no stimulus at all and she knew it. “Please!” I screamed.

She was very calm as she said, “You know what I want.” And then she gently touched my shaft with the tip of her fingernail, tracing a delicate line down the front, letting me know the reward for a good little boy who submits to his mommy.

I didn’t want to do it, I didn’t want to give in, but the agony of denial was too much for my mind to take. My penis needed to be touched, Mommy Claire created a need in me that only she could fulfill and I was powerless to stop it. I had never felt so weak in all my life, and as much as I didn’t want to give up my wife, I felt my brain succumbing to her command. 

“Ok,” I agreed reluctantly. 

I thought that would be sufficient. 

Her hands found their way back to my cock, stroking me to bliss once again. It was nice but she wanted more. “Say it,” she coaxed.

I tried to hold out, to resist the control Mommy Claire was seeking, but the thought of denial was too much for me. I needed her touch, no matter what I had to do to get it. “Yes, yes,” I said. 

She rewarded me, with even more pleasure, but now I knew the cost. In submitting to Mommy Claire, I was agreeing to have a man with a twelve-inch cock ravage my wife. The mere thought weakened me and yet I couldn’t bring myself to stop her. Why couldn’t I stop?

As if she needed to prove her point, she added, “I want to hear you say it. Out loud.”

Aw man. This was fucked up, somewhere in my brain I knew I shouldn’t do it, but my cock was in control and his needs weren’t going to be denied. The words started out of my mouth before I could even think. “Please. Please fuck my wife.” The moment the words crossed my lips I knew my life was forever changed. Mommy Claire didn’t just make me say a couple of words, she made me submit, to something I never would have allowed. I could no longer call it a game, it was all so very real. She really was in control.

At that moment Mommy Claire took me in her arms, cuddled me, and made me feel swaddled and loved. It was like she was letting me know that it was ok that I gave in to her and that with her everything would be alright. That did it, that simple act of love at my absolute weakest moment brought my mind crashing back to infancy, and the warmth and safety of my mother’s arms. It felt incredible being held like that, and I allowed myself to indulge in that feeling, assuming the role of little boy.


SCENE 5
Mommy Claire 
 

I saw the look in little Bradley’s eyes, he was there, he found his inner child. “It’s time to put my little boy in a diaper,” I said, pushing his mind to the brink, “would that be ok?”

“Yes,” he replied, any sense of resistance was gone. He was savoring the bliss of adult baby play. I had full control. 

“Yes what?” I teased. 

“Yes mommy,” he replied. 

As I wrapped the cloth around his bottom Bradley offered a weak smile. It was beautiful the way he gave up his power, submitting to my dominance and control. Seeing him in the diaper only served to strengthen my resolve. I was going to see this through, to make his infantilization permanent, and secure another obedient little boy in the process.

With the diaper around his bottom, I slid my hand inside, stroking his pee pee, keeping a steady flow of blood to his penis and away from his brain. I opened my blouse and withdrew my breast, allowing my excited nipple to touch gently against his cheek. I was tempting him, to latch on, to complete his journey to babyhood, pushing him closer and closer to final consummation.

He took me into his mouth and pursed down on my teat, sending an electric surge right to my sex. God how I loved that feeling, the ultimate connection between mother and child. “Good little Bradley,” I cooed.

It was nice, that exchange of power between us, but I wanted more. I didn’t want him to think this was an isolated incident, that he could back away. “This has been a fun game,” I said, contemplating a very wicked thought, “but it’s just been a game, if you really were a helpless little boy you might make a mess in this diaper.”

I repeated those words, gently in his ear, while simultaneously stroking his beautiful rod. I was driving home a mental play, the idea that an accident in his pants would confirm his infantilization, all the while my hands continued to drive his lust, pushing him to that exact destination.

I saw it on his face, the moment he realized he couldn’t hold it, and I savored every second of his mental decline, as he regressed before my eyes, transforming from grown man, out to play a seemingly innocent game, to infantilized adult, unable to stop the age regression that would forever dominate his mind.

“You really are a little boy,” I said, and I repeated those words, an incessant whisper in his ear.

He got lost in the nipple suckling and cock stroking while I fed his brain with the very thoughts that would forever define his weakness. 

Little Bradley soiled himself, spurting uncontrollably inside his diaper, but perhaps the more significant event was his inability to regain his composure, or his independence, even after he was cleaned up and dressed.

“Did you like the way I dominated you?” I asked, knowing full well the truth of the matter.

“Yes mommy,” he said. The business tycoon who controlled the lives of a hundred thousand employees quivered like a frightened child before me, no longer a man in my presence, but instead an obedient little boy.

“Good,” I replied, “because we’re going to start doing this on a regular basis.”

“Yes mommy,” he replied. 

I knew I had control of little Bradley but wasn’t sure if he was excited at the prospect or afraid of the consequence. I decided there was one more thing I needed to do, to ensure his long-term submission.


SCENE 6
Brad
 

Mommy Claire’s hands were all over me, stimulating nerve endings I didn’t even know I had, making me so hard I could cut diamonds. She knew exactly how to get me worked up but also keep me from getting too worked up, if you know what I mean. It felt awesome but also frustrating, I didn’t want it to end, but I needed to cum in the worst way.

“It’s time to put my little boy in a diaper,” she said, and I no longer had any strength to resist. Whatever she wanted she was going to get.

“Would that be ok?” she asked, but she already knew the answer. 

“Yes,” I replied. The entire moment was very confusing, I liked the hand job, and the connection between us, but there was something about the diaper, it had a deeper meaning and my mind struggled to accept it. 

“Yes what?” she teased.

“Yes mommy,” I replied. The words struck my ear. She was really taking me there, turning me into a little boy, becoming my mommy. The full weight of my submission began to take root.

I allowed Mommy Claire to wrap me in a diaper and if I thought I was submissive before it paled to how I felt once she had me like that. The moment was more powerful than I had expected, I would never be able to stand tall again, she really had stripped away my manhood.

As emasculating as all of it was, the way she manipulated my lust and made me give up my freedom, I still needed to cum and until that happened there was no end in sight for my submission to her. I really was a horny little boy, willing to do anything for mommy if she would just grant me the relief I so desperately needed.

With the diaper in place Mommy Claire ramped up the stimulus on my cock. She was a master at erotic stimulation and I loved the way it felt, closing my eyes, savoring the ecstasy. Everything else disappeared, right up until I felt her nipple graze my cheek. Instinctively I turned my head towards the heavenly feeling and latched on to Mommy’s bosom. I knew it was an infantilizing act but I was way beyond the point of trying to deny my new reality.

“Little Bradley,” Mommy cooed in my ear, “this has been fun but it’s just been a game, if you really were a helpless little boy you might make a mess in this diaper.” She repeated those words, over and over again, while simultaneously stroking me to eternal bliss. I knew I wouldn’t be able to hold out, but somewhere deep inside I knew there was a danger in letting go, that the long-term implications of having an accident in my clothes would forever mold my mind.

I made up my mind that I wouldn’t grant her that control. That I would preserve that last level of dignity. At first, I thought I it would be easy, that I could resist, but then she ramped up the stimulus, taking me way beyond anything I had ever experienced before.

“You really are a little boy,” she said, and I knew why she was saying it. She was pointing out to my brain, in no uncertain terms, that no matter what I might think, she had control of my cock, and with it my mind.

I couldn’t stop it, I lost control.

My penis spurted inside that diaper and I couldn’t do anything about it. I wasn’t an adult anymore. The moment it happened I wanted to cry, to mourn the loss of my independence. I really was a little boy. I could no longer deny that I was submissive and weak, unable to stop myself from making a sticky mess in my pants. I couldn’t look at Mommy Claire, instead I closed my eyes, suckled at her breast, and submitted to whatever she wanted from me and my life. 

Mommy Claire cleaned me and changed me, like the little boy I was. “Did you like the way I dominated you?” she asked.

As much as I didn’t like the way I felt, submissive and out of control, I couldn’t deny that I liked what she did to me. “Yes mommy,” I said.

“Good,” she replied, “because we’re going to start doing this on a regular basis.”

“Yes mommy,” I said, resigned to my fate. 

Countless thoughts surged through my brain as I got dressed and prepared to leave. Was this a one-time event? Would I be able to resist the temptation when thoughts of Mommy Claire returned?

Those ideas may have remained as unanswered questions however before I left, Mommy Claire did something that made the terms of our relationship crystal clear. She stood next to me, looked deep in my eyes and then pushed her hands down my pants. One hand found my cock and the other my ass and together she stimulated me to bliss once more. It felt incredible right up until I realized what she intended to do. She was going to make me have an accident in my big boy pants, a true and permanent testament to my weakness. I couldn’t allow her to do it and yet I was helpless to stop her. Mentally and physically she was superior, and in that solitary moment she removed any doubt about who was in control. It was emasculating yet also exciting and I wondered if that was what was in store for the rest of my life now that I had taken these steps with Mommy Claire. 


SCENE 7
Mommy Claire 
 

Before I let little Bradley walk out the door, I shoved my hands down his pants, one in the front and one in the back, confirming my control and leaving him with a lasting impression. With my hands inside his pants I stroked him, long and slow, until he lost it, making a mess in his big boy pants. Then I sent him on his way, confident that my mental and physical control would bring him back to my door over and over again.

Brad didn’t know it but his life was really about to be turned upside down. After we left the hotel, I followed him, all the way to his house, where I intended to force a meeting with his wife. It wasn’t enough to control him during the act, I wanted complete control of his life, and that included his young bride.

No sooner had he stepped across the threshold than I was right there knocking on his door. The look on his face when he saw me was priceless. 

“Who is it hun?” his cute wife asked, trying to look over his shoulder. 

Brad stood there, slack-jawed, dumbfounded.

“Aren’t you going to introduce me to your wife?” I asked, as I stepped through the doorway and into their home.

Unable to form words, Brad just stood there, undoubtedly afraid of what might happen next.

I gave him a hug and whispered the triggering words in his ear, “Who’s mommy’s good little boy?”

“I am,” he replied instinctively, a broad smile forming from ear to ear. Then he added, “Jen, this is my mommy. She’s in charge of us from now on.”

I didn’t know how that would be received and was absolutely thrilled by Jen’s response. “Oh my God, Brad hardly ever mentions you, I was beginning to think he didn’t have any family.”

Jen leaned forward to give me a hug and I used the opportunity to smother her with my breasts, pushing her face between my bare cleavage. She didn’t even try to resist, allowing me to rub myself all over her, and I sensed the actions aroused her. When we parted her face was flush, her nipples poked right through her thin shirt and her eyes were as big as saucers.


SCENE 9
Jen
 

I was really excited for Brad to come home. I had been inexplicably horny all day and desperately wanted to have sex. The moment he walked through the door I ran at him, jumped in his arms, wrapped my legs around his torso and kissed him hard on the lips. “Take me now,” I said playfully.

A knock at the door interrupted our fun. Brad answered but I was intent on getting rid of whoever it was so I could have my husband all to myself. “Who is it hun?” I asked, trying to get a peek over his shoulder.

Brad didn’t say anything but the woman on our front stoop did. “Aren’t you going to introduce me to your wife?”

She stepped forward, into our home, and gave Brad a big hug. It was the first opportunity I had to look at her and she was gorgeous. Older, yes, but beautiful and very sexy. Pangs of jealousy started to form in the pit of my stomach but then Brad spoke.

“Jen, this is my mommy,” he said. “She’s in charge of us from now on.”

His mom?

“Oh my God,” I exclaimed. “Brad hardly ever mentions you, I was beginning to think he didn’t have any family.”

I leaned forward to give my mother-in-law a hug and things turned awkward.

I’m only five foot, which isn’t usually a problem, but when your mother-in-law is five eight, and she pulls you in for a hug while wearing a low-cut dress, it creates a very awkward situation. There I was, introduced face first to her large and heaving bosoms, unable to get away. And to make matters worse, it was like she didn’t even realize it, holding me there while her smooth and soft breasts snuggled firmly against my face. 

When she finally separated from me, I was surprised, I was shocked, and if I’m being completely honest, I was more than a little aroused.

“Bradley,” my mother-in-law said, “you never told me how adorable your little wife is. I think I better inspect her to make sure she’s up to family standards.”

Mom then took me by the hand and led me to the bedroom, closing the door to give us privacy. “I guess Bradley told you about my background?” she said.

Brad had spoken very little about his family. This was all new to me. “Uh, no,” I confessed.

“I’m a professional domme,” she answered, “I sensually stimulate grown men and women to eliminate all of their stress.”

I had to admit that sounded nice and I told her so.

“I’ve already done it to Bradley,” she added, “and I’d like to do it to you too.”

I certainly had a lot of stress. “Ok,” I answered. 


SCENE 10
Mommy Claire
 

“Bradley,” I said, “you never told me how adorable your wife is. I think I better inspect her to make sure she’s up to family standards.”

Without another word I took Jen by the hand and led her to the bedroom, closing the door with Brad still on the other side. “I guess Bradley told you about my background?” I asked.

“Uh, no,” Jen replied.

“I’m a professional domme,” I explained, “I sensually stimulate grown men and women until all of their stress is gone.”

“That sounds really nice,” Jen replied.

“I’ve already done it to Bradley,” I added, “and I’d like to do it to you too.”

“Ok,” Jen agreed.

I didn’t wait for further confirmation, taking advantage of the situation to seduce the young co-ed.

I looked deep into her eyes and spoke to her while my fingers slowly unbuttoned her blouse. “The process is very simple if you are open minded,” I said. “You give up control, grant me total access, and in return I reward you with the most peaceful bliss you have ever known.”

Jen had reservations, I could see it in her eyes and on her face, but she didn’t want to go against her mother-in-law. It was a beautiful scenario, one I intended to exploit to the fullest.

In an instant I had Jen out of her clothes and on the bed. Another moment later and my fingers were skating lightly over her skin, causing goose pimples to form, and building the mental anticipation that would foretell her submission.


SCENE 11
Jen
 

Mom didn’t waste any time. In an instant she was before me, gazing into my eyes, unbuttoning my blouse. It was mesmerizing, the control she had over me, my inability to say anything even as she separated me from my clothing. Before I knew it, my blouse was undone and my pants were on the floor. I had no idea how she managed to do that so quickly and then she pushed me onto the bed, and her fingers began to skate lightly all over my skin.

When Brad’s mother said that she stimulated grown men and women to take away their stress I had visions in my head of a massage therapist or perhaps a family counselor. Those visions became instantly distorted the moment my clothes were gone and Mom began to tease my lust.

I had never felt anything so wonderful in all my life, a touch here, a graze there, constant yet unpredictable stimulation driving my desire. But she didn’t stop, soon her fingers became more aggressive, stimulating every sensitive nerve ending until I was literally pulsing in ecstasy.

I might have thought it couldn’t get any better but then she wormed her way between my legs and began to kiss and nibble her way up my thighs. It felt amazing, if not extremely naughty, and a part of me felt self-conscious for the way my body was responding. I was horny, I wanted sex, and I think I wanted my mother-in-law to give it to me.

She didn’t disappoint.

Just as I struggled with those conflicting feelings her tongue darted inside of my flower, caressing and massaging my button, causing my entire body to open up in the most obscene way. My first reaction was to close my thighs, to deny the pleasure feelings my body was experiencing, but Mom wouldn’t allow it. She continued to work my insides, driving my desire, creating powerful waves of lust that I was helpless to stop.

Between her lips, her tongue and her fingers Mom took my body on a joy ride of epic proportion, making me experience a level of pleasure I never thought possible.

And then the orgasms began.

I had cum before. In fact, I had cum many times. But I had never been completely overwhelmed by orgasm. They just kept coming and coming and coming. One after the other they washed over my body, until I could do little more than lie back and giggle while my body flooded the bed with my juices. The entire scene was lascivious and lewd, downright slutty, but when Mom brought her face close to mine and said, “Who’s mommy’s good little girl?” I was quite proud to announce that it was me.

“I am. I’m your good little girl,” I said.

Mommy continued to tease my pussy and I have to tell you it was incredible. All of my stress disappeared. I felt like I was floating on a cloud. My body continued to pulse around her fingers, fireworks of ecstasy rattled my core.

“Are you a good little girl?” Mommy asked.

“Yes,” I grunted, struggling to maintain my composure while her ministrations caused my entire body to pulse in euphoria.

“Good girl,” she said, “now I want you to beg for cock.”

The very thought made me hesitate. I may have submitted to my husband’s mother but I couldn’t bring myself to plead for another man’s dick. I was going to remain silent but then my mother-in-law increased the intensity.

I never saw where she got the vibrator but I felt both prongs as one entered my kitty and the other found a home inside my rosebud. It was an awkward invasion, one that I would have resisted with every ounce of my being had I seen it coming, but when she turned on the vibration, and those targeted pulses began to stimulate my insides, all hope was lost.

My body loved what she was doing and there was nothing my brain could do to overcome it.

Despite every part of my rational thought telling me not to do it, I screamed out in ecstasy. “Please fuck me, I’ll do whatever you want, please I want cock.”


SCENE 12
Brad
 

When Mommy took my wife into the bedroom, I tried to follow but she wouldn’t allow it. So, I sat by the door and listened to every moment.

Some things I couldn’t make out, and others I needed to fill in the blanks, but when it came right down to it, there was no doubt the moment Mommy Claire conquered my wife. Jen pledged herself to Mommy Claire, swearing to be a good little girl, begging for the twelve-inch cock that Mommy wanted to give her.

The thoughts that followed overwhelmed me. I felt both extremely weak and extremely excited all at once. I don’t usually like to give up control but there was something about the way Mommy Claire did it, to both me and to my wife, that was extremely erotic.

She dominated us, sensually, and then controlled our lust until we had no choice but to submit. It was the most incredible day of my life, made even better by what happened next.


SCENE 13
Bradley
 

The sounds inside the bedroom had grown quiet and I was very curious about what was going on inside. I knew better than to go in, Mommy Claire made it quite clear I wasn’t allowed. I wouldn’t dare defy her, but that didn’t mean I didn’t want to know.

I didn’t have to wait long. The door to the bedroom opened and Mommy Claire stepped out. She had a smile from ear to ear and when I looked over her shoulder I knew exactly why.

There was my wife, lying on the bed, a diaper wrapped around her bottom, a glassy eyed look on her freshly fucked face. Mommy Claire dominated her sex, there was no doubt, and fully infantilized her mind. Slowly I stepped into the room, to check on my wife.

“Mommy turned me into a slut,” Jen informed me, the smile on her pretty face letting me know she was happy about the transformation. “And she wants me to fuck a really big cock,” she added, “I hope you don’t mind.”

I wasn’t sure how to respond, I had started this whole sordid scene after all, but then while I was bent over the bed, talking to my wife, Mommy Claire turned her attention back to me.

She dropped my pants and began to stroke my cock with one hand while fingering my butthole with the other. I was still excited from listening at the door and then seeing my wife in the diaper, so she had little difficulty getting me to the brink. 

I tried to remain strong, but the way she teased my lust was too much, any sense of control slowly slipped away. I might have been ok with it but then my wife said something that shook me to my core.

“Is Mommy going to make you beg for cock too?”

That immediately brought images of a twelve-inch cock pummeling my cute little wife into my head. I quickly realized what Mommy Claire was going to do. I tried to resist but it was too late, my penis and my mind were already on the edge, it felt too good to stop.


Frenemies

An Adult Baby Diaper Revenge Story
 

Mommy Claire
 


PROLOGUE

Mommy Claire

Frenemies, every woman has one, someone from her past that offers more harm than good but still has a pervasive presence in her life. Mine is from college. Laura and I competed over everything, from status to grades to boys, there wasn’t anything we didn’t fight about. If you’re a woman and you’re reading this then that probably sounds all too familiar to you. And if you didn’t have a frenemy of your own, you definitely knew someone who did.

The idea of frenemies isn’t new, but what is new is the ease by which we allow these ne’er do wells back into our lives, even years after we’ve parted ways. Mine returned by way of a Facebook friend request, inviting me to reconnect after decades of blissful non-contact.

Now you may think that a Facebook connection is a harmless thing but let me tell you, there is a wealth of information available on your Facebook page for anyone who might intend to control your life. And I may not have intended to take it any further when I accepted that request, but after fifteen minutes reminiscing about a lifetime of hate, I began to form a plan, to repay a hurt that was long overdue.


SCENE 1
Brad
 

She ran her fingers up the backs of my thighs in a teasingly light way that caused the thought of sex to zoom straight through my head and to my dick. It was extremely powerful, more powerful than I could have imagined, and in an instant my cock began to grow.

I had to stop it. I couldn’t let my trainer see me like that, not in response to her touch, not during my tryout for a scholarship. Using every ounce of will power I could muster, I tamed myself, calming my growing desire. I thought I was having success, until she ran those delicately light fingers up the backs of my thighs once more.

Holy shit!

A guttural groan escaped my lips, I couldn’t stop it. It was a primal grunt that emanated from somewhere deep inside, a helpless physical reaction to my sex being pushed to and beyond its limits. How could this be happening? Why couldn’t I control myself? Try as I might, the erection beneath my body grew, to the point of discomfort, too big to hide, too swollen to ignore. Then she spoke the words I feared most.

“Can you rollover so I can take care of your front?”

Oh shit! How was I going to get out of this? If I rolled over she would see how horny I was, from her touch. I tried to act like I didn’t hear her but she wasn’t having it. With a strength I didn’t know she had, Mommy Claire slid her hand beneath my thigh, pressed upward, and flipped me onto my back.

In that prone position it was impossible to hide the obvious, my erection bobbed from side to side. He had a mind of his own and, just like me, he was horny as hell.

“You’re erect,” she said with a gasp, “Is this sexual for you?”

I was embarrassed to say the least but there was no use trying to deny it, the evidence was as plain as my nine inch erection. But deep inside I wasn’t sure I wanted to deny it. In fact, the way I felt, what I really wanted was sex, even if it was with my trainer, the woman known as Mommy Claire.

“Please,” I moaned, looking deep into her eyes, a puppy dog frown on my face, hoping she might take pity on me. For a second, I thought it might work but then she cut me off.

“I can’t do that,” she explained, “what if your mother found out?”

Those were the words that came out of her mouth but at that exact moment the index finger on her right hand traced a single line up the front of my shaft. It was very light but distinctly there and it sent a charge of erotic energy straight to my brain. I took it as a sign, that if I played my cards right there might be an opportunity.

“Please! I swear I won’t tell,” I pleaded, hoping there was some way.

“I don’t know,” she said, “I could never live with myself if your mother found out.” That finger still danced all over me, but now it was wandering, to my shaft, my balls, and then my taint. It had my mind buzzing and my body yearning for more. She added, “It might be different if I had some leverage, something that guaranteed you wouldn’t tell.”

“Please,” I said, “I’ll do anything.”

I swear she licked her lips when I said those words.

“Anything?” she repeated back to me.

I knew it was a slippery slope, but the way I felt, extremely horny and desperate, I could think of nothing but my penis and her touch. “Anything,” I agreed.

That’s when she hit me with the bombshell. “If I had a picture of you sucking a dick, I’d feel confident you wouldn’t tell.”

I’ve never had any gay inclinations in my life, and had no intention of starting then, but that didn’t change my predicament. I needed to get off in the worst way. She waited out my silence, and then, when she realized I couldn’t agree to her demands, offered a compromise. “I need some kind of assurance,” she offered, “if you won’t suck dick, can I dress you up like a baby?”

Dressing up as a baby didn’t appeal to me either but the idea of being stranded with no relief was way worse. Despite my reservations I agreed to her request, and the moment I did, both of her hands found their way onto my engorged cock, granting me the stimulus I so desperately craved.

“Ah!” I gasped. “Thank you.”

“Do you like me touching your little pee-pee?” she asked while her hands granted me the most insane pleasure. Up and down, all around, touching all the spots to drive my lust. It felt so good I didn’t even care about her baby talk.

“Yes,” I willingly agreed, happy to get lost in those wonderful feelings.

“You will address me as mommy or the deal is off,” she informed me, and just like that her hands left my cock.

I’ve always been a quick learner and that moment was no exception. “Please mommy,” I whined.

Mommy Claire smiled in response, and then rewarded my submission with several targeted strokes to my member. It was heavenly, and I felt an orgasm approach.

“Thank you Mommy,” I said, quite content to grant her the mental control she desired in exchange for her attention. I repeated those words over and over again while she played, “thank you Mommy, thank you Mommy,” I said, until my mind actually began to see her as my dominant mother. It was definitely strange, and quite confusing, but with what she was doing to my penis it became easier and easier to accept with each passing moment.

Those long delicious strokes, from the base of my penis to the ridge of my head and then back again, sent pulses of pleasure coursing through my body. I never even noticed the cloth she placed under my butt, nor did I even care when she swaddled that fabric around my body.

I was diapered.

And the craziest part?

I think I liked it.

The cloth felt soft against my skin, and giving up control, accepting that Mommy Claire was in charge and could do as she pleased, was exciting. I may not have wanted to be her baby in public, but in private it was rather nice. I even allowed my brain to delve into the taboo nature of mommy controlling my penis, and that too became its own erotic stimulus.

Not once throughout the entire process did her fabulous fingers ever stop teasing me, exciting my lust like no one ever had. It was over the top erotic, driving me straight to the pinnacle of excitement, yet somehow she knew exactly when to pull back, denying me the opportunity to complete the journey. It was maddening, in the most delightful way, and I couldn’t decide if I loved it or if I was too far under her control to even understand the consequence of what was happening.

She could have kept me like that all day, wearing a diaper while she plied my penis with pleasure, but then she changed things. She presented me with her naked bosom.

The man inside of me wanted to press my face into her cleavage and motor boat those luscious orbs, but the little boy inside of me knew exactly what mommy wanted, and when she brushed her hardened nipple against my cheek, I turned my head and latched on like the good little baby she wanted me to be.

“Good boy,” Mommy Claire cooed, and I could tell by the tone of her voice and the smile on her face that I had pleased her. I’m not sure why, but it was important to me to please her, a feeling that grew stronger and stronger each moment I spent in her presence.

It was blissful the way Mommy Claire teased me, so much so that I didn’t even care when she started taking pictures of me in my new wardrobe. With each snap I felt a weakness building up inside of me, a dependence on my new mommy, a submission to a power far greater than I. She had photos that would keep me in line, but the truth was she didn’t need them. The way she controlled my dick there was no doubt she really was my master, my mommy, and oddly enough, that in and of itself proved to be a stimulant, driving my lust to an uncontrollable high.

That’s when she broke down my barriers once more.

“Does my little boy want to soil his diaper or suckle his own pee-pee?” she asked.

The way she said it, as if they were the most natural words in the world, let me know how serious she was. Mommy Claire didn’t do things half way. If I was going to live in her world, and savor her joys, I had a tough decision to make.

I couldn’t imagine shitting in my clothes, nor could I possibly pee with such a raging hard-on, so I opted for the suckling. It seemed to be the lesser of the evils since I was quite certain I was not flexible enough to perform the act.

Mommy Claire didn’t waste any time, positioning me on my back, with several pillows beneath my butt to prop up my lower half. From that angle my face and mouth were closer to my penis than ever, but still not within suckling distance. She then had me do shoulder bobs, bringing me closer and closer to the head of my penis with each bob, and nearer and nearer still. I still didn’t think it could happen, but then she did something that completely changed the game.

With both hands Mommy Claire ramped up her efforts on my dick, stimulating me beyond belief, vigorously applying targeted ministrations to my most sensitive zones. One hand glided up and down my shaft, stroking all the spots to maximize my pleasure. Her other hand alternated between tickling my balls and rubbing my prostate. She was building me toward an incredible orgasm, with the tip of my penis pointed directly at my face. It was sure to result in an explosive mess. I only hoped my discharge would be a dribble, and not the splatter she seemed to be working towards.

It felt incredible.

Let me rephrase that, I never felt so incredible in all my life.

And when she stared deep into my eyes and said, “Good little boys get rewarded, are you ready to be my good little boy?” I couldn’t agree fast enough.

“Yes mommy,” I pleaded, “I’m your good little boy.” The feelings were intense, what she was doing to me physically and the effects she was having on my brain. Nothing else mattered. I realized at that moment that it wasn’t just a game, or an isolated incident. It was all very real and I was helpless to stop it.

“Good,” she replied, “I want you to suck your penis.”

Hearing her words, seeing the look in her eyes, feeling the strength of her presence, something clicked inside my head. What I did next had nothing to do with wanting to suck dick. I did it because I wanted to please mommy, to prove to her that I was a good little boy, that I would obey.

I spread my mouth wide and leaned toward the head of my penis once more. It was big and purple and was closer to my lips than it had ever been before. I bent and stretched, cutting the distance in half, a mere two inches from the promised land. I was close but it wasn’t going to happen and then mommy changed her objective.

“Keep your mouth open wide,” she said, and the stimulus coming from her fingers ramped up another level.

I didn’t want to cum in my own mouth, but I also couldn’t disappoint mommy, that just wasn’t an option. Despite knowing what would happen I spread my lips wide and prepared for what came next.

Mommy Claire’s fingers performed a type of magic on my penis that made my body feel like it was floating on a cloud and my mind pulse with excitement. It was an ethereal experience, one that made me question everything I thought I knew about life and happiness. I loved her, for what she was doing to me and for how she was making me feel. At that moment I swore a change in my life, that I would do whatever it would take to please her.

With a deep exhale I bobbed my head once more, lunging my upper body forward. The two inches of gap between my lips and my dick disappeared and I felt it, the softness of my own skin against my lips. I suckled the head into my mouth, and swirled my tongue around the rim. I could feel every curve with my lips, and even let my tongue glide along the slit before swirling it around and around the head.

I did it.

I sucked my own dick.

And it was extremely exciting.

My penis began to throb and pulse, but I couldn’t stay in that position, the strain on my body too much to remain at that angle. Try as I might, my lips slipped off of the head just as my cock erupted. It was the most explosive orgasm of my life, draining my balls and coating my face with a splatter of my own sticky goo. It smothered my eyes, nose and mouth and Mommy Claire was right there to record every moment with her phone.

The entire experience was earth shattering, warping my perception of true bliss and leaving no doubt that Mommy Claire was my superior, both mentally and physically. The control she had over me was pervasive, she could make me do anything she wanted.

The entire scene was over the top erotic and left me with a pang of weakness that emanated from somewhere deep within. For some reason, now that I had cum, I thought mommy might not want me anymore.

“Please love me mommy,” I said, wrapping my arms around her body, taking her nipple back into my mouth. I had never felt so insecure in all my life, desperately afraid that she might have gotten everything she wanted and would no longer need me.

Mommy Claire erased any feelings of doubt with a warm embrace and a few words that would forever change my life. “I can take you in, as a permanent adult baby, but you have to give up all of your independence to me. Can you accept that?”

It probably wasn’t fair to ask me at that particular moment, having just come down from the most incredible experience of my life, but I answered then the same way I would answer every day since.

“Yes, Mommy.”


SCENE 2
Mommy Claire
 

Women my age love Facebook. Let me rephrase that, women my age love bragging about their lives on Facebook, and love even more making their friends feel jealous. They do this with countless photos of their extravagant vacations and special gifts, being certain to leave out any of the negative and mundane aspects of their lives, the things that would make them seem real, or human if I’m being honest.

My Facebook frenemy, Laura, never stopped. Whether she was bragging about her husband and the gobs of money that he made or her son who was the absolute best at anything he ever tried, she was constantly boasting how good she had it. It was just like back in school, where she always had to have the best of everything, and would crush anyone who got in her way. I was one of her unfortunate victims back then, all because I liked a guy she had her sights on. I was young then, and not very experienced in the ways of the world, so I allowed her to bully me, to put me down, to make me miserable.

I had grown since then, in so many ways. I wasn’t the pushover anymore. In fact, I had become dominant, among men and women alike, and I decided it was time for some retribution.

Ultimately my target was Laura, but I knew I couldn’t just make a full frontal assault, that would draw suspicion. What I needed was a back door entry, a way to get in close before she had a clue. That’s where her son Brad came into the picture.

Brad was attractive, and quite buff for an eighteen year old, but it was the way that Laura relentlessly touted his achievements, in school and on the volleyball court, that made me think he was my way in.

Utilizing my contacts at the local University, and the information readily available on Laura’s Facebook page, I devised a plan, to give my old nemesis a taste of a dish best served cold.


SCENE 3
Little Bradley
 

Mommy Claire’s instructions were crystal clear, and there was no way I would disappoint her, but that didn’t make it any easier. How do you tell your parents that you’ve decided to spend your life as a submissive adult baby? Or that your dominant mommy wants to meet them, and take a shot at infantilizing them too?

We spent hours working it all out, the exact psychological play that could convince one, if not both of my parents, to give it a try. And I had no doubt if it happened, if my parents gave in, that Mommy Claire would have her way.

“Mom and Dad,” I explained, “I’ve found a new way of living, an alternative lifestyle that is very healthy both mentally and physically. It’s a simple process of regression, allowing your brain to savor the wholesome goodness of a simpler time.”

Mom took it hard, storming out of the room, unwilling to listen to my explanation. Dad on the other hand was more reserved, hearing what I had to say, all with a healthy dose of skepticism but open all the same. It was the exact situation Mommy Claire had predicted, and I immediately started on the words she had coached me to say.

“Dad, I appreciate that you’re being open minded about this,” I offered, “I think once you’ve experienced it for yourself you’ll understand what I mean.”

“I didn’t say I would do it,” he replied.

Once again Mommy Claire’s prediction was spot on, as was her canned response. “You’re not just giving lip service, are you?” I asked. “I might have expected that from Mom, or anyone else that wasn’t open to change, but I thought you were different.”

That got him. I could see it on his face, his need to be open, to accept his son into his life, and just like that he agreed to the first step on a very slippery slope.


SCENE 4
Dad
 

My wife Laura and I made the trip to Las Vegas but she wanted nothing to do with meeting our son’s new friend. At first, I thought I might be able to convince her, but when the time came, she was adamant that she would take no part. Despite not wanting to go alone, I stepped into the limo in front of our hotel, determined to keep the bond with our son alive.

It was a short trip to a gated compound just outside of the city where I was welcomed into a sprawling mansion by an attractive twenty something who directed me to wait in a nearby room. It was a doctor’s office, complete with examination table and all of the requisite medical equipment. I was about to snoop around when a woman about my age, in a lab coat, a stethoscope around her neck, strolled into the room and said, “I’m glad you’re here. Take off your clothes and get on the table with the towel over you, I’ll be right back.”

The way she said it, all cavalier and everyday, I felt compelled to comply and so I took off my clothes and got on the table. When she returned her lab coat was gone, as was the stethoscope. Suddenly I felt naked in the presence of a very attractive woman.

“Do you like being naked while I’m dressed?” she asked, letting her hand come to rest on my thigh, just inches from the towel across my loins.

Oh shit! I felt extremely uncomfortable. “You were the one who told me to get undressed,” I responded defensively. I didn’t like the way things had turned.

Her entire face lit up as she said, “And like a little boy who desires a firm hand, you gave up control and did exactly as I instructed.”

Is that what I did? Is that why I did it? I wasn’t sure, I got out of my clothes, but I thought I was supposed to. This was all so confusing. I think she could sense what was going through my mind.

“Don’t worry,” she explained, “this is all very natural, and if you can keep an open mind, I can help you understand.”

I did want to remain open minded, and I definitely wanted to better understand, and so with a nod of my head I agreed. And yet I wasn’t sure what I was agreeing to.

“Are you familiar with sensory deprivation?” the woman asked.

“I’ve heard about it,” I answered, even though my knowledge on the subject was remedial at best.

“Good,” she replied, “I’m going to put a mask over your eyes, to remove visual stimulus from the equation. All you need to do is lie back and experience the moment.”

She placed a black mask over my eyes. It was thick, blocking out all of the light, but it was also soft, feeling smooth against my face. The darkness took a moment to get used to, and once I did, the sounds in the room became very distinct.

“Your hearing is the first thing to respond,” she whispered in my ear. Her voice had a cooing sound to it and I liked the way it tickled my inner drum. “Without sight your other senses become more aware,” she informed me, “let your mind experience the cacophony of sound.”

Every sound in the room stood out, crystal clear in my ears and in my mind, right up until she said, “and now we remove sound.” With a flick of a switch the room was filled with white noise. It wasn’t good, it wasn’t bad, but it filled the void making all other sounds disappear. It was right about then that the scent of fresh lilacs filled my brain.

“Your brain is adjusting,” the woman informed me over the seeming din of white noise, “your sense of smell should surge next.”

She was so very right. Not only could I smell the beautiful aroma of lilacs but a thrush of other wonderful scents filled my nostrils and my brain. There was vanilla, and strawberry and the lightest hint of freshly cut grass. That sweet combination took me back to a simpler time, of carefree days and fun filled nights. My body melted into the table, completely relaxed in a way I had not been in years. And once again her voice was right in my ear, taking me to the next stage.

“Now we remove the sense of smell so you can truly feel,” she said.

Just like that those wonderful smells were gone and I was seemingly alone in the darkness, the incessant white noise my only companion. She didn’t leave me alone for long, getting back in my ear with her deliciously sweet voice.

“Now we see if your mind can heighten it’s sense of touch,” she whispered. “I want you to think about your feet.”

I allowed my thoughts to drift to my feet and the moment I did I felt it, it was light, barely there, but I could feel it, the lightest touch on the soles of my feet. My mind worked harder and when I did those feelings became more pronounced, as if I was receiving the most wonderful foot massage.

“Allow the feelings to expand,” her wonderful voice instructed, and just like that the incredible feelings my mind was creating traveled off my feet and up the backs of my calves.

It was all so real, the way it felt, and if it weren’t for her heavenly voice never leaving my ear, I might have thought that she was the one touching my feet and massaging my legs. But her face was next to mine, her hands resting gently on my shoulders, doing their own manipulation, rubbing my neck and massaging my scalp. All of it felt so incredible, and then she was back in my head, pushing me one step more.

“Let your sense of touch free,” she cooed, “allow those feelings to travel.”

I did as she instructed, removing any thoughts of restriction from my head, and when I did the heavenly feelings on my legs became even more distinct, traveling above my knee and in between my thighs. The spot it reached was very intimate and I felt my body responding in a most lewd and obscene way. I would have been embarrassed but she was right in my head, calming my nerves, letting me know all was ok.

“Don’t fight your body’s natural response,” she said.

I knew her words, but I couldn’t help feeling self-conscious as my erection grew. I may have been blind folded but there was no way she couldn’t see what was happening. Yet she never made mention of it, instead focusing on me and my journey.

“You’re making great progress,” she informed me, “but there’s something missing. You’re blocking your body’s natural reaction.”

I didn’t know what she meant. The entire experience was over the top, very pleasurable while also educational. I thought I was being open to the experience.

“I think I know what it is,” she explained. “Are you blocking thoughts of sex?”

I don’t know how she knew, but when I felt my erection growing I intentionally tried to avoid anything that might arouse me.

“Open your mind,” she whispered, “let your brain go where it wants to go.”

It took some effort, but I allowed my brain to open up, and when I did, those wonderful feelings on my calves and knees spread, until it felt like there were two hands inching up my thighs. My penis sprang to full height in response but despite the self conscious feelings welling in my head I allowed it to happen, I let my brain go where it wanted to go.

It was thrilling, and naughty. Even though it was all in my head the feelings were highly sexual, and my body was piquing in a pre orgasmic bloom that would normally be reserved for my marital bed. And yet there I was, experiencing that euphoria in the presence of a stranger.

That may have been my moment of epiphany or perhaps my moment of defeat, I couldn’t be sure, because the second I allowed those feelings to progress, to no longer resist their advancement, it felt like two delicate hands wrapped around my cock and balls and began the most insane pleasure assault imaginable.

That’s when the gravity of the situation hit me. I was alone with a woman I barely knew and my body was piquing in sexual ecstasy. I might have tried to stop it, and probably should have, but the moment those thoughts crossed my mind, her magical voice was right in my ear, with words to pacify my resistance.

“This is all totally natural,” she cooed, “your mind and your body know what they need. The more you give in the better it will be.”

I’m not sure what made me think that I should trust this virtual stranger but for some reason I felt compelled to do just that, and the moment I did, the moment I allowed my body and my mind to submit to what was happening, my entire disposition changed. For the first time in my life I felt at one with the world, the incredible feelings of pleasure on my genital region, and the soft warmth of her flesh pressed against my body and my face, granting me a feeling of other worldly bliss.

I don’t remember the exact moment I latched on to her breast but I will never forget the way I felt when I realized exactly what I was doing. I had slipped into a former version of myself, a little boy who wanted nothing more than to suckle at his mommy’s teat and savor her warm embrace. And I was so relaxed I followed through on that desire, taking advantage of the situation.

“I’m so sorry,” I explained, pulling away from her. “I don’t know what came over me.”

The angelic tone of her voice let me know she was not upset. “You gave in to the moment,” she replied, “it was beautiful, it was my pleasure to be there for you.”

And with that she applied the lightest pressure to the back of my head, bringing my face back in contact with her bosom. I wasn’t sure how to respond but I knew I wanted to feel that connection again so I chanced another suckle. Her audible gasp when I latched on was music to my ears, encouraging me to submit to the moment once more.

“The more you give in the better it will feel,” she said.

I took a chance, giving in to the feeling, realizing the euphoric reward of my submission. At that point my entire body floated, my mind reeling in both mental and physical ecstasy.


SCENE 5
Mommy Claire
 

The invitation for Brad to visit the University and meet with the volleyball coach was specifically coordinated with the museum fund raiser that Laura was chairing back in their hometown. It was the perfect opportunity to get Brad alone, away from his parents, all easily arranged via information readily available on Facebook.

I met him at the airport, introduced myself as Mommy Claire, the athletic trainer for the University, and then put my plan into action. The tour of campus and the meeting with the coach went exactly as planned and segued perfectly into a follow up physical exam and massage session, performed by me, upon my new prey.

I led Bradley to a private examination room saying, “You did quite well out on the court, coach was impressed, but it takes more than skill to get make this team, he wants to know you have a strong work ethic and that you’re in top physical condition.”

“I work out every day,” he replied, adding, “I eat right and am a very hard worker.”

“I’m sure you do,” I answered, “but we have our own ways of testing body mass and muscle tone. Why don’t you disrobe and get on the table, I’ll be back in just a moment.”

I didn’t wait long, returning to the exam room to find Bradley and his muscular frame naked on my table, with nothing more than a thin white towel between me and his most sensitive zones. I marveled at how easy it was to get this young man out of his clothes, and what I was going to do with him now that my plan was unfolding.

I took some time fondling his muscles, pretending to assess his tone and conditioning. Really what I was doing was finding his erogenous zones, given away by his involuntary gasps each time I stimulated them. After just a few short minutes, I knew exactly where and how to touch my charge to drive him to the pinnacle of excitement.

Like most guys the inners and backs of his thighs provided the gateway to his passion and I spent a good amount of time rubbing him there, until his mind and his penis were fixated on sex and the carnal desires of his body.

“Holy shit!,” I heard him groan, followed by a primal grunt that emanated from somewhere deep within. It was so cute, the way he tried to resist, but I already had him, a point made obviously clear when I spoke my next words.

“Can you rollover so I can take care of your front?”

Little Bradley froze. He didn’t want to show me his raging hard-on, the evidence of his weakness and the precursor of his submission. But I was on a mission, not to be deterred by the confusion of a young man about to have his whole world turned upside down.

I didn’t wait for a response, instead I slid my hand beneath his thigh and pressed upward, turning my charge onto his back, bare before the world.

I tried to act like his erection was a shock to me. “You’re erect,” I said in feigned surprise, “Is this sexual for you?”

“Please,” he whined, looking up at me with a combination of crazed lust and utter confusion plastered on his handsome face.

It was the moment I had been waiting for and I made the most of the opportunity. With a single manicured finger, I traced a gentle line up the front of his shaft, sending waves of pleasure coursing through his body and into his brain. At the exact same moment, I replied, “I can’t do that, what if your mother found out?”

The look on his face was adorable, confused yet desperately horny. “Please! I swear I won’t tell.”

“I don’t know,” I teased, “I could never live with myself if your mother found out.” That was the message my words fed into his brain, but my fingers had a different story to convey, a tale gently directed to the most sensitive spots of his genital region. “It might be different,” I offered, pushing him closer and closer to the brink, “it might be different if I had some leverage, something that guaranteed you wouldn’t tell.”

“Please,” he gasped, “I’ll do anything.”

Those were the words I had been waiting for. “Anything?” I replied.

It him but a split second to acquiesce. “Anything,” he blurted.

I didn’t waste any time, I had him where I wanted him, it was time to force his hand. “If I had a picture of you sucking a dick, I’d feel confident you wouldn’t tell.”

That bomb shell practically broke his brain. He wanted to get off in the worst way, but gay sex was beyond his realm of comprehension. Realizing it was too much for him, but wanting to secure my dominance, I offered an alternative. “I need some kind of assurance. If you won’t suck dick, can I dress you up like a baby?”

The relief on his face was evident. He may not have wanted to be infantilized but it was an option he could come to grips with, and when he offered a gentle nod, I was quick to reward his submission.

I have given many hand jobs but what Little Bradley received next was the best of the best. I teased his cock with rapid, targeted strokes, while simultaneously fondling his balls and ass until he was moaning in delight. I brought him to the brink of ecstasy, and kept him there, until his mouth was drooling and his eyes were rolled halfway to the back of his head.

“Ah! Thank you!” he groaned, the whites of his eyes all I could see.

“Do you like me touching your little pee-pee?” I asked, already knowing the answer but wanting to bring his brain in on the infantilizing fun.

“Yes,” he panted, a plastic smile plastered on his silly face.

I withdrew all stimulus, looked him directly in the eyes and said, “You will address me as mommy or the deal is off.”

“Please mommy,” he whined, and upon hearing his words of regression I immediately returned my hands to his member, granting him the euphoria he desperately wanted.

“Thank you, Mommy!” he replied, and I knew from that moment forward that I could make him do anything I wanted.

I played with Little Bradley. I diapered Little Bradley. I nursed Little Bradley. And in the end, I claimed him as my own, the first of multiple steps in my quest to secure revenge on my college frenemy.


SCENE 6
Mommy Claire
 

Taking advantage of the eighteen-year-old Bradley was easy, he gave in at the first moment of sexual arousal. His father on the other hand was a more difficult challenge. Physically he was susceptible to my ministrations but mentally he was more reserved, seemingly in control. It was going to take more of an effort to separate him from his control center. Fortunately for me I had tools at my disposal, special skills to manipulate his mind and break his power.


SCENE 7
Dad
 

My dick was as hard as a rock and my body was still pulsing when she turned off the white noise, removed my blindfold and helped me off of the examination table. It was an odd feeling; my body had been taken to the brink of ecstasy however the journey felt incomplete. I had never been so close to the edge without coming, and my brain struggled with that thought.

The woman offered me a plush robe and directed me to sit in a comfy executive chair across from her large mahogany desk. I sat down and she took a seat on a stool at my feet. I had never been so horny in all my life, I felt like I might burst, and it only got worse when I looked down at her on the stool, and got a bird’s eye view of her wonderful cleavage.

My dick bobbed and twitched beneath the thick robe.

“I always like to end things with an exit interview,” she offered, “So you aren’t confused when you leave here.”

It seemed logical. I was rather confused after everything that had happened and the way my body was piquing. “Ok,” I agreed.

“Perfect!” she replied, a joyous smile on her beautiful face. “Over the next several hours, and perhaps the next couple of days, you are going to experience some very powerful emotions. That is perfectly normal, whenever those feelings begin to pique, I want you to think about me and how I made you feel.”

It was a lot to take in, my brain struggled to cope. What exactly did that mean? “Powerful emotions?” I questioned.

She continued, “We have unlocked a part of your brain that has been closed off for quite some time. This will cause you to think of me as your mommy, and may even get you physically aroused.”

“Wait, what?!?” I heard her but it didn’t make sense.

“Oh honey, it’s perfectly normal, I thought you knew,” she explained. “Normally a guy would ask to ejaculate and I would take care of him and things would be done. But you never asked, so I didn’t do it, which means you didn’t complete the cycle. Since you didn’t finish, your mind and your body will forever connect me with that incredible pleasure. I may be wrong, but I think you’re going to want to see me again, and you’re going to want me to dominate you, maybe even put you in a diaper.”

A diaper?

“That can’t be true,” I objected.

She just nodded her head while jotting notes on her clipboard. “I know it’s a lot to take in. Perhaps you’ll be different,” she replied with a wry smile. “Why don’t you go back to your wife and, if at any time you need me you can give me a call.”

She slipped me her business card and when she did her fingers grazed the back of my hand, sending a spark of energy to my brain and to my loins. How did she do that? I would continue to wonder even as she escorted me out of the building and to the waiting limo out front.

A thousand thoughts raced through my head on the limo ride back to the hotel and my wife. There was no doubt I was horny as hell, hours of stimulation without release will do that to a guy, but did that mean I desired the control of a woman other than my wife?

Laura was asleep on the bed when I entered the hotel room. She looked so beautiful and sexy I did the first thing that came to mind, slipping into the bed next to her, fondling her cute little frame.

“Not now hun,” she said, pushing me away.

That created quite a dilemma. I don’t usually masturbate but my excitement level was at an all-time high and Laura wanted nothing to do with me. I slipped into the bathroom, away from my wife’s view, dropped my pants and took my penis in hand.

Two strokes got me erect but for some reason I couldn’t attain the level of excitement that only moments ago seemed impossible to avoid. It was vexing, to be so horny and still not be able to complete the act. Then my thoughts reverted to my new friend and everything changed.

The mere thought not only caused my erection to grow, but it also caused a piquing in my brain, a flood of pleasure chemicals that made me feel equally euphoric in my dick and in my mind. I doubled down on those thoughts, and soon I was right there, lying in mommy’s lap, nursing at her teat, my penis edging toward the orgasm I had so strongly resisted a mere hour ago.

The force of the eruption, and the way the semen spouted from my tip, confirmed just how powerful mommy’s influence was on my body and my brain. And as I lay there in post-orgasmic bliss, one thing was abundantly clear, the lure of mommy would draw me back.


SCENE 8
Mommy Claire
 

When you take a man to the brink of orgasm and keep him there, without relief, it is only a matter of time before he breaks down and gives in to the awesome power of unbridled lust. I have used that technique to dominate men for as long as I can remember and to date, it has never failed.


SCENE 9
Dad
 

The name on the business card read, ‘Mommy Claire’ and saying the name aloud caused a physical reaction in my loins. I was nervous dialing the phone but she put me at ease the moment she answered.

“I was hoping you would call,” she said, “we’re going to have so much fun on our journey.”

I stuttered my response, “Uh, Uh, Uh, ok.”

“Perfect,” she replied, “pick up a pack of adult diapers your size and be here by ten.”

“What?!?” I balked.

“I’m going to turn you into a submissive little boy,” she informed me, “I’ll diaper you, and nurse you, and play with you, until you can’t think for yourself. Won’t that be fun?”

What it was, was scary as hell, but the raging hard-on in my pants let me know that fear wasn’t going to stop me. My brain and my penis wanted to experience it, and nothing was going to deter that quest.


SCENE 10
Dad
 

I walked into her office and Mommy Claire immediately led me to the examination room. Patting the table, she said, “Disrobe and get on the table. From now on you are a little boy and I am your mommy. If at any point you do not accept those roles then we are done and I will no longer pleasure you.”

In an instant everything became very real. I may not have wanted to be a grown baby but I knew my body needed her touch, and that I could not put at risk. Momentarily thoughts of my wife drifted in my head, but even that wasn’t enough to stem the flow of lust in my blood, the draw of Mommy Claire’s reward was too much to resist.

“Yes mommy,” I replied, shedding my clothes and presenting my naked body to my new master.

Unlike our first encounter, Mommy Claire began this session by unbuttoning her blouse and presenting me with her breast. I latched on at the first opportunity, preferring to suckle at her teat with my eyes closed than to watch her mental domination of my body and mind. I already knew she had manipulated my lust, to the point of desperation, I only hoped her plans for my submission would not be irreparable.

“Before we can get started on your pleasure ride I need to take care of a few details,” she said. “Little boys like you should not have any hair down there, so I think it’s time we shave you.”

The thought of having my cock and balls shaved bare was scary. How would I explain that to my wife? And yet when Mommy Claire placed her hands on my cock, and began to lather me with shaving cream, I was helpless to do anything more than watch and coo.

“Ah,” I gasped. Her hands felt incredible, sending pulses of pleasure to every part of my being, eliminating any thoughts of resistance.

She used a long straight blade that took away large swaths of hair with each swipe. It was emasculating giving her that kind of control and yet when she was done, and I was hairless, I had never been more excited.

She allowed me to touch my newly shaved area and I have to admit it felt amazing. I never realized anything could be so soft, and I spent more than a moment fondling myself while mommy watched.

“You like that don’t you?” she asked, a beautiful smile on her pretty face. “But it’s not polite for a little boy to touch himself like that. If you have needs all you have to do is ask mommy.”

I couldn’t believe I was about to say it, but we were at that inevitable point, where the needs of my body overtook the rational thoughts of my brain. Despite my marital vows that I swore would only belong to one woman, I pleaded for Mommy Claire’s attention. “Please will you take care of me?” I asked.

Just like that Mommy turned her loving attention towards me, applying baby powder to my freshly shaved region and then following with a diaper wrapped around my loins. It was infantilizing to say the least, but a small price to pay for the immense ecstasy she supplied in return.

The way she rubbed me, through the thin fabric of the diaper, targeted on my most sensitive zones, was thrilling. I felt my orgasm building and it felt wonderful. I might have thought she intended to make me cum, but after my previous experience with Mommy Claire, I was quite confident that her intention was to drive my lust to the point of incapacitation.

She continued stroking me, feverishly, and when I thought I could take no more I let her know. “Mommy, I can’t take it, slow down.”

“Don’t worry,” she assured me, “only a little boy would make a mess in his diaper. You can hold out.”

I knew what she was saying but my physical response was operating in a completely different reality. She was exciting me immensely and I had no idea how I could hold back. “I can’t hold it,” I said.

Yet she reassured me, “This is just a game, you can hold out. Only someone who really wanted to be infantilized would soil his diaper.”

I don’t think she realized just how close I was, and I definitely did not want to disappoint her, so I focused all of my thoughts and energy towards resisting those familiar feelings. At first, I thought I could do it, that I could calm my growing excitement, but then she brushed her hardened nipple against my cheek, setting off a chain reaction that I could not control.

My instant reaction was to turn toward that heavenly feeling and when I did, my lips formed perfectly around her nipple, gathering it into my mouth. I didn’t think, I did what came natural which is also why I pressed my face against the remainder of her bosom, curled my lower body into a fetal position, and gave in to the moment, letting go of any and all other thoughts.

Perhaps deep down inside I wanted to be infantilized, to give up all control to my dominant mommy, at least that’s what she told me after we were done, but in that moment, when my conscious mind realized the full effects of what was happening, I tried with all of my strength to hold back, to keep from experiencing an act that was certain to have lasting implications. Despite my greatest effort I lost the battle, my bodily functions surging as if I hadn’t yet learned the art of self-control, soiling the very diaper mommy had fashioned around my bottom. In that instant my brain regressed, a most impactful event, perhaps even permanent.

“Oh my God!” Mommy Claire exclaimed upon seeing the fluids seep through my diaper. “You really are a little boy, you really want this.”

I tried to deny it, to defend myself, but she just wouldn’t hear it. She kept reiterating those words. “You really want this, you want to be a submissive little boy.”

There are many things you can convince your brain, including that you want to be an adult baby, but it is impossible to bring it all back once you have truly regressed. Uncontrollably soiling my diaper did that for me, and finding a warm and welcome home at Mommy Claire’s bosom completed the transition.

I’m not sure how long I laid there, suckling at Mommy Claire’s teat, savoring the warmth and security of her presence, but I do know I didn’t want to leave. She introduced me to a life changing experience, one that created a new and better reality for me, and I could not imagine going on without it. I was Mommy’s good little boy and I loved it. It wasn’t until she spoke her next words that the true reality of it all came crashing down around me.

“Next time you come back,” Mommy Claire cooed, “you need to bring your wife.”


SCENE 11
Mommy Claire
 

I set the table the best way I knew how, granting him the high of physical bliss and then requiring a small token of commitment before supplying even more of the addictive euphoria. It worked wonderfully getting him into a diaper, I only hoped my mental control was strong enough to allow his submission to extend to his wife.


SCENE 12
Dad
 

My mind overflowed with thoughts on the ride back to the hotel. The question was, “How was I going to convince my wife to join me on the next excursion?” Oddly enough, the thought of not returning never crossed my mind.

“Hi honey, I’m back,” I called to my wife as I entered our hotel room.

“I’m in the tub,” I heard her voice through the closed bathroom door.

I thought about going in, to check out my lovely bride, naked in the bath, however a part of me deep inside knew she would be upset, and I didn’t want to get off on the wrong foot.

The moments I had to wait proved to be very useful. In that time; I convinced myself of an entirely new tact, to get my wife to comply to an outrageous demand.

“Honey,” I said, “Brad really needs us to be there for him. I know you have reservations, but for the good of our son, you need to learn more about this life he has chosen.”

I could see it on her face, she may not have wanted to go, but there was no way she would do anything to hurt our son.


SCENE 13
Laura
 

My husband is a saint, he is always so patient with our son, and always knows how to bring me off the ledge when I overreact. That is exactly what happened when Bradley came home to tell us about his new girlfriend. At first, I wanted nothing to do with her, the thought of losing my little boy was too much, but over time my husband showed me the light, that if I didn’t accept his life choices, I risked losing him, forever.

Those are the thoughts that raced through my head as we rode in the back of the limo to Bradley’s girlfriend’s house. When we pulled up in front, it all started to make sense. This woman was older and she was rich, fancy limousine and palatial mansion. I could see how my little Bradley got caught up in the easy lifestyle. I only hoped I would get an opportunity to show him the truth before it was too late.


SCENE 14
Mommy Claire
 

I watched out the window as the limo pulled up in front. As much time and energy as I had put into the plan, there was a distinct pleasure in seeing my mark get out of the back of the vehicle.

Everything was coming together perfectly.


SCENE 15
Laura
 

My husband and I walked up the steps to the large front door. I must admit it was rather intimidating, all that wealth and power. I was steeling my nerves when the door flew open and the most beautiful young woman stood before us.

“You must be Bradley’s parents,” she greeted us. “My name’s Alyssa.”

I was relieved.

All this time I had this idea that Bradley was mixed up with an older woman, a cougar. But this cute little thing couldn’t have been more than nineteen or twenty. She welcomed us into her home, taking me by the hand and leading me up the sweeping stair case while directing my husband the other way. “You can go to the office,” she said over her shoulder, “I’m sure you remember how to get there.”

Upstairs Alyssa led me down the hallway to a large bedroom finely appointed with Victorian antiques. It was absolutely beautiful and filled my imagination with thoughts of a simpler, more romantic time.

“You can wait here,” Alyssa said, “someone will be with you shortly.”


SCENE 16
Dad
 

I left my wife with our hostess and hustled to the office where I found Mommy Claire working on some paperwork at her desk. I fumbled with my belt and pants, eager to get to naked time with mommy.

“Looks like someone is excited,” she offered. “Did you bring your wife like I told you?”

“Yes mommy,” I replied, happy to show her what a good boy I was and even more eager to be rewarded for my good deed.

Mommy Claire stood up, circled the desk and approached me. Without a word she got down on her knees in front of me, tickled my balls with her left hand while gently stroking my shaft with her right. It felt great, made even more exciting by the bird’s eye view I had of her gaping cleavage. In an instant I was rock hard, an orgasm approaching.

“I’m going to offer you a deal,” Mommy Claire said, still stimulating me with her fabulous fingers, “you can have sex with Alyssa, the girl who met you at the door, or you can wait until I’m done with your wife and I’ll give you the full mommy treatment. What do you say?”

I may have been horny as hell, and absolutely desperate, but my desire wasn’t for random sex, it was for Mommy Claire. It took all of one second to think over my response.

“I want you,” I said, and the smile on Mommy Claire’s face let me know I had made the right decision.


SCENE 17
Laura
 

I had only sat down on the edge of the four poster bed for a moment before the door opened and in walked the most beautiful man. He introduced himself as Tyler, and based on his muscled physique I had no doubt that he worked out most hours of the day.

“Hi, I’m Tyler,” he said. “I’m here to get you prepped for your session.”

Prepped for my session? I wasn’t exactly sure what that meant but didn’t feel I was in any position to argue so I went along. Tyler took me by the hand, led me through the attached bathroom and into another room where there was a massage table set-up in the center of the floor.

“Would you like for me to assist you in the disrobing process?” he asked, and the way he said it, I think he expected me to say yes.

“I think I can take care of that myself,” I replied, wondering just what kind of place they were running. Did married women usually have the hunky masseurs help them out of their clothes?

Tyler left and I took my time with my clothes. Was I supposed to remove everything? Should I leave my panties on? I followed the more traditional massage process, removing all of my clothing but covering up with the provided towel. I was more than a little self conscious as I waited and that feeling did not recede when Tyler returned wearing only a pair of boxers.

“Oh my,” I gasped when he moved towards me and I saw the way his bulge moved beneath the thin fabric. I didn’t mean for it to happen but I felt myself getting excited, a thought I quickly tried to tamp down with little effect.

He circled the table, bringing himself square with my head and asked, “Are you familiar with sensory deprivation.”

“Not really,” I answered, still trying to shift my mind away from thoughts of sex.

Tyler covered my eyes with a black mask. It was very soft, and comfortable on my face, but it completely blacked out all light, making me more than a little nervous.

“It will take a moment to get used to the darkness,” he explained. “Just relax and let your body respond in its own natural way.”

Suddenly every sound in the room became magnified. I could hear the cool air as it moved through the vent, the sound of Tyler’s breathing, his feather light footsteps on the carpeted floor.

“Without sight your other senses become more aware,” Tyler informed me in a voice barely above a whisper. “Allow your mind to experience it all.”

It was amazing. I really could make out every sound, focusing on every minute detail. That’s when he introduced a white noise that blanketed my hearing just like the blindfold had removed my sight. It was at that exact moment that the sweetest aroma of fresh baked bread filled my nostrils.

“Someone’s baking bread,” I said, but Tyler was right there to get me back on the proper path.

“Don’t talk,” he said, “your brain is adjusting, allow it to roam where it wants to go. Set your sense of smell free.”

It was incredible, not only could I smell the fresh baked bread but my nose was filled with a wonderful collection of aromas, each one more distinct than the last. There was peppermint, and citrus, and jasmine, and cinnamon. I couldn’t believe how sensitive my sense of smell was, and how peaceful each of those odors made me feel.

Just as I was getting lost in a sea of fond memories Tyler was right back in my ear. “Now we remove the sense of smell so you can truly feel.”

The wonderful smells disappeared and suddenly I was alone in the darkness. That feeling didn’t last as Tyler was right there to guide me along the way. “Now we’re going to explore your sense of touch. Just relax and let your body roam free. Don’t worry if you can’t achieve this one, only a truly heightened mind can reach this state.”

It may sound silly, but I wanted to succeed, to prove that I was special, that mine was a heightened mind. I allowed my brain to become a blank slate and the moment I did, I felt the lightest touch on the soles of my feet.

“I feel it,” I exclaimed, “it’s like someone is touching my feet.”

“Excellent,” Tyler cooed, “you’re a very special mind. Let’s see if we can go further, describe to me what you feel.”

Once again, I allowed my brain to wipe clean and when I did the feelings returned, only this time they were more pronounced.

“I can feel it on my feet and on my ankles,” I explained. “It’s like someone is giving me a massage.”

Tyler complimented me. “You’re much stronger than I expected,” he said, “very few people can reach that level. And I’ve never heard of anyone achieving that state on their first try. Do you mind if we try to go further?”

I couldn’t help but feel flattered. I always thought I was special, and now I had proof. I allowed my mind to relax once more, allowing the feelings to expand.

It was all so real, each and every muscle responded as if it was actually happening. “The feeling is traveling over my knee,” I explained, “and now I can feel it on my thighs.”

“Excellent,” Tyler purred, “don’t stop, if you keep going you might achieve Nirvana.”

The very thought thrilled me, and when those blissful feelings moved between my thighs, and up my legs, I allowed them to completely consume me. It was absolutely mind altering and then things took an odd turn, the touch that was so pervasive on my thighs found its way to my sex and in an instant my entire disposition changed.

My kitty opened, of its own accord, and my juices began to flow. I did not expect things to turn sexual and yet there I was, piquing in pre-orgasmic bloom, my body and mind pulsing on the edge ecstasy. The entire situation made me feel slutty, like a naughty little girl unable to control her bodily desires. I tried to open my eyes, to see if what was happening was just in my head, or if it was real, but the blindfold completely blocked all sight. In an instant a million thoughts overwhelmed me, things were spiraling out of control.

Just as those feelings pushed me to the brink of my mental capacity, Tyler was in my ear, whispering words of encouragement. “You’re doing great. You’re almost there. The more you give in the better it will feel.”

His words had meaning, and their own special power. Despite feeling like a wanton slut, I wanted to see what better felt like. With a slight shift of my hips I allowed my thighs to spread and instantly the feelings escalated. The pleasure touches moved up my inner thigh, like two supple lips inching towards my golden flower. It was wonderful, soothing and stimulating, strong yet tender, and when those feelings reached my kitty my body began to pulse in euphoric ecstasy. The first orgasm hit me like a freight train, my muscles seized, my entire body vibrated and any sense of reality went out the window. But that was only the beginning, the pulsing found a home inside of me, curling to my g-spot, rubbing my button, making my whole body vibrate in wave after wave of glorious bliss. I was coming, uncontrollably. I couldn’t stop it, and if I’m being honest, I didn’t want to, I had never felt so wonderful in all my life and no matter how naughty or slutty it made me feel, I didn’t want it to end.

Those feelings continued until my head felt like it was floating, swimming in a sea of orgasms. Was this Nirvana? It certainly felt like heaven, in my brain and all over my body, and made it so easy to want to stay in that blissful state forever, gushing fluids in the most obscene way, completely dehydrated, spent in exhaustive joy.


SCENE 18
Mommy Claire
 

I left my submissive little boy in the office and hustled upstairs for my meeting with Laura. We weren’t ready for a face-to-face, not yet, she needed to be properly primed before the big meet. Fortunately, my friend Tyler was on the job, helping to prepare the way.

Laura was set-up in my Victorian suite, so named for its fine turn-of-the-century antiquities. It had an attached studio equipped with massage table and two-way mirror, perfect to allow me to watch the scene unfold while Tyler set the table.

I watched intently through the mirror. Tyler worked his magic like a virtuoso on a fine instrument, stimulating, teasing, building the anticipation towards a climactic end.

“It will take a moment to get used to the darkness,” he explained. “Just relax and let your body respond in its own natural way.”

Laura was nervous, I could tell, but she was also going along, which convinced me that things were progressing nicely. My confidence grew.

“Without sight your other senses become more aware,” Tyler told her. “Allow your mind to experience it all.”

That was my cue. I stepped from my place of hiding, into the room with Laura and Tyler. The moment Laura relaxed, the moment she gave up resistance, was a sight to behold. She didn’t know it but she was hooked, it would only be a matter of time before she was under my control.

“Someone’s baking bread,” Laura announced, overjoyed with the revelation.

Just like I taught him, Tyler guided her every action. “Don’t talk, your brain is adjusting, allow it to roam where it wants to go. Set your sense of smell free.”

“Now we’re going to explore your sense of touch,” Tyler whispered. “Just relax and let your body roam free. Don’t worry if you can’t achieve this one, only a truly heightened mind can reach this state.”

With Tyler by her head, whispering in Laura’s ear, I approached, using the tip of my finger to gently graze the sole of her foot.

“I feel it,” she exclaimed, “it’s like someone is touching my feet.”

“Excellent,” Tyler cooed, “you’re a very special mind. Let’s see if we can go further, describe to me what you feel.”

I took the cue, increasing my touch on her person, expanding up her legs.

“I can feel it,” she exclaimed, “on my feet and on my ankles. It’s like someone is giving me a massage.”

Tyler provided reassuring words to feed her ego and push her further down the path. “You’re much stronger than I expected,” he said, “very few people can reach that level. And I’ve never heard of anyone achieving that state on their first try. Do you mind if we try to go further?”

The smile on her face let me know she was deep in the throes of mental and physical bliss. I used that opportunity to increase my manipulation.

Laura responded exactly as I knew she would. “The feeling is traveling over my knee, and now I can feel it on my thighs.”

“Excellent, don’t stop,” Tyler encouraged her. “If you keep going you might achieve Nirvana.”

That was the signal for me to expand my reach, spreading my touch to include her upper legs and thighs. And when her kitty came into view, I stimulated her there as well, sending her mind on a roller coaster ride of physical joy. Her flower opened, as a precursor to what her mind really wanted, and it was at that moment that I knew Laura was ready, willing and able.

Just as I had taught him, Tyler added to the mental manipulation, whispering words of encouragement in her ear. “You’re doing great,” he said. “You’re almost there. The more you give in the better it will feel.”

As a married woman I thought there might be some resistance but Laura willingly submitted to the moment, and to the lust being built up in her brain. I took advantage of that opportunity to further expand my stimulus, kissing up her thighs with my lips, finding her button with my tongue and stimulating her there until her body began to throb and pulse. She shifted her hips to give me better access and once she did, I knew how badly she wanted it.

Laura’s body vibrated around my fingers, coating my hands with an unending flow of her juices. She moaned aloud, uncontrollably, not once resisting the orgasmic waves that washed over her body, not once asking who was giving her such immense joy. Did she really think Tyler was both in her ear and lapping at her kitty? Or had it been so long she didn’t care? Her sexual release was powerful, like a woman who had been deprived for far too long, and it made me wonder just how perfect her home life really was.

I slipped out of the suite before the mask was withdrawn from Laura’s eyes. One day she would know who truly dominated her sex, but that time was still a little ways off, there were still a few more minds to conquer.


SCENE 19
Dad
 

I waited in Mommy’s office for what seemed an eternity, just me and my overexcited hard on. When she finally walked through the door, I had trouble containing myself.

“You haven’t been naughty, have you?” Mommy Claire asked, and the way she said it, with a slight hint of condescension, it was like she knew I wouldn’t dare disobey her.

“No mommy,” I replied, “I’m a good boy.”

“You certainly are,” she answered, “I just sampled your wife, you were a very good boy bringing her here.”

I was happy to have pleased Mommy and more than a little curious as to what she meant by ‘sampled my wife.’ “Did you put her in a diaper?” I asked.

Mommy Claire smiled when I said that. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

It’s something I never would have imagined in a million years, but right at that moment, the thought of my wife being diapered by this sexy mature woman, had my mind reeling and my penis pulsing. Sheepishly I nodded my head.

“We’ll get there,” Mommy Claire offered, “be patient.”

That’s when she did something very unexpected. With me naked on the examination table, she began to undo her blouse. With each button more and more of her breasts came into view and her actions made me freeze in anticipation.

“You were a very good boy turning over your wife to me,” Mommy Claire offered, “and even better by patiently waiting your turn. You deserve a special treat.”

By then her shirt was completely open, her wonderful cleavage on full display, her glorious nipples barely covered by the thin fabric. My jaw dropped, my mouth watered, my erect penis grew even harder than it already was, yet I was uncertain what to do.

Mommy Claire offered an infectious giggle. “Is my little boy shy?” she asked.

I took that as an invitation, slipping off the edge of the table, sidling up next to this beautiful woman. I used my hand to push her shirt aside, exposing her luscious bosom. She was perfect in every way, and I marveled at how lucky I was to be in that position.

I lowered my chin and kissed her skin until her nipple found its way into my mouth. I suckled at Mommy’s teat like the good little boy I was meant to be, the flesh soft and smooth against my face. There was no more submission on my part, this was who I was meant to be, my role set in stone.

I could tell you about how Mommy played with me, and she did, extending my euphoric thrill ride to the heavens, but what she did to my cock was insignificant compared to the effect she had on my brain. While I was lost in the joys of Mommy Claire’s infantilizing bliss, she was busy molding my mind, turning me into an obedient adult baby, forever addicted to my mommy’s love and attention. This fact was easy for me to accept in private, but soon this would become my new reality, one I would be forced to face in a public setting.


SCENE 20
Mommy Claire
 

I knew Bradley’s father would submit to me, I had full control of his penis and with it his mind. But I didn’t appreciate the full scope of his surrender until I was rewarding him for turning over his wife. It was during that time, while I was teasing his orgasm and nurturing his inner child, that he did the unexpected.

“Uh, uh, uh,” he grunted. “Please mommy!”

“Tell me what you want?” I asked, intent on making my little boy beg his mommy to cum.

But his orgasm wasn’t his greatest desire and when he spouted his next words, I swear I had an orgasm of my own.

“Please diaper me,” he whined.

I could tell by his tone, and the desperate look on his face, how important it was to him. How much he wanted, no, needed, a diaper around his bottom, a firm hand controlling his life.

The diaper was symbolic, it represented his submission, his surrender of power. He needed it as much as he needed air to breathe, his life could not move forward without the safety and comfort of that clean, soft fabric wrapped around his bodice, holding him tight, securing his body and his mind.

And so I gave him what he wanted, what he needed, a comprehensive education on his new existence. It was the life he was begging to pursue and would be the consummate reward for his unwavering commitment.


SCENE 21
Dad
 

Mommy Claire had me gaze deep into her eyes while she caused my penis to spill its seed. I tried to hold it back, not wanting to make a sticky mess in my diaper, but her power and control over me were too much. My little brain could not resist. I spurted. With great force the semen spouted from my tip, a guttural groan escaping my lips. Oh God it felt so good, not just cumming, which was fantastic, but the way she took control, rendering me submissive.

“You feel that?” she asked, as my fluids seeped through the thin fabric, “You just lost your manhood.”

I couldn’t deny it.

It was a sea change moment in my life, the transition from grown man to adult baby, and yet I was totally at peace. Mommy Claire was in charge. That could have been scary as hell but it wasn’t because I trusted her, this woman I had only just met. I found her awe inspiring; every word out of her mouth, every curve of her body, every touch of her hand. But there was so much more. In addition to her fabulous womanly ways, she was also deep inside my head, the way she understood my every thought, always a step ahead, always in control. Yes, it was emasculating, the way she dominated my sex and controlled my brain, but in a way I needed that, and I wouldn’t have had it any other way.

Mommy Claire added an exclamation point to her dominance when she lovingly changed my diaper, and cleaned my sticky mess. It completed my regression, confirming once and for all who was in charge, and who was meant to be the submissive little boy.


SCENE 22
Mommy Claire
 

Watching my two newest adult babies leave for the evening was difficult. There was a chance they would get back to their hotel and have a change of heart, no longer willing to give up control of their lives. I only hoped my dominant love and affection would bring them back to my door, so I could continue my manipulation and ensure their long-term submission.


SCENE 23
Laura
 

The back of the limo was dead silent on the ride back to the hotel. I don’t know what was on my husband’s mind, but all I could think about was Tyler and the wonderful, magical pleasure ride he gave me. I was still pulsing on the inside.

A part of me felt guilty, for experiencing such physical bliss with another man. It wasn’t like I cheated, we never had sex or even kissed, but all the same I felt kind of naughty, and wasn’t ready to share the intimate details of my afternoon.

If I thought it was quiet in the limo ride it paled in comparison to what happened when we got into our room. My husband, ever the chatter box, didn’t say a word, at least not until he climbed into bed next to me and posed the strangest question.

“Would you mind if I suckled at your breast?” he asked.

Under any other circumstance I would have thought he was playing a game, but after the day I had had, my first reaction was to allow him his fun. “Go ahead,” I said, lifting my shirt like a brazen harlot, presenting my breast to him.

He didn’t waste any time, taking my nipple between pursed lips, gently suckling in the most intimate way. Much to my surprise it was delightful, the connection between he and I, and I remember falling asleep with a smile on my face.


SCENE 24
Mommy Claire
 

The day had finally arrived. It was time to secure my dominance, to assume my proper place at the top of the food chain.


SCENE 25
Laura
 

I hadn’t been so excited to wake in the morning in such a long long time. I felt like a little girl on Christmas morn, ready to unwrap the gift of bliss beneath the Tyler Christmas tree.

The ride in the limo seemed to take forever, as did the walk up those steep front steps. But once we were inside, and Tyler eschewed me away from my husband, everything seemed to move at warp speed.

We made it to the Victorian suite and the adjoining massage studio. I allowed Tyler to assist me in the disrobing process this time and let me tell you, it was thrilling.

He started with my blouse, slowly undoing each button while allowing his fingers to dance along my bare skin. That was exciting by itself, made even more erotic by Tyler’s muscled physique, barely covered by a tank top and thin shorts. When he reached for my waist band, and pushed my pants and panties to the floor, I could not stop the rush of adrenaline that pulsed through my veins. My flower opened in anticipation of what was to come.

The day two massage was starting very differently than the first. The entire scene was much more sexual, erotically charged from the first moment. A part of me felt that I should put a stop to things, but the lure of physical bliss convinced me to allow things to proceed.


SCENE 26
Mommy Claire
 

Both of Bradley’s parents returned for another round and the sight of them walking towards my front door sent a tingle through my body. It was all coming to fruition, exactly as planned. The excitement was palpable.


SCENE 27
Dad
 

It was on the ride over to Mommy Claire’s on the fourth day that the realization hit me. If Mommy Claire was manipulating my lust to take advantage of me, what was happening with my wife? In the beginning I assumed it was baby play, diapering and nursing and the like, but as we got out of the limo, and I saw the bounce to Laura’s step as she walked up the front stairs, I got the uneasy feeling there was a lot more going on.

I intended to bring this up with Mommy Claire however when I walked into her office, and found her wearing a low cut blouse that really showed off her breasts, while holding a bottle of baby powder and a fresh diaper, my penis grew hard and my mind could think of nothing but her attention.

“Today’s the day I diaper your wife,” Mommy Claire informed me, “would you like to watch?”

It wasn’t what I was expecting, but it got me excited all the same. “Yes mommy,” I replied and all at once the reality of the moment plowed through my brain.

“Perfect,” Mommy Claire replied, “just like yesterday, I’ll take care of you after I’ve conquered your wife.”


SCENE 28
Laura
 

Tyler repeated the same sensory deprivation tactics, to the same delicious effect, bringing me right back to physical ecstasy. Only this time I was prepared, freely spreading my legs, allowing those wonderful feelings to delve deep into my soul.


SCENE 29
Dad
 

Mommy Claire led me out of her office, up the sweeping staircase and into a small room complete with two-way mirror. On the other side of that mirror I saw my wife, with a blindfold over her eyes, lying on a massage table, a rather muscular young man standing by her side.

Pangs of jealousy formed in the pit of my stomach, pangs that did not go away until I saw Mommy Claire enter the room and approach the table and my wife.

What I saw next shocked and confounded me.

With the muscular gentleman whispering in her ear, my wife spread her legs and allowed Mommy Claire to service her orally. At first, I wasn’t sure if they were completing the act, but then I saw the way Laura was arching her back, and heard her moans, and knew she was in the throes of passion. That alone would have been enough to arouse me, but then my wife began to buck her hips, frantically searching for more and more stimulus, and the mere thought of her uncontrollable lust had my own desires piquing.

All at once my brain felt light and dizzy, while my penis grew hard and strong. I wasn’t sure what I should do. Should I intercede, and risk disobeying Mommy Claire, or should I take my penis in hand, and quell my own desires?

While those thoughts festered in my brain Mommy Claire relentlessly stimulated Laura’s sex. She used her fingers, her lips and her tongue, and I had no doubt by Laura’s screams of passion that she was enjoying every blessed moment of it.


SCENE 30
Laura
 

At first, I thought the sexual element of our session had increased and then I felt the soothing and stimulating touches on my inner thighs and flower, removing all doubt. Tyler was driving my sex. I had no idea how he was doing it, since he never left my ear, but he was definitely introducing me to greater and greater levels of sensual stimulus and it was amazing.

I’m not sure if it was a conscious decision on my part but I spread my legs to grant even greater access. I knew it was a slutty thing to do, but I didn’t care, everything made me feel so wonderful and I wanted to explore it more deeply. How powerful was the human mind, that it could experience such extreme joy all through mental stimulation?

Orgasm number one flowed from my body and I could swear a tongue and mouth were right there, lapping at my juices while simultaneously licking and nibbling on my button. It felt so real, as if I was being serviced by a master, and then those feelings penetrated deeper, curling to my g-spot, causing my body to respond with a gush of repeated orgasms.

That was the first moment I began to question if this was all happening just inside my head or if there was another person in the room with us. I tried to push the blindfold aside but the moment I moved my hand, the fingers and mouth that were servicing my kitty went into overdrive, spiraling my lust out of control.

My legs flew wide and my entire body felt like it was pulsing in orgasmic ecstasy. What was that? I had never experienced anything so powerful in all my life. It was a struggle just to maintain my breathing and my voice began to call out, “Oh God! Oh God! Oh God!”

Now I was certain that there was another person doing this to me but the feelings were so pleasurable I no longer cared. My kitty doubled over with euphoria and my juices began to spray like a feral cat in heat. My body bucked wildly, riding on autopilot, searching out more and more of the heavenly stimulus.

That’s when Tyler got right back in my ear, guiding me along the path. “Indulge your inner slut,” he growled. “Beg for more.”

“Please!” I shouted. “Please don’t stop!” I knew it was the act of a desperate and crazed woman but I didn’t care. I never wanted those feelings to end and I didn’t care who knew it. And even though he didn’t ask for it, I pushed the moment forward.

“Please fuck me!” I wailed. “I’ll do anything you want.”

The moment those words crossed my lips I felt a surge of adrenaline, straight up my spine and into my brain. For the first time in my life I allowed my sexual desire to take full and complete ownership of my being and it was glorious. From the bottoms of my feet to the top of my head I felt incredible, and I couldn’t help but wonder why I had waited so long to let lust take control.

I was about to call out for more when a woman’s voice broke my train of thought.

“She’s ready,” the voice called, “take off the mask.”

My body was riding a glorious high when the mask was removed from my eyes. The first thing that registered in my head was that it was a woman granting me this euphoric bliss, the second was how deeply my brain was affected by the pulses and spasms coming from my kitty. Not only did they take away my breath, they made it difficult to see, to hear, to rationalize. I could have fought against it, but doing so risked an end to the incredible thrill ride, so I decided to allow the intensity of the moment to wash over me, taking control of my brain in the process.

It was then, in the midst of my ecstasy, that my benefactor revealed herself to me, bringing her face close to mine while her fingers continued to manipulate my sex. She looked familiar, but it was difficult to concentrate with my body pulsing around her hand, and my head floating on a cloud.

Then she spoke.

“Beg to be my good little girl,” she huffed, “Beg for it.”

I didn’t know why she was saying such things but I also didn’t care. If a little wordplay was all she wanted in exchange for such incredible joy then so be it. “Please make me your good little girl,” I pleaded, and the moment I did my body doubled over with the most powerful release.


SCENE 31
Dad
 

“Beg to be my good little girl,” Mommy Claire said to my wife and I knew the moment had arrived. I had been on the receiving end of such pleasure, I knew there was no way to resist.

And Laura did not disappoint, pleading to submit, desperate to be transformed. “Please make me your good little girl,” she cried, and all at once it became painfully obvious that Mommy Claire had conquered my wife.

I knew there was a great reward waiting for me. I had granted Mommy Claire everything she had asked for and good little boys who do as they are told get rewarded. But the excitement of the moment was too much, before I knew it, I had my penis in hand, stroking the full length of my rod while the most unbelievable scene played out before my eyes, performing wonders on my brain.

I didn’t want to cum, I wanted to wait for Mommy Claire, but the moment was too big for me, the mental lust overwhelming. I spurted in my hand, not once but multiple times, a satisfying release that left a smile on my face long after I left that place.


SCENE 32
Mommy Claire
 

The moment of conquest is wonderful.

Laura gave in to lust, allowed it to consume her and ceded all of her being to that awesome power. I never could have imagined that my plan would work so flawlessly yet when I looked into her eyes, and forced her to beg to be my good little girl, there was no way she could resist. The needs of her body were in full control and I was in control of the needs of her body.

“You are good a little girl,” I informed her, “and as long as you are obedient, I will make sure this bliss becomes permanent.”


SCENE 33
Laura
 

I took Mommy Claire’s nipple in my mouth and suckled at her teat. I rather enjoyed that feeling and considered it a small price to pay for the mammoth amount of stimulus she had given and was still giving to me. I didn’t feel the same about being shaved and diapered, but while it was happening, I was powerless to resist, unable to raise a hand to stop her.

In fact, it wasn’t until after I was completely sated, my cum soaked diaper sagging off my body, that I finally recognized the situation for what it was. I knew this woman, from an earlier part of my life, from a different time and place.

All at once it hit me. Her name was Claire and she and I attended school together. I didn’t know what had caused her to grant me such a wonderful experience but I was grateful all the same.

“Thank you, Claire,” I said, an uncontrollable giggle emanating from deep within. I had no idea that she was gay, but then prior to that moment I myself never knew that intimacy with a woman could be so rewarding.

Claire’s response was not what I expected.

“You’re my good little girl now,” she replied, “you will call me Mommy.”

That made me laugh out loud. “Why would I call you mommy?” I asked.

That’s when she looked deep into my eyes and said, “Because if you don’t I will never please you like that again,” and she left the room before I had a chance to reply.


SCENE 34
Laura
 

The ride back to the hotel in the limousine was rather enlightening. It was during that trip that I learned everything that had happened between Claire and my son, as well as between Claire and my husband. She had manipulated them much the same way she had manipulated me, only with them her power still remained.

“I love her,” Bradley said, “I’ve committed to being her baby.”

“You can’t be serious?” I balked, unable to believe he would give up everything for a few moments of joy. But he was adamant, not to be swayed by anything I might say or do.

Much to my surprise my husband felt the same way, and despite not wanting to give in, I felt myself being painted into a corner. I needed to set things straight.

“I know this woman, we went to school together, she’s younger than me,” I exclaimed. “She can’t be my mother.”

We pulled up in front of the hotel and Bradley jumped out ahead of us, darting into the hotel. I was about to give chase when my husband grabbed my arm.

“Let him be,” he said, “give him some time alone.”

I turned towards my husband, staring him down. “This is why you wanted to suckle my breast, isn’t it?” I asked. “You want me to Mommy you? Don’t you?”

He was quick to respond. “This whole experience has been eye-opening,” he said. “I may not have expected it, but there’s something to this Mommy love. Ever since this started my head has been clearer, I feel more alive, I’m sleeping better. I’ll admit, I’d rather be controlled by you than by her, but I don’t want to give this up.”

My husband stepped past me and into the hotel, leaving me alone on the sidewalk. The whole situation was fucked up. I couldn’t just give up adulthood and become submissive to some girl I knew in college. But I also couldn’t risk losing my husband and son. I wasn’t sure what my next step should be, then the limo driver interrupted my train of thought.

“Mommy Claire would welcome you back to the manor if you’d like to talk,” he said, as if he could read my mind.

The timing was too perfect so I got back into the limo and we were on our way. As the luxury car wound its way through the city streets, I realized I wasn’t prepared for this meeting. What would I do? What would I say? The fifteen-minute ride wasn’t enough to clear my head and I found myself walking up the steep front steps, a thousand thoughts discombobulating my overworked brain.


SCENE 35
Mommy Claire
 

My driver texted me the moment he was returning from the hotel, Laura alone in back. I couldn’t contain my smile, my joy over how easy it was to control what people did or how they thought, especially when sex was involved. Laura was coming right back to my grasp and she didn’t even know why.


SCENE 36
Laura
 

The door opened before I got to the top step and Mommy Claire was there to welcome me in. I can’t believe I just called her that, Mommy Claire, but now I couldn’t see her any other way. How strange was that?

“Hi Mommy Claire,” I said and hearing the words aloud, coming out of my mouth, caused my kitty to tingle and a small rivulet of juice to roll down my inner thigh. It caught me off guard and made me more than a little self-conscious.

Mommy Claire gave me a hug and when she did, she whispered in my ear. “It’s a natural response,” she cooed, “I can smell how excited you are to see me. It’s ok to feel that way.”

Oh shit!

At hearing those words my entire body opened up, as if I had no control over it whatsoever, and I felt a growing desire, not just in my flower, but in my brain. I wasn’t sure what to say, or even if I would be able to form words, but I didn’t need to, Mommy Claire was right there to guide me on the path.

“Do you want to talk now?” she asked. “Or would you prefer that Mommy take care of your needs first?”

I couldn’t believe those were the words that came out of her mouth but even more surprising was how on-point they were. I wanted to talk, but there was absolutely no way I could possibly have a conversation while my body was piquing in physical need. Mommy Claire must have known, because she didn’t wait for a response, taking me by the hand and leading me up the stairs to her Victorian suite.

There was something about the fine antiquities of the room that made it easier to slip into a simpler time, and when she directed me to get onto the bed, and began to undo my blouse, I offered no resistance.

Mommy Claire kissed me lightly on the lips, and then continued to kiss every inch of my body, down my neck, along my breasts, across my stomach, finding a home at my moist and open hole. She wasted no time suckling my button between her lips while simultaneously curling her fingers to my g-spot. It caused me to gush repeatedly, a string of orgasms that took my breath away and caused every muscle in my body to freeze in ecstasy. I’ve had orgasms before, light bursts of euphoria that made me feel wonderful, but this wasn’t like that. With Mommy Claire the burst didn’t stop, doubling and then doubling again until my body was one long continuous pulse and my brain floated on a cloud.

I came for her many times, responding to her ministrations with total submission. I didn’t mean for things to turn out that way, I just couldn’t control myself nor did I want to. While she was stimulating me, I was helpless, in the most incredible way, and she was quick to take advantage of the situation.

“Who’s my good little girl?” she asked, staring deep into my eyes while her fingers still worked their magic on my insides.

It was all very confusing. Why did she feel the need to infantilize me? Why did I have to revert to a little girl? The moments of struggle in my head seemed to go on, and then, all of a sudden, Mommy Claire withdrew all stimulus. She didn’t just stop, she completely eliminated contact, and in that instant my entire world came crashing down. I can’t explain it other than I had a deep and rooted need, a primal desire for human contact. Without it I felt desperate and alone. It shook me to my core. I motioned with my arm, trying to brush up against her, but she backed away.

“Please,” I said. The word was out of my mouth before my brain could think. I needed her touch, I yearned from deep inside, and she knew it.

Mommy Claire stared at me hard and then, as if it was the most natural thing in the world, offered me, a grown woman, her breast. It certainly wasn’t what I was expecting, but I truly needed contact, to feel skin on skin, and so I accepted her offer, lowering my head and bringing my lips, and my mouth, into contact with the nipple on her right bosom. The moment we connected I felt it, a spark of electricity between us that sent a shiver of excitement up and down my spine. That was followed by a soothing calm, brought on by the weight and softness of her under boob as it came to rest against my face and neck. Instantly my needs were sated.

I found a home at mommy’s breast.

I allowed myself to enjoy it, for a moment, and then another, until I realized my mouth had begun a deep involuntary suckle. I’m not sure what made me do it, perhaps it was instinctual, a deep seeded action that every human has, but it was soothing and relaxed me immensely. The experience was so natural, a child nursing at her mother’s teat, but also intimate, in the way it satisfied a need I could not explain. I had never felt so at peace in my life and suddenly I understood why my boys liked this so much.

As I lay there nursing at mommy’s bosom, savoring the bond between us, I allowed her to swaddle me in a large white cloth. It resembled a diaper, the way it wrapped around my kitty and bum, and I have to admit it made me feel little, and controlled.

Mommy Claire didn’t miss a beat, the moment she finished swaddling me she went to work stroking my hair and massaging my scalp. It felt amazing, granting me an, other worldly bliss. And just when I thought it couldn’t possibly get any better, her hand wandered down to my breast, took my nipple between her finger and thumb and squeezed gently, causing a physical reaction that started in my breast and quickly zapped my kitty with an excitement that I didn’t quite understand but thoroughly enjoyed. It made me salivate and left me wanting for more. I had no idea my nipples were so sensitive, but somehow Mommy Claire knew, and she also knew exactly what to do to make it happen again and again.

How had she become so masterful? She was able to manipulate both my mind and my body with her words and her touch. She was undeniably controlling and dominant, and for some inexplicable reason I liked it. It held intimacy, and connectedness. The submission to physical bliss allowed me to freely let go.

Suddenly it hit me, an entirely new perspective on life. Would it be so bad to be Mommy Claire’s good little girl? No sooner had that thought crossed my mind than she spoke those very words.

“Who’s my good little girl?” she cooed.

The timing was uncanny, as if she could read my mind. Bashfully I responded, “I am.” I could no longer dispute her control, and I definitely did not want those incredible feelings to end.

I was submitting to her, which was scary, but I still felt that it was the right thing to do. She had unleashed something inside of me, and I needed to find out just how deep those feelings ran.

That’s the moment my entire life changed.

With me lying in mommy’s lap, nursing at her teat, her fingers performing their magic on my scalp and skull, my body achieved a state of relaxation I wouldn’t have thought possible. And in that state of euphoric bliss I did the unthinkable.

I completely let go.

I could tell you that I peed in my diaper to please mommy, to thank her for the wonderful experience she had given me. And while it pleased her immensely, the reason it happened was much less noble. I got lost in my relaxation, lost in my connectedness with Mommy, and in that instant, I let my guard down, I forgot what it meant to be a big girl. My body gave up years of training, letting it all loose, peeing uncontrollably in my diaper, regressing to the helpless little girl that still resided somewhere deep inside.

The moment broke me down.

It was no longer a game, I really was that little girl, and it made me wonder if I would ever get it back. I struggled with that notion when Mommy Claire pulled me into her embrace, held me next to her welcoming frame, and soothed my fears. “It’s ok little girl,” she cooed, “mommy’s got you.”


SCENE 37
Laura
 

We ended up in the bath tub after our little interaction, and while mommy washed my body, I opened up to her.

“I don’t want to lose my son and husband,” I confessed, hoping she would take pity on me.

Mommy Claire smiled. “Don’t look at this as losing anyone, in fact, if anything you’ve gained.”

She was right of course, but I couldn’t help feeling that things would be different, with my family, with my relationships. In her own inimitable fashion, Mommy Claire knew exactly what I was thinking.

“What if I told you that your relationship with your husband can get stronger because of this?” she asked. “What if this could lead to a better life?”

I didn’t know what she meant but I wanted to believe. She had control of both my husband and my son, and if I’m being honest, she had control over me as well. I never realized how powerful and all-consuming the human sex drive was, but now that my body and my brain knew she could grant me such bliss, I had an inner need to comply with her every will, to submit to her command.

Once again she was right in my head, reading my every thought.

“You’re my submissive little girl,” Mommy Claire stated, “but if you’re really good for me, I might just give you your own little boy to play with.”

My thoughts immediately zoomed to Tyler and his gorgeous body but then I realized she was talking about my husband, and that held its own unique possibilities. Several thoughts bubbled in my head. “Can you teach me to control him the way that you do?” I asked.

She shook her head. “You will never be able to control him like I do,” she said, “but I can teach you to rub his pee-pee and treat him like a baby so he will be submissive to you when I am not around.”

It wasn’t exactly what I wanted to hear, but it was better than I could have hoped for.


SCENE 38
Dad
 

Laura and I were invited to move from the hotel to stay at Mommy Claire’s estate. At first, I expected more of the same treatment as our previous visits but what I got was completely different. Everything that happened from that point forward, happened with all three of us together.

It was a shock to the system being infantilized in front of my wife, and even more disruptive when Mommy Claire transferred her power and control over me to a woman who had been my equal partner for the past quarter century.

I struggled against it, at first, but Mommy Claire was in charge and made it quite clear how I was to behave. I was to be a good little boy for Laura, my new mommy, or suffer the consequences. I didn’t know what the consequences were but I knew better than to do anything that would force me to find out.

And so I allowed Laura to change me, and nurse me and diaper me, and it was all very nice but not at all life altering until she took it one step forward, staring me right in the eye while she rubbed my penis through that diaper. I didn’t understand the full weight of what she was doing until I felt the familiar stirrings of an orgasm, and could not free myself from the confines of my clothing while it happened.

There are many moments in a relationship that define the balance of power but none are as impactful as soiling yourself while someone stares in your eyes, taking in every ounce of your weakness as it happens. The scene was unlike any event of our twenty plus year marriage. It was emasculating the way she dominated me, and infantilizing the way she made me lose control. I tried to remain strong, for the sake of our marriage, but I couldn’t.

It might have meant the complete breakdown of my mental stability, except that the moment I lost it, my dominant wife was right there to assume her new role, cuddling me, changing me and smothering me with love and affection, letting me know everything would be ok for the good little boy who unconditionally submitted to his mommy.

My new existence was etched in stone.

I wanted to be diapered. I wanted to be controlled. And the thought of my wife being that all-consuming presence was over the top exciting.

Together, Mommy Claire and Laura spent the next several days learning all the ways to control me. They detailed all of my erogenous zones, the physical stimuli that would render me submissive, and reviewed all of my mental triggers, the pathways through my brain that guaranteed my compliance.

Laura was a quick learner, and rather good with her hands, learning how to tease and control my orgasm in no time at all. But it was the way she dominated my mind that really set the tone for our relationship going forward. She really liked being in control, diapering me, making me beg, forcing me to regress, and it was apparent in the way she savored every moment. As much as I entered into the arrangement excited and of free will, I was quite certain that I would not be able to escape, or regain my independence, once the transition was complete.


SCENE 39
Laura
 

Mommy Claire spent the better part of the next week teaching me how to sensually manipulate and infantilize my husband. There were a lot of hand jobs to go along with the diaper changing and nursing, and by the end I felt closer to him than I had since we first got married. It was an intimate connection, between dominant mommy and adult baby, and I must admit, I loved it. I also loved his submissive nature, his willingness to do anything to please me, even after our playpen games were through.

We left Las Vegas to return home, saying goodbye to Mommy Claire, and my adult baby son, and saying hello to a new life, one filled love, lust and a whole lot of smiles.


SCENE 40
Mommy Claire
 

In the end I had my long lost frenemy right where I wanted her. I could have done anything to Laura, or her husband, but the truth is I’m not that kind of woman. Yes, I wanted control, yes, I wanted to dominate, but my motive was always rooted in love, not hate. Love for the beauty of age regression and adult baby play, love for the bond between myself and those who trust me with their lives.

And so I sent Laura on her way, not as a broken frenemy, but as an empowered mommy, with a submissive adult baby to call her own.


Taming the Ultra Male

An Erotic Tale of Female Dominance and Adult Baby Diaper Love
 

Mommy Claire
 


PROLOGUE

Mommy Claire

I love taking control, it is as germane to my existence as air and food, but there comes a time in a woman’s life when she no longer wants a man to submit, what she wants is a man who will resist, a challenge. The alpha male is my traditional target when I want to express my dominance, but over the years, as my skills have improved, even the everyday alpha isn’t enough to test my mettle. So, in those instances I seek out an even stronger foe, the Ultra male.

Like alphas, Ultras have the consummate need to be in command, and possess the necessary attributes to rise to the competitive challenge. Unlike an alpha, who is in search of his destiny, an Ultra has already conquered the world, or his part in it, achieving a higher state of being. There is no doubt in the accomplishments of the Ultra. They are the true leaders of this world, the Presidents of nations, the CEOs of big business. They not only have command of their own lives, they are in charge of the lives of countless others, placing them beyond the reproach of the common man. It is that lofty existence, and their extreme confidence in having achieved those accolades, that makes them the ultimate prey.

As you can imagine, Ultras can be very difficult to find in the wild, and even more difficult to conquer. Because of their well-insulated lives, and protective nature, getting alone time with an Ultra can be a seemingly insurmountable challenge, but just like everything else in life, if you have enough drive and determination success is closer than you think.

My latest pursuit was the Chief Executive Officer of a multi-national tech corporation. A veritable fortress of security. Fortunately for me, one of my previously conquered adult babies was employed there, as Vice President of Finance, and offered an expedited entry to the C-suite and my newest target.


SCENE 1
Ted
 

I have a weakness. I didn’t know about it at first, I figured I was just like every other guy, horny and willing to do anything to satisfy my sexual desires. That internal need manifested itself in different ways over the years. When I was young, I whacked the peter all day long, and when I got to college, I was a wild and crazy man slut. But it wasn’t until I met Mommy Claire that the full depth and breadth of my weakness came to light.

Mommy Claire knew everything about me, even before we met. She was uncanny that way, always knowing what I was thinking, always knowing just the right thing to say or do to keep me off balance and begging for more. It was unfair the way she manipulated and dominated me, but looking back, I wouldn’t have changed a thing.

Let me explain.

It all started at an after work happy hour at a local pub not too far from my job. I saw Mommy Claire there and it was lust at first sight.

Across the crowded bar I spied her, elegant maroon dress with a classic string of white pearls that immediately drew my eye to her bountiful cleavage. She was a sight to behold and she caught me gawking from across the room. Most women would be offended, or would ignore me all together, but not Mommy Claire, she strutted across the floor and got right in my face.

“You think I’m pretty and you love my tits,” she said above the din of the crowded bar.

Needless to say, that caught me off guard.

I didn’t know how to respond. I felt awkward that I had been caught, but secretly thrilled that this gorgeous woman was paying attention to me. She allowed me to stutter and stammer for a while before finally putting me out of my misery.

She said, “If you let me have complete control I will make this a night you will never forget.”

I was still at a loss for words but managed to squeak out an, “O...o...ok.”

She didn’t waste any time. In an instant she was rubbing my cock right through my pants, making me hard and bringing me close to release, right in the middle of the crowded bar.

“Woah!” I said, as I felt the beginnings of an orgasm taking root.

I thought that would make her stop, or maybe slow down, but she did neither. Instead she looked deep into my eyes and said, “This is your first test, let me have total control and you will be greatly rewarded.”

I didn’t know exactly what that meant but I knew I wanted to find out. So, despite what I thought might happen, I allowed her to have her fun.

Mommy Claire took advantage of the opportunity. She stroked me and rubbed me until I was writhing in helpless bliss. Not only was she good at exciting me, but she also knew exactly how to tease my lust, bringing me closer and closer to sweet relief without the satisfaction of completion. Several times I thought I was going to cum, only to be denied at the last possible moment. By the fourth time, I literally lost my mind, a guttural groan escaping my mouth, utter gibberish flowing from my lips. Fortunately, only those directly near to us were able to hear my grunts and groans but that didn’t stop Mommy Claire from the pleasure assault she was performing on my penis.

Don’t get me wrong, it is incredible to be jerked off in a public place, but it is completely different being strung along like a rutting pig. As good as it felt she wouldn’t let me finish, rubbing me to a completely blissful state but then denying me the necessary stimulus when my lust was at its peak. It was debilitating. I had never been so consumed yet unable to sate the desire. Mommy Claire controlled every aspect of my sex drive and the longer it went on the weaker I became.

Her power over me was intense.

It got to the point where I didn’t want to be teased anymore. I needed to cum, even if it was in my pants, in the middle of a crowded bar. And so, I debated my options. Should I help the process along, stimulating myself over the edge? Or should I give up any sense of resistance, granting Mommy Claire full and complete control? If I rubbed myself out, I had no doubt that my chances with Mommy Claire were through, but if I didn’t, if I gave in to her games, there was a chance Mommy Claire would never let me cum, and that just wasn’t an option.

Despite the risk I opted for the latter. “Please,” I said, staring deep into her eyes, hoping for mercy.

Mommy Claire didn’t miss a beat. She put on the full court press, rubbing my most sensitive spots until I was panting like a bitch in heat. I tried to remain inconspicuous, in the middle of the bar, pre-cum seeping through my pants, uncontrollable moans escaping my mouth, but it wasn’t easy and soon more and more onlookers became aware of what was happening, turning to look at the sexy woman dominating a grown man in a public place. I was absolutely mortified but beyond the point of resistance, my body piquing, riding on autopilot, not to be denied. The insane euphoria in my genitals was too much for my brain to comprehend.

It frightened me, how dominant she was, in front of an attentive audience, but it was also exciting as hell, and when she leaned close to me and whispered her next words everything else disappeared.

“I’m going to make you cum in your pants,” she said, “and then you’re going to be a good little boy and follow me to my place where I’m going to play with your pee pee until you can’t think straight.”

At that point I already couldn’t think straight, and was so horny she could have told me to drop my pants and jerk off in front of the entire crowd and I would have done it, so I was more than happy to receive her happy ending, but what I didn’t expect was the mental manipulation she would apply during the process.

With my cock piquing in orgasmic bliss Mommy Claire looked deep into my eyes and whispered words of encouragement, bringing me nearer and nearer to release.

“You’re a good little boy,” she cooed, “giving in to mommy’s control, doing exactly as you are told.”

I’d say it was strange the way she spoke to me but perhaps the strangest part was how much I liked it. It excited me having her treat me like a little boy and I really liked what she was doing to my sex. When the moment finally arrived, when I could take no more, she was inside my head, fully partaking in the moment.

“This moment will last with you forever,” she said, “you belong to me now.”

Her hands rubbed my penis to ecstasy and our minds connected through locked eyes. It was a moment unlike any other and I responded with the only thing that I could think to say, “I love you.”

Her beautiful smile made her entire face glow. She leaned toward me and said, “I love you too,” then gave me a deep, open-mouthed kiss. I’m not sure if it was her kiss, or her eyes, or the way she rubbed my cock, but at that exact moment I spurted, filling my underwear with a gallon of sticky seed, an incredible experience, only to be outdone by the reaction from the nearby crowd.

“Oh my God!” several people gasped all at once.

“Did you see that?” several others chimed in. 

And still more added, “That was so hot.”

I was stunned. I was shocked. I was sated. And had Mommy Claire not taken me by the hand and led me, and my cum soaked pants, out of the building, I might still be standing there, dumbfounded by the huge turn my life had just taken.


SCENE 2
Mommy Claire 
 

I knew when I spotted him across the bar that Ted would be easily manipulated but I couldn’t believe this man I had only just met would allow me to jerk him off in the middle of a crowded bar. Yet they we were, me all smiles and him following after me, a wad of spunk seeping through his pleated dress pants. Under normal circumstances I might have just had my fun and moved on but something about Ted had me wanting to explore, to see just how far I could push his limits.

You see Ted wasn’t just a nice guy, he was a true born submissive. I could see it in his eyes, the way he searched for connection with anyone and everyone in the bar, needy and yearning. He was desperate, for attention and for control, and I was just the right woman to satisfy his need.

To many he would be the puss, the office doormat, but to me he was the savant, the natural born adult baby. He was my catnip and I didn’t waste any time once I got him in my sights. The moment I caught him looking at me I zipped across the room, intent on making him mine.

My first words were designed to assert my dominance, over him and over the situation. “You think I’m pretty and you love my tits,” I said, sure to hold his gaze even as he wiggled and squirmed under my watchful eye. It was adorable, the way he tried to look away, but I wasn’t having it. Using a single finger, I redirected his chin, first bringing his gaze to my chest, so he could get a good, deep look at the girls, and then to my face where I looked directly into his baby blue eyes.

“Uh, uh, uh,” he stuttered.

I didn’t wait for him to finish, deciding it would be best to lay it all on the table. “If you let me have complete control, I will make this a night you will never forget.”

He may have thought he was thinking over a difficult decision, whether to grant me control or not, but that time had already passed. He would do as I said, the pawn in my game of lust.

He nodded and I went to work, grabbing his cock right through his designer dress pants, targeting my strokes on his most sensitive zones, building up his desire, making him squirm. We may have been in a crowded bar but that only added to the excitement. He was mine and no amount of prying eyes would change that.

I played with him, which was fun, I teased his lust, which was awesome, and I made him soil his pants in front of an expectant audience, which was glorious. But as much fun as all of that was, it was only the beginning. I had so much more in store for my new submissive boy. The next stop was my hotel, where I intended to stretch the boundaries of his submission even more.


SCENE 3
Ted
 

Mommy Claire led me out of the bar rather quickly, and her hotel was right nearby, but even in that short distance no less than a dozen people saw me and my cum soaked pants waddling after my new master. I might have been embarrassed, I might have been shocked, but all I could really think about was Mommy Claire and whatever she had planned for me next.

We passed through the front door of the hotel with little fanfare, and could have gotten to her room unnoticed, had she not stopped at the front desk to ask for assistance.

“Excuse me dear,” she said to the attractive redhead behind the desk, “my little boy had an accident, would you happen to have any wipes?”

The clerk was young and hot and the way she looked at me when she thought I had wet my pants was mortifying. I would have crawled into a hole rather than face that, but Mommy Claire was in her glory, pointing out my stains, giving me a few extra rubs on my penis in front of the clerk, just for good measure.

We were probably with the clerk for only a minute or two but it seemed an eternity. And when Mommy Claire finally took me by the hand and led me to the elevator, I couldn’t contain my relief.

“Thank you, Mommy,” I said, not even realizing that I had spoken to her that way. There was something about her mental control, not to mention her sensual dominance, that had me all sorts of confused.

Things didn’t get any clearer when we entered the room and she laid down the law.

“I’m willing to grant you the most insane pleasure,” she said, “but in return I want you to completely submit, to be my helpless little baby. Do we have a deal?”

Now under any other circumstance I might have been turned off but there were a few things at play that determined my next move. First, Mommy Claire was smoking hot, and not just her body, she was downright beautiful from head to toe. The second thing was my raging hard-on. I may have already cum, but with her stimulus I was ready to go again. And the third, and certainly not the least, was how much I liked her control. I was happy to let her take command, in fact, if I’m being honest, it was the highlight of my life.

I barely nodded my head in agreement and she went to work, pushing me onto the bed, yanking down my pants, asserting her control. I felt like a small child, manipulated by mommy as she did what she knew was best for her helpless little one. Giving in was easy. It was all so loving, and deliberate, the way she cared for me, gently wiping the dried cum from my balls and shaft, simultaneously whispering soft words of encouragement to her good little boy.

“Who made a sticky mess for mommy?” she cooed in the sweetest motherly tone. “Who’s my good little boy?”

I could feel the love in her voice and in the way she cared for me. It was nice, comforting, and it put me at ease. If that wasn’t enough, she then proceeded to stroke my shaft while simultaneously giving my bung hole the full mommy treatment.

“Look who’s excited,” she said as my penis grew and throbbed in her hand, “my little boy likes to have his little pee pee touched. And I bet you like this too,” she added, as the tip of her finger found its way past my sphincter and on to my prostate.

“Ah,” I gasped, I had never felt anything so wonderful in all my life and then, much to my surprise, she withdrew a large diaper from her bag and wrapped it around my bottom.

It was a complete mind fuck but once again I loved it, responding with several spasms of my penis when she squeezed me through the thin fabric.

“Look who’s in a diaper?” she asked, “You really do want this.”

“Yes, Mommy,” I agreed, quite content to grant her complete control, quite enjoying my new role.

Mommy Claire followed with another teasing session, just like in the bar, only now she was able to really bring me close to orgasm without release, an act that just about broke my ability for rational thought.

It was maddening, the delicious rise to ecstasy, only to be left stranded, yearning for release, desperate to consummate the experience. That alone might have been enough to conquer me, but when she undid her blouse and offered me her breast to suckle, all sense of reality went right out the window.

She knew exactly what she was doing, and the effect it was having on me. That only spurred her to deliver more of the same, until I was at that heavenly spot once more, moaning uncontrollably, susceptible to any and all of her commands.


SCENE 4
Mommy Claire
 

I had Ted’s penis throbbing in my hand, his lips nursing at my breast, and his mind half way to baby land when I decided to test my level of control. It started with a request to see his driver’s license, then a release of his social security number, and then a demand for his credit card information. He quickly accommodated every request which let me know he was very compliant but also that he had yet to reach his breaking point.


SCENE 5
Ted
 

I gave in to the moment with Mommy Claire and it was very powerful. Not only was I submissive to her every command but I also committed to my role, as helpless baby to her dominant mommy. It was freeing in a way I had not expected and when she began to push out the edges of my reality, I willingly obliged.

“You like having mommy in control,” she cooed, “and the more you give in the better it will feel. Go ahead, tell mommy your social security number.”

I knew I shouldn’t do it, that it was sensitive information she was asking for, but there was a unique power and secret joy in submitting and so I gave her what she wanted. Amazingly the mere act of giving in stimulated me immensely and so when she asked for my credit card, I readily gave that to her as well. Once again, my body and brain responded in the most pleasant way.

Was there any end to this joy? I wasn’t sure, but one thing I did know, with Mommy Claire I found my new home.

I’d say her next words took me off guard but after everything she had already done I should have been ready for anything.

“You gave me your real name, and your credit card and social security numbers. Don’t you worry about what I’ll do with that information?” she asked.

I responded the only way I knew how, whimpering, “I love you mommy,” before taking her nipple back into my mouth.

She laughed and cooed as she drew me into her bosom. “Certainly, there’s something you don’t want to lose?”

“You can have it all,” I replied, breaking away from her breast long enough to utter those words then quickly latching back on. I continued to suckle while she played with my pee pee and I have to admit it was heavenly. I never wanted to leave.

“There has to be something,” she repeated, “a wife? Children?”

“Nothing,” I replied, “as long as I have you and my job there’s nothing else I need.”


SCENE 6
Mommy Claire
 

Bingo!

It took a while but I finally found it, the one thing he wouldn’t put at risk in pursuit of his sexual desire. Or at least the one thing he thought he wouldn’t put at risk. Now that I had identified my target, it was time to begin my work in earnest.

“Tell me about your job,” I said, ramping up the stimulus on his penis to ensure I had a willing and compliant little boy on my hands.


SCENE 7
Ted
 

Mommy Claire wanted to know all about my work, and the more I told her the more she rewarded my penis with long delicious strokes. It was wonderful, keeping my mind at the brink of euphoria, my body pulsing in ecstasy. I wanted it to last forever and was quite willing to grant her every request in exchange for the eternal bliss.

We talked about what I did and who I worked for, and when I began to talk about our CEO, and his many accomplishments within the tech world, her face lit up with excitement. I’m not sure why that pleased her so much but knowing that it did encouraged me to share even more, until I was agreeing to arrange a meeting between my boss and my dominant mommy.

I should have been scared, bringing my secret life in direct contact with my professional world, but as she continued to stroke my cock, and infantilize my mind, all I could think about was Mommy Claire and what I could do to return just a fraction of the joy she was granting me.


SCENE 8
Mommy Claire
 

My specialty is the sensual domination and infantilization of grown men and women. I am very good at it. There are people who have traveled half way around the globe to experience my brand of mommy play all because I truly love what I do. I’m not playing a role when I strip a man of his strength. I’m not faking my intentions when I render him submissive, desirous to be my special plaything. I savor those moments and feed off that energy. When I take a grown woman, wipe away all of her stresses, and replace them with the warmth of a mother’s love, I experience an inner peace, fulfilling my need, just like my adult baby rediscovers his or her own inner need in the comfort of my embrace.

That is the natural order of things but some people forget the primal needs fulfilled by their mommy and need to be reminded of just how valuable that relationship can be. That is where I come in, to help people regress, to help them release the stresses of this world and replace them with submissive bliss, the kind that frees the mind and empowers the soul.

That is my raison d’etre, my reason for being. I give of myself so others can have a better life. In most cases my subjects come to me of free will, but sometimes it is necessary for me to pursue another path, to seek out a person who doesn’t inherently understand the benefits of age regression and Mommy play but needs them all the same, someone to dominate and control, to manipulate and coerce. Those scenarios fulfill a dual purpose, introducing someone in need to the beauty of adult baby play, while satisfying my own inner desire to rise to the top of the food chain.

Over time, as my experiences have increased and my skills have improved, it has become necessary to seek out stronger and more challenging prey. The subjects that will not submit, the ones that seemingly cannot be conquered. They are the last mountains I have to climb and the ultimate conquest for my pride and my ego.

Once I heard Ted’s description of his boss, the CEO of a multinational technology company, I just knew I had to meet this man. But, as with all cases, the introduction was only the beginning, the true challenge would come in our meeting, when the top of the pyramid would come face to face with his destiny.


SCENE 9
Ultra Steve
 

“Men rule the world,” I said, not to make an argument, just to state fact.

I hadn’t known my new assistant, Claire, long but from what I did know about her, she wasn’t the type to let such a statement slide. Once, she probably burned bras and railed against the system, now, she was a mature MILF, with a strong personality and an imposing will. She was nice to look at, I’ll give her that, with assets to spare, and she put those assets on display, with a form fitting white blouse that pushed all the right buttons to stir the imagination, if you know what I mean.

She replied, “You only think men rule the world because we want you to think that. Women are in charge, that’s a fact.”

I didn’t want to start a fight, but I couldn’t hold back my laugh. “You say that, but here we are, me, the man, your boss, you, the woman, my assistant.”

She giggled, an infectious type of laugh that came from deep within, not forced, just a natural response to something she found amusing. “Do you think a title means you’re in charge?” She stared at me with big expectant eyes, waiting for a response.

I’ll admit that took me off guard. “Y...y...yes,” I stuttered, but I couldn’t even convince myself it was true.

She was quick with her response, “And what if I told you, I could make you do anything I want?”

“Yeah right,” I objected, but something about the command of her voice and the confidence in her words had me wondering just what she had in mind.

Again, her response was near instantaneous. “I could, and you’d be happy to obey.”

Happy to obey? Now that was going too far. “And how do you think you’d be able to do that?” I queried.

“Man’s entire world revolves around his penis,” she answered. “One minute with your penis and I could make you do anything I wanted.”

That explained it.

“Oh sure,” I replied. “The old stereotype that a man only thinks with his dick. It’s not true, certainly not for me.”

“It is true,” Claire said, taking a sip of her wine like we were having the most common conversation in the world. “I could prove it to you.”

She had me curious. “And how do you propose to do that?” I asked.

Her answer was quite direct. “I’ll play with your penis for a minute,” she replied.

I laughed again only this time there was a question hidden inside my guffaw. “And why would I let you do that? Knowing full well you’d use the opportunity to take advantage of me?”

Claire smiled, a condescending look, like she knew something I didn’t. “You’re right,” she said, “all you have to do is say no and I won’t rub your dick.”

She took another sip of her wine, letting the words hang in the air, allowing me to contemplate my next move and all its implications. It was a lot to think about. Finally, she broke the silence.

“Should I leave this table and go back to my room all alone? Is that what you want?”

That’s when the weight of the moment really set in. This attractive older woman, my new assistant, was offering to rub my cock. Was I really going to pass that up? I knew she wouldn’t be able to control me but the thought of my dick in her hand was exciting. My mind ran through all of the possibilities but what it kept coming back to was this woman rubbing my cock.

And so, I agreed.


SCENE 10
Ultra Steve
 

I couldn’t have paid the check any faster and certainly wished the elevator had a warp speed button for our ride up to Claire’s room. It had been some time since I had received attention from a woman and she was making it quite clear that she intended to pay very special attention to me and to my dick.

“We have to have some ground rules,” she informed me in the elevator, “so later you can’t say I cheated or anything like that.”

“Fine,” I agreed, quite excited to get to the rubbing.

“First off,” Claire explained, “I get one minute on your penis, from the moment I first touch it.”

“You can have a hundred and one,” I replied as we exited the elevator and made our way down the hall. I was excited to get started and no longer cared about any contest or bet.

“I won’t need that,” she said. “And second, when I win, you can’t complain, you have to accept the results. Understood?”

“And what are we betting?” I asked, quite content that her hand job would be my reward.

“If you win you can have whatever you want,” Claire offered. She opened her hotel room door and led me into the room.

“Perfect,” I replied, “when I win you can’t leave me hanging. You have to finish me off... with your mouth.”

I waited, to gauge her reaction, and when there was none I added, “And what would you like?”

She smirked. “You really haven’t been listening, have you? When I win, I’ll take what it is that I want.”

The way she said it, with absolute confidence, sent a shiver up my spine. But the excitement of the moment took control and despite my reservations, I offered her my hand to shake.

“No need to shake,” she replied, “it’s time to show me what I have to work with.”

I’ve never been shy about showing off my penis but at that particular moment I paused. Perhaps it was because she was still dressed, or maybe it was that I wasn’t sure she would be impressed, but I actually shook with nerves as I undid my belt and lowered my drawers. The moment I dropped my boxers and my cock sprang into view I looked to her eyes, in search of a reaction, hoping she would be impressed.

She offered no response at all, instead she said, “Sit back on the bed and spread your legs.”

I did as I was told.

It was amazing having this attractive older woman climb onto the bed and between my legs. And the thought of her impending hand job had my mind reeling. “Are we ready to start the clock?” I asked.

“Not yet,” she replied, “not until the first touch.”

I didn’t know what she was waiting for, I was naked, hard and ready. That’s when she leaned forward and for a moment, I thought she was going to take the head of my penis into her mouth. But she didn’t, instead she blew on the front of the shaft, sending a tingle of excitement through my body and into my brain.

“You realize I tricked you,” she said, speaking not to me but to my penis. “I tricked you out of your clothes and soon you will be my submissive little boy.”

All the weird word play might have been a turn-off except for the dance she did with her blouse at the exact same time. One by one she undid the buttons of her white shirt, until her beautiful cleavage was exposed, and only a very thin layer of fabric still remained between myself and her protruding nipples. It was exciting seeing her like that, and had me ready for the next step, regardless of the mind games she intended to play.

I strained my neck, trying to see inside her open blouse. I couldn’t quite see all of her bosoms yet I was excited beyond belief. She had yet to touch me and already I was pulsing.

“My little boy is excited,” Claire exclaimed, brushing nearer and nearer to my penis, inching up my thigh but not quite there. “Soon you’ll be so lost in lust you won’t be able to think straight. And then mommy will take control.”

Holy shit! This was fucked up. The thought of her touching my dick was hot but what was with all the mommy / little boy shit? What kind of crazy stuff was she into? I might have dwelt on that but just at that moment the softness of her bare breasts came to rest on my leg, her firm nipples brushing against my thigh. It aroused me even more and my penis began to bob and twitch with excitement.

“Hold on tiger,” she laughed, “We haven’t even started yet.”

I was excited beyond belief and needed attention on my penis. At that point I no longer cared about her mind games, I just wanted her hands on me so I spread my legs, granting her complete access.
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“Men rule the world,” he said, looking down on me from his imposing height, demonstrating all the attributes of a true Ultra.

His mere presence made my mind pique and my nipples tingle. His power excited me and actually made me wonder if he would wither beneath my touch like every other man or if indeed, he truly was special, not befallen by the weakness of ordinary men. I intended to find out, to test the limits of his power.

“You only think men rule the world because we want you to think that,” I teased, “Women are in charge, that’s a fact.”

I laid it on thick, tempting him with a challenge.

“You say that,” he said, puffing out his chest with a natural bravado, “but here we are, me, the man, your boss, you, the woman, my assistant.”

He took the bait. I was giddy at the prospect. Now it was only a matter of time before I would find out if he could really be tamed. “Do you think a title means you’re in charge?” I asked, directly challenging his notion of control, staring wide eyed in wait of a reply.

“Y...y...yes,” he stuttered and for the first time I saw a crack in his armor.

“And what if I told you, I could make you do anything I want?” I challenged, quick to take advantage of a weakness.

“Yeah right,” he spouted, his confidence quickly restored.

He was a strong mental challenge but he was about to battle with a master. “I could,” I said, “and you’d be happy to obey.”

The look on his face was priceless. “And how do you think you’d be able to do that?” he shot back.

He was right where I wanted him, directed into the one topic of conversation no man can resist. “Man’s entire world revolves around his penis,” I stated. “One minute with your penis and I could make you do anything I wanted.”

He reacted just like I thought he would, defensive yet ultimately knowing I was right. “Oh sure. The old stereotype that a man only thinks with his dick,” he replied. “It’s not true, certainly not for me.”

I had him backed into a corner and wasn’t about to let him out. “It is true,” I said, “And I can prove it to you.”

That got him. His ears perked up. Every man loves talking about his dick and he was no exception. “And how do you propose to do that?” he asked.

That’s when I landed the bombshell. “I’ll play with your penis for a minute,” I said, looking him square in the eye when I said it, letting him know how serious I was.

There was a hesitancy in his reply, not sure if I was serious, or if I was playing a prank. He replied, “And why would I let you do that? Knowing full well you’d use the opportunity to take advantage of me?”
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That’s when I knew I had him. He didn’t understand the power of lust and I was about to teach him first hand. “You’re right, all you have to do is say no and I won’t rub your dick.” Again, I looked deep into his eyes, taking a sip of my wine, letting the thought of sex hang in the air between us. I offered a pause, to let him contemplate the moment, and when he still said nothing, I forced the issue. “Should I leave this table and go back to my room all alone? Is that what you want?”

I didn’t have a chance to push my chair away from the table before he was nodding his head and calling for the check. He was mine, he didn’t know it yet, but his whole world was about to be turned upside down.

I loved how fast he threw down the hundred dollar bills to settle the tab. He didn’t care about any change, all he cared about was getting alone with me. It was a promising first step to what looked to be a once in a lifetime evening.

He tried to get handsy in the elevator but I wasn’t having it. He needed to be kept off balance until I was ready. “We have to have some ground rules,” I said, “so later you can’t say I cheated or anything like that.”

“Fine,” he reluctantly agreed.

“First off, I get one minute on your penis,” I said, “from the moment I first touch it.”

“You can have a hundred and one,” he answered confidently, obviously excited to get things underway.

I was relieved that he was so open to granting me the access I needed. It boded well for the remainder of my plan. “I won’t need that,” I replied as we strolled down the corridor towards my room. Then I added, “And second, when I win, you can’t complain, you have to accept the results. Understood?”

“And what are we betting?” he asked, but based on his tone he didn’t really care about winning or losing.

“If you win you can have whatever you want,” I offered, opening the door and leading him into my hotel room.

He was quick to reply. “Perfect, when I win you can’t leave me hanging. You have to finish me off... with your mouth.”

The typical ordinary man was coming to the surface. It was funny how thoughts of sex could do that, even to the most evolved of men.

He didn’t wait for any comment from me before adding, “And what would you like?”

How silly. Perhaps he wasn’t listening or maybe he didn’t understand. “You really haven’t been listening,” I chided, “have you? When I win, I’ll take what it is that I want.”

The pompous man inside of him could think of nothing more than his penis. In an attempt to seal the deal, he offered me his hand to shake.

“No need to shake,” I told him, “it’s time to show me what I have to work with.”

The moment of truth was upon us. Would this titan of industry grant me access to his most prized jewel? I waited in anxious anticipation of his next move. At first, I wasn’t sure how he would respond, his nervous hands shaking as he debated his options. If he turned me down what would be my next plan of action? I didn’t need to consider long as his fumbling fingers found his belt and began to lower his drawers.

I knew better than to give him time to think. “Sit back on the bed and spread your legs,” I instructed, quickly taking command of the situation.

Like any man about to have his dick rubbed, he did as he was told.

I hadn’t even taken my position between his legs and he was ready to begin. “Are we ready to start the clock?” he asked.

“Not yet,” I replied, holding back my laugh at his eagerness, “not until the first touch.”

Knowing I had his mind moving in the right direction, I decided to build his anticipation. I leaned my head forward, bringing my lips close to his erection, blowing lightly. His penis was on the small side, perhaps a little above four inches, but it twitched in response to my motion and he let out an audible sigh. His body was primed, it was time to bring his brain in on the action.

“You realize I tricked you,” I said, directing my words to his excited penis. “I tricked you out of your clothes and soon you will be my submissive little boy.”

I looked to his face, to gauge his response, and as expected he was excited for sex but a little unnerved by my mommy talk. I needed to do something to ensure his compliance. All men love my boobs so I decided it was time that my ladies got in on the fun. One by one I undid the buttons of my blouse, until he had a birds-eye view of my cleavage. He strained his neck trying to see more, and his penis grew to full size in anxious anticipation of what was to come.

“My little boy is excited,” I stated, ramping up the mental mind play while allowing my breasts to come to rest on his bare thigh, inching closer to his swollen penis. I took a risk with my next words, forcing him to come to grips with the inevitable exchange of power between us. “Soon you’ll be so lost in lust you won’t be able to think straight. And then mommy will take control.”

The contorted look on his strained face told me I had pushed too far but then his penis began to bob and twitch, too excited to let anything come between him and his desire. His involuntary response made me laugh. Soon he would be mine.

“Hold on tiger,” I said, not wanting him to cum too soon. “We haven’t even started yet.”

His conscious thought may have still had reservations but his body was ready, willing and able, signified by a subtle spread of his legs, granting me complete access.
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The moment her perfectly manicured fingers touched my scrotum I knew I was in trouble. Those feather light tickles sent shock waves of pleasure through my veins. I had never felt anything so intense in all my life. My muscles seized, my toes curled and my spine arched. I literally could not control my muscles, every thought and action fixated on the insane ecstasy emanating from my loins. And just when I thought it couldn’t feel any better, she wrapped her silky fingers around my shaft and began rapidly stroking me from the base of my balls to the rim of my head. Up and down, up and down, stroking me in beautiful rhythm, finding every sensitive nerve ending along the way, stimulating me, edging me towards a physical bliss I never dreamed possible.

The entire scene was intense, I needed to scream, I needed to call out, and yet I was powerless to do anything more than submit to the awesome power of unbridled lust. What was this bewitching power she had over me, to grant me such insane pleasure while rendering me incapable of resistance? Perhaps there was more to her story about female domination than I thought, perhaps this wasn’t just about sex?

I was beside myself, my penis experiencing things I never dreamed possible, my orgasm on a fast track to release. I wasn’t young and virile anymore, if my volcano spouted there would be no second act. I needed to let her know yet I struggled to form words. I stared at her hard, hoping my glare would convey my need for her to stop, but she took it as affirmation, ramping up the stimulus once more.

The pleasure I thought couldn’t get any better doubled and then doubled again until I felt my eyes rolling to the back of my head and all sense of reality floating away. Her fingers were magical, performing a masterpiece upon my member, bringing me deliciously close to orgasm, keeping me there, on the brink, and then plying me with more and more stimulus until that heavenly feeling was all I could understand.

How was this possible? Man’s entire world did not revolve around his penis, my entire world did not revolve around my penis, yet there I was, unable to think about anything more than my sexual desire and how this mature woman was controlling every part of it.

That’s when she spoke.

“Do you still think there’s no way I could take control of you just by touching your dick?”

She was right, about everything, but I couldn’t tell her so, my voice still held captive by her amazing ministrations. I stared at her again only this time I wasn’t asking for her to stop, I was beyond that, what I needed was to cum, so I could clear my head and think straight once again. But she had other plans, plans that did not include me gaining back my independence.

Claire knew what to do to keep me off balance. The moment I began to beg for completion is the exact moment she withdrew all touch, transitioning me from debilitating bliss to desperate need in seconds flat. It sent a powerful message, about who was in charge, and how much power she had. It rendered me helpless. I tried to resist at first, to say I didn’t need her touch, but the longer it went on, those endless moments of unfulfilled yearning, the weaker I became until my mind was willing to do anything to get her back. “Just once wouldn’t be so bad,” I rationalized to myself, and so, despite the inherent risk, I allowed a single word to flow from my lips.

“Please.”

At the sound of my voice her hands returned to their work. She rewarded my submission with the most incredible, mind numbing bliss, finding every sensitive nerve ending in my cock and balls, causing me to pulse in pre-orgasmic joy. And not only did she ply my entire genital region with the most wonderful stimulus but her nipple found its way to my cheek and then my mouth, allowing me to nurse at mommy’s teat while she gave my penis a roller coaster thrill ride.

If she wanted to grant me the most amazing pleasure in the world who was I to stop her? Those were the words that crossed my mind and no sooner had that happened than Mommy Claire began to test the theory.

“You just gave in,” she informed me, licking her lips as she reveled in her conquest, “I could see it on your face the moment you did. Tell me who’s in charge.”

I don’t know how she knew but I could no longer deny it. My body didn’t just want her touch, I needed her. “You are,” I grunted, happy to be on the receiving end of such bliss, hoping it would never end.

“Excellent,” she replied, “and what will you do for me?”

It was my moment of truth. I couldn’t believe what I was about to say, or even scarier, how much I meant it.

“Anything,” I replied.
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I never saw the diaper come out of her bag until it was swaddled around my ass. I could tell you that I didn’t care, that her fabulous ministrations on my cock were the only thing that mattered, but that wouldn’t be true. I didn’t want to be diapered, I didn’t want to give up control. All of my life I endeavored to reach the top of the food chain, I would be damned if I was going to allow a woman, even a gorgeous older woman, to take it all away from me.

Drawing all of the resolve I could muster, I looked her straight in the eyes and said, “I’m in charge and I will not give up control.”

She smiled back at me, not phased in the least, her confidence unwavering.

“You can try to resist,” she said, a deliciously sweet tone to her pretty voice, “in fact the more you resist the more fun it will be for me.”

Her words were direct. For more than a moment I questioned whether true resistance was even possible. And all the while those incredibly soft hands never stopped plying me with stimulus inside the soft cloth of the diaper, up and down my shaft, around and over my balls, teasing every ounce of desire out of my body.

“I’m turning you into my obedient little boy,” she said, “you’re not there yet, but a few more hours and you won’t be able to think for yourself.”

A few more hours?

I had no doubt that what she was doing to my cock was having an effect on my brain. It was debilitating, in the way it made my muscles freeze, yet also euphoric in the way every nerve ending pulsed with joy. I knew I should stop her yet I couldn’t bring myself to put an end to those incredible feelings. And so, I lay there, in utter bliss, while her control over me grew stronger and stronger with each passing second.

I might have let it go on all night but then she pushed out the edges of the envelope one more time, reaching a breaking point I could not accept.

“Beg to make a sticky mess in your diaper,” she cooed. “Beg to be my good little boy.”

There was no way I was going to play her childlike games, and was about to tell her so, when one of her fingers wandered south of my scrotum and began to gently explore my sphincter. My initial reaction was, “no way,” but then the tip of that finger found a spot inside of me that changed everything. Of course, I enjoyed her hand job, but now, the combination of her ministrations on my penis, and the stimulation in my anus, had me gasping for breath and moaning for relief. How could anything feel so good? And how was I going to convince my brain that I needed to stop, when my body was piquing and demanding more?
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Knowing that his mind and body had both been properly prepared, it was time to take him on the roller coaster ride of lust, one that was sure to separate the dominant man from his inner child.

I started with a teasingly light tickle at the bottom of his scrotum, slowly sliding upward, along his balls, until he responded with a shiver of excitement followed by an exhale of extreme satisfaction. “Ah,” he moaned. He was enjoying my work.

It wasn’t enough to excite his passion, I needed to drive his desire, so I took his shaft in hand and began a full-length stroke on his member, from the top of his balls to the rim of his head and back again. That had his penis throbbing in my hand and his mouth beginning to drool. I had no doubt he was in heaven; my only concern was if the stimulus was enough to convince him to give up control.

He looked at me and I could see a combination of fear and uncertainty in his eyes. Perhaps he had never given up control before, or maybe, just maybe, he was truly enjoying my assault on his penis and didn’t want it to end. I decided to test the theory, increasing the stimulus on his most sensitive pleasure zones.

His breathing accelerated as I brought him close to release. He may not have known it but it was the perfect tell, letting me know exactly when the stimulus became too much. That made getting him excited easy, and keeping him at the edge even easier. I had no doubt as his penis throbbed in my hand that his brain was verging on ecstasy.

Steve’s eyes began to flutter as his brain struggled with consciousness. I loved how helpless he looked, unable to cope with the intense pleasure, on the brink of giving up all he knew in pursuit of even more. His body was mine, it was time to see if his brain would follow along.

“Do you still think there’s no way I could take control of you just by touching your dick?” I asked, holding back my laugh as his brain struggled to comprehend what was happening to him.

That was the moment I first noticed signs of resistance. He wanted to hold out, he wanted to stand strong, so I upped the stimulus, increasing his feelings of bliss. The stern look of concentration across his brow slowly faded, until he was left with nothing but a plastic smile, plastered on his handsome face.

“You just gave in,” I said, proud of myself for overcoming his strength. “I could see it on your face the moment you did. Tell me who’s in charge.” I said, forcing him to admit his weakness.

“You are,” he grunted.

I rewarded his submission with even more mind-altering bliss, adding, “Excellent, and what will you do for me?”

“Anything,” was his instantaneous reply, and I couldn’t keep my lips from turning into a smile.
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“Anything,” can mean a lot of things so when I heard his response. I moved quickly to secure my dominance. He never expected me to diaper him, that was obvious by the pained look on his face when I did, but that didn’t stop me from completing the act.

With the clean white cloth secured firmly around his bottom he looked me in the eyes and said, “I’m in charge and I will not give up control.”

Those words might have been more effective had he said them before he was diapered, but at that moment, half way to adult baby land, I struggled to keep from laughing. “You can try to resist,” I said, knowing full well his chance at freedom was getting further and further away with each delicious stroke. Then I added, “In fact the more you resist the more fun it will be for me.”

I then applied a full assault of stimulus to his body, stroking his penis, rubbing his balls, massaging his anus, until he was so lost in ecstasy he couldn’t form words, and then I whispered into his ear. “I’m turning you into my obedient little boy. You’re not there yet, but a few more hours and you won’t be able to think for yourself.”

He tried to mount a final stand, gathering all of his will power to present his strongest resistance, but I was not going to be denied, adding a mental mind play to the sensual stimulus that was deeply affecting his existence. “Beg to make a sticky mess in your diaper,” I said in my sweetest mommy voice. “Beg to be my good little boy.”

I didn’t wait for a response, instead I went all in, plying him with unprecedented amounts of stimulus, keeping him on the edge of ecstasy. Physically he was right where I wanted him, gasping for breath, stumbling in bliss, unable to resist the demands of his body. Now it was time to secure his mental collapse, into the waiting arms of his new mommy.

“Look who’s a helpless little boy,” I cooed, placing extra emphasis on helpless and little. The look on his face said he didn’t want to be controlled but the response in his penis told a different story. The power exchange excited him, even if his mind was hesitant to accept that reality. It was time to test his limits.

It shouldn’t come as any surprise but men are fascinated with boobs and, not to brag, mine are magnificent. And so, I intended to use my breasts to push him further along the infantilization path. It didn’t take much effort, simply sliding my blouse to the side to grant him access, and then leaning forward to present him with an opportunity. Just like the good little boy I was training him to be, he latched on to my breast, suckling at my teat as if it was his most natural act.

There may have been a time when he didn’t want to give in, but as he lay there sucking on my nipple, his penis dribbling cum in my hand, I had no doubt that he was feeling way too good to stop the freight train that was taking over his life.

That’s when he said the words that would forever seal his fate.

“Please mommy,” he whined, “I’ll do whatever you want.”

The moment he said those words I felt a tingle down below. I had won. I had conquered my Ultra. I didn’t need to demonstrate my control any further but the devil inside of me wanted to place an exclamation point on my victory, and so I ramped up the stimulus once more, this time sending him helplessly over the edge.

The act of losing control of one’s bodily functions is the ultimate infantilizing act and it was my pleasure to savor in his regression, adding a few well-chosen words to enhance his descent into the adult baby world. “Oh my God! You really are a little boy,” I exclaimed. “I was only teasing, I had no idea you would really lose control. You really are helpless.”

That was the moment he lost all composure, weeping like a little child, struggling to remember what it meant to be a man.

“Please,” he whined.

“Please what?” I asked, forcing him to come to grips with his new existence.

“Please make me your good little boy,” he said.

It took him a moment to form the words, but once he did, it was my turn to enjoy euphoria.
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She wasn’t lying when she said she would keep me in a helpless state of bliss for hours, but the truth was I was conquered in the first fifteen minutes. After that it wasn’t a matter of who would win, but how much control she would have by the time she was done.

As if her sensual domination of my penis wasn’t enough, Claire went full bore on the mental manipulation. “Look who’s a helpless little boy,” she cooed, and as much as I wanted to dispute the notion, I was unable to utter a single word in my defense.

Claire took my compliance as a sign of her victory and added to her momentum, presenting me with a golden opportunity to seal my own fate.

The moment she exposed her breast, and offered me the opportunity to nurse, I knew the game was done. She was infantilizing my mind, forcing my brain to regress to a simpler time. I should have resisted, but the temptation of that beautiful bosom combined with her ministrations on my cock and ass were too much, and before I knew it, I felt the softness of her breast against my face, and the firmness of her nipple between my lips.

Anyone who has ever received a hand job from a beautiful woman will tell you that it is nice, but it pales in comparison to the mental mind fuck of being relentlessly teased while suckling at your mommy’s teat. It only took a couple minutes of that bliss to have me piquing in ecstasy, any thoughts of self-control a long and distant memory.

I may not have wanted to give in, but the time for that decision was long past, the needs of my body far too powerful to deny. And so, I broke away from her bosom long enough to say the words I knew she longed to hear.

“Please mommy,” I said, “I’ll do whatever you want.”

The moment I confessed my weakness she ramped up the stimulus, causing me to spill my seed inside the diaper. The mere act of soiling myself caused my manner to regress once more, but it was only the tip of the iceberg compared to what her next words did to me.

“Oh my God! You really are a little boy,” she exclaimed. “I was only teasing, I had no idea you would really lose control. You really are helpless.”

Those words set me off. I thought that I was playing along, doing what she wanted, but now that I had done it, I felt different, weak, and I wondered if I would ever get my strength back.

“Please,” I whined.

“Please what?” she asked.

I was totally confused, not sure what I wanted, but definitely sure there was something that I needed. Then, despite all conscious thought telling me to resist, I gave in to the moment, allowing the feelings that were percolating in my brain to find the light of day.

“Please make me your good little boy,” I said and the moment the words crossed my lips I became extremely excited, and absolutely terrified.


SCENE 18
Little Stevie
 

“From now on you will call me mommy,” Claire informed me, and those controlling words served to stimulate me even more.

“Yes mommy,” I replied, savoring the tingle in my loins caused by my submission.

“You’ve already cum and you still want to be submissive to me,” she offered, “you like having me in control, don’t you?”

The thought was very powerful. I resisted it for so long, because I couldn’t envision giving up control, yet once I did, I never felt so good in my entire life. No pressure, no stress, with Mommy Claire I felt free, no longer encumbered by the weight of the world. “Yes,” I agreed, the last hints of reluctance quickly disappearing.

“That’s because women are supposed to be in charge. Aren’t you lucky I took control of my little boy?”

Her words cut straight to the heart of the matter. She did take control, rendering me a submissive little boy in the process. Despite the weakness that I felt growing inside of me, I agreed.

“Yes what?” she cooed, her fingers winding their way through my hair, pulling my face close to her bosom once more.

“Yes, mommy,” I said before allowing the weight of her breasts to fall upon my face, mommy’s nipple finding a home in my mouth.

“Good boy,” mommy said. “We’re going to have so much fun shaving you and dressing you like the adorable little boy you are.”
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“Yes what?” I teased, forcing him to buy into his new role with every ounce of his being.

“Yes, mommy,” he answered and just like that he was back on my breast, sending waves of pleasure through my body.

“Good boy,” I said. “We’re going to have so much fun shaving you and dressing you like the adorable little boy you are.”

I allowed him to enjoy the moment for a while before introducing the next stage of his evolution. “How would you like to take a bath with mommy?” I offered.

The excitement on his face and in his voice made my heart leap. “Yes, please,” he replied, eager to move forward in our mind-altering games.

“Good,” I answered, “but first we need to remove all of your hair, it’s not natural for a little boy to have hair down there.”

He paused upon hearing my words, not a blatant resistance, more like a shock to the system caused by the sudden revelation. A part of me wanted to see how he would sort it all out, but I was too close to victory to leave anything to chance. So, I said the words I knew would pacify his mind. “The good little boy who obeys his mommy gets rewarded.”

The light in his eyes let me know my good little boy would not be deterred. He would obey my every command, the needs of his body too strong for him to do anything else.
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Despite not wanting to be shaved, he followed me into the bathroom, unable to resist the lure of my reward. I filled the tub and invited him to get in while the water and bubbles rose. Then I put on a show for my horny little boy.

I started with my blouse, allowing him to see one bare shoulder, then the other, slowly allowing the fabric to dip lower and lower but not quite granting him the entire view. My actions were having the desired effect as his hand flew to his cock and he began stroking furiously. I did the same with my legs, revealing more and more of my thighs, until I feared his exuberance might cause an early release of his next orgasm.

“I know you’re excited, but polite little boys don’t do that,” I said with a giggle and a point towards his masturbatory efforts.

Once he completely separated his hand from his growing erection, I rewarded his effort, dropping the towel and allowing my little boy to see the whole of mommy’s body. His mouth went slack jawed as he gaped at my curves, so horny and excited he couldn’t form words. It was flattering to say the least and segued perfectly to the next stage.

I grabbed a can of shaving cream and a straight blade and stepped into the tub. His eyes quickly transitioned from my breasts to my hands, but by then it was too late. “It’s time to complete your journey,” I said, slipping into the bubbles and moving forward on my submissive little boy. “By the time I’m finished taking all of your hair you won’t remember what it means to be a man.”

I love shaving a man bare but what I love even more is the regressive effects the act has on his brain. It took a half dozen swipes of the blade to remove all of his hair but it was the first swath that left the indelible mark on his soul. He was broken, no longer a man, unable to stand on his own, desperate to be nurtured and cared for.

“Go ahead and touch it,” I said, “it’s as soft as a baby’s bottom.”

He did as he was told and when he did, I saw the tears forming in his eyes. I immediately took him in my arms, wiping away his insecurities, reassuring his permanent and safe home in mommy’s arms. Before I controlled his penis, but now I had command of his mind too, and that would prove to make all the difference.

“You’re probably experiencing a lot of different emotions right now,” I informed him, trying to assist his transition. “You’re not used to giving up control. It will get easier the longer you do it. I know it’s difficult to accept at first, but this is your new life. Even if I wanted to let you go you wouldn’t be able to handle it. Your mind and body have experienced the bliss of submission, you will never be the same again.”
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Within the safe and secure confines of Mommy Claire’s hotel room I was able to truly explore these new and unique feelings. I had no idea that submission would be so freeing, nor had I ever understood just how dominant the right woman could be. I was about to admit all those things to Mommy Claire when she knocked me off guard once more.

“How would you like to take a bath with mommy?” she asked.

Her words were simple and her voice sweet. I couldn’t believe my good fortune. “Yes, please,” I replied.

“Good,” she said with a smile, “but first we need to remove all of your hair, it’s not natural for a little boy to have hair down there.”

Wham!

Just as I was getting comfortable with my little boy role she threw another wrench in the works. Everything we had done so far had stretched my mind and my acceptance to its limits, but all away from prying and judgmental eyes, being shaved was different, that was a lasting mark that could not easily be explained away.

Mommy Claire sensed my reservations and was quick to put me in my place. “The good little boy who obeys his mommy gets rewarded,” she offered.

I may have already cum, which for me was usually the end of my night, but when Mommy mentioned a reward for my obedience I felt a tingle in my loins and my erection began to grow. What strange power she had over me, a power I was interested to learn more about.

Despite not wanting to be shaved, I followed mommy into the bathroom, unable to resist the lure of her reward. It was strange, all the emotions running through my head. Did I want to submit? Did I desire her control? I knew I desired her attention, and I was willing to make grave sacrifices to get it, but was that the same thing?

Regardless of my motive I did as I was told, following mommy into the bathroom, my growing penis leading the way.

She filled the tub and invited me to get in while the water and bubbles began to rise. There was a lot of excitement to go along with my trepidation, I had never taken a bath with anyone before, and a bath with Mommy Claire promised to be the highlight of my life.

What she did next will stay with me forever.

Everyone is familiar with burlesque and strip tease, but mommy’s performance while she disrobed put them all to shame. She had an uncanny presence, knowing exactly how much flesh to reveal at each moment to set my mind abuzz. First it was her shoulders, revealed and covered up, revealed and covered up until I was yearning for the next stage. She did the same with her beautiful legs, building my anticipation with each glorious step. She was amazing, and by the time the last of her clothing was gone, and she continued the tempt and tease process with her long plush towel, I could resist no more, taking my cock in hand and wanking freely.

Mommy Claire giggled at my weakness. “I know you’re excited, but polite little boys don’t do that.”

It was a struggle to stop, my lust piquing with each stroke, but I couldn’t disobey mommy, and so I removed my hand and waited in anxious anticipation of what would come next.

She didn’t disappoint.

When her towel hit the floor, my jaw did the same. I don’t know exactly how old Mommy Claire was but I can tell you that I have never seen a more beautiful body in all my life. Her breasts were buxom, and inviting, and had me yearning to get back at the teat. But her magnificent bosoms were only part of the story. Her flat stomach leading to shapely hips created the perfect hour glass figure. I couldn’t understand why I hadn’t noticed before. How had she managed to keep such an incredible asset hidden all this time?

“It’s time to complete your journey,” mommy said, leaning over toward the counter to grab a small travel kit.

I should have been paying attention to what was in that kit but instead I used the opportunity to gawk at my mommy, her shapely figure stimulating my imagination once more. When my eyes finally drifted away from her sexy curves, I noticed the long straight blade in her hand.

“By the time I’m finished taking all of your hair you won’t remember what it means to be a man,” she said, and I had no doubt every word out of her mouth was true.

The sharp blade so close to my dick might have had me worried except all I could think about was the long-term implications of my submission. I was too far down the path to turn back, but that didn’t mean I wasn’t fully conscious of the sacrifice. Would Claire remain dominant even after our games were through? Would I be able to regain my independence once the lust demons were no longer in control of my brain?

The first swipe of her blade removed a huge swath of hair from my genital region and swipes two, three and four just about completed the process. For the first time since I was a small child, I was hairless down there and I felt my mind crumbling under the weight of that fact.

“Go ahead and touch it,” Mommy Claire said, “it’s as soft as a baby’s bottom.”

I allowed my hand to wander south and when I felt the smooth soft skin I began to cry. It wasn’t an all-out ball, it was a collection of weepy tears that I can only explain as a loss of my manhood. No longer could I tell myself that this was just a series of sex games. Mommy Claire was deep inside my head, and there was nothing I could do about it.

The moments in the tub after my shaving were a blur. I know mommy washed me, I know mommy fondled me, I know mommy teased my lust, but what I don’t know is what she did with the man I used to be. That guy was long gone, perhaps never to be seen again.

While I was with her, while she was plying me with her attention, I was fine. But the moment we parted, when I no longer felt her warmth and comfort, a strong unease filled me, an insecurity I had not known in years. Fortunately, Mommy Claire was right there to guide me through the process.

“You’re probably experiencing a lot of different emotions right now,” she said while drying my body with a big fluffy towel. “You’re not used to giving up control. It will get easier the longer you do it.”

The longer I do it? How long was she planning to keep me in this helpless state? I didn’t need to ask my question. She knew exactly what I was thinking.

“I know it’s difficult to accept at first, but this is your new life,” she offered. “Even if I wanted to let you go you wouldn’t be able to handle it. Your mind and body have experienced the bliss of submission, you will never be the same again.”

I wasn’t in any position to doubt her, and when she led me out of the bathroom and directed me to lay on her lap and nurse at her breast I did exactly as I was told. And as I lay there, suckling at her teat, swaddled in her diaper, I realized the enormity of the situation. I was a little boy, and she my dominant mommy.


SCENE 22
Mommy Claire
 

It was blissful lying in bed with my newly tamed Ultra suckling at my teat. He wasn’t an independent man anymore, at least not in my presence, which is exactly how I wanted him. From that point I could have gone in many different directions, I could have walked away, secure in my victory and in my dominance, but that seemed premature. Shouldn’t I be afforded the opportunity to revel in my conquest? To savor the fruits of my victory?

Little Stevie was conquered, and it was no small feat, perhaps the prudent thing to do was to keep him as my own, as a permanent addition to my stable of adult baby submissives.

And so I devised a plan, or at least the next step in my already developed scenario, one that would put the final exclamation point on my achievement. I would complete the final stages of his manipulation, to confirm my control over his brain as much as I already controlled the needs of his body.

I instructed Little Stevie that he would be staying the night, in mommy’s bed, as a reward for his good behavior. Despite the orgasm he had already had, his penis began to grow, confirming my influence on his brain and in his loins.

I then proceeded to provide him with a show, the little boy’s opportunity to watch his mommy undress, to take in the full visage of his mommy’s sex. It was a teasing display of erotic showmanship, offering a glimpse of my cleavage before covering up, doing the same with my upper legs, and then my buttocks and breasts, before covering everything up with a long yet very thin night gown.

By the time my strip tease was complete little Stevie was beside himself, horny beyond belief, struggling to keep from taking matters into his own hands.

It was then that I slipped beneath the covers, granted my little boy a seductive, open mouthed kiss on the lips, before saying good night and turning my body the other way. I hoped I had successfully teased his lust, but I needed to wait to find out.

He didn’t make me wait long.

“Mommy,” he said in a voice comparable to a whining baby, “my pee pee needs attention. Will you please play with me?”

His words were music to my ears, not only was he fully submitting to the role, calling me mommy, referring to his cock as his pee pee, but he was also uncontrollably horny, in desperate need of attention. That’s when the true transformation would begin, when I would separate him from his control center once and for all.


SCENE 23
Little Stevie
 

“I know you are, but mommy’s tired,” she replied. “Why don’t you rub yourself against mommy’s leg until you’re happy.”

Was she really asking me to do that? To hump her leg like a horny puppy? My mind was appalled but something inside of me began to stir, and the needs of my body rose to the surface. Just like always, Mommy Claire knew exactly what was going through my mind.

“Your body has needs,” she explained. “Yes, I have taken control of those needs, better than you ever could by yourself, but let’s not pretend that you haven’t spent a lifetime practicing, trying to get it right.”

It was amazing how she always knew just the right thing to say. I had stroked my cock for many years, had used my hand, my pillow and just about anything else I could think of to get myself off. Was her leg any different?

As mommy lay there next to me in bed, her nightgown hiked up so I could see all of her luscious legs, her eyes closed but her directions clear, I allowed the horny little boy inside of me to take command. First, I brushed myself against her, bringing my already erect shaft into contact with the smooth skin of her thigh. The moment of contact sent a shiver of excitement through my body and when I pressed all of me against her I actually felt a pre-orgasmic throb in my penis. It was extremely pleasant. I couldn’t believe how excited I was to rub my pee pee against mommy’s bare skin. I don’t think I ever remember a more erotic moment in my life. I actually had to pull myself away for fear of cumming prematurely.

“You’re allowed to have your fun,” Mommy Claire explained, her eyes still closed, half drifting off to sleep, “but you have to make sure everything is cleaned up when you’re done.”

That shocked me.

Not only was mommy saying I could rub myself against her, she was allowing me to make a sticky mess, to relieve myself. I didn’t wait for confirmation, humping my hips, grinding my pee pee against the softness of her flesh. It felt much better than my hand, or my pillow, and I realized very quickly how much I liked it.

I liked rubbing myself against mommy’s leg.

The individual sensations, in my balls and on my dick, were amazing, but it was the mental mind play that did me in. As my penis ground against mommy’s leg, the head and tip found a spot, between her thighs, that provided a different sensation. It felt like I was pushing in, surrounded on all sides, as if I was fucking mommy. I didn’t wait to see if it was ok, I pressed inward and what I felt next could only be described as heaven.

My entire body began to pulse and spasm and despite my best efforts at restraint, I lost control, spurting my sticky goo between mommy’s thighs. It was thrilling and my body collapsed in exhaustion the moment it was through.

“Did you enjoy that?” Mommy Claire asked.

“Yes mommy,” I replied.

“And what do you say?”

“Thank you, mommy,” I answered.

“Good boy,” she responded. “Now get your mouth down there and clean me up,” she said, shifting her hips and spreading her legs to provide me access.

Under any other circumstance the thought of eating my own cum would have broken me, but at that particular moment, as mommy’s sex was presented openly to me for the very first time, I felt like I was the prince of the parade. I shifted my body, to bring my face nearer to her cum soaked thighs, just inches from her golden flower.

That was the first time in my life I ever tasted semen. I licked a gob from mommy’s inner thigh, taking it into my mouth and allowing it to slide down my throat. It was slimy and had a salty aftertaste but it was mommy’s reaction that made it all worthwhile and will stay with me forever.

“Oh! Good boy,” she cooed. “More of that and mommy is going to have to give you a big reward.”

Needless to say, that stirred me forward, sucking every drop of cum from her legs, licking her skin clean. I had received reward from Mommy Claire before, I knew I wanted it again.

I felt I had done a good job, and had a belly full of semen to show for it, when mommy directed my next move.

“I think you missed a spot,” she said, taking her kitty lips between her fingers and spreading herself open so I could see inside her hole.

It was glorious. I had never had such an invitation before and I literally salivated looking at her beautiful sex. My first approach was with the tip of my tongue, directed by her fingers towards her little nub. First, I flicked it, then I gave it a long slow lick, and then, when I saw how much she liked that, I burrowed my mouth over top of her mound and began to suckle, lick and caress with all my mouth, lips and tongue. I targeted her button with my mouth and curled to her g-spot with my fingers, exploring her deeply, responding to her direction as she bucked in response.

Mommy Claire cried out, and at first I thought I may have hurt her, but when I pulled my face away to check, she grabbed my hair on both sides and pulled me back in. I took that as a sign, that she liked what I was doing, and I granted her more of the same, licking and lapping at her very essence. Once again, she responded, violently bucking her hips, searching for more pleasure, all the while holding my tongue and mouth in place, her hands burrowed in my hair, controlling every action.

I continued kissing and slurping until her back began to arch and she pulled back on my hair and head, creating a gap between my mouth and her love nest. In that moment of separation her hips bucked one more time and her kitty sprayed wildly, coating my face and neck with her discharge, filling my nostrils with her womanly scent. I had never experienced anything like it, and when she pulled my face back in contact with her soaked and pulsing lips and said, “Now be a good boy and clean me up.” I readily did as I was told, lapping at her core, gently licking every inch of her flower until she was sated and clean.

Over the course of our time together my life took many new turns, and with each outrageous event I learned something about myself, a revelation over who I’ve been and who I was meant to be. Never in a million years would I have thought that submission would be so freeing, and yet there I was, a baby boy to Claire’s dominant mommy and it was heavenly. A perfect counterbalance to my traditionally overworked and over stressed mind.

At that moment, as I lay in adult baby bliss, I wondered how I could make this permanent, how I could keep her maternal influence in my life forever.


SCENE 24
Mommy Claire
 

The moment I truly conquered my new Ultra was fabulous. My flower opened up from the mental stimulus alone and I gushed not one, but many orgasms all over the hotel bed. Perhaps he could smell the pungent aroma of my release or maybe he was too consumed in the details of his own erotic journey to care, but it was wonderful all the same, a joy I would savor in my heart for many years to come.

As we lay there, little Stevie suckling at my teat, my fingers winding through his hair, massaging his scalp, allowing him to savor in the joys of adult baby bliss, I put the final stamp of victory on my conquest.

“You’ve come a long way,” I told him, “just a few hours ago you thought men ruled the world. Now you know the true order of power. How does that make you feel?”

Little Stevie was intent on my breast but broke away long enough to say, “I love you mommy.”

It was the perfect response for an adult baby who was consumed with mommy’s control, no longer wanting to be burdened by the cumbersome thoughts of independence. Not only had he ceded all power to me, but he reveled in the freedom of that submission, a feeling of freedom he would never forget.

“You know I can’t continue on as your assistant,” I informed him. “It wouldn’t be right based on our new relationship.”

His eyes whipped open at the sound of my words and he looked at me with a combination of fear and uncertainty in his eyes.

“It’s ok,” I reassured him, “I can still be your mommy, you’ll just need to put me on your board of directors, so I can keep an eye on my good little boy.”

The relief on his face was evident. He didn’t care about the seat on the board, a permanent position that would grant me access to even more Ultras to conquer, and last even longer than his tenure, all he cared about was his penis and my control, a wonderful combination that spelled success for our future encounters.

I had set out to tame the ultimate prey and was victorious in my quest. That not only stirred my erotic senses but also boosted my ego. Were there any worlds I could not conquer? At that particular moment I thought not.


SCENE 25
Mommy Claire
 

The one thing every master must know is that she does not rise to the top alone. There are others who assist along the way, and it is of utmost importance for leaders to acknowledge and reward those efforts.

My quest to dominate a proven Ultra would not have been possible without the help of a special little boy, and it was time I thanked him properly for his service.


SCENE 26
Ted
 

When Mommy Claire called to invite me to her home, to be rewarded for introducing her to my boss, I was beside myself. Not only had I been wanting to see her again, but the thought of her reward had me pulsing in my pants.

In her own inimitable fashion, Mommy Claire sent a limo to pick me up, and much to my delight there was a special surprise waiting for me in back.

It was a small suitcase with a note taped on top. “Look inside, you’ll know what to do.”

My fingers fumbled with the latch and when I finally got it open, I found a wide assortment of baby items, a diaper, an adult sized onesie, a baby bottle, a bonnet and a short rod comprised of four connected balls, each one bigger than the last. There were no further instructions but it was pretty clear what I was meant to do.

As much as I enjoyed being diapered by Mommy Claire it was much more difficult applying one to myself. My first attempt was absolutely awful, my second not much better, but by the third try I began to get the hang of it, securing it firmly around my waist.

The onesie and bonnet were much easier to put on but I marveled at the last two items. Of course, I knew what the baby bottle was, although I certainly preferred getting my nourishment directly from the source, but the last item had me confused. I played with it for a while, inspecting it from all angles, but couldn’t figure out what it was for, so I stuffed it next to my hip, held in place by my diaper.

When the limo pulled up in front of Mommy Claire’s mansion, I was excited to get out in my new outfit, to show her what a good boy I was, happy to be back to baby land.

Mommy Claire waited for me at her front door, and as I waddled up the front steps in my diaper and onesie, she lifted her arm and pointed something at me. At first it looked like a garage door opener but then she pressed on it and the wand I couldn’t figure out began to vibrate against my hip.

That caused her to laugh.

“You figured out the diaper and onesie,” she said, “but I guess you’ve never used anal beads before.”

Anal beads? Is that what they were? I pulled the wand from the diaper and held it up for mommy to see.

“That’s ok,” she assured me, “come on in and we’ll get it situated.”

Now prior to Mommy Claire I had never had anything put up my ass before, and with her it was nothing more than the tip of her finger, so I was more than a little nervous when she brought me into her office and directed me to get up on her examination table. As she took off my diaper and prepared to insert the beads a shiver went up my spine.

“It’s ok,” she cooed, “you’ll feel a little pressure when I first put it in, but trust me, once it’s working, you’re really going to enjoy this.”

Of course, I trusted Mommy Claire, everything she had done to me before was wonderful and I had no reason to expect this to be any different. All the same, I held my breath as the first of the beads, the smallest, pressed past my sphincter. Beads two and three spread me further, and felt rather uncomfortable, right up until she used the remote.

There are many things in life that can surprise you but perhaps none more than finding out that your ass has way more pleasure zones than your penis. When Mommy Claire turned on the vibrator my entire insides began to melt in pulsing ecstasy.


SCENE 27
Mommy Claire
 

It was obvious from his reaction that little Teddy was inexperienced with anal play. In just a few minutes of vibration he was writhing back and forth on the table, moaning aloud, his eyes glazing over from the insane amount of lust pouring through his veins.

I envied him in that moment, the unending bliss and the way it dominated his being. I had no doubt he was in heaven, but this was only the beginning. My reward for his submission and compliance had only just begun.


SCENE 28
Ted
 

I’m not sure how long Mommy Claire kept me in that state, but as long as that vibrator was humming, I couldn’t do anything more than let those pleasure waves consume me. It was wonderful the way it took control, and for more than a little while I wasn’t sure which I loved more, Mommy Claire, or that incredible pleasure inducing device.

The physical response to anal stimulation is much different than your ordinary orgasm. In fact, despite the fact that my diaper was filled with cum, I don’t think I had an orgasm at all. If anything, I experienced one long extended buzz, one that filled my brain with lust, caused my mouth to drool, and sent my eyes rolling to the back of my head. I could have stayed like that all day, and actually was depressed when she turned it off.

“I want to give you a tour of my estate,” Mommy Claire informed me, “and introduce you to a special friend.”

I didn’t want to stop but one thing was certain, as long as I was with Mommy everything would be all right.

She led me out of her office and up a long sweeping staircase to the second floor. The entire house was incredible, with new surprises around every corner, and when we got to the end of the hallway, I was introduced to the greatest surprise of all.

The room at the end of the hall wasn’t a room at all, it was a gymnasium decked out like a child wonderland. There were playgrounds and slides and all sorts of fun toys, and the floor was covered with a giant moon bounce that made it extremely difficult to walk, but rather fun to fall. I couldn’t believe such a place existed, and just the right size for me and my adult baby self.

I looked to Mommy with expectant eyes, hoping she would let me play.

“Go ahead,” she said with a laugh, “have fun.”

I ran about like the adult baby I truly wanted to be, climbing up the steps, sliding into a pit of balls, finding all sorts of fun things to stir my imagination and thrill my mind. And there was so much more that I didn’t even notice at first glance, including an adult sized playpen and crib, and a wide assortment of oversized balls and blocks. There were even several mounds built into the moon bounce floor, mounds that vibrated when touched. I was about to test out my new discoveries when I heard mommy’s voice calling out.

“Teddy, Little Teddy,” she called, “come out, there’s a friend here to play with you.”

I stumbled across the bouncy floor, fumbling along the way, until I reached Mommy Claire and the most beautiful young girl next to her. I say young, as she was much younger than I, probably late teens, early twenties if I had to guess.

“Teddy,” Mommy Claire said, “This is Alyssa, and she’s here for a play date.”

OMG

Not only was there another adult baby for me to play with, dressed in her own diaper and onesie, but she was gorgeous, a knockout. I stammered as I tried to speak, “Uh, uh, uh, hi.”

“He’s a little shy,” Mommy Claire offered before bending over and squeezing my pee pee through my diaper while Alyssa watched. “But if you rub him here, he’ll be a very good little boy.”

“Like this?” Alyssa asked, and she too squeezed my dick sending waves of pleasure through my body and doing more than a little warping of my mind as I tried to come to grips with just what my new role was meant to be. Was Alyssa my play date? Or was she going to dominate me the same way Mommy Claire did?

I didn’t need to wait long for an answer as Alyssa pushed me onto my back and proceeded to rub me off in a most dominant fashion. I wasn’t sure how to respond and when I looked to Mommy Claire for help, she just laughed and said, “It looks like Alyssa wants to play mommy and you’re her baby.”

Oh shit!

Fortunately, Alyssa was not as good with her hands as Mommy Claire, which made resistance possible. I was about to voice my objection when the beads inside my ass began to vibrate, completely taking me off guard. In that moment of indecision Alyssa found my weakness, and the combination of her stimulation on my cock and the bead vibration in my ass had me as helpless with her as I had been with Mommy Claire.

How was this even possible? How could I lose all control in response to sensual stimulation, even after I had already been milked dry? I might have found an answer to that question but as I squirmed beneath Alyssa’s touch, and that heavenly vibration continued on my prostate, Mommy Claire knelt next to my head, unbuttoned her blouse and presented me with her bare breast.

There are times in life where you are meant to put up a fight but that was not the moment. If Alyssa wanted to play, and Mommy wanted to nurse, then who was I to complain. And so, I submitted to these two beautiful ladies, until all sense of reality was gone, replaced by a permanent regression that would forever mold my life.

I suckled on mommy’s nipple while Alyssa’s ministrations sent me over the edge, soiling my diaper with a sticky mess that not only signified my weakness but also their authority, over me and over my life. The damage was done. I would never think for myself again, nor would I stand tall as a man, but I would enjoy every blessed day from that moment forward, as the good little boy I was meant to be.


Sorority Baby

An Adult Baby Diaper Story
 

Mommy Claire
 


PROLOGUE

Mommy Claire

When I was in college I belonged to a sorority, it was there that I spent my most formative years, becoming the woman I am today. In fact, I learned more about adult baby play during my years in the sorority house than at any other time in my life.

Those days taught me all about manipulation, how to use mental and physical stimulus to make horny boys, and girls, do just about anything. Many people don't realize just how much sex takes place in a sorority house, or that much of it is between the sisters.

Through countless hours of practice, I mastered my skills, and carried that knowledge into my adult life. I still use many of those techniques today, when I am feeling naughty, or come across a particularly resistant soul.

I have not forgotten the great times I had in college and every year I return to my roots, to visit my sisters, and to see if there are any new adult baby prospects among the newest pledge class.

The following story is about one of my return visits and the Sorority Baby I met on that very memorable trip.


SCENE 1
Laura
 

My nickname in the sorority is BF, which stands for Baby Face because I look like I'm twelve. I hate it. If anyone hears my nickname, I tell them it's short for "Best Friend" because I may have to wear the face of a little girl all the time but that doesn't mean I have to be ridiculed for it.

It wasn't always bad, being the baby face of the group. In my younger days I was known as little Miss Cutie, which was fine because there was always a guy willing to fall all over himself to make me happy. But as I got older, and other girls started to mature, and grow hot, and I was still the cute little darling, trust me, that is not a place you want to be.

During my second semester of my Freshman year, I got a bid to join Alpha Sig, the most popular sorority on campus. I knew it was finally my chance, to break from the baby mold and become a woman. But pledging was hard, and the sisters didn't treat me like a kid, in fact they made me do a lot of yucky work. It was then that I realized that being spoiled like a baby wasn't so bad. I had learned to like being pampered, being taken care of, and I wasn't ready for that to end.


SCENE 2
Mommy Claire
 

Every year I return to campus, and to the sorority house, to participate in a special pledge activity. It's a time-honored tradition where a mature legacy sister, me, comes in to make the newest pledges indulge in baby play. Most people think it is a harmless college prank, designed to make a semi grown adult make a fool of herself in front of the sisters, but to me it is so much more. To me it is an opportunity to give birth to a new adult baby, one that probably had no idea she harbored such feelings, but one that would be incredibly fun to manipulate and turn.

The process begins with each girl sucking on a pacifier, lying on her back, waiting for Mommy to change her soiled diaper. With the lights on every girl acts the same, playing to the joke, having fun in the moment. But when the lights go out, and the perception of anonymity rises, one or more embrace the experience, allowing her inner child to run free.

I use the benefit of night vision goggles to watch them in the dark, and have come to be able to identify the traits of the truly infantilized. On this given year, when the lights went dark, I thought we may not have any candidates, but then I spotted the cute little brunette in the back of the room.

Laura was a petite girl but still had some baby fat in her cheeks, enough to give her a baby-like face. But looks can be deceiving. What wasn't a deception was the way she continued sucking on the pacifier, and spread her legs to be changed, even after the lights were out and she thought no one could see. While all the other girls were laughing and making jokes, Laura was spread eagle, waiting to be changed in the dark, anticipating what would come next.

She wanted it, to be changed, to be infantilized, to give up control, and I intended to make her wish come true.

With the lights still out, I sidled next to my target, undid the top of my dress, freed my breasts and presented them to my good little girl in waiting. While the other girls giggled and made silly jokes, I whispered in Laura's ear.

"Be a good little girl and give Mommy your binky," I cooed.

Obediently Laura dropped the pacifier, which I quickly replaced with my breast against her face. I don't know how she would have responded with the lights on, but in the dark she allowed my skin to caress her, right up until she pursed down with her lips and began to suckle, a long slow draw on my very sensitive nipple.


SCENE 3
Laura
 

It was finally an easy night. Ever since pledging started it was one grueling night after another. I had never cleaned so many dishes, washed so many clothes, or scrubbed so many bathrooms as I had during those six weeks. So, when the sisters said we had a special guest, and that we had to act like babies for the night, I was actually relieved.

The woman, Mommy Claire, was a legacy, an Alpha Sig sister from long ago, and she was there to teach us about coping with stress. She was a handsome woman, probably a total hottie when she was in school, and now she was a very attractive older woman and, based on the way she dressed, with her designer dress, diamond earrings and pearl necklace, she was doing quite well in life.

Mommy Claire had us all lay on our backs and supplied us with pacifiers to suck on. It was kind of embarrassing and I, like all the other pledges, joined in making fun of the process. Things got even weirder when she instructed us to hoist our legs in the air and pretend to be a baby in need of a diaper change. It was all kind of silly, and I didn't see the point, but then things changed.

Mommy Claire turned off the lights.

In the complete darkness it was hard to concentrate on anything other than the giggles and jokes that emanated throughout the room. But then Mommy Claire, in her soothing yet confident voice, instructed everyone to calm down, to relax, to remember what it was like to have no stress, to lie in your mother's arms and feel the warmth of her embrace.

The moment I allowed those thoughts to move to the front of my mind I felt my stress melt away, like I was at peace, no longer worried about exams, or boys, or not fitting in. It was nice and I was happy that the lights stayed off so I could savor the feeling without judgment from my fellow pledges, or from the sisters.

It was amazing how effective acting like a baby was at reducing my anxiety. I didn't even notice that I had begun fervently sucking on the pacifier, subconsciously slipping into the baby role, probably more than I was supposed to. I was so lost in the moment, it startled me when Mommy Claire was right at my side, whispering in my ear.

"Be a good little girl and give Mommy your binky," she whispered.

Obediently I dropped the pacifier, which was quickly replaced by the softest, most soothing feeling against my face. I didn't know what it was at first, and I allowed my body to respond by instinct alone, turning my head, wrapping my lips around her nipple and suckling as if my life depended on it.


SCENE 4
Mommy Claire
 

I found my mark and what a luscious treat she was. Her name was Laura and not only did she have the natural instincts to become my next adult baby, but she had the look as well. Her body had yet to develop and her face was as cute as a button, still holding on to a slight pudgy cheek look that belied her age.

Laura could have easily passed for a young teen, and maybe even younger if dressed in the right attire. I intended to find out just how far she would go but also knew the stigma she would face if seen to be given preferential treatment. My plan to overcome that was really rather simple.

Three girls were selected from the pledge class to move on in the Mommy Claire experience. Each was pulled from their normal pledge activities to be at my beck and call. The first, Melody, was made to scrub the trash receptacles at several of my coffee chains downtown. The second, Chrissy, had to scrub the guy’s bathrooms in the Freshman dorm, and the third, Laura, had to do all of the laundry for the men’s volleyball team. The jobs were meant to be hard, to send the message that time with Mommy Claire wasn’t easy.

Laura, however, would not be doing laundry, I had an entirely different experience planned for her.


SCENE 5
Laura
 

I was relieved when Mommy Claire selected me along with several of my pledge mates to go off on her excursion. Not only did I secretly like time with Mommy Claire, but I would have done anything to get out of pledging activities. The sisters were brutally hard on us and each day it only got worse.

It was common knowledge that Chrissy, Melody and I were selected however once we were pulled from the morning pledge line that was the last we saw of each other, at least until much later that evening.

I was whisked away from the sorority house in a not so gentle fashion, a black bag over my head, my arms pinned to my side by two of the stronger sisters. It was scary to say the least, not because they hurt me, but because of the unknown. That was always the scariest part about pledging, the mind games, the way you never knew what to expect, so you couldn’t prepare.

My uncertainty and anxiety grew as I felt myself hustled and bustled from one vehicle to another, being transported to God knew where. Where was I going? What was waiting for me when I got there? Those questions persisted right up until the last vehicle came to a halt and I got out of a stretch limo, in front of a beautiful mansion.

The walk up the steep front steps was daunting but at least I no longer had the bag over my head. With each step my nerves shook until I reached the top where Mommy Claire stood with open arms to welcome me into her home.

“Welcome baby girl,” she said.

I immediately felt her warmth and comfort.

I said hello and offered my hand to shake but Mommy Claire wasn’t having it. She pulled me in close for a hug, allowing her breasts to press against me for longer than custom would say was appropriate. When we finally separated, I felt a tingle at my core, something that said more than just baby play would be taking place that afternoon.

“You are away from the sorority house but that doesn’t mean pledging is over,” Mommy Claire informed me. “While you are here you are to do as you are told, do you understand?”

“Yes, sister,” I replied.

“Good. You are here because you have been selected as a finalist for my conditioning program. It is an experiment of sorts, to see just how much stress we can take away from your life.”

It sounded reasonable, and certainly much better than whatever the other pledges were doing back at the house. “Ok,” I responded.

“Here you will call me mommy,” she said, “and if you’re ready, we can begin.”


SCENE 6
Mommy Claire
 

I had Laura exactly where I wanted her, alone in my home. It was time to see just how much resistance she would present, and what efforts it would take to complete her transformation.


SCENE 7
Laura
 

“When we were at the house, playing the baby games, you did really well,” Mommy Claire told me. “Today we’re going to see if we can take it further. We’ll start with a little role play. I will play the mommy and I want you to play the role of submissive little girl. Can you do that?”

I had been asked to do a lot of things during pledging, some that were downright disgusting, so when Mommy Claire said all I had to do was act like a baby, I was relieved. How hard could it be to do that? “Ok,” I replied.

Before the words were even out of my mouth Mommy Claire took me by the hand and led me into a room off the main hall. It looked like a doctor’s office, complete with examination table. “Take your clothes off and get up on the table like a good little girl,” she instructed.

Now that may seem like an extreme request but it wasn’t uncommon for us pledges to be separated from our clothes during the initiation process. In many cases the sisters used it as an opportunity to break us down, to point out our flaws and keep us off guard. I was already insecure about my body, and the sisters always had a way of identifying that one thing that made you feel the weakest. For me it was my breasts, and the sisters were quick to point out that I had baby breasts to go along with my baby face, a fact that I was certain Mommy Claire would soon be exploiting.

I shed my clothes, revealing the whole of my body before Mommy Claire. I expected the ridicule to begin but much to my surprise what I received was much different.

“Look how beautiful you are,” Mommy Claire offered as she helped me up onto the table. “I’ve never seen a more perfect body.”

It was flattering to hear, and I was about to tell her so, when her hand found my bare thigh and gave it a gentle squeeze. It sent a shiver of excitement up my spine and rendered my voice mute. What was this strange power that she ?

“I want you to lay back on the table and close your eyes,” Mommy Claire said and I was quick to follow her command.

Her fingers never left my skin, skating lightly up my thigh, across my hip and gently over my stomach. It was a feather light touch that made every hair stand on end and my body tingle from within. She continued the dance, over my body, my arms, my shoulders, my neck, until I was pulsing in anticipation wondering where she would stimulate me next.

When her fingers began to wind their way through my hair, targeting the sensitive nerve endings on my scalp, I felt like I had died and gone to heaven.

That’s when Mommy Claire’s soothing voice entered my ear. “Give in to the feeling and we’ll see how relaxed we can get you.”

I allowed myself to give in to the moment, just as Mommy Claire had instructed, and soon my body felt very heavy, sinking deeper into the table with every soothing stroke. Her massaging fingers on my scalp and neck felt incredible too, only to be outdone by the soothing warmth of her naked flesh as her bare breasts came to rest on my face and cheeks. I had experienced it before, and knew exactly what I wanted to do.

With a slight shift of my neck I was able to maneuver my mouth until her nipple was between my lips. I liked the feeling, the soothing combination of her silky-smooth skin against mine with the excitement of being able to freely suckle at her teat. I was in heaven and savored that feeling right up until something very strange happened.

Somehow, in the midst of all the excitement, I lost track of my independent self, and a small rivulet of pee escaped my body. It wasn’t much, just a little, but it happened and Mommy Claire was right there to seize on the moment.

“OMG, did you just lose control?” she exclaimed.

“I didn’t mean to,” I replied, “it was an accident.”

“My little girl had an accident. You know what that means don’t you?” Mommy Claire asked.

“No,” I admitted.

“It means this isn’t just a game for you. Your body and your mind, they really want to be infantilized, you want to be a little baby again.”

It was strange to hear her say it aloud but I couldn’t deny her words. Even back at the sorority house, when I first felt the warmth of Mommy Claire’s breast, I knew I liked it, I just didn’t know how much.

“Don’t worry your secret is safe with me,” she cooed, “unless that is, you want the sisters to know?”

“Oh God no,” I exclaimed, the thought of the relentless teasing I would receive too much to handle. The sisters already called me Baby Face, what would happen if they knew I couldn’t keep from peeing?

“It’s ok,” Mommy Claire reassured me, her fingers winding their way through my hair once again, her nipple finding its way back into my mouth.

We spent the majority of the day testing my control, taking me to a state of total relaxation, pushing the limits of my self-discipline. I learned a lot about my inner self, finding out that I liked letting go, and that when I did, in those moments when I truly gave in, that my body experienced true regression, achieving a state of peace I never thought possible, free of stress, at one with the world.

I’m not sure how long Mommy Claire kept me in that delicious state, or how many times I lost control, but when she finally told me our time for the day was complete, I was both fully relaxed and totally exhausted. I had no idea that baby play could be so tiring, I felt like I needed a nap. It wasn’t until I went out to the limo that I realized it was nighttime. I had spent the entire day with Mommy Claire.

The limo ride back to the house was filled with contemplations, about all that had happened, and Mommy Claire’s explicit instructions not to share any of the details with anyone.


SCENE 8
Laura
 

Melody and Chrissy got back before I did and were quick to relay the tortures of their assignments to the other pledges. Melody’s seemed really bad, scrubbing an endless sea of trash cans from all of Mommy Claire’s coffee shops.

“You don’t understand,” she cried, “every time I thought I was done they would drive me to another store and I had to start all over. I can’t do it, it was worse than being here with the sisters.”

Chrissy was not to be outdone, “You think you had it bad? I had to scrub every bathroom in the freshman dorms. Do you know how guys live? It was disgusting. I don’t understand why we have to do this, what did we do wrong?”

Mommy Claire gave specific instructions that I was not to share any of the details of our day but I wouldn’t have in a million years. These girls were tortured and if I didn’t want to be labeled the entitled brat of the group I needed to think fast.

“I thought it was just me!” I exclaimed. “I had to do all the laundry from the guy’s locker room. Have you ever had to handle a hundred jock straps? Or smelled the stank of a thousand armpits. I threw up a half a dozen times, it was gross.”

They both seemed to buy my story, which in turn made all the other pledges relieved that they had not gotten stuck on Mommy Claire assignment. And when word came out that only two pledges would be selected for day two, Melody, Chrissy and I all stated aloud how we only thought it fair that two different girls should be chosen. Why should we have to go back?

Secretly, I prayed I would be going back, to finish what Mommy Claire and I had started.

The announcement came down just before lights out that Melody and I would be returning. I heard an audible sigh of relief from Chrissy as her name was passed over. I’m not sure how Melody slept, but I knew I was too excited at the prospects to sleep even a wink.


SCENE 9
Mommy Claire
 

The first day alone with Laura was nice, in many ways she was the ideal adult baby, beautiful, submissive, open to my control. But there was still something missing, that special connection where her dependence was not by choice but by need. I intended to see what I could do about that, to see if I could bring about that true and lasting transformation in Laura.


SCENE 10
Laura
 

Mommy Claire had a limo pick up Melody and I in front of the sorority house at exactly eight am. It was a really nice car and I let Melody know.

“This car is really nice,” I said, “maybe that means today is going to be a nice day?”

“Don’t bet on it,” Melody replied, “all of pledging is one big mind fuck. They never want you to know what’s coming, they’re always setting you up for the fall? Don’t trust them for a minute.”

Those were her last words before the limo stopped and Melody was pulled from the back to begin her assignment. I wasn’t exactly sure what she had to do, I only heard the words, “manure” and “acres” before the door was closed and I was whisked away.

Melody’s words lingered in my mind. Mommy Claire seemed so genuine. Was it possible she was setting me up? Making me relax so I would reveal something she could exploit in front of all the sisters? That pesky thought continued to fester in my brain right up until the limo dropped me off at Mommy Claire’s mansion and I laid eyes on her beauty once again. There was something about her, a magnetism that made everything feel right. All my reservations disappeared. I glided up the stairs content that I was where I wanted to be.


SCENE 11
Mommy Claire
 

The second day return says a lot about what’s going on in my little one’s mind and sets the tone for all efforts going forward. When I saw Laura get out of the limo, and saw the bounce to her step as she made her way towards me, I knew we were in for the afternoon of a lifetime.


SCENE 12
Laura
 

I was so relieved when my name was called as one of Mommy Claire’s two finalists that I peed a little in my panties. It wasn’t much, just a little tinkle, but I wasn’t able to control it and that, it turned out, said a lot about me and my own personal desires. The truth was I liked being babied, being pampered, and not only was I willing to give up my independence, I think I actually preferred it. That thought bubbled in my head as the limo drove through the city streets.

And as the stretch vehicle dropped me off in front, leaving me alone with Mommy Claire once again, my mind quickly diverted to what was in store for my day. Would today be like yesterday? With me and Mommy Claire playing games of submission and dominance? I certainly hoped so. My heartbeat quickened at the prospect.

“Hi Mommy Claire,” I said when I saw her. I leaned in and gave her a big hug.

She took me in her arms, just like I had hoped she would, and as she held me close, I snuggled into her embrace, feeling the essence of her, appreciating her nearness. Mommy Claire was a beautiful woman by all physical attributes but she was so much more than that to me. She understood me, like no one else ever had, and even after understanding all of my weakness, she still cared for me. I know I had only known her a short time, but I was beginning to develop true feelings for her.

“Hi baby girl,” she said, “you’re such a little darling. What do you say we get you inside and get a diaper on you?”

What’s that? A diaper? “What!” I exclaimed.

“Oh honey, it was cute you having those accidents yesterday but it’s a lot to clean up. I think it’s best if we diaper you today.”

Oh shit. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing or even worse, how true it was. I did need a diaper, as crazy as that sounds. If we were planning to play more games like we had already played, I couldn’t say I wouldn’t need it.

And so, for the first time, in a very long long time, I prepared to be diapered.


SCENE 13
Mommy Claire
 

There’s something magical about the first diapering. Many times, it is the defining infantilizing act, the proverbial straw that breaks the last will of resistance. But Laura was on a different journey, I didn’t need to inform her of her internal wants and needs, she already knew. At her core she understood the benefits of being babied, probably because she spent most of her life in that state, right up until pledging when a harsh reality took over her life. In retrospect I saved her from that, and in exchange offered her a warm and safe home in mommy’s loving arms.


SCENE 14
Laura
 

Mommy Claire was so loving with every step, the cleaning with the wipe, so gentle and intimate, the way she doused the powder over my entire genital region and rubbed it in with supple fingers. It was amazing. I had never had anyone touch me so intimately before and yet it wasn’t sexual. Mommy Claire loved me. I could feel it with every caring act and every supportive word. And when she swaddled my bottom in white cloth, and showed me my diapered self in the mirror, my mind was blown. Was baby play just that easy? Could I turn it on and turn it off? I pondered those very thoughts right up until she put the finishing touches on my infantilization with a raspberry kiss on my belly. It took me off guard, and in a moment of weakness I peed a little in my fresh diaper. It wasn’t much, or so I thought, but Mommy Claire was right there, to capture the moment.

“I think I got that on you just in the nick of time,” she laughed, “you really can’t control yourself, can you?”

“It’s not my fault,” I objected, “you made me do it.”

She really did. She made me feel like a little girl, with the diaper and everything. It was easy to forget where I was.

“Oh sweetie, it’s ok,” Mommy Claire cooed, “I want you to give in. I think you’re so beautiful when you’re lost in the moment, willing to give up everything to be cared for. I’ve never met a more natural adult baby. If this weren’t a pledge activity, I would really show you what mommy play is all about.”

“What do you mean?” I asked. “What is mommy play all about?” Could there be more? What exactly was she talking about?

“The real infantilization process,” she replied. “The kind that isn’t just about stress relief, but about connecting with your inner child, regressing to a moment in time, to a state of being, where responsibility disappears and submissive bliss takes control.”

She made it all seem so romantic, so real, so powerful. And as I listened to her words, I felt my head nodding in agreement, until my mouth was responding, “I want that. I want to take the next step.”

Mommy Claire looked me up and down, surveying me, measuring my worth. I feared I wouldn’t be good enough, and maybe that’s what she thought too, but then she said something that made me think there might be an opportunity for me.

“Let’s get through today first,” she offered. “And if at the end of the day you still want the full mommy treatment, if you’re ready to completely submit every part of your being to my control, then we’ll make arrangements to get you out of pledging tomorrow for a day you’ll never forget.”

It was all very exciting, the prospect of being truly infantilized, to be stripped of all control and left submissive to a dominant mommy. My entire body tingled at the thought and I barely understood Mommy Claire’s next instructions.

“Today we’re going to delve deeper, beyond the baby talk and nursing and into the real exchange of power. Where your body and your mind no longer have a choice, where the infantilization becomes real.”

It all sounded rather ominous, the threat of true transformation. The fact was I didn’t truly believe any of it, sure I liked the role reversals, the release of stress and control, but at no point did I ever think it was anything more than a game, a fun distraction to pass the time.

And so, I agreed, “Bring it,” I said, ready for whatever Mommy Claire had in store for me.

She started by completing my outfit. Sure, I was still in a diaper, which became more comfortable the longer I wore it, but now she added a pretty pink dress, complete with white bow, and a yellow bonnet that made me look silly but seemed to please Mommy Claire immensely.

“Look how adorable you are,” she said, taking a few extra moments to make sure my bow was straight and my bonnet secure.

When she turned my body to face the full length mirror, and I saw myself all dolled up for the very first time, I realized something about me and the game we were playing. I liked it. Not just the attention and the care, but the dress up, I liked that too, especially the way she made me look even younger than usual. For the first time in my life, I held a special appreciation in my heart for who I was, the real me, my baby face, and even my baby body.

Mommy Claire didn’t give me any time to contemplate those thoughts, instead she took me by the hand and shuttled me down the hall to a room I had never been to before. It was a nursery, an adult baby nursery, and it was equipped with oversized baby furniture, properly sized for a big little like me.

“Let’s get you up in the high chair,” Mommy Claire cooed, “it’s time for breakfast.”

What happened next was truly surreal and provided greater insight into what Mommy Claire meant when she talked about the infantilization becoming real. She secured me into the high chair with a strap around my waist and then placed a bib around my neck. All the while her conversation turned to all baby talk, a tact that was much more impactful on my train of thought than I had expected.

“Who’s my good little girl,” Mommy Claire cooed, “who’s a goo-goo, gah-gah?”

Hearing the soothing tone of her voice and the senseless sounds babbling from her lips, my mind followed suit, responding with my own garbled gibberish. “Ah!” I gasped. “Goo-goo,” I replied before my mind had an opportunity to realize what I was doing.

She then proceeded to feed me, spoonful by spoonful, some of it making a mess, which she quickly cleaned with loving care. I hadn’t had anything to eat all day and the mashed bananas she was feeding me were really quite delicious. Soon I had a belly full of the softened fruit and my lower half began to rumble.

“Mommy,” I said, as I felt my bowels beginning to shift.

“It’s ok little girl,” she replied, “it’s all very natural.

At first, I didn’t think she understood what I was trying to say, but then it dawned on me. The true transformation, the mind-altering effect, would come not from an accidental peeing but from a conscious decision, to give up my womanhood in favor of soiling my diaper. My moment of truth had arrived.

There are many things I can tell you about the transition from grown woman to adult baby but there are some you would have to experience for yourself to truly understand. It is one thing to have an accident, for a little bit of tinkle to slip out during a laugh, or a sneeze, but truly letting go, consciously allowing your womanhood to slip away is a completely different act.

I couldn’t do it.

I wanted to be a good little girl for mommy, I wanted to take the next step towards a life of adult baby play, but I couldn’t bring myself to unleash my self-control, to intentionally soil my diaper.

It was a mental struggle, that continued through lunch and into the afternoon, but it was an obstacle I could not surpass.

For her part Mommy Claire was very patient. We spent the remainder of the day playing silly games. There was some nursing and cuddling, and it was all very nice, but in the back of my head I couldn’t shake the thought that I had disappointed her, by not fully indulging in the moment, by not giving in. And at the end of the day, as she walked me towards the front door and the limo waiting outside to take me home, she spoke as if she could read my very thoughts.

“There are ways I can overcome your resistance,” Mommy Claire informed me. “I can strip you or your self-control and truly infantilize your body and mind. But the effects can be permanent, so, I won’t do that without your ok. I respect you too much for that.”

I wasn’t sure what to say. I really did want to experience the full depth of mommy play but my mind kept getting in the way. I contemplated her offer, constantly aware of the long-term implications. What if I couldn’t do it? Or worse yet, what if I could and, once I started, I couldn’t stop? Those thoughts wracked my brain as we said our goodbyes for the evening.

“You have a lot to think about,” Mommy Claire told me, “take tonight, if in the morning you want to take the step, my limo will be in front of the sorority house at 8:am.”

She was gone before I could come up with my first question, leaving me all alone to think over my decision. It was a mental struggle but in the end, there really wasn’t much to think about, if I wanted to continue my relationship with Mommy Claire, if I wanted to delve deeper into her world, there was only one choice.


SCENE 15
Mommy Claire
 

I can’t say I wasn’t disappointed that Laura could not complete the transition on her own, but I also wasn’t surprised. Very few people can let go, to forget a lifetime of training and self-discipline and truly regress. But if Laura returned, if she gave me the opportunity, I would get her there. It was my imperative, to take this sweet young thing and make her my own, no matter what I had to do to make it happen.


SCENE 16
Laura
 

Hearing Melody’s tales of shoveling horse manure for ten hours had me feeling guilty but not enough to reveal the truth about what I had done all day. I lied, telling Melody and all the other pledges that I had to clean dirty diapers and vomit at several day care centers throughout the day. It was a necessary lie, one that protected me from additional scrutiny, but did nothing to resolve the growing conflict in my head.

And so, I laid in bed that night contemplating the pros and cons of my next big life decision. It seemed to be an insurmountable challenge, and yet I think I knew all along exactly what I was going to do.


SCENE 17
Laura
 

I got in the limo in front of the sorority house at exactly eight in the morning and didn’t look back. I didn’t know what was in store for me but I knew I would never be able to live with the regret if I didn’t find out.

“Today is going to be different,” Mommy Claire informed me as she welcomed me into her home for the third day of our experiment. “It’s time we do away with the pretense and get to the heart of the matter.”

Her words seemed ominous, but I was ready. I liked Mommy Claire, I liked what we were doing, and I was prepared to move forward.

She went on. “In our previous discussions we talked about the reduction of stress achieved through baby play, but that part is over. You have been infantilized, you love it, it’s obvious. That is what I do as part of my affiliation with the sorority, but there’s more. If you’re interested?”

“Yes I’m interested,” I blurted, a little embarrassed at how excited the thought made me.

“There’s more,” she added, “If you want to move forward with me I require absolute submission, your body, your entire body, will belong to me.”

“Ok,” I agreed, trying to take it all in.

She clarified, “I will use you as I please.”

It was then that it dawned on me. She was talking about my kitty, she wanted absolute access to my private zones and for the first time with Mommy Claire I felt nervous. I liked giving in, the submission, but there were some lines I couldn’t cross. “Uh, uh, uh,” I stuttered.

“It’s a lot to take in,” Mommy Claire replied, “you have to decide what it is that you want? Do you want me as your mommy? Completely in control? Or are you ready to be a big girl, and go out on your own?”

I was convinced that absolute submission was too high a price, but the moment she put it in those terms, and I thought about what I really wanted, the whole idea seemed natural, almost plausible. “What exactly would I have to do?” I asked.

Her eyes grew big like saucers at my question.

“First off I would never do anything to harm you,” she said, “I love you and want you as my baby. But you are an adult baby, and you have a beautiful body, and in order to truly separate the needs of your body from the constraints of your brain I will need control, over you and your desires. And if you agree, I will care for you and nurse you and take away all of your stresses with the baby play that you enjoy so much.”

And there it was. I was so close. All I had to do was submit to Mommy Claire and I would finally get to indulge in the life I so desperately wanted. I wasn’t sure what it all meant but the lure of what could be excited me deeply. And so, I nodded my head in agreement.

“Good,” Mommy Claire replied, “because we’re going to go a lot further than just cuddling and nursing. Today I am going to dominate your sex and infantilize your mind.”

It sounded threatening, the whole dominating your sex part, but deep inside I wanted to experience it. I wanted to be dominated, and controlled, but most of all I wanted to be infantilized, I wanted to be mommy’s good little girl.

“I will give in to everything you say,” I said, and the moment the words crossed my lips I felt incredibly excited and also very scared.

Mommy Claire smiled. “Trust me, by the time I’m done you will be permanently and blissfully submissive to me.”

Her response was exactly what I wanted to hear. Mommy Claire wanted a submissive little girl and I wanted someone to take control. Together we were a match made in heaven.


SCENE 18
Mommy Claire
 

Laura agreed. There were times I questioned whether we would ever get to this stage, whether my precious little girl would agree to grant me full control, to dominate her body and ultimately her mind. But there we were, and I intended to make the most of the opportunity.


SCENE 19
Laura
 

Mommy Claire took me by the hand, led me out of her office and up the sweeping staircase to the second floor of her home. It was my first opportunity to see more of her abode and the butterflies in my stomach flapped their wings at the prospect. I’ve always found it fascinating to see how people live, how they truly spend their lives, and with this venture I was certain I was about to learn more about the woman known as Mommy Claire.

We entered a private suite just off the main corridor and it took my eyes a moment to adjust. The room was dimly lit, candles providing the only light, and upon closer inspection I realized why. This room, this suite, was decorated with turn of the century, vintage antiques. Everything was truly authentic, from the four-poster bed, to the fine decorative armoire and the sconces on the wall. It was like a giant step back in time and the romantic part of my heart and brain leapt at the opportunity to delve into a simpler era.

“This room,” I exclaimed upon seeing all of the details, “it’s wonderful, it’s like I really stepped back in time.”

“I thought you would appreciate it,” Mommy Claire cooed, “I could tell you have an appreciation for fine things.”

I did appreciate nice things but this wasn’t just fine objects, the entire room set a scene, a scene from a simpler time, when life wasn’t as complex, when technology had yet to disrupt our lives. It was easy separating from the real world in a place like this, so different from our own existence, and I started to realize why Mommy Claire brought me there.

“It’s time to separate you from the harsh world out there,” she whispered, while simultaneously undoing the top button of my shirt.

It was odd having her undress me, but there was something about the tone of her voice and the glimmer of her eye in the candlelight, I felt compelled to let her have her way, and the longer it went on the more grateful I was of my decision. Mommy Claire didn’t just remove my clothes, she made an art out of stimulating my body and my brain with every touch.

My shirt hit the floor but it was the gentle glide of her fingertips up the backs of my biceps that sent my mind tingling. And when her hot breath cascaded across the back of my neck, followed by the lightest kiss of her lips on my nape, my mind buzzed. What was this strange power she held, to make my body pulse from the simplest touch?

I might have thought it was coincidence but when she got to my pants, and lowered them past my hips, her magical fingers performed the same effect on the backs of my thighs, a slight glide that made every hair stand on end. Once again it was highly stimulating in my brain only now her ministrations we’re gaining nearer to my sex and I was unable to control my body’s natural response. With just a few simple strokes, she had my mind piquing and my body erotically charged.

Was this supposed to become sexual? I wasn’t sure, all I knew was that my excitement level was rising, evidenced by a physical reaction in my loins.

“Do you smell that,” Mommy Claire cooed, “you just opened up for me, we’re going to have so much fun together.”

OMG!

Did she just say that?

It was like she knew everything she was doing to me and she was doing it on purpose. This day was quickly spiraling out of control, for the first time I sensed the submission Mommy Claire was seeking wasn’t just a game. I only hoped I had placed my trust in the right woman.


SCENE 20
Mommy Claire
 

Undressing Laura was fun. She offered absolutely no resistance, granting me complete access to her erogenous zones. Most women immediately think of their kitty and their breasts when it comes to sex, having no idea that the most sensitive spots, the ones that charge the erotic senses the most, are much less obvious. By the time I had stimulated the first three of Laura’s sacred spots she was already gasping for breath and moaning for more, but I had only just begun.


SCENE 21
Laura
 

Mommy Claire’s touch was highly stimulating. I had never been more excited and she had yet to touch my sex, and then she laid me out on the four-poster bed, me completely nude with her completely dressed, and I instantly felt a seismic shift in the power between us. I had never felt her equal but now it was quite obvious that she was my superior. This wasn’t just play time, she really was taking control.

“Look at you in your birthday suit,” Mommy Claire cooed, her hands still gliding over my skin, touching me everywhere, stimulating me immensely. “You like this don’t you, me in control, you submissive to my command?”

My head began to nod before I even knew what I was doing. My brain was scared, afraid of the power I was granting her, and yet I couldn’t stop my body’s response. Somewhere deep inside I wanted it, in fact I wanted more.

“Do you feel that power surging through your body and into your brain?” Mommy Claire asked. “Do you like the way it feels?”

Once again, my mouth responded before my brain could think. “Oh God yes!” I huffed.

“Good,” Mommy replied, “just relax and let those feelings spread.”

I did as Mommy Claire instructed, relaxing my mind, allowing those feelings to spread. It was pleasurable, very pleasurable, and her hands didn’t stop, continuing to ply my body with feather light strokes that had every nerve ending tingling and my brain pulsing with joy. When the stimulus reached my flower, it made me feel naughty and I immediately shut it down, shifting my thoughts to other things, but Mommy Claire was right in my ear, guiding me on the path.

“Don’t resist,” she whispered, “just relax and let the feelings flow.”

It was difficult at first but her timing was impeccable, as if she could read my thoughts, exactly as they crossed my mind. With her guidance I was able to relax. No sooner did I release those thoughts of resistance than those wonderful feelings consumed me, causing my head to swim and my flower to open of its own accord.

The entire scene might have made me feel slutty, or self-conscious, but Mommy Claire was right there to reassure me.

“You’re progressing wonderfully,” she cooed, “I’m so excited for you. Soon you’ll get to experience true bliss.”

Her words set off bells in my head. As incredible as it all felt, I got the impression that the bliss I was experiencing wasn’t the bliss she was talking about? Could it be possible that things could get even better? I had trouble imagining that anything could feel better than I already did and yet Mommy Claire had always been right before.


SCENE 22
Mommy Claire
 

Laura was piquing in physical ecstasy which was very fun to watch but only the first step in my process. Now it was time to manipulate the needs of her body to turn her mind into the submissive little girl I wanted her to be.


SCENE 23
Laura
 

I wasn’t a virgin when I met Mommy Claire. My virginity was given to Robbie Schembeck on prom night my senior year of high school. But Mommy Claire did give me my first orgasm, and my second and my third and my fourth.

It took me by surprise just how pleasurable an orgasm is, and when one turned into two and then three and then more, I thought I had died and gone to heaven. Mommy Claire was a master when it came to stimulating my desire and I was quite content to be the recipient of those wonderful, fabulous skills.

But just as I was getting used to the euphoria, Mommy Claire was right there to push me further along the path.

“Are you enjoying this?” Mommy Claire asked, but the devilish grin that spanned her beautiful face said she knew I was enjoying it immensely.

“Yes,” I huffed. I wanted to answer her but found it difficult to speak while she was driving my lust to such insane levels.

“Good,” she replied, “because this part of your training is just about done.”

I couldn’t hide my disappointment. I loved what she was doing to me and didn’t want it to end.

Like always, Mommy Claire knew exactly what I was thinking. “It’s ok baby girl, we’re not done, I have a lot more planned for you. Would you like to move on?”

Her words set a spark in my heart and I could not contain my excitement. “Yes, please,” I replied.

What happened next will stay with me forever.

Mommy Claire took me by the hand, helped me off of the four-poster bed and led me into the attached bathroom. Unlike the bedroom, which was decorated with fine, turn of the century antiques, the bathroom was a wonder to modern amenities, with marble floors and counter, a walk-in shower and a gorgeous bathing tub.

“How would you like to take a bath with mommy?” Mommy Claire asked.

Now this is probably going to sound strange, especially because this woman had just given me multiple orgasms, but I wasn’t interested in having sex with Mommy Claire. Sure, I loved her attention, and it was impossible to deny how pleasurable her physical stimulus was, but taking a bath together was different.

“Uh, uh, uh,” I stuttered.

As always, Mommy Claire knew exactly how to handle my hesitation. “Be a good little girl and get in the tub, Mommy needs to clean you up.”

Instantly my mindset changed. We weren’t lovers, Mommy was going to give her little girl a bath. I hopped in the tub while mommy filled the water. She added some bubbles to make it even more fun.

While the water rose in the tub, Mommy Claire performed a magical dance of disrobe.

Now I told you before how attractive Mommy Claire was but I am certain I undersold it. As I watched her remove her clothing, one glorious piece at a time, I couldn’t help but be in awe over the beauty of this woman. Not only was her face extremely attractive, with smooth skin and captivating eyes, but her body was to die for. And I don’t mean for her age, she was a knockout from head to toe, voluptuous breasts to make any man ogle and a tiny little waist that created the most amazing hour glass figure. Many women would look at her body, the heaving bosoms, the flat stomach, the curvaceous hips and marvel at how God had granted her so much. And as I watched from the tub, and thought about my own underdeveloped body, I couldn’t help but fantasize about what it would be like to be her, perfect in every way, desired by men and women alike.

“It’s ok little girl,” Mommy Claire said as she and her beautiful body stepped into the tub, “one day you’ll grow up to be just like mommy, but until then we can enjoy what each of us has to offer.”

When she fully stepped into the tub her wonderful bosoms were just inches from my face, and when she saw me staring, she bent forward to allow the softness of her skin to come in contact with my lips and cheeks. I don’t know what came over me but I couldn’t help myself, I burrowed my face between her breasts, found her nipple with my eager lips and pursed down like a little girl in search of sustenance.

“Good girl,” Mommy Claire cooed the moment I pinched down on her breast, “you’re learning to give in like the submissive girl you are.”

She was right, I was submitting more and more to the baby role with each passing moment, and even more than that, I was enjoying it. Would that translate to all parts of baby play? I wasn’t sure but I knew I wanted to explore further.

It was then that Mommy Claire shocked me once again.

With the two of us naked in the tub, the warm water caressing our skin, Mommy brought out a small travel kit and presented me with the next stage of my evolution.

“You’re a little girl now,” Mommy Claire informed me, “and little girls do not have hair down there.”

OMG!

She was talking about shaving me.

I always kept myself neat and trim but had never shaved myself bare. As much as it stretched the boundaries of my acceptance, the lure of her undivided attention was more than enough to overcome my reservations. And so, I submitted to Mommy Claire’s control once more.

She then performed another act to take my body and my mind one step closer to baby land.

The lathering with the shaving cream was quite exhilarating, having Mommy Claire’s hands on me, massaging me in such an intimate place. It had my body tingling and my mind racing, but that was nothing compared to how I responded when she took out the long straight blade and began to shave off my hair.

In order to get the sharp blade close to my skin, Mommy took my kitty lips between her fingers and spread me open. The mere act excited me immensely and when the touch from her fingers started to feel more like fondles and caresses, my juices began to flow in the most lewd and obscene way. At first, I thought it was all just part of the shaving process however with each advancing stroke her fingers became more searching and aggressive, until the blade and its work became secondary to the stimulation she was providing to my sex. It got to the point where she no longer held the blade in her hand at all, instead actively working me with her fingers, relentlessly teasing my desire. The way she stimulated my button had me pulsing in ecstasy and when she curled her fingers to my g-spot, I gushed like a wanton slut.

“Oh God!” I gasped and a stream of juices flowed from my body, splashing in every direction.

That did nothing to stop her.

Once Mommy Claire found my spot she continued to work those nerve endings until I was panting in desperation, arching my body in search of more of the heavenly stimulus. It was a unique experience, one in which the needs of my body completely overtook the rational thoughts of my brain, until all that mattered was her magical fingers and the ecstasy emanating from my sacred hole.

“The more you give in the better it will feel,” Mommy Claire said, as my entire body pulsed around her fingers. “Let your body and your mind indulge in the pleasure, you’ll be glad you did.”

I followed Mommy Claire’s instruction, allowing those wonderful feelings to consume me and was amazed at how right she was. The feelings I thought couldn’t get any better increased exponentially causing me to writhe back and forth in the tub, my body bucking wildly, searching for more and more stimulus.

“That’s it,” she cooed, “Let your body go.”

It felt slutty, freely indulging in lust, but in a wonderful way. It made me wonder why I had never pursued sexual gratification before. Would it always be so incredible? Or was it just with Mommy Claire?

And then, just when I thought the intense pleasure couldn’t get any better, she pulled away, removing all stimulus. My eyes shot wide. I gasped in a combination of frustration and unmet desire.

“What?!?” I pleaded.

Mommy Claire looked at me with wide eyes and said, “Bath time is over, it’s time to get you out of the tub.”

I was disappointed to say the least, but when mommy stood up, and I saw the way the soap bubbles clung to her glorious frame, I was excited all over again. It was incredible. My jaw literally dropped as I watched her step from the tub and dry every square inch of her beautiful body with the thick plush towel. No sooner had she completely dried herself off then she directed her attention towards me.

“Come on little girl, it’s time to get you out of the tub.”

I did as I was told, still ogling Mommy Claire’s incredible curves even as I stepped from the tub and she began to fondle me with the towel. Her touch was much more intimate now, she felt free reign to touch me anywhere and everywhere she pleased, and she used that opportunity to tease my lust, pleasuring my kitty and my bum all over again.

Mommy Claire was relentless, she didn’t stop. She plied my body with that heavenly touch until I got lost in the moment, prostrate on the floor, moaning in delight, granting her complete access and control of every part of my being.

“Look at you,” she marveled, “you’re almost there.”

I didn’t know where “there” was but I knew I liked it, being on the receiving end of such delight.

She teased me for a while, right there on the bathroom floor, using her fingers to stimulate my body while my brain got lost in the euphoria of submission.


SCENE 24
Mommy Claire
 

All of the mommy play is absolutely lovely, and life altering, but if you truly want to dominate someone’s soul, and their entire existence, there is no better way than lust manipulation. I finally had control of Laura’s sex and now that I did, it would only be a matter of time before she would be completely submitting to my every command.


SCENE 25
Laura
 

Mommy Claire made me cum uncontrollably in the bathroom, then helped me on wobbly legs into the bedroom and onto the bed. My body had never been serviced that way before and not only did it take my breath away, it had me pulsing in a way that made me feel good all over.

“Let’s get you onto the bed,” Mommy Claire said, and no sooner had I hit the sheets than she had her face between my thighs, licking and sucking on my little nub.

“Oh God! Oh God!” I screamed as several more orgasms wracked my body. I had no idea sex could be so wonderful. I never wanted it to end.

“Good girl,” Mommy Claire said as she continued to lap at my kitty. To add to the intensity of the moment, her finger found its way to my rosebud and tickled me there ever so lightly.

I had never desired anal stimulation before but the way mommy teased, all light and targeted at my most sensitive spots, felt absolutely wonderful. I’m not sure when she wrapped the diaper around my bottom but I was very aware the moment she stopped driving my lust. It was like I had been given the greatest gift of joy only to have it taken away.

“What’s the matter,” I wailed, confused by the lack of stimulus, desperate to get back to that place of submission.

“I have you now,” Mommy Claire informed me, “you will do exactly as I say or our time together is done.”


SCENE 26

Laura

You might think that I peed my diaper to satisfy Mommy Claire’s demand, but that wouldn’t be true. The moment she withdrew all stimulus I felt incredibly weak, insecure. All at once my entire disposition changed, I couldn’t imagine life without mommy’s control, and in that moment, a true regression of spirit took place within me. I didn’t pee, my body and mind forgot its main training and just let go, filling my diaper with the release.

It may seem like a minor detail but it makes all the difference when it comes to adult baby play. Regression was no longer an act. I was finally there.


SCENE 27
Mommy Claire
 

The moment she peed in her diaper was joyous for me. Her resistance was overcome. There were no more barriers between me and my next adult baby.


SCENE 28
Laura
 

When Mommy Claire told me she had ways of helping me overcome my resistance I thought she was talking about incentives or motivation. I had no idea she intended to drive my lust to an uncontrollable high and then use that desire to take command. But as much as I never would have agreed to it if I had known, once I reached that state, where submission wasn’t a choice, but a primal need, I couldn’t have been happier.

Mommy Claire dominated me. And as I lay there, nursing at her teat while her skilled hands fondled my kitty and changed my diaper, I knew I was a changed woman (in more ways than one - LOL).


SCENE 29
Mommy Claire
 

The moment of victory is glorious. I had conquered Laura, not my most difficult challenge, but definitely my sweetest reward. The beautiful, baby faced girl was finally mine.


SCENE 30
Laura
 

The remainder of the day was quite a blur. There was a lot of nursing, and diaper wetting and changing, but most of all there was this unique connection, this intimate bond between Mommy Claire and myself. She was my mommy now, for better or worse, and I loved it.


SCENE 31
Mommy Claire
 

The relationship I have with each of my adult babies is unique. In every instance they include infantilization and age regression, but each of my little ones has his or her own needs, the special attributes that make the experience fulfilling for them. And finding that special something, and meeting that need, is what I do best.

Laura needed to be dominated, to get past her last level of resistance and into the blissful world of adult baby play. I gave her that and would continue to give her that as long as my life would allow.


SCENE 32
Laura
 

While time with Mommy Claire got me out of a lot of pledge requirements, it couldn’t save me from hell week. That was a brutal seven days where the sisters abused myself and all the other pledges at every opportunity. Were it not for the love and support of my fellow pledges, I might never have made it, but together we reached the end as one solid unit.

I can’t relay the details of the final initiation ceremony, some things we swear to take to our graves, but I can tell you the reception by the sisters after it was all done was incredible. It all seemed impossible at first, that these women who had mistreated us for so long could call us sisters, but as the reality set in, and I proudly wore the Alpha Sig letters on my chest, I knew it was all worthwhile.

I belonged to the most select sorority on campus. No one could take that away from me. And as I thought about everything that I had been through, and how I had grown, Mommy Claire arrived to take me by the hand and lead me to the veranda where a small group of the legacies had gathered.

“You are part of a very selective group now,” Mommy Claire said, as together we overlooked campus.

“I know,” I gushed, “Alpha Sig for life.”

“Yes, of course,” Mommy Claire nodded, “but I was referring to an even more select group, my special little ones.”

I looked around at the others on the veranda. There were five in all, of different ages, of different pledge years, but each held the same twinkle in her eye, especially when she looked upon Mommy Claire. I was not alone, there were others like me, infantilized, submissive to Mommy Claire.

At first, I wasn’t sure what to say or do, but I didn’t have to. One by one they came up to me, welcomed me and shared their wisdom. Each of the ladies still visited with Mommy Claire regularly, a thought that put my mind at ease. I didn’t know what the future held, but I knew I wanted it to include Mommy Claire.

Several of the women were married with children, and yet they still savored their alone time with Mommy. Others were successful businesswomen, powerful, but still reliant on Mommy Claire for that special something to calm their anxiety. It was a lot to take in but very educational. Once I had had an opportunity to meet with each of the ladies, Mommy Claire pulled me aside.

“As you can see, each of my little ones has moved on to other things, but I am always here for them when they need me.”

It was a relief to hear only I didn’t want to move on to anything else, I wanted Mommy Claire.

As always, it was like she was inside my head, reading my very thoughts.

“Don’t worry little girl,” Mommy Claire said, “you’re just a Freshman, we have the next three years to indulge and explore.”

My face lit up. Was she serious? “Do I get to be your good little girl all while I’m in school?” I asked.

“And beyond if need be,” Mommy Claire replied. “I will be here as long as you need me.”

It was a relief, knowing Mommy’s love was still mine. I hugged her, for probably longer than was appropriate, but I refrained from suckling, despite how desperately I wanted to get back on her teat.


EPILOGUE
Laura
 

The four years I spent at University were the best of my life. In addition to earning my Bachelor’s degree in Sociology, I was an Alpha Sig, the center of all social life on campus. And, if that wasn’t enough to make my college years awesome, I belonged to Mommy Claire, as her special little one.

Mommy Claire made every day wonderful, from the moment we met until the day I graduated. I loved everything that Mommy Claire did to me and everything she taught me along the way. I was her good little girl, and quite content to live out the rest of my days as her submissive little one.

Unfortunately, when you are the submissive plaything you don't get to decide how you'll spend the rest of your days. Mommy Claire's vision of my future was much different than my own.

“You’re a graduate now,” Mommy Claire said, “it’s time for you to leave the nest, to go out and live your life.”

“It’s scary,” I said, “I don’t know if I can do it.”

“I’ll always be here for you,” Mommy Claire replied, “whenever you need me.”

“I need you always,” I answered, trying not to show how upset I was. “The thing I love most about baby play is handing over all of the responsibilities, giving up all the stress. I want to be your good little girl all of the time.”

“Now, now,” Mommy Claire reassured me, “it won’t be that bad. You’ll get a job, work during the week, you can visit me on the weekends.”

“But I don’t want to go to work at some strange company,” I protested, “I don’t want a job, I want be your good little girl.”

“It’s ok,” Mommy Claire said, taking me into her arms, holding me close like I wanted to be held. “There is another option,” she whispered, “there are men who desire a girl like you. Men that would pay good money for your time.”

“Are you talking about prostitution?” I balked. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “My parents paid for me to go to school, to get an education...”

I was about to go on but Mommy Claire interrupted, pushing me onto my back, pushing up my skirt, tearing off my panties. It was thrilling, the way she controlled me, the way she spread my legs, the way she licked me. She stimulated my clit with her tongue, and then her fingers, until I was brinking on orgasm and begging for relief. “Oh God, Oh God,” I shrieked, was she going to drive my lust until I agreed to be a hooker? I couldn’t allow it but at the same time I couldn’t resist. It felt that good.

With all the will power I could muster I mounted my final stand, resisting the pleasure assault Mommy Claire was performing on my flower. At first, I thought I could fight it, that I could keep from completely submitting to her, but just like always, her skills were too much for me. It started with a light pulse that emanated from my core in the most delightful way. That pulse grew until the pleasurable feelings became active vibrations, stimulating my sex, causing my flower to salivate and gasp on its own. My body’s needs were rising and there was nothing I could do to tame them, the lust beast within me was very powerful, and Mommy Claire was making it grow.

“Please,” I grunted. “Please,” I growled. “Please,” I gasped. But I didn’t know what I was begging for, all I knew was my body had needs, and nothing would make sense until they were satisfied.

Mommy Claire said nothing, instead she drove my lust, pushing my carnal desires to and beyond any point I had ever experienced before. It was difficult to resist, that wonderful temptation, and then a thought dawned on me. Would it be so bad to savor the feeling if only just for a moment? And so, I decided I would see what it felt like, to let lust course through my veins, to let the desires of my body have their day in the sun. In that moment I found my bliss. God how good it felt. God how much I wanted it to go on, to let those slutty desires that were percolating just beneath the surface run free. It was glorious, the way Mommy Claire made me feel. My mouth responded without conferring with my brain.

“Yes,” I huffed. “Yes, yes, yes.”

I agreed to anything and everything she was asking for, and it felt wonderful, not only the dance of euphoria she performed on my flower, but the submission to her control, accepting that Mommy Claire was and always would be my master.

Mommy Claire’s face drew close, her lips just inches from mine, her eyes gazing deep into my soul. All the while her fingers never stopped their glorious assault, causing my body dance on the inside, making me pulse at her command. “Mommy loves you,” she said, as her lips grazed mine in the most delicate of kisses. “I would never ask you to do anything that you are not comfortable with. These men I speak of, the ones who would pay handsomely for the opportunity to spend time with you, could satisfy your needs as much as you would satisfy theirs.”

I knew I needed money to survive, and that I had already submitted to Mommy Claire, but I was still having trouble coming to grips with this new reality she was describing. Just like always Mommy Claire was one step ahead of me, as if she could read the thoughts as they confused my mind.

“Baby girl, you know I’m talking about daddy play, right?” Mommy Claire asked. “There are a ton of men who would fight for the honor to have you as his baby.”

I can’t describe how relieved I was to hear those words.

“No sex?” I asked.

Mommy Claire laughed. “Not unless you want. The men I’m talking about want to play daddy,” she explained. “Admittedly there is more money in it for the girls who are ok getting sexual,” she added, “but as cute and adorable as you are, I have no doubt I could fill your dance card in no time.”

I had no idea it was even possible, to live out my days as an adult baby for hire, that my baby face looks and body would have value in the real world. Nor did I have any clue that the adult baby game I started playing in college with Mommy Claire would become my future career.

I make a great living renting out my services as a submissive adult baby. My specialty fetches a premium as well as a loyal group of men and women who return to me often for my expertise. It's an easy lifestyle, one that pays well and allows me a lot of free time to pursue other interests, but if I'm being honest, I would tell you that I miss Mommy Claire.

I miss having my very existence controlled by her, I missed being driven by lust to give up my independence, coerced by desire into relinquishing my adulthood. Sure, I can go to visit, but I long for the days when it wasn't a choice, when Mommy Claire manipulated me, mentally and physically, until my mind had no option but to regress into her little plaything.

For more Mommy Claire fun check out:

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles I

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles II

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles III

-          Tricked Into Diapers

-          Seduce, Dominate, Diaper

-          Grounded with a Twist

-          Mommy’s First Adult Baby

-          #HimToo: Correcting His Point of View
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