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PROLOGUE

Mommy Claire

I have an addiction; it is rooted deep inside of me and it drives my actions. No matter how large or small an event may seem, rest assured it leads to my compulsion, my need to infantilize grown men and turn them into adult baby playthings. 

You may wonder how I am able to convert an otherwise resistant male into doing my bidding and the answer is easy, sex. When it comes to sex men are weak, and a little manipulation goes a long way in convincing him that it is in his own best interest to obey my command. Don’t get me wrong, I’m not heartless, I reward his submission with the greatest pleasure he has ever known and thus, we satisfy each other’s needs, creating the perfect life for us both. 

You may not agree with all of my actions but I refuse to compromise when pursuing what I want. To me there is nothing more beautiful than a grown man giving up his independence and succumbing to a life of age regression, adult baby play and submission, to me his loving and caring Mommy. 

The following events started with a strong desire for sex but ended with another alpha male giving up his freedom in an all-consuming effort to satisfy my needs. 


CHAPTER 1
Bradley
 

I walked down the hall feeling kind of nervous. I hadn’t seen my mother’s best friend in ages. Would she remember me? What would even talk about? I approached her door but didn’t get a chance to knock, the door flew wide before I even had a chance, and there she was. 

Aunt Claire greeted me with a big, bright smile and outstretched arms that invited me in for a hug. “Is that little Bradley? My how you’ve grown.”

It certainly had been a while. I didn’t remember her being so well endowed, nor did I remember her ever wearing anything so low cut. My eyes flashed to her cleavage as she pulled me in for a hug. Her firm bosoms pressed against me and it felt good, there was a comfort there that made me feel warm inside. It wasn’t just in my head; my body felt it too, responding to her embrace with a subtle yet noticeable tingle in my loins. “Get a hold of yourself Brad,” I chastised myself, “she may be sexy as hell but she’s still your mom’s best friend.”

After a full body hug that made my mind swirl and my temperature rise she invited me in. 

“Come on in,” she said, “let me take a look at you.”

She stepped back, took one look at my pants and gasped. “What is that?” She stepped forward to take a closer look. “Is that a stain?” She bent over and rubbed my pants, the pressure from her fingers right on my dick. It took me by surprise. I should have stopped her but the way she bent over, and the bird’s eye view I had of her beautiful breasts, made it impossible to look away. Before I knew it the combination of her fabulous tits and her ministrations on my cock had me feeling some strange and erotic thoughts, a surge of adrenaline pulsed through my body, my dick began to grow. Awkwardly I turned away. 

“Looks like little Bradley is still a shy boy,” she said with a laugh. “There’s nothing to be embarrassed about, it’s nothing I haven’t seen before. I used to give you bubble baths when you were young,” she added.

She may have bathed me when I was a little boy but that was a long time ago. “So what have you been up to?” I asked, trying to steer attention to anything other than my hard-on. “I haven’t seen you in years.”

“I just started a new job,” she replied, “since you’re here you can help me practice.”

“Sure,” I answered. 

“Great,” she said with a smile. “I’ve been working with a tantrika learning the fine art of milking. I’ve been practicing when I can but it’s not the same without a live subject.”

I nodded my head as if I understood but really I had no idea what she was talking about. 

“So go ahead and take off your clothes and lay down on the bed,” she said. 

“Uh what?” I balked. 

“Oh sweetie,” she said with a condescending laugh, “you don’t expect me to massage you with your clothes on do you?”

She was a massage therapist? Now I understood. When she used words like tantrika and milking I had no idea what she was talking about. I had never had a massage before so I wasn’t sure of the proper protocol. “Ok.” I said and began to disrobe. When I got down to my boxers I laid out on the bed. 

Again, she laughed. “You do know what milking is, don’t you?”

I didn’t, a point made obviously clear by my extended silence. 

She explained. “Milking is a non-sexual way for the body to release semen. It’s very good for your physical health, eastern cultures have been doing it for centuries but it’s just catching on here in the States.”

I heard the words sexual and semen and got confused. She was my aunt, was she suggesting we have sex?

“I know we’re close, practically related, but this doesn’t have to be awkward,” she said. “It’s a medical and physiological process used in many cultures. It’s as natural as the consumption of food and the expulsion of waste.”

I hadn’t seen her in a long time and certainly had never thought of her in sexual terms, unless you counted the quick peek at her breasts just moments ago. I was confident I could do this without it getting weird. Either way she needed my help and I couldn’t exactly say no to my mom’s best friend. “Ok,” I agreed. 

“Good, because I need you to tell me what feels good and what doesn’t so I know when I’m doing it right.”

I laid back on the bed, my mind racing a thousand miles an hour. “You’re sure this is ok?”

She smiled. “Back when you were a little boy it would have been different, little boys can’t control themselves, but you’re all grown up now and you understand that the body has needs. I’m learning how to take care of a man’s needs without sex. You’re ok with this, right?”

Again, I hesitated but she was quick to relieve my fears. “It’s just like a medical exam,” she explained, “take off your clothes just like you would for a nurse or a doctor.”

She turned her body and when she did, I tore off my underwear and quickly laid face down on the bed, hiding my semi erect penis. Only a moment passed before I felt her hand slide up the back of my leg. It felt nice but by the time she reached my upper thigh it changed. I couldn’t stop the erotic thoughts from flooding into my mind. My cock went from semi erect to fully hard. I know she said it wasn’t sexual but the feel of her touch on my bare skin had me excited all the same.

Aunt Claire directed her attention to my back, touching me with long, smooth caresses. It felt really nice. That feeling of relaxation spread throughout my whole body and soon my mind was lost in la la land. For more than a moment I forgot about my nakedness or the thoughts of sex that had filled my head.

All that was true right up until her fingers found my butt. The way she danced over my skin, the way she squeezed my cheeks, it was all very intimate and exciting. I had never felt anything like it and it made the hair on the back of my neck stand on end. And when her finger grazed my sphincter, an electric chill shot up my spine. I never knew being touched like that would feel so good. I silently wondered what else was I going to learn. 

She continued her ministrations on my backside and when her fingers found a home circling my anus I did not resist. I had never even kissed a girl and now I had a grown woman stimulating my butthole. It felt wonderful and I struggled to keep from moaning aloud. 

“You’re being a great subject,” she whispered in my ear, “thank you for being so mature about this.”

Her words made me feel better and worse at the same time. I was pleased with myself for helping her while I also felt guilty for the sexual thoughts that were swirling in my mind. I swore to myself that I wouldn’t let my naughty desires stop me from helping her. 

Her hands continued their magic and it was easy getting lost in the experience. I never knew anal stimulation could feel so good and the way she touched me, so light yet so present, made me feel alive at the core. 

Then things changed. 

One simple stroke of her fingers, from my anus to my testicles, set my mind abuzz. Suddenly the erotic and sexual thoughts that had been bubbling in the back of my mind moved front and center. It was like a flood of chemicals overwhelmed me and all at once logical thought left my brain, replaced by a powerful and primal lust that couldn’t be denied. It quickly spread to every inch of my body and as much as I tried to calm myself it was no use. 

In the midst of my erotic awakening her fingers grazed the back of my legs, a feather light touch that traveled up my thighs to the bottom of my butt. The feeling was out of this world and my body responded on its own, lifting up off of the bed, exposing my rock-hard penis. It was a purely physical response to her stimulus but I hated myself for my weakness. No matter how hard I tried I couldn’t keep my thoughts from veering into a world of sexually charged desire. 

I didn’t notice her hand beneath my hips until her fingers were wrapped around my shaft. No one had ever touched me there before and I feared I might ejaculate on the spot. Any chance I had of separating my sexual desire from what was happening was gone, a fact made abundantly clear by the guttural groan that escaped my lips. 

“Oh my God,” she gasped, “You’re erect. Is this sexual for you?”

I might have tried to deny it but the lust coursing through my veins was too much. I couldn’t form a verbal response, all I could do was roll over, spread my legs and present myself to her. 

“You’re like a little boy who can’t control himself,” she marveled. “Are you really so horny you want to make this sexual?”

“Please,” I whined. 

With her hands still on my dick she asked, “What is it that you need?”

“Ugh,” I grunted. I couldn’t believe I was about to say it but the urges of my body were all consuming. “I want to fuck,” I blurted. 

Her eyes went wide with shock. “You want to fuck me?” She looked at me incredulously, as if she couldn’t believe what she was hearing; yet all the while her hands never left my cock. If anything her strokes became more aggressive, teasing me, tantalizing me, keeping me in an unbearable state of suspense. 

“Please,” I whined again. 

She licked her lips, savoring the power she had over me. “I can’t believe it worked, you really are a little boy, completely desperate.”

She was right. I had never felt so helpless in my entire life. I needed relief and I didn’t care who or what I had to do to get it. 

“I can’t have sex with my nephew,” she replied.

I felt my heart break. 

She must have felt pity on me because she didn’t stop the assault on my cock, up and down, up and down, stroking me into utter bliss.

“I can’t have sex with you,” she reiterated, “but I do feel bad, maybe I can help you out.”

“Please,” I repeated, “I’ll do anything.”

“First,” she said, “you can’t tell anyone about this, do you understand?”

“Ok,” I readily agreed. Her hands still sliding up and down my shaft kept me excited but not able to cum.

“And from now on,” she added, removing her hands from my cock, “whenever we are alone you will be my obedient little boy, you will do everything I say, and you will let me practice my massage techniques on you whenever I want. Do you understand?”

I desperately needed her hands back on my dick. I would have said yes to anything but what she was asking for was exactly what I wanted. “Yes, yes, yes,” I exclaimed, ready to be her good little boy or whatever it took to fulfill my desire. 

“Ok,” she replied and her hands found their way back to my penis. I looked up at her and we locked eyes, suddenly the moment and our relationship changed. There was a beauty there I hadn’t seen before, a vision of love, of connectedness. She was selflessly giving me the greatest gift of pleasure and I couldn’t help but feel eternally grateful for her sacrifice. It was wonderful, physically and emotionally, and I happily gave in to the moment, relinquishing all of my power, submitting to her control. 

She increased the stimulus, not only pleasuring my penis but my mind as well. It was more intense than any masturbation session I had ever known, wave after wave of euphoria washed over me. When the familiar stirrings of an orgasm built up in my balls I no longer had any strength to resist. Whatever she wanted to do to me I would comply; my body and my mind commanded it. 

I felt the orgasm coming on and I was ready. In the beginning it felt strange embarking on such an adventure with my aunt but now I could think of nothing but the sweet relief of release. I spread my legs and prepared for the orgasm but as I neared the precipice of Nirvana she shocked me, pulling back, stunting my orgasm and leaving me in a frustrating state of limbo. My power, or any that I thought I had, left me, flying out of my mind, through my penis and away with her magical fingers. 

I needed relief but it was now very clear that the decision of if or when I might get to cum was entirely up to her. I whimpered and moaned; desperately hoping she would take pity on me. 

“You really are a little boy,” she marveled, “I had no idea a hand job could turn a grown man into a submissive little boy.”

I couldn’t disagree. I felt weak, I felt submissive, and it was all because of what she was doing to my dick and how she was making me feel. 

She continued the onslaught, treating me to a delicious rise to bliss followed by an agonizing denial of stimulus. She repeated the process not once, not twice, but over and over again until my eyes rolled back in my head and drool flowed freely from my mouth. I was too far gone with lust to do anything but writhe and moan. Self-control was a thing of the past, I needed release. I desperately needed to cum. 

With her hands still stroking my dick she instructed me to move. “Get up on your knees,” she said. 

While it was difficult to make my muscles comply I did what she said and in a moment we were across from one another, me on my knees, her with her legs on either side of my thighs. Playfully she rubbed my dick, bringing me to the brink while simultaneously sliding her skirt higher and higher up her legs. I was certain that my penis was going to explode but she managed to keep me there, on the edge, pining for relief. 

That is when I noticed that she wasn’t wearing any panties. Her pussy lips were open, pouting, and glistening wet. I couldn’t take my eyes off of her sex and with each stroke she drew me closer and closer to her. Before I knew it the tip of my cock was brushing the edge of her glorious hole and I felt my hips lunging forward of their own accord, trying to find a home in her warm folds. 

“You know you can’t fuck me,” she said, “someone might find out.”

I immediately rationalized the situation. “What if I promise not to tell?” I pleaded. “It would be our secret.”

“Secrets always have a way of getting out,” she explained and while she was still touching my dick her stimulus slowed. 

“Please,” I moaned, “I’ll do anything.”

Her eyes lit up. “Anything?” she asked. 

For a moment I thought there might be a possibility so I doubled down on my efforts. “Anything,” I repeated. 

“I always wanted a baby of my own,” she replied, “will you promise to be my submissive baby?”

“Oh God yes,” I pleaded. 

“I mean it,” she responded, “diapers, nursing, the works. If you say yes then I can do whatever I want to you whenever I want. Do you agree?”

“Yes,” I screamed, so delirious with lust I would have said anything. 

“It’s up to you,” she said, “but if you put it in you know everything you’re agreeing to.” 

I didn’t know what ‘everything’ meant but I knew I had to have that pussy and with one aggressive push I buried my cock deep inside her moist and waiting hole. The warm folds of her flesh engulfed my member and my entire body quivered in delight. It was the most glorious moment of my life and I exploded inside of her, unloading my seed deep within her womb. 

I collapsed on top of Aunt Claire, physically spent and emotionally exhausted. I couldn’t believe everything that had happened but I didn’t have an ounce of pause or regret. She gave me the experience of a lifetime and I wanted more. I withdrew my penis only to find that I was every bit as hard and excited as when we began. 

“Looks like little Bradley is ready for another round,” she said, taking my cock in her hand and stroking me once again. 

I could only manage a quiet moan as I allowed the feelings of sexual desire to consume me once again. 

“You’re dripping,” she announced and then proceeded to rub her breast across the head of my penis. Her nipple glistened with our combined juices and then she shifted her body to present it to me. “Be a good little boy and suckle,” she said. 

I didn’t want to suck my own cum but I was powerless to resist. When her nipple grazed my cheek I turned my head and latched on like the good little boy she wanted me to be. 

“Ooh,” she gasped. “You belong to me now.”

I couldn’t deny that I belonged to her, nor could I deny how much I liked it. I had no idea what she had planned for me next, I only knew whatever it was I would happily agree. 


CHAPTER 2
Mommy Claire
 

When I was in college I had a very close group of friends, we were all sorority sisters and we shared everything. After we graduated we got together often but as time passed and we moved on with our lives the meetings became less and less frequent. Fortunately social media came on the scene providing us with the perfect vehicle to stay in touch, even if it was only in the virtual world. 

One of my friends, Dana, was very active online; sharing pictures of her husband, their vacations and their kids. It gave me the opportunity to watch her son grow up to be a strapping young lad, aided by the endless array of photos that Dana constantly shared. 

Now I had met Bradley on a couple of occasions but it was mostly through Dana’s stories and her pictures that I got to know, and appreciate, his journey through life. I often commented about what a handsome young man he was and, despite the fact that many people say such things just to be nice; I really meant them. He was not only an attractive young man but also very active with sports, giving him a fit and muscular frame, a fact that his mother was more than happy to boast about with every picture she posted and comment she made.

Those images fed a story into my head and lets be frank, I have a thing for younger men, especially those that I can manipulate, control and eventually infantilize. And Bradley fit that mold perfectly. Not only was he physically appealing on all levels, but, according to his mother, he had little to no interaction with women. 

He was virtually a perfect storm for my next conquest and when I found out that he was going to be traveling by himself to the University near my home, I put my plan into action, offering to meet him, show him around and make him feel welcome. Dana was thrilled by the offer, even going so far as to tell Bradley that he was to be a good boy for me and that I would show him a good time. Little did she know how right she was. 


CHAPTER 3
Mommy Claire
 

I have a nice place in Las Vegas but I didn’t want to meet Bradley there, I wanted to make it easy for him so I rented a suite in the same hotel where he was staying. It was a nice room but if things went as planned his eyes would never get any further than my body. 

I bought the perfect outfit for the occasion, a wrap around skirt that fell just above my knee and a low cut halter-top that put my girls on full display. Every woman knows the assets that she brings to the table and without a doubt mine are my breasts. Bradley was going to get the full view treatment. 

When the day finally arrived I was actually nervous. As many men as I had seduced and dominated in the past, there were always those rare ones that got away, and I couldn’t risk Bradley going back to his mother with tales of her cougar best friend making a play for him. Losing was not an option, so as I sat in the hotel suite, waiting for him to arrive, the butterflies in my stomach played bouncy ball with my nerves. 

I heard the elevator down the hall and quickly rushed to the peephole to see if my prey had arrived. The eyehole was small but it provided an adequate view of a young man in khaki shorts and a form fitting t-shirt strolling down the hall. The time had come, my succulent little hard body was on the scene. 

I flung the door open before he had a chance to knock and greeted him with arms open wide and chest thrust out. “Is that little Bradley?” I said, carefully choosing my words to set an infantile image in his head. “My how you’ve grown.”

My outfit was a hit as his eyes flew to my heaving breasts and ample cleavage. To add to the moment I pulled him in close, pressing my bosoms against his muscular chest and holding him there so he could feel the full weight of the girls. “Come on in, let me take a look at you.”

I stepped back and was thrilled to see a tent forming in his pants. Step one of my plan had worked perfectly, it was time to move ahead with step two. 

“What is that?” I said, pointing to his crotch and moving in for a closer look. “Is that a stain?” I bent over, giving a full-on peep show of my chest, then vehemently rubbed his cock right through his pants, “Don’t worry,” I said, “I think I can get the stain out.” I continued rubbing his dick until he stepped back and turned away. 

The tent that had started to form in his pants grew larger and I quickly used some mental manipulation to reinforce the imagery in his head. “Looks like little Bradley is still a shy boy,” I said. “There’s nothing to be embarrassed about, it’s nothing I haven’t seen before, I used to give you bubble baths when you were young.”

Now that I had him horny, gawking at my boobs and thinking of me giving him a bath, it was time to ratchet up the pressure. 

“S...S...So what have you been up to?” he asked with a nervous stutter, “I haven’t seen you in years.”

It was the perfect segway to what I had planned next. “I just started a new job, since you’re here you can help me practice.”

“Sure,” he replied. He acted like the perfect gentleman; little did he know that that was the last decision his brain would be making. 

“Great, I’ve been working with a tantrika learning the fine art of milking. I’ve been practicing when I can but it’s not the same without a live subject.”

The look on his face said it all. He was completely inexperienced in sex, a literal babe in the woods, and I intended to give him the education of a lifetime. 

“So go ahead and take off your clothes and lay down on the bed,” I said with authority. He was in my world now and I knew I could use his polite and mannered upbringing to make him do whatever I wanted. 

“Uh, Uh, Uh, what?” he questioned. 

“Oh sweetie,” I said, as if what I asked him was the most normal thing in the world, “you don’t expect me to massage you with your clothes on do you?”

“Ok,” he agreed like the proper gentleman he was raised to be, and he began to get undressed. It was exactly why I loved white-bred boys, they were always so accommodating, too afraid of being rude to object to even the most outlandish request. 

He took off his clothes but left his boxers on. That just wouldn’t do, I needed him naked, there is nothing that makes a man feel weaker and submissive than being naked while the woman is clothed, and I intended to turn Bradley into a submissive little boy. 

“You do know what milking is, don’t you?” I asked, using a condescending tone to reaffirm my position of power and weaken his potential resistance. 

He just offered an awkward smile and I knew at that moment that I would be able to make him do just about anything I wanted.

“Milking is a non-sexual way for the body to release semen,” I explained. “It’s very good for your physical health. Eastern cultures have been doing it for centuries but it is just catching on here in the States.”

The look on his face was priceless. His mind was thinking of sex but he still saw me as his mother’s friend. I had already anticipated his response, and set my explanation in order. 

“I know we’re close, practically related, but this doesn’t have to be awkward,” I told him. “It’s a medical and physiological process used in many cultures. It’s as natural as the consumption of food and the expulsion of waste.”

“Ok,” he agreed sheepishly. 

I marveled at how easily he could be manipulated, and I hadn’t even touched his dick yet. “Good,” I said, “because I need you to tell me what feels good and what doesn’t so I know when I’m doing it right.”

He laid back and for the first time his mind questioned what was happening. “You’re sure this is ok?”

I was ready and quick with my response. “Back when you were a little boy it would have been different, little boys can’t control themselves, but you’re all grown up now and you understand that the body has needs. I’m learning how to take care of a man’s needs without sex. You’re ok with this, right?”

He paused but I didn’t want to give him too much time to think. “It’s just like a medical exam,” I offered, “take off your clothes just like you would for a nurse or a doctor.”

I turned away, giving him a chance to take his underwear off without me watching, and when I turned back around he was lying face down with his tight little butt cheeks right in view. I slid a finger up the back of his thigh, using every ounce of self-control I had to keep from ravaging this defenseless little pup. 

I started by caressing his back but that was just the appetizer before the main meal. My objective was to help him relax and get his mind ready for the next step. When I felt that he was properly prepared I moved my attention to his buttocks where the real manipulation began. 

It was obvious by the way he reacted that no one had ever touched his bare ass before. I used a combination of light caresses and gentle squeezes until he was used to it and then I turned my attention to his little puckered hole. 

Most men resist anal play because they fear it means they are gay but the reality is there are more erotic nerve endings in the anus and sphincter than in the penis. Once a man has experienced the delights of anal stimulation it is so much easier to manipulate his lust and control his thoughts. 

Bradley flinched the first time I grazed his sphincter, as he did with the second and third attempts, but with each pass he became less inhibited and soon I was able to keep my finger there, nestled on his nerve endings, without any resistance. I continued to lightly stimulate his prostate from the outside until I heard an audible moan. 

“You’re being a great subject,” I whispered, “thank you for being so mature about this.”

While I couldn’t see his penis I was quite certain he was dripping pre-cum, the semen being milked from his body with relentless stimulus on his prostate. By now he was moaning and groaning uncontrollably, the incessant stimulus taking over his body. I knew he was in a state of euphoria and decided to add a little mental play to our adventure. 

“You’re such a good little boy,” I whispered breathily in his ear, “give in to the feelings Little Bradley, the more you give in the better it will feel.”

He was in full-on submission mode and I was quite certain I could do whatever I wanted to him. It was time to move to the next level. 

My fingers that had been gently exploring his anus wandered southbound until I reached his testicles. His moans before were muffled but now he was letting it all out, gasping and moaning, thanking me for the intense pleasure. I liked how vocal and responsive he was and rewarded him with several minutes of play on his balls and ass. When he began to grind his penis against the mattress I knew his primal lust had reached the boiling point. 

The more you play with the male anatomy the more tricks you learn. I deployed one of my favorites next. With the very tips of my fingernails I gently scratched up the back of his thighs. He immediately hoisted his hips into the air like I knew he would, and I took the opportunity to slide my hand beneath his body and grab his cock. What I found when I did shocked and surprised me. 

He was huge. 

I don’t mean he had a big cook, I mean he was walking around with a monster in his trousers and it made me wet just touching it. 

“Oh my God,” I gasped. It felt so incredible I just had to see it, but I needed to maintain my position of dominance. Quickly I thought of a way to put him in his place. “You’re erect, is this sexual for you?”

With one simple sentence I made him feel guilty for getting aroused by my erotic stimulus. I knew it was unfair but now that I knew what he was packing I wanted him even more, and I had no intention of letting him get away. 

Much to my surprise he didn’t try to hide it at all. Instead he rolled over, spread his legs and pleaded for help. He was exactly where I wanted him and I didn’t waste the opportunity. I used my next words to help infantilize his mind. 

“You’re like a little boy who can’t control himself,” I teased. “Are you really so horny you want to make this sexual?”

“Please,” he whined, his eyes as big as saucers, the look of desperation on his face absolutely adorable. 

His cock felt amazing and now that I could take a look at it I realized how magnificent it really was. It was easily a foot long and thick, with a bulbous head that I just knew would feel fabulous inside of me. The number one rule in playing with adult babies is not to have sex with them but that rule was about to be broken. There was no way I wasn’t going to experience the thrill of that monster. 

I stroked his frenulum several times, building up his lust, before asking, “What is it that you need?”

He grunted and with his eyes rolling to the back of his head moaned, “I want to fuck.”

I couldn’t believe my ears. I fully expected to get him to that point but I had no idea he would get there so soon. It was time for me to use his weakness to further demonstrate my control over his body and his mind. “You want to fuck me?” I asked in a surprised tone, all the while keeping his cock on the edge with targeted strokes to his most sensitive areas. 

“Please,” he begged. 

He was helpless and he was mine, the real fun was about to begin. “I can’t believe it worked, you really are a little boy, completely desperate.”

He offered no resistance, willingly giving himself to me, and my control. As much as I enjoyed his submission my bigger goal was to infantilize him and I still had a ways to go before that could happen. “I can’t have sex with my nephew,” I teased. 

The look on his face said it all, he was devastated by those words, unable to respond. 

“I can’t have sex with you,” I said as I continued to stroke his mammoth pole, “but I do feel bad, maybe I can help you out.”

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

“First,” I replied, “you can’t tell anyone about this, do you understand?”

“Ok,” he agreed. 

“And from now on,” I said, “whenever we are alone you will be my obedient little boy, you will do everything I say, and you will let me practice my massage techniques on you whenever I want.” I pulled my hands away, denying him of any stimulus as I added, “Do you understand?”

He was so desperate he would have agreed to anything. “Yes, yes, yes,” he screamed, “I’ll do whatever you say.”

“Ok,” I said, wrapping my hands around his cock and resuming the targeted strokes once again. He let out a moan of relief and I used that moment to establish a connection between us. With his body peaking in orgasmic bloom I looked deep into his eyes, allowing him to fully understand that it was me who was giving him the intense pleasure. 

“I love you,” he said.  

I had no doubt that he meant it. 

The next stage of my process consisted of edging, or keeping him at the brink of orgasm without achieving release for as long as possible. I am rather good at noticing the signs of an impending orgasm, which allows me to change or stop the stimulus to control the ebb and flow of his desire. 

I kept him in that helpless state for quite a while, bringing him close, close, close to orgasm and then pulling back at the last possible moment, until he began writhing on the bed, mumbling incoherently. I probably didn’t need to but I whispered more suggestive thoughts into his ultra receptive sub-conscious.

“You really are a little boy,” I said, “I had no idea a hand job could turn a grown man into a submissive little boy.”

He offered no resistance and I was quite certain that his body and mind had been conquered, but there was still something I wanted to do. With a relentless barrage of stimulus I worked his dick until he couldn’t think of anything other than his impending orgasm. He was way beyond any semblance of control, so desperate to get off that he squirmed and wriggled at the slightest touch.

When I told him to get up on his knees he did exactly as he was told, and when I hiked up my skirt and showed him my kitty he just about lost his mind. 

With each stroke of his magnificent cock I drew him closer and closer to me until the tip of his head was just inches from my hole. I wanted to mount him, but if I wanted him as a long-term plaything, then I needed him to fuck me, and even more so, I needed him to think I was going above and beyond by allowing him to do it. 

“You know you can’t fuck me, someone might find out,” I said. 

Right on cue he began to beg. “What if I promise not to tell? It would be our secret.”

“Secrets always have a way of getting out,” I replied, still rubbing his dick but slowly reducing the stimulus. 

Sensing I might stop his pleading progressed. “Please, I’ll do anything.”

Bingo. That was what I was waiting for, “Anything?” I prodded. 

He didn’t hesitate, “Anything,” he replied. 

It was time to lay the foundation. 

“I always wanted a baby of my own,” I offered, “will you promise to be my submissive baby?”

“Oh God yes,” he replied, so physically desperate he would have agreed to anything. 

“I mean it,” I added, “diapers, nursing, the works. If you say yes then I can do whatever I want to you whenever I want. Do you agree?”

“Yes,” he pleaded, eager to satisfy his lust.

“It’s up to you,” I said, “but if you put it in you know everything you’re agreeing to.” 

I pulled my hands off of his cock and he didn’t waste a moment, pushing himself inside of me. I knew he was large but the way his head spread me apart took me off guard. It stretched me, pressing against every nerve ending, opening me wider than I had ever been before. He thrusted once, and then again, and then again. Each push burrowed deeper and deeper until I felt him at my cervix and then his cock spasmed and spewed inside of me, releasing his semen deep within my womb. I would have wanted it to last longer but after all of my teasing I was surprised that he lasted as long as he did. 

He collapsed on top of me and the moment of truth was upon us. It is easy to control a man when he is insane with lust but the true test of dominance is how he responds after his orgasm. Little Bradley did not disappoint. 

When he pulled his cock from my kitty he was already beginning to grow. His lust was at a fever pitch and he was ready to go again, not quite as desperate, but submissive to the desire all the same. 

“Looks like little Bradley is ready for another round,” I said, taking his cock in my hand and giving it a few strokes for good measure. He quivered at my touch, ready, willing and able to go for more. 

As much as I wanted more sex I desired his submission more. I wanted him to give up his independence for me. I wanted to make him my good little boy. 

“You’re dripping,” I said and rubbed my nipple in the sticky mess. I then presented it to him, “Be a good little boy and suckle.”

I had to prod him a little by rubbing my nipple against his cheek but like every good little boy he turned his head and latched on to his mommy, securing his fate and pleasing his master. 

It felt incredible, physically and mentally, and I let out a sigh, “Ooh. You belong to me now.”


CHAPTER 4
Mommy Claire


Little Bradley was flying on a cloud, still riding the euphoria of his first sexual experience, still willing to do anything to keep that high alive. I needed to capitalize on the moment if I was going to secure his long-term submission. 

“It’s time to take the next step,” I offered. “Are you ready?”

The bright-eyed, eager look on his face as he said yes was priceless. 

“You’re going to love being my little baby,” I said, “I’m going to take care of your pee-pee everyday so you’ll never have to touch yourself.”

The thought of having his cock serviced every day thrilled him as evidenced by the smile on his face and the growth of his hard-on. Now that he knew what was in it for him, it was time to show him what he needed to do for me. 

“Come into the bathroom,” I said, “you need to be infantilized.”

An older man might have hesitated but little Bradley was so eager to please he hopped to his feet and bounded into the bathroom, ready to do whatever I asked. 

I started to run the bath water and instructed him to get into the tub. With him in the water I began to disrobe, taking extra effort to tantalize and tease with the removal of each piece of clothing. By the time I was nude and stepping into the tub he was staring at me while furiously stroking his member. 

“A polite little boy doesn’t play like that,” I admonished him. 

He pulled his hands away from his groin and I quickly replaced them with my own, taking his magnificent cock in hand, rubbing and caressing it to satisfy my own desires as well as his. 

“A little boy doesn’t have any hair,” I informed him and then proceeded to take a can of shaving cream and a straight blade from my travel kit. Most men flinch when they see the long steel blade but Bradley was more interested in my boobs, gently exploring with his fingers, caressing my shape and fondling my nipples. 

“Right now its best if you sit back and let me shave you. Later I’ll let you suckle on Mommy as long as you like.”

I don’t know if it was the offer of being able to suck on my bosom or if it was my reference to me as his Mommy but his dick began to pulse and throb in my hand. I liked how excitable he was and really loved how he took to the role of submissive so easily. 

Shaving all of his hair was a unique experience. I had shaved many men before but none that were as large, or as sensitive, as Bradley. I had to stop after every stroke. His cock danced and throbbed with each touch and I was afraid I might cut him with as much as his penis bounced around. 

When the process was complete he was as bare as a little boy and when he stood up in the tub his mammoth hairless cock bobbed right in front of my face. I was tempted to kiss it, to take it in my mouth, but there were two things that stopped me, first, it is bad policy for a mommy to give oral sex to her adult baby, it clouds the vision of who is dominant, and second, I would have needed a dis-locatable jaw in order to get that monster inside of my mouth. I decided I would have to be satisfied with hand play, and of course the pussy penetration test that Mommy was going to insist her little boy perform.  


CHAPTER 5
Little Bradley
 

Every guy has his own first sexual encounter and mine was by far the greatest. Mommy Claire (I can’t believe I call her that) was the perfect guide, leading me into a world filled with so much pleasure and fun I never wanted to leave. When she told me I had to be her good little boy I didn’t care, and as long as she was going to please my dick I wouldn’t care for the rest of my life. 

The next events in our journey were kind of odd from my experience but that didn’t change the fact that I readily agreed and complied with every request, no matter how strange. 

She started by giving me a bath. I was excited at the prospect and she exceeded my expectations when she took off her clothes. 

I don’t know if she knew it but the way Mommy Claire took off her clothes was amazing. I really wanted to check out her body but it was like every time I was going to get a clear view something obstructed my sight. Her blouse, her skirt, the turn of her body, the towel, every time I thought I would see her naked there was something blocking my view and the anticipation got me so excited I couldn’t keep from playing with myself. By the time she finally stepped into the tub I was so erotically charged I thought I might cum at any moment. 

Mommy Claire wanted to shave my cock and balls and when she took my penis in her hand the only word I could think of was yes. She lathered me up with cream, stroking my shaft with each application, and then scraped me bare with her long sharp blade. I might have been scared but there was something about her that made me feel extremely comfortable, and safe. 

I had never touched breasts before and Mommy Claire let me fondle her nipples and play with her tits as much as I wanted. She was so cool and I’m pretty sure an, “I love you,” escaped my lips while we were in the tub. 

Eventually she had to ask me to sit back so she could finish shaving my balls but she did offer to let me suck on her after so I was content. I don’t think the shaving process was meant to be sexual but it had me super horny and she had to stop several times for fear I would cum prematurely. 

Once she finished shaving me Mommy Claire instructed me to stand. When I did my penis was right by her face and I intentionally allowed it to bob near her mouth, hoping she would give me a blowjob. Her lips never touched me but her hands explored every inch of my person while she dried me with the towel. 

Out on the bed Mommy Claire taught me what it meant to be diapered. It’s exactly what you would think, instead of underwear she swaddled me like a baby, only the whole process included a lot of baby powder and intimate touching. I liked being changed particularly when she gave my asshole special attention. Did that make me gay? I didn’t know but I had grown to like being touched there.

Mommy Claire made it a regular habit to find my butthole with her finger every opportunity she could. At first it took me off guard but as I got used to it, it excited me. She knew exactly where and how to touch me there to drive my lust, and once she started I learned how to give her better access so she could have her fun. It got to the point where I liked her ass play as much or more than I liked her hand jobs and it wasn’t long before one finger became two, two became a small dildo and then a vibrating butt plug found its way into my hole. I never considered myself gay but after a couple hours of relentless stimulation on my prostate I will forever beg mommy to take me that way. 

Next up was nursing and if I thought the anal stimulus was fun the process of suckling at her teat was where we really connected. I felt her love. Mommy Claire massaged my scalp and gazed deep into my eyes while I let her nipple play between my lips. When I kissed and pursed my lips on her she smiled and when I suckled fervently she lit up with delight. I liked pleasing her and I found the more I committed to the infant role the happier she became. 

My favorite activity of all was mommy’s penetration test. She stressed that it was very important for her little boy to learn to control his excitement so that he could push in and out of Mommy’s kitty as many times as she wanted without losing his semen. At first it was very difficult but we practiced over and over again until I was able to last. Mommy Claire used verbal cues to let me know when I was doing a good job and at one point I must have done very well because she kept alternating between screams of, “Oh God,” and, “Yes, yes.”

After the penetration test Mommy Claire taught me how to clean my cum out of her kitty with my tongue. If you had asked me before what I thought about that I would have said, “Never in a million years,” but now that I have seen how it pleases mommy I am very happy to lick her clean. 

We spent the better part of three days together in that hotel suite and the most difficult part was saying goodbye. I made the decision to attend University in Las Vegas even though I never actually saw the campus or met any of the faculty. My real education would come at the hands of Mommy Claire but that is a story for another time.
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PROLOGUE

Mommy Claire

Stripping men of their power and infantilizing them into nursing and diaper wearing adult babies isn’t just a hobby for me, it’s my passion. Some people collect books, others collect stamps, but my deepest need is to collect minds, or, to be more specific, to dominate the thoughts of men by controlling their basest desires.  

This may make me sound cruel or heartless but nothing could be further from the truth. I love every one of my adult babies, and take special pride in the efforts taken to secure their submission.  

In the beginning, before potential subjects came to me, I had to hunt my prey, out in the wild, and once they were targeted I had to seduce them, conquer their lust and use that power to coerce their minds down the path to age regression. It wasn’t always easy, and there were many lessons to be learned along the way, but the process made me a better dominant, and a more loving and nurturing mommy.  

Following is one of my earlier excursions, where I took a job with a small office supply company for the sole purpose of finding a young alpha to dominate, control, and ultimately diaper and regress.  


EPISODE 1
Todd 

I'll admit it, I was attracted to Claire right from the start, but that is no excuse. What she did to me was totally unfair and completely changed my life.  

I remember the first day as if it was yesterday. She was pretty in the face, and had a pleasant personality, but it was her body that caught my attention, she could literally stop traffic. That means I’m a shallow guy, I know, but it's also true. For a woman her age, mid-forties, Claire had a tight little bum, a flat stomach, and a gorgeous rack. It certainly didn't hurt that she always wore something form fitting, but either way; it was impossible to take my eyes off of her.  

But all that is just window dressing to the real story. Claire manipulated and controlled me until I couldn't think for myself, and now I'm not an independent man anymore. In fact what I am remains to be seen. And what will I become? Well, that is entirely up to her.  


EPISODE 1
Mommy Claire 

The first day at a new job always has such great possibilities.  

I didn’t need the money, I only took the job in order to meet people, and hopefully find a young buck that I could manipulate and control. The workplace is great for that, because a young guy who might not give me a second glance in a public setting, is a lot easier to attract in a closed environment, where I am provided ample time to get inside his head.  

I knew Todd was the perfect subject the moment I met him. He had just graduated from college, was on the football and track teams and kept his body in peak physical form. In addition to his physical prowess he was alpha to the core, and for any woman who likes to dominate men, there is no better prey than a man who is convinced that he should be in charge.  

And so my journey began, to strip this young man of everything that made him strong, and regress him to the little boy that was hiding inside, waiting to nurse at my teat and obey my command.  


EPISODE 2
Todd
  

I met Claire during orientation for a new job. I was just out of college and she was getting a fresh start after an ugly divorce. It wasn’t like kismet or anything, but by the end of a boring week of on-boarding sessions, a bond began to form. 

Claire took all of two seconds to figure me out. I guess it wasn't that hard, the first time I saw her I couldn't help but stare at her gorgeous body. She pretended not to notice, but that was all just part of her game.  

"So," she said to me, all non-chalant, like it was no big deal, "where do people go to get lunch around here?" 

Of course I offered a few suggestions, what good co-worker wouldn't, but she had a plan in mind, and I was her unwitting prey.  

"You are going to show me around right?" she asked. "I'm new to the area and I'd be very grateful." 

We took my car, and hadn't even gotten out of the parking lot before she ramped up the pressure.  

"When we get back from lunch I plan on going to HR to tell them how you keep ogling my tits," she said.  

I almost drove off the road. "What?" I exclaimed.  

"You heard me," she laughed, "and you know it's true. I don't think you realize how uncomfortable it is to be stared at like that. You haven't even licked my pussy and you stare at me like I'm your property." 

I straightened out my driving but I had much bigger concerns. "I could get written up," I said. "I might lose my job." 

"Well then you better do as I say," she said. She leaned over and squeezed my cock through my pants. "Make a right here, I live just down this street." 

I did as she said, pulling my car into the parking lot of a nice condo complex. We parked and she got out. I followed. Neither one of us said a word until we were inside the building.  

We entered her apartment and she sat down on her couch. I tried to sit down next to her but she stopped me. "What do you think you're doing? You think you can sexually harass me at work and just come in to my house and make yourself at home?" 

I was dumbfounded. I had been through the training about sexual harassment in the workplace, and had been informed of the company's zero tolerance policy, but I never expected this. "I admit," I said, "I checked out your body, because you're so hot, but please don't get me fired." 

"You think a little flattery is going to get you out of this," she replied, "after the way you objectified me, and made me feel like a cheap whore." 

"I swear... I didn't," I tried to explain.  

"Take off your clothes," she ordered.  

"What?" 

"You heard me," she responded, "the only way I can feel equal with you is if I can do to you what you did to me." 

She wasn't kidding. I was boxed in a corner with no options. Reluctantly I began to undress. I was nervous as hell, and I'm certain it was anything but sexy, but I disrobed, standing before her in nothing but my boxers.  


EPISODE 2
Mommy Claire
  

It was almost too easy. We trained together, which gave us a common bond, and every time he thought I wasn’t looking he gawked at me like he wanted to fuck me bareback. Of course I wore clothes that accented my figure, and pretended not to notice his staring, but by the end of the first week he was right where I wanted him, silently contemplating what it would be like to have sex with his new co-worker. 

"So," I said, “where do people go to get lunch around here?" 

He took the bait, first offering a few suggestions, but then agreeing to take me out.  

He drove and I waited until we were off company property before I put my plan into action. “When we get back from lunch I plan on going to HR to tell them how you keep ogling my tits," I told him.  

“What?" he exclaimed, practically driving off the road.  

He was trapped and we both knew it. “You heard me," I said, “and you know it's true. I don't think you realize how uncomfortable it is to be stared at like that. You haven't even licked my pussy and you stare at me like I'm your property." 

He was so nervous and defensive. It was perfect. This young alpha had already lost control and I intended to keep up the pressure until he gave up all sense of manhood.  

“I could get written up," he protested. "I might lose my job." 

"Well then you better do as I say," I told him and leaned over to give his cock a squeeze. He was mine now and I wanted him to know it. “Make a right here, I live just down this street." 

He did as he was told, parking his car and following me inside. I took a seat on the couch but when he tried to sit next to me I immediately put him in his place. “What do you think you're doing? You think you can sexually harass me at work and just come in to my house and make yourself at home?" 

His face went beet red. He looked so adorable squirming back and forth, not knowing what he should do. Finally he broke the silence. “I admit, I checked out your body, because you're so hot, but please don't get me fired." 

He was right where I wanted him, worried about losing his job, oblivious to the mental control I was asserting over him. “You think a little flattery is going to get you out of this," I said, “after the way you objectified me, and made me feel like a cheap whore." 

"I...I...I...swear... I didn't," he stuttered.  

It was time to see just how far I could push him. “Take off your clothes," I commanded.  

His eyes went wide with shock. “What?" 

"You heard me," I replied, “the only way I can feel equal with you is if I can do to you what you did to me." 

I thought he was well primed for the situation but I wasn’t certain until he began to undress. It was only the first step but this young alpha was going to be mine, and there was nothing he could do about it.  


EPISODE 3
Todd
  

Claire stood up and walked around me, checking me out. It was unnerving and I started to get an idea of what it must be like to be stared at, it made me feel self-conscious, I felt myself breaking down. "I'm really sorry," I said, "I promise I won't stare at you anymore." 

"It's too late for that," she answered, "you can't wipe it all away with some simple words." 

"I'm really really sorry," I said, "please, is there some way I can make it up to you?" 

Much to my surprise she took off her sweater and dropped her pants. If I thought she looked good before it paled in comparison to her body in the nude. My dick popped a hard-on, tenting my boxers.  

"I see your dick," she said, "you think this is all just a game? Like a prelude to sex?" 

I have to admit I was confused. Was she seducing me? Because if so I was ready to play, but the stern look on her face, and the tone of her voice, told a different story. "I don't know what to do," I answered.  

She bent over, pushing her panties down her slim yet curvy hips. "I don't know if I'll ever feel comfortable around a pervert like you," she said, "but you can start by licking my pussy." She sat back on the couch and spread her legs, presenting herself to me.  

I didn't need a formal invitation. I dropped my boxers and slid between her thighs.  

"What do you think you're doing?" she corrected me. "I said you could suck my pussy, put your dick away." 

A little disappointed, I pulled up my boxers then got on my knees between her legs. Her kitty was clean-shaven, and looked really sexy, with her pussy lips pouting out, like they were inviting me in. I lowered my face closer, and when I was only a few inches from her love hole she bucked her hips, bringing her pussy lips in contact with my mouth.  

What happened next was a bit of a blur. I know she grabbed my ears, and my hair, and pulled me in to her. I could have sworn her pussy lips began to explore my mouth and tongue, like she was able to control those muscles, and was kissing me back. I responded the only way I could, darting my tongue inside her flesh, exploring the essence of her.  

She barked orders. I licked and slurped, following her commands.  

"Push in deeper, lick up, suck mommy's clit, that's it." 

Her words spurred me on. I tried my hardest to please her and when she lifted her thighs, and arched her back, I doubled my efforts, sucking and slurping on her little nub until the unexpected happened. She sprayed my face with her erotic discharge.  

The fluids projected out of her pussy, into my mouth and up my nose. It was too much. I gagged and choked. I pulled away, trying to get fresh air.  

She still had a hold of my hair but allowed me to pull back slightly, the pungent aroma of her essence all over me, in my mouth, up my nostrils, everywhere. I wiped my face but it was no use, I couldn't separate from that smell. 

"That was a good start," she said with a wicked smile, "what do you say I put my little boy in a diaper and we head back to work?" 

Now I was confused for a couple of reasons. First, because she had just sprayed me with her juices, a pungent scent that permeated my whole being and filled my brain with a constant reminder of what had just happened, but also because I hadn't had sex or even an orgasm, and once my clothes were off I kind of expected it. I know my dick did. And to add to the oddity of the moment, I thought she said she wanted to put me in a diaper.  

She must have sensed my confusion.  

"You heard right," she clarified, "if you don't go back to work in a diaper I can't feel equal with you. After the way you objectified me you need to understand." 

"A diaper?" I questioned.  

"Is that too much too soon?" she questioned. "Should mommy start her little boy slower?" 

I didn't know what she meant nor did I know why she was talking to me like that. "I don't want to wear a diaper," I said.  

"Fine," she responded, "I'm going to go easy on you but only because you did a good job licking my pussy.” 


EPISODE 3
Mommy Claire
  

Todd got completely naked and I took my time inspecting his body. He had a nice muscular frame, broad shoulders, a defined chest and a rippled stomach. I was going to have a lot of fun playing with his hard body but first I needed to convert him into my submissive little plaything, and that was going to require more mental manipulation.  

I offered several “hm’s” and “ah’s” as I inspected him. They were designed to make him insecure, as if he still had work to do in order to impress me. I didn’t even say a word and he began to show his weakness.  

“I'm really sorry," he said, "I promise I won't stare at you anymore." 

"It's too late for that," I replied, "you can't wipe it all away with some simple words." 

"I'm really really sorry," he said, "please, is there some way I can make it up to you?" 

Those were the words I was waiting to hear. I stripped off my clothes, partially so I could show off my body, but mostly because looking at his tight little frame had gotten me horny and I wanted relief.  

"I see your dick," I said, referring to the hard on that was tenting his underwear. “Do you think this is all just a game? Like a prelude to sex?" 

He stammered nervously and I loved the way he looked when he was unsure, when all of his confidence was gone. 

“I don't know what to do," he admitted.  

“I don't know if I'll ever feel comfortable around a pervert like you," I said, dropping my pants, sitting back on the couch and spreading my legs, “but you can start by licking my pussy."  

He immediately dropped his underwear and tried to line up his dick with my hole. I quickly admonished him. “What do you think you're doing? I said you could suck my pussy, put your dick away." 

He looked like a hurt puppy who just had his nose pushed in his puddle on the kitchen floor. Reluctantly he pulled up his boxers and got down on his knees. Much to my surprise he was rather skilled at oral sex, heightening my arousal, building me towards a wonderful climax. I grabbed his hair, guiding his motions to satisfy my lust. He was performing nicely but I didn’t want him to have any confidence so I barked orders and continued to control the movement of his head. “Push in deeper,” I yelled, “lick up, suck mommy's clit, that's it." 

It all felt incredible and I felt an orgasm coming on. When I couldn’t hold out any longer I let my juices fly, splattering his nose, mouth and face. He tried to pull away but I waited until my orgasm was complete before allowing him to fall back.  

"That was a good start," I told him, “what do you say I put my little boy in a diaper and we head back to work?" 

He paused at the mention of the diaper but that was ok. I had planted the seed for our future encounters. We had made great progress for our first day, and I was quite confident that by the time I was done with him, Todd was going to be my good little boy.  

"You heard right," I said, "if you don't go back to work in a diaper I can't feel equal with you. After the way you objectified me you need to understand." 

"A diaper?" he asked.  

"Is that too much too soon?" I replied. "Should mommy start her little boy slower?" 

“I don't want to wear a diaper," he replied. 

For the first time I found some resistance, which was going to make conquering him that much more fun. “Fine," I acquiesced, "I'm going to go easy on you but only because you did a good job licking my pussy.” 


EPISODE 4
Todd
  

I drove back to work wearing Claire’s panties. At least it wasn’t a diaper. In a way it was kind of sexy, the way the fabric felt soft against my skin. I hoped no one would find out, and as long as I didn’t get undressed in public, I felt confident they wouldn’t.  

“You know what would be really good for you?” Claire asked.  

I shivered in anticipation of what she would say.  

“It would be great if you came back to work with everyone’s favorite coffee,” she said. “You’d be the office hero.” 

I liked the sound of that.  

“Give me your cell number,” Claire said, “and I’ll text you everyone’s order.” 

I dropped her off at the front door and headed to get the coffees. It was kind of expensive but if it was going to make me Mr. Popular then it was worth it.  

When I walked back in the office door Mary, the HR Director, scolded me for taking a long lunch. Fortunately Claire came to my rescue.  

“It’s ok,” she explained, “he brought everyone coffee. He’s the purveyor of all good things.” 

It felt awesome giving everyone her favorite drink. Claire really hooked me up, and I was thinking about how I could thank her when things took an awkward turn. Claire made a toast. 

“To the Purveyor of all things caffeinated,” she said with a raise of her Chai Latte. “To the Purveyor,” everyone else joined in.  

I really liked the attention right up until Claire made a slight change.  

“The Purveyor of all things caffeinated is too long,” she explained, “we need to shorten it.” 

It didn’t take long before my new nickname found its place, and it stuck like glue.  

“We could call him coffee boy,” Jen from accounting offered.  

“Or the Purveyor,” Veronica from customer support added.  

“Still too long,” Claire said. “How about Purv?” 

And just like that I was labeled, forever to be called “Purv” by my coworkers. If you’ve ever been nicknamed then you know that the more you fight it the more it sticks, but I didn’t say a word, and it stuck anyway.  


EPISODE 4
Mommy Claire
  

The lunch break was nice but if I was truly going to have control over Todd it needed to be in all facets of his life, and that included work. He was wearing my panties, which was a good start, but I wanted more.  

“You know what would be really good for you?” I said. “It would be great if you came back to work with everyone’s favorite coffee.” 

He took a moment to think about it, and after everything I had done to him already who could blame him.  

“You’d be the office hero,” I added.  

It worked. Like every alpha male Todd couldn’t resist an opportunity to be the hero.   

“Give me your cell number,” I said, “and I’ll text you everyone’s order.” 

The extra coffee run made him late getting back to work and I felt compelled to save him from the wrath of our HR Director. “It’s ok,” I explained, “he brought everyone coffee. He’s the purveyor of all good things.” 

With coffees in hand I offered a toast. “To the Purveyor of all things caffeinated” 

Everyone else joined in, “To the Purveyor!” 

“He needs a nickname,” I added, “but the Purveyor of all things caffeinated is too long, we need to shorten it.” 

Several names were thrown out but the one that stuck was absolutely perfect. And just like that my good little boy was labeled, “Purv” by his coworkers. 


EPISODE 5
Todd
  

“Ok, everyone back to work,” Claire announced, and just like that the break room scattered. “Not you Purv,” she added, “you can stay behind and help clean up.” 

Of course I stayed to help but I wasn’t happy about how things went down, especially after I bought everyone coffee.  

“Is my widdle boy upset,” Claire said, treating me like a baby.  

“I did everything you wanted,” I explained, “did you have to make everyone call me Purv?” 

“It’s a good thing,” she replied, “a nickname means you’re part of the team.” 

I could see her point but I didn’t want to be called ‘Purv’ for the rest of my life. She seemed to sense what I was thinking.  

“Hey, I could have called you pink panty boy,” she offered. “Would you have preferred that?” 

I snapped my head around to see that we were alone. Fortunately we were, but I was still embarrassed. If I thought being called Purv was embarrassing that would have been nothing compared to the whole office knowing I was wearing Claire’s panties.  

Once again she knew my state of mind, and did the only thing she could to rescue me from my predicament.  

“I’ll tell you what,” she said in a voice barely above a whisper, “you need to come to my place after work to give me my panties back, if you can be my good little boy I’ll make sure this story has a happy ending.” 

I returned to work with a renewed spirit. I may have been in her panties, and my self-confidence was losing strength, but I was going to get a happy ending after work, and to me that was all that mattered.  


EPISODE 5
Mommy Claire
  

Todd was coming along nicely. He was no longer the over-confident and obnoxious alpha male, if anything he was now mentally insecure, desperately seeking something to reassure his self worth, and I intended to give him something to latch on to, which earlier in the day might have been difficult, but now was practically a certain event.  

“I’ll tell you what,” I said breathily in his ear, “you need to come to my place after work to give me my panties back, if you can be my good little boy I’ll make sure this story has a happy ending.” 

Upon hearing those words his entire disposition changed. Todd returned to his desk with a smile on his face and sex on his mind. Little did he know that he was going to have to be a really good little boy before the reward would be his.  


EPISODE 6
Todd
  

I didn’t mention it before but I was a virgin. I had a girlfriend in college, but she was Catholic and refused to have sex. She would give me hand jobs and allow me to service her orally, but being a twenty two year old virgin was a source of embarrassment for me, one that was finally about to end.  

We waited until 5:30, when everyone else had left the office, before we finally made our way to Claire’s apartment. I had a raging hard-on, ready for action. Just six hours earlier I thought Claire was just an attractive older woman, but now she was my ticket out of virgin town, and I was excited to take the trip.  

Claire set the record straight the moment we walked through her door. “Remember, you have to be a good little boy before I’m going to take care of you.” 

I didn’t know what that meant but I really didn’t care. I was about to have sex, and that was all I could think about.  

“Take off you clothes and get on the bed like a good little boy,” she instructed.  

I think I set a land speed record for how quickly I got out of my clothes. She laughed at my exuberance but I didn’t care, I was going to have sex.  

Claire took her time disrobing and I watched every sexy moment. Her legs were firm, her tummy was flat and I loved watching more and more of her silky smooth skin come into view. When she was down to just her bra and panties I struggled to keep from stroking myself.  

When her bra hit the floor I have to admit I was shocked. The world’s most perfect bosoms in the bra were even more impressive in real life. She didn’t sag or droop, in fact they were the nicest boobs I had ever seen. 

“Lie back,” she instructed as she sat down on the side of the bed, her body near my head.  

What happened next will live with me forever.  

With a supple hand cupping her breast she allowed the soft flesh to come to rest on my face. It felt incredible and gave me a sense of calm I had never experienced before. I thought it couldn’t get any better, and then her firm nipple brushed against my cheek.  

There is probably some scientific explanation for my response, but it certainly wasn’t a conscious decision. My thoughts had been on my dick and having sex, but the moment I felt her nipple against my cheek, every notion went to getting my mouth on her bosom. It only took a slight shift of my head to get the nipple in my mouth, and when I pursed my lips on her eraser sized nub she let out a delightful squeal.  

“Oh good boy,” she cried, “suckle mommy’s teat.” 

Her continued reference to her as mommy and me as little boy was weird but I liked the way she responded to my suckling and I increased the pressure on her tit. She moaned aloud and with each outward sign I increased my efforts. By the time my suckling reached the level of little bites she was screaming out in joy.  

“Oh yea, that’s it, suck mommy’s tittie.” 

As an added bonus, her hand slid down my stomach, inching closer to my dick.  


EPISODE 7
Mommy Claire
  

I took Todd’s dick in my hand and knew instantly I was going to have to slow play him. He was too excited and losing control. It made me wonder how much experience he had with sex.  

“Calm down tiger,” I said, but the way his penis was throbbing in my hand I doubted it was within his power to control his excitement. I didn’t want to do it but I needed to take action, and fast.  

With two pinched fingers I plucked a pubic hair from just below his testicles.  

“What the fuck?” he screamed.  

He may have yelped in pain but more importantly his erotic excitement waned. “I didn’t want you coming too soon,” I explained, “there was no other way to calm you down.”  

He might have resisted but I was right back to stroking his cock and as he gained closer to the euphoric joy of orgasm his thoughts transferred from what I had done, to what I was about to do.  


EPISODE 8
Todd 
  

When Claire pulled my hair it hurt like a mother fucker but the pain quickly disappeared when she stroked my cock. It was all very confusing. I didn’t like the pain but the pleasure was greater than anything I had ever known.  

“Please don’t hurt me,” I whined but deep down inside I wasn’t sure if the transition from pain to pleasure hadn’t added to my excitement. 

Claire continued her assault on my penis and I realized she wasn’t just good at giving hand jobs, she was a master. Repeatedly she brought me closer and closer to orgasm only to pull back at the last possible moment. She took me on a roller coaster of sensual delights that was so physically intense I was literally helpless. That’s when she began whispering in my ear.  

“You’re a good little boy,” she said, “the more you give in the better it will feel.” 

I wasn’t sure I could trust her but the way she was making me feel I was willing to take the risk. I dropped any thoughts of resistance and allowed her stimulus to completely take control of my body and my mind. It was wonderful and got better and better with each passing moment.  

“Are you ready to give me complete control?” she asked.  

My immediate response was yes, I felt too good to say anything else, but I couldn’t help wondering what would become of me if I let this controlling woman have complete control. 

Would it be so bad to be her submissive plaything? What could possibly go wrong? 


EPISODE 9
Todd
  

I don’t remember when she cinched the first diaper onto my body but I do remember the exact moment I learned to love being an adult baby. Mommy Claire was rubbing her bosom against my cheek and feeding me her nipple when she started stroking my cock through the cloth. 

“If you can show me you’re a big boy I’ll let you have sex with me,” she said.  

Needless to say I was very excited, I had wanted to have sex with her from the moment we met.  

“A big boy can go a whole day without making a mess in his diaper,” she explained.  

I had no intention of soiling my diaper and began to fantasize about having intercourse with this sexy MILF. That was a mistake. The combination of my active imagination and her ministrations on my cock caused my excitement level to spike. Before I knew it my penis was spouting, filling my diaper with cum and losing my opportunity for sex.  

“Oh my God,” she exclaimed. “You really are a little boy. I thought we were just playing a game but you really soiled your diaper.” 

I tried to explain, that it was cum and not urine, but she kept repeating her words and they really sank in. At first I tried to deny it but the more she reiterated those words the less I could explain it away. Soon my mind began to regress and self-doubt followed. The moment was more powerful than I had expected and my brain couldn’t handle the enormity of the situation.  

A part of me wanted to stop, a part of me wanted to run, but I couldn’t find the strength to do either. And then it happened.  

My life learned skill of bladder control escaped me and my little boy penis peed in my diaper. All at once I felt weak and began to cry.  

Instantly Mommy Claire comforted me but as wonderful as that felt it only added to my infantilization. I couldn’t stop the tears and when her nipple brushed against my cheek I latched on to the only thing that could comfort me in my time of need. As the soothing feeling of her bosom calmed my fears it also relaxed me, a relaxation that overtook the essence of me, displacing me from my adult life.  


EPISODE 10
Mommy Claire
  

I had only had Todd under my thumb for a couple of hours and already he was in a diaper, nursing at my breast and soiling himself. And to make things even better, he self-proclaimed his infant state of mind and willingly accepted me as his mommy.  

“Would all alpha males be so easy to conquer?” I asked myself. “Or was Todd so horny and desperate that he was a solitary case?” My answer came the next morning when Todd was waiting for me in my parking lot before work.  

“I know what you’re thinking,” he explained, “I’m not a stalker. I just stopped by to let you know that I will do whatever you want if you’ll let me have sex.” 

I smiled a knowing smile. It goes against my principles to have sex with my good little boy. As erotic as the domination process is for me, it is the mental control that stimulates me most. I had no intention of giving up my sex to a boy who couldn’t even control his own bladder.  

“Todd,” I said, “I’m happy to dominate you, and I can see by the look on your face that you want me in control, but you will never have sex with me.” 

He looked like someone had just killed his puppy. I thought he was going to cry.  

“But I’ll tell you what,” I added, “if you will obey me like a good little boy, and take me as your mommy, I will make sure your lust is satisfied.” 

It may not have been what he wanted to hear but he agreed all the same.  

“Good boy,” I replied, “let’s take you inside and get you into a diaper before we go to work.” 


EPISODE 11
Todd
  

I wanted to have sex with Claire more than anything in the world and yet somehow I ended up in a diaper. What was it about her that was so vexing for me? No matter what I wanted she always managed to get me to submit to her will.  

This will probably sound messed up but her diaper was rather comfortable. The fabric was soft against my skin and the way it cupped my balls and brushed against my shaft stimulated me immensely.  

“At some point today I’m going to pop in on you,” she informed me, “you had better be wearing the diaper when I do.” 

She needn’t had worried. Not only did I not mind wearing the diaper but submitting to her control was strangely erotic for me. I wanted to explore those feelings more deeply, even if it meant becoming her adult baby.  


EPISODE 12
Mommy Claire
  

I usually prefer to conquer my adult baby friends but when one crawls into my life so willingly it is hard to say no. Todd took to nursing like a natural and offered no objection to being diapered. So back at my place, after work, I decided to see if I could push him even further.  

“Todd,” I said in my sweet mommy voice, “how would you like to take a bath?” 

His entire face lit up at the mention of bath time. “Yes please,” he responded.  

I led him into the bathroom where I had a tub filling with water and of course playful bubbles. “Take off your clothes and get in,” I said.  

Todd quickly obliged.  

With Todd naked in the tub I began to take off my clothes. He stared with wide eyes, his hand finding and then stroking his cock as he watched.  

“Polite little boys do not do that,” I said and he quickly pulled his hand away.  

I then proceeded to disrobe. I must admit that in my early days I did not understand the full scope of power that came with teasing a little boy’s anticipation but Todd taught me a lot in that one meeting.  

He gawked when I removed my blouse, he yipped when I dropped my pants, and when I turned to grab a towel he grunted in expectation. There was something about the moments when I would tease him with my body but not quite reveal the full vision. He leered, he gasped and he whined, all in an effort to see more. He wanted a magical peak behind the curtain and every moment I held out his build up only increased.  

When I was finally nude, and stepped into the tub, Todd had a raging hard-on and was absolutely desperate for attention. Little did he know that he was about to get a lot of attention but not necessarily the kind he was looking for.  

I sat down across from him in the tub and playfully used the bubbles to cover my breasts. It did nothing to stem the tide of his desire; in fact I think it actually excited him even more.  

With a mischievous grin he asked, “Will Mommy play with me?” 

I couldn’t help it. I loved his commitment to the little boy role, and rewarded him by wrapping my fingers around his shaft. “Todd,” I said, “you’ve done a great job as my little boy but there are some things you need to do to take it to the next level.” 

He didn’t say anything but his wide eyes and ear-to-ear smile let me know he was up for whatever I suggested.  

Leaning out of the tub I grabbed a can of shaving cream and a razor. “Little babies don’t have hair. If you want to continue as my good little boy we need to remove your hair.” 

Todd knew exactly what I meant and presented his genitals for my inspection.  

I lathered the cream in my hands and applied it to his entire nether region. I then proceeded to strip him of every last hair, leaving him as bald as the day he was born.  

“Oh my God,” he responded. “It really does make me feel like a little boy.” 

“Exactly,” I explained, “the removal of your hair helps your mind revert to a younger age. If you are agreeable there are more things I can do to strip you of your manhood.” 

Without hesitation he agreed.  

“Good,” I said, “we can begin the infantilization process tomorrow, for now let’s get you freshened up and into clean clothes.” 

I took my time drying Todd off, giving special attention to his cock and balls. Todd really liked it, allowing me full access to every part of him. By the time we left the bathroom he was dry from the bath water but dripping wet with his own semen.  

I chose a cloth diaper and a blue onesie to dress my good little boy and Todd offered no resistance. He didn’t even flinch when I photographed him nor did he object when I placed a pacifier in his mouth. He even crawled willingly into my adult sized crib, where he spent the first night of his new life.  

Overall Todd was progressing very nicely but the real test would be the following day, when I demonstrated my control over him in front of the entire office.  


EPISODE 13
Todd
  

This may sound strange but I loved being Mommy Claire’s good little boy. And I don’t just mean the hand jobs, which were awesome, but I liked every bit of it. I loved when she diapered me, I loved when she shaved me bare, and I especially loved nursing at her breast with her fingers running through my hair. She made me feel calm and at peace with the world. Being her adult baby felt right, like I had waited my whole life to discover this primal need of mine.  

All that changed the next day when we went to work.  

Mommy dressed me in a diaper and a baby blue onesie before we left for work. I didn’t mind, especially because I was able to put my regular clothes on overtop of my baby attire. But in our first meeting, a gathering of several of the women in the organization, Mommy Claire let everyone know of my situation.  

“Good morning everyone,” she said, “I don’t know how many of you know, but Todd here has a fetish. He likes to be treated like a little boy, and especially likes submitting to whoever will play the role of his mommy.” 

I might have tried to deny it but Mommy looked me right in the eyes and said, “A good little boy does not disobey his mommy. Does he Todd?” 

Just about everyone in the room gasped. All of them stared, some in wonder, some in awe and some in disgust, but they all waited in anxious anticipation of what would happen next. I could only hang my head and wait.  

Mommy Claire let everyone know, “If you want to see exactly what I mean stick around, and if you are offended by such things you do not need to stay.” 

Several of the women left but there were still a couple who stayed. Perhaps it was just natural curiosity or maybe these women wanted more, I wasn’t sure, but no matter the reason they were about to get an up close look at the power Mommy Claire had over me.  

I was unable to defy Mommy Claire no matter how much I tried, and when she bent me over in front of the entire group, and pulled down my pants to reveal the diaper and onesie beneath, I knew my life would be forever changed.  

I was mortified. Every woman in the company now knew of my proclivity to dress as a baby and suckle at mommy’s breast. I wanted to run and hide but then something strange happened.  

Some of the women began to ask if I would nurse on them as well.  

Let me tell you that hearing those words excited me to the core, and when mommy turned me around to show all the ladies how their talk stimulated my pee-pee and made me grow, every single one of them gasped at my hard-on, lining up to take their turn at fondling the hairless little boy.  

Mommy Claire closed and then locked the conference room door before fitting me with a blindfold and laying me out on the table in the center of the room. Soft hands explored my skin, sending an electric charge to every corner of my body. I heard whispers, which I couldn’t quite make out, but they excited me all the same.  

The first breast to rub against my cheek did not belong to Mommy Claire but I latched on all the same. It wasn’t as large or as firm as Mommy’s breasts but the skin felt nice against my cheek and the nipple fit perfectly between my pursed lips. The recipient of my ministrations responded favorably, which caused me to suckle even more. 

“Oh my,” she said, “I forgot how nice it is to connect like that.” 

I heard Mommy Claire whispering instructions. “He’s your little boy now, care for him.” 

And just like that I felt the woman’s hands wind through my hair, massaging my scalp, rubbing my neck. It felt nice and even though I didn’t know who was doing it. I felt a bond, an appreciation for the love I was receiving.  

Several more hands found their way to my onesie and diaper and soon they were stripped away, leaving me naked from the waist down. These women were not as skilled as Mommy Claire when it came to servicing my pee-pee, but it was exciting being fondled by so many hands all at once.  

My penis grew hard from the attention and several “oohs” and “ahs” followed. Then I felt more hands as they groped my stomach, my chest and any other body part they found intriguing. It was all very arousing; culminating in an experience I will never forget.  

With all of my time with Mommy Claire sex was off the table but that was not true with these ladies. I never felt the leg go over my body but I did feel the warm wet folds of flesh as someone lowered their body onto my dick. It was an incredible way to lose my virginity, not knowing who it was, or even able to look in her eyes. Up and down the vagina slid until I was panting with insane excitement. And with a beautiful bosom still in my face, all I could manage was a stifled grunt as my first orgasm spouted inside a woman’s womb. A single orgasm was not enough to sate either the women or myself and soon my penis was inside someone new, growing to its full size, ready to discharge once again.  

As far as I could tell three different women fondled and serviced my cock in the conference room that day, not counting Mommy Claire who ended the session by jerking me off in front of the crowd.  

Overall it was an experience I will never forget. Mommy Claire put my inner baby on full display and it weakened me, but not like the way she had previously stripped me of my power, this was different, it lacked the warmth and love that I had come to expect, and as sexually stimulating as it was, I wasn’t sure I ever wanted to go through it again.  


EPISODE 14
Mommy Claire
  

My experiment with sharing Todd with my co-workers was a failure of epic proportion. When I had conjured the idea I envisioned bringing more women into the lifestyle and starting them off with a pliant and submissive little boy to sate their desires. But what transpired was nothing short of a sexcapade.  

The women in my office had no desire to mother or infantilize Todd; instead they wanted to use his hardened body as a love toy. Now I have no reservations about unbridled sex but it was neither my purpose nor my intent when placing Todd in that situation. If anything, I was seeking a suitable replacement for myself; a loving and nurturing mommy figure to assume my responsibility and provide Todd with a loving caretaker for his needs.  

But that is not what happened and I felt responsible.  

When I began with Todd I was looking for an on-again, off-again partner to play my games and satisfy my needs. However it became apparent early on that Todd was not a part-time adult baby, he was submissive to the core, and needed a firm yet loving hand to guide him.  

There would come a time, later in my life, when I would gladly add an abundance of such submissives to my stable of conquered men. However at that time I was not prepared to meet Todd’s long term needs. And after what had happened in the conference room, I could not, in good conscience, release him to a mob that intended only to use his body for sex.  

I thought I was in a jam with no way out, until one of my co-workers, Susie, stopped by my office.  

“Claire,” Susie said, with a light tap on my office door, “I’m sorry I left your meeting today.” 

“That’s ok,” I replied, “not everyone is into the mommy thing.” 

Susie closed the door before saying in a hushed tone, “That’s just it, I got really excited by everything you were saying. I just couldn’t bring myself to admit it in front of the others.” 

She piqued my interest. “You mean you’re interested in Todd?” 

Susie laughed. “Oh heavens no. I’m old enough to be his mother. I do not want to have sex with him. But when you talked about swaddling him, and nursing him, it brought back so many wonderful feelings. I would like to go back to that time in my life. When I was the center of someone’s world. When I was important, and mattered.” 

Now it was my turn to laugh. “Susie, you know you’re important, right?” 

“Oh I know I have a job to do here but it’s not the same. Back when my kids were little I had the most important job in the world, but now, now I’m just another cog in the machine.” 

I knew exactly what she meant. I had never had children of my own but I knew that feeling, the feeling of dependence, the notion that I was all-important to another. It was why I started down the adult baby loving path to begin with, and why I could see Todd’s new mommy standing before me.  

“Susie,” I said, “if we could do this completely anonymously, would you like to be Todd’s mommy?” 

“No one would know?” she questioned.  

“Well Todd would know,” I replied. “But no one else here would have any idea.” 

Susie shook her head. “Would it be possible to not tell Todd?” 

“I don’t know if that’s fair,” I answered. “In order for you two to bond he will need to connect with you.” 

She nodded her head. “I understand that, but could we just try it out, to see if it really is as exciting as I think?” 

I knew where she was coming from. The mommy / adult baby world is a big step, especially for a newbie, and I could see why Susie wanted to be certain before inviting anyone in on the secret. “Ok,” I said, “come to my place after work today and I’ll let you play with Todd. And if you like him and he likes you, we can take it to the next level.” 


EPISODE 15
Todd
  

Mommy Claire told me she had a special surprise for me after work but wouldn’t say anymore. I was excited mentally but after everything that my cock had been through with the ladies in my office earlier in the day I couldn’t get aroused. As weird as it may sound, I was hoping the surprise wouldn’t include sex.  

I waited until 5:30 before leaving work and drove directly to Mommy Claire’s apartment. When I knocked on her door she ushered me in, directed me to get out of my clothes, and positioned me on her bed with a blindfold over my eyes.  


EPISODE 16
Susie
  

Claire was so calm and understanding she made me feel at ease, even as I prepared to infantilize a grown man. I might not have had the nerve to go through with it, but with Claire there, guiding my every move, I just knew it would all work out ok.  

When I entered Claire’s bedroom Todd was already there, naked and blindfolded in the center of the bed. He had a nice chiseled frame but like I had told Claire before, that was not where my interest lie. I wanted to be the center of someone’s universe again, even if that someone was a grown man.  

Claire spoke. “Todd has been blindfolded and instructed not to peek. I trust that he is a good little boy and will not disobey however if you would prefer we can tie him down.” 

I looked down at Todd and had to feel for him. He had been objectified earlier in the day, by women who wanted him only for his body and his penis, I didn’t want to put him through any more of that. “No,” I said softly, “if you trust him then so will I.” 

“Perfect,” Claire said, “then you should take off your blouse and bra and sit on the edge of the bed.” 

It was my moment of truth. Was I really going to go through with this? I hadn’t nursed in ages yet when I looked down at Todd, and saw him suckling air like a baby in need of sustenance, my decision was made.  

I dropped my shirt and bra and allowed my breast to drop next to Todd’s face. With Claire’s assistance I dragged my nipple against his cheek and the moment I did he turned his head and latched on. Initially it took me by surprise but when he suckled my flesh deep within his mouth I began to tingle, and when I realized how much he savored and relished what I was doing to him, I felt my entire body open up.  

Todd was everything I had been missing in my life. Ever since my own little ones had grown and moved out of the house I didn’t know where I fit in, what value I brought to the world. And then, in one fell swoop, I felt whole again. Mommy was who I was meant to be.  

“You’re a natural,” Claire said, “but when it comes to adult baby play there’s more involved than just nursing.” 

I knew Claire was talking to me but there was something about having Todd nurse at my breast, and that feeling of connectedness, I just couldn’t break away.  

Claire moved next to me and whispered in my ear. “Caress his scalp,” she said, “feel his skin.” 

I did as I was told and the moment my fingers touched him I could feel the bond between us grow. Todd moaned and gasped each time I touched him, and his penis began to grow.  

“He’s getting excited,” Claire said, “a little boy like Todd needs reassurance from his mommy.” And she took my hand and placed it on his cock.  

The only penis I had ever touched belonged to my late husband and Todd was much longer and much thicker. In comparison it was a billy club, and when I held it in my hand I could feel its girth and weight. I didn’t want to have sex with Todd but holding his penis in my hand made me feel powerful, like I controlled him and his massive manhood.  

Claire then taught me how to stroke him. We used baby powder to make for a smooth yet firm grip and she showed me how to build his excitement and reward his submission. When his build-up had significantly progressed she asked about the next step.  

“He’s ready to be yours,” Claire said, “is it ok if we remove the blindfold?” 

Todd’s penis was throbbing in my hand, his lips were suckling at my breast and my entire body was tingling. I still had reservations about revealing myself but if I was going to take the next step I had to take a risk. With a simple nod of my head I gave Claire the ok.  

I might have been worried about him seeing me but Todd put all that to rest the moment he opened his eyes. He looked at me and said, “I love you Mommy.” 

My face went flush and my entire body grew warm. Those few simple words caused a reaction in me that I can’t explain. It was pleasant, and warm, and erotic all at once. I felt my flower bloom and I think Claire noticed as well because she moved next to me right at that moment.  

“If it excites you that much I’d be happy to turn you into my good little girl.” 

I had never, ever wanted to experience age regression but at that moment I had no doubt that Claire could infantilize me if she chose. There was something about her that was very friendly and yet also controlling. Hers wasn’t a domineering attitude but instead a loving guidance that was both disarming and yet very very powerful.  


EPISODE 17
Todd
  

Naked, blindfolded and spread out on Mommy Claire’s bed I had no idea what to expect but I had been a good little boy and knew enough to trust Mommy.  

I heard whispers in the room telling me that there was another person with us but I didn’t know anything for certain until I felt the softness of a bosom against my cheek. It definitely was not Mommy Claire, the breast was smaller and not nearly as dense, but when I took the nipple in my mouth it felt natural and right.  

Wearing a blindfold distorts many things but I was absolutely positive that there were four hands rubbing the baby powder all over my dick and balls. It felt incredible, and those sensations, coupled with the nursing experience, had me placated and ready to submit.  

Despite the multiple orgasms my penis had experienced earlier in the day somehow I was horny and ready for more. In addition to making me feel at ease, the infantilization process now also excited me sexually. I didn’t know who was with Mommy Claire but it no longer mattered. I was a little boy being fondled by his mommy and her friend and there was nowhere I would have rather been.  


EPISODE 18
Todd
  

I was finally allowed to open my eyes and when I saw that my new mommy was Susie from my office I was quite relieved. There was no doubt that I would be submissive to whomever Mommy Claire chose, but I feared that I might get turned over to one of the more ruthless, and less attractive, ladies in our office. Susie was rather attractive, older yes, but with a natural beauty that most guys would refer to as, ‘hot for her age’, which, if I had to guess was around 60.  

Susie’s body was also nowhere near Mommy Claire’s, nor near many of the other women from my office, but for some reason that didn’t matter to me. Susie was gentle and kind, and cared for me just like I wanted. My mind and my needs were evolving, sex meant nothing to me anymore, or at least not what it once did, and now my highest priority was the dominant control of a woman who would allow me to explore my inner child, in an all-consuming, submissive way.  

I suckled at Susie’s breast and she liked that. She paid special attention to my nether region with baby powder and loving care, and I liked that. Our relationship was off to a good start but there were still many questions left to be answered.  


EPISODE 19
Todd
  

The first time Susie and I were alone was the next day after work, at her place. She cooked me a nice dinner, meatloaf with mashed potatoes and corn, and we got to know each other over the meal. It wasn’t sexual, or even infantile. It was just two people with complimentary needs, getting to know one another.  

Susie was the mother of three grown children and a widow of almost five years. Her life was stable but lacked something integral, a something she wasn’t quite able to put her finger on until she found me. She let me know during our dinner just how much she liked having me nurse on her but was still skeptical about the future of such a relationship, and of course nervous that someone might find out.  

“Mommy Claire dominated me,” I told her. “When we first met I had no idea what she had planned but the truth was I liked being treated like a baby, and especially liked nursing.” 

“So it’s not about sex?” Mommy Susie questioned.  

I had to laugh. “I don’t think she could have gotten me into a diaper without controlling my pee-pee,” I admitted. “But I learned to like being submissive.” 

“You call it your pee-pee?” she asked with a giggle.  

“Sorry,” I replied, “Mommy Claire has caused me to think in a whole new way.” 

“That’s ok,” Susie said. “So are you ok if we don’t have sex?” 

I never had sex with Mommy Claire but that didn’t mean I wanted to give up the attention to my pee-pee. I took a moment to figure out exactly what I wanted to say. “Mommy Claire always took care of me, to help me sleep, and to make sure I didn’t need to look elsewhere for my needs.” 

This seemed to resonate with Susie. She nodded her understanding and said, “If I will take care of your penis does that mean you won’t see anyone else?” 

Again I paused to consider my response. “I am committed to my mommy,” I explained, “but to be honest, I’m not sure what I would do if Mommy Claire asked me to come over.” 

Susie smiled. “She gifted you to me,” she said, “I hope that doesn’t make you feel used, but she promised she would not interfere if I took you as mine.” 

I actually liked that. My bond with Susie was growing stronger with every passing moment and I didn’t want anything to get in the way of that. “Mommy,” I said, “I would like to be your good little boy.” 

Susie’s face lit up. I had never seen such joy and it made me feel good. “So then, how does this work?” 

It was my turn to smile. “I’m your good little boy,” I explained, “you tell me what to do and I obey.” 


EPISODE X
Mommy Claire
  

I love all of my adult babies but there is a special place in my heart for the conquered alphas, the men that I coerced into the lifestyle. Those fragile submissives don’t understand what has happened and are not equipped with the strength or fortitude to contemplate the life change that has befallen them. All they do know is that there is a far greater force in the world than what they had previously imagined, and that force is now in control.  

Todd was the first of my conquered alphas and also the only one that I have ever transferred to another Mommy. I do not regret my decision to gift him to Susie, they needed each other, but it was the last time I ever performed such an act. From that point forward any person that I conquered, male or female, became a part of my family, a loving stable of adult baby submissives. 
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PROLOGUE

Mommy Claire

The cardinal rule of Mommy play is to never let your adult baby boys fuck you. It messes up the dynamic of who is in control and affects the entire relationship going forward. I have always stayed firm on my conviction to that rule with one major exception. 

I met Mark on a trip back east and in that one night of fun, I allowed him to dip his wand in Mommy's magic potion. It was two thousand miles from home and I thought I would never see him again, but he turned out to be a savant, a natural adult baby to the core, and too good to let one minor infraction mess up a great thing. 

When Mark first came to Vegas to visit with me, I knew it could be a problem, and when he accepted my offer to pick up his life and move to the west, that scenario became very real. So, I devised a special plan, one that allowed a nineteen year old stud to sow his wild oats while still providing me with the precious baby boy I longed for. 

I set Mark up with a baby sister of his own, to indulge his intercourse fantasies, and sate his lustful desires. It worked surprisingly well at first; satisfying his need for sex, while leaving all of his desires for mommy play to me. 

Of course nothing is absolute, and this story is about the outlier, the problems Mommy faced when her little boy wanted something more, something she knew he shouldn’t have. 


EPISODE 1
Mark
 

After meeting Mommy Claire my whole life changed, everything finally made sense. Before her I thought all of my hidden thoughts and fantasies were weird, that no one would ever understand, but Mommy Claire not only understood, she fed those desires, and made me whole.

I met her at my brother's wedding in Philadelphia and the night we spent together will live with me forever. A full month passed before I would get to see her again but that did nothing to quell my passion for Mommy Claire. Our second meeting, at her estate in Las Vegas, was even better than the first, exceeding all of my grandest expectations, leading me to a comprehensive and all-consuming change in my life. 

Shortly after that visit I moved to Las Vegas to become a resident of Mommy Claire's estate, a permanent adult baby in her collection. I couldn't have been happier with one exception, in Philadelphia, Mommy Claire took my virginity, and ever since all I could think about was getting back to that place, to the warm and embracing comfort of Mommy's womb. 

Mommy Claire firmly understood my carnal urges. My choice would have been to become her lover, but she had a different idea in mind, and gave me a little sister to play with. Her name was Alyssa and she was a smoking hot eighteen year old, ready to satisfy all of my lustful desires. 

Alyssa and I hit it off from day one. The sex was great and our chemistry was spot on. But in the back of my mind I couldn't stop thinking about Mommy Claire, the delicious folds of her sex, and how wonderful it felt to expire in her arms. 


EPISODE 2
Mommy Claire
 

Things were going so well with Mark. He was my perfect adult baby, so natural in the way he took to nursing at my bosom, so content to be swaddled, diapered and infantilized. I loved him with all my heart and his affection for me was unquestioned. 

Things were also going well with Alyssa. Mark was fucking her daily, satisfying his carnal desires with her, so he could be the consummate baby for me. Together I thought things were perfect, but alas Mark wanted more, and I found out firsthand just how difficult it is to say no to the ones you love. 

Mark came to me one night, shortly before bedtime, and asked if he could sleep with me. It wasn't an odd request, on more than one occasion I had slept with my adult babies, but this time was different. As we were cuddling beneath the sheets Mark let me know that he would sleep much better if he could first have an orgasm. I offered to give him a hand job but he wanted more. 

"Please Mommy," he pleaded. "Please can I get inside?"

I wanted to call for Alyssa but it was late and she had already gone home for the night. I could have called one of the other adult baby girls that stayed with us but they too were fast asleep. I decided to offer him an alternative. 

"How about if Mommy rubs you out," I offered, "I can rub your little pee pee until you cum. How does that sound?"

The pouty look on his face said it all, he wasn't going to be satisfied with just my hands. 

Despite my better judgment I made a deal, one that would lead us down a slippery slope, and change our relationship forever. 


EPISODE 3
Mark
 

I will never forget when Mommy Claire said those magic words. "Ok, but just the tip."

In my life I had only ever had sex with two women, Mommy Claire, and my new sister Alyssa. Alyssa was great, but there was something irresistible about Mommy Claire. 

I stripped off my diaper and positioned myself between Mommy Claire's legs. I tried to go down on her, to get her primed and ready, but she wouldn't allow it. 

"Remember," she said, "just the tip."

Without the benefit of a little oral foreplay Mommy Claire was neither wet nor open. I put the tip of my penis at her opening and applied some gentle pressure, but I didn't get far. She was tight, and while my cock began to find its way, I had a feeling it was going to take some effort. 

“Mommy,” I said, “I love being your good little boy. Thank you for taking me in.” I then bent down, took her nipple in my mouth and began to suckle. 

I heard Mommy sigh and at the same time her lips spread ever so slightly. The moment I felt it I leaned in, finding my place in Mommy's beautiful pussy. It was just the tip, but it felt magnificent, and mentally it was over the top exciting. I was fucking Mommy. The mental imagery of finally getting back to where I had once been drove my excitement to insane levels. I tried to push in further but just the thought sent pulse waves through my dick that were too much to handle. I pulled back, trying to stem the tide, but it was too late. My orgasm spurted all over mommy's belly. 


EPISODE 4
Mommy Claire 
 

I looked in Mark's eyes the moment he ejaculated and what I saw was absolutely beautiful. He loved me, he lusted for me, and I had no doubt he would do anything for me. His mind wasn't his own. He belonged to me and that made me happy. 

Most women might be disappointed when her partner cums prematurely but I loved it. Mark couldn't contain his excitement and it was me that made him so silly with desire that he couldn't control himself. Every day he showed me more and more how much of a little boy he was, and how Mommy Claire was more woman than he could handle. 

I debated allowing him to get so close to sex with Mommy but every time we did the results were wonderful. I knew the inherent danger to our relationship of becoming fuck buddies but I also knew there was a hidden power there, and that my control of his mind and body grew stronger with each event. 

I wanted to give him relief, and the fact that I could do it without allowing him to fully penetrate me made it even better. There had to be a line in the sand and as long as my little boy knew that, then I was ok stretching the limits of our relationship. 

As much as I enjoyed the full scope of his submission, and the way it allowed me to manipulate his body and his mind, I still needed to maintain a semblance of control. I decided I needed to reaffirm our roles. 

"Did my little boy like that?" I cooed.

"Oh God yes," he replied, "thank you Mommy."

"Good," I said, "now if you're ready for us to sleep then you need to be in a diaper. It's quite obvious that you're still a little boy. You couldn’t control yourself, you came really quick."

He didn't offer any argument; in fact he got right into position, ready for me to diaper him. I could tell he felt a little embarrassed, but I was pleased that he still knew his place. 


EPISODE 5
Mark
 

Mommy Claire wanted to put me in a diaper before bedtime and I was fine with that. She was everything to me and it was my pleasure to obey her. I laid spread eagle on the bed but she had a different idea in mind. 

"Roll over onto your stomach," Mommy Claire said, "present yourself to me."

I rolled over and hoisted my hips into the air, granting her full access to my bottom. She squeezed my thighs, causing my dick to spring to life, and then she traced small circles around my butthole with her finger. It was very intimate, not only how soft and gentle she was, but also in where she was touching me. Mommy Claire had full control of my body and I liked it that way. I belonged to her and ever since I came to that realization, my life kept getting better and better. 

That magical finger circled and circled my rosebud until finally it worked its way inside of me. Taking things up my ass wasn't my favorite activity but submitting to Mommy was. It didn't take her long to find my prostate and once she did she stimulated it relentlessly until I was moaning aloud and drooling all over the bed. 

She kept it up, longer than she ever had before, and I felt my body responding in strange and different ways. My penis wasn't fully erect but I was dripping cum profusely, draining my balls without the final effects of an orgasm. She called it milking, and by the time she was done all of my sexual energy was gone. Mommy had milked me dry. 

I really prefer the intensity of an orgasm, but I slept incredibly peaceful that night, cuddled in Mommy's arms, my penis spent from her ministrations. 


EPISODE 6
Mommy Claire 
 

I milked Mark dry and then laid with him in my bed. He suckled at my breast until he fell asleep in my arms, once again confirming his status as the most natural and submissive adult baby I had ever had the pleasure of dominating. 

As much as I enjoyed the results of our playtime I knew it was a risky endeavor. Had his penis penetrated me there was a chance that he could drive my lust, and if he did that he would be dangerously close to turning his dominant mommy into his submissive plaything. 

I couldn't risk losing my favorite adult baby so I made a plan going forward. From now on Alyssa would be spending the night, and the two of them were going to fuck and fuck until all of Mark's sexual energy was sated. 


EPISODE 7
Mark
 

Mommy Claire gave Alyssa and I strict orders to fuck like bunnies. We didn't really need her to say that, we already did that on a regular basis, but ever since my most recent fling with Mommy Claire my sessions with Alyssa became much more intense. 

"Do you want to play a game?" I asked Alyssa. 

"Sure," she said with a smile. "Do we still get to have sex?"

"Absolutely," I said, "only in this game you're going to be Mommy and I'll be your good little boy."

Alyssa was happy to go along, she seemed to really like my dick, and the way I made her cum. She was happy to do whatever I asked. 

"Now be a good boy and take off your clothes," Alyssa said. 

"Yes Mommy," I agreed, and stripped out of my clothes as fast as I could. 

"My for a little boy you have such a big cock," Alyssa said, taking my balls in her hand and wrapping her lips around my head. 

"Oh thank you Mommy," I moaned. I liked what she was doing but my true desire was to fuck her, to fuck my Mommy. When I pushed her onto her back and spread her legs Alyssa was ready to be fucked by her little boy. 

I pushed the tip in between the folds of her flesh. She was very wet and open, I had no problem getting in. 

"Good boy," she screamed, "fuck mommy good."

I closed my eyes and envisioned Mommy Claire, I then began to pump in and out of Alyssa's pussy; silently wishing it was Mommy Claire that was on the receiving end of my efforts. 

"I love you Mommy," I grunted. 

I pushed Alyssa's knees up to her shoulders so I could get a better angle and then began to pound her pussy, thrusting in, holding my place deep in her womb, and then pulling out to repeat the process. Alyssa squealed in delight, releasing a gush of fluids, moaning in delight. I wanted to look in her eyes while I dominated her but she was unable to keep her eyes from rolling back in her head. She was completely lost in the physical effects of her orgasms.

Alyssa wasn't like Mommy Claire, Alyssa gave in to the feelings and let me have complete control. That spurred me to pump faster, with longer and deeper strokes, and soon she was crying to the heavens. 

"Fuck Mommy, yes," she screamed, and she didn't stop, even after I pushed deep inside of her and let my juices fill her pussy. I really enjoyed my time with Alyssa but it only served to drive my desire for Mommy Claire even higher. 


EPISODE 8
Mommy Claire
 

I wanted to know how things were going with Mark and Alyssa so I listened at their door. What I heard both shocked and excited me. 

Mark fucked her brains out. 

I don't mean they had sex, I mean Mark dominated her mentally and physically until Alyssa was so lost in lust and love she had no choice but to obey his every command. On one hand it confirmed what I had thought, that if I slipped and gave him a chance that he would control me too, but on the other hand I was jealous of the extreme joy she was experiencing, and wanted to experience that as well. 

If everything I heard wasn't enough, Mark had Alyssa playing the role of Mommy, and he proceeded to fuck his Mommy until she was begging her little boy for more and more. I may have thought the whole scene was hot before that, but the moment I heard that role play my own juices started flowing. 

I had to think fast, because if I didn't, the next one to receive Mark's attention was going to be me, and I wasn't sure how I would respond if I was subjected to the sexual bliss that caused Alyssa to completely submit. 

Three days passed and every night it was the same thing. Mark fucked Alyssa with his monster cock until she begged for her little boy to own his Mommy. I couldn't tear myself away, every night I sat by that door, listening, imagining, wondering, if and when it would be my turn. 


EPISODE 9
Mark
 

Sunday night came and Alyssa couldn't stay over. Her grandfather was turning seventy-five and she had to be there for the party. I was torn, on one hand I was really enjoying our sessions, but on the other hand I desperately wanted to get back with Mommy Claire. 

When the day came to an end I conveniently found myself at Mommy Claire's door. 

"Mommy," I said, "I'm afraid to sleep alone, would it be ok if I sleep with you tonight?" I was ready with all sorts of excuses and reasons why I needed to be with her but I didn't need any, she readily agreed. 

"Sure little boy," she said, "but just to be safe I'd like to milk you before we get into bed."

I wanted to sleep with Mommy Claire but I didn't want to be milked. The last time she drained all of my cum until I couldn't get hard again. I wanted to save my erection for Mommy Claire. 

"Please can I do just the tip before you milk me?" I pleaded. "Just like last time?"


EPISODE 10
Mommy Claire
 

I had never been more confused. I wanted to sleep with Mark, I wanted to fuck Mark, but I didn't want to lose my favorite baby. That may seem small but it was very important to me. 

"Okay," I said, "if you promise to be good I'll let you put the tip in, but then I'll milk you afterward."

The smile on Mark's face was so big it gave me a warm feeling all over. I wanted to please him, like any mommy would, I just wasn't sure how much I wanted him to please me. 

Once again Mark lined up the tip of his dick with my warm and moist hole. He applied gentle pressure and I held him back by contracting my muscles. It felt good and I could sense his excitement growing. I decided to spur him along. 

"Do you like to pretend you're fucking Mommy?" I asked. 

The look on his face was priceless. Did he think I didn't know?

"Little boys don't get to fuck Mommy but I'll let you have your fun," I added. 

At first I thought he was disappointed but when I looked in his eyes what I saw was completely different. 

"Mommy," he said, "I love you and will always be your good boy. It doesn't matter if we have sex or don't, I belong to you."

The way he said it, and the way our souls connected when he did, caught me off guard. In that brief moment I let down my defenses and when I did my body opened up. His mammoth cock slid inside of me. 

Mark knew the value of the territory he had captured and did not relinquish his conquest. He kept his penis inside of me, allowing it to explore the inner reaches of my womanhood.

My first orgasm was followed by a second, and then a third. He wasn't moving much but now it was my mind that was getting lost in the thought of mommy-son sex. It was wonderful. A thousand thoughts raced through my mind but the one that escaped my lips was true to the core.

"Mark," I said, "I want you to fuck Mommy but I don't want to lose you as my baby. I still want to be in control."

"Ugh," he grunted. I wasn’t sure if it was a response to my statement or not, but he did begin to pound his cock in and out of me. 

It was huge and the way it pressed and cajoled every nerve ending was glorious. He made me cum but it was so much more than that, my body was releasing stress I didn’t even know I had, the pervasive feeling of ecstasy both relaxed and satisfied me. It was all consuming. 

I wanted to completely let go but I wasn't sure how this would end, and if I would still have my good little boy when all was said and done. After three more pumps of that monster cock, none of that mattered. My kitty began to contract and pulse on its own, and the euphoria washed over me like the waves of a tsunami. I tried to steady myself, to maintain control, but it felt so fucking good, like hypersonic pulses of pleasure beginning in my womb and spreading to every corner of my body. And the more I tried to fight it, the more heavenly it felt until I was gushing fluids and struggling to keep from passing out. 

“Please, please, please,” I moaned, desperate for more, willing to give everything to get more. 

For the next forty-five minutes we fucked like wild animals. There wasn't mommy and son, there was only lust and desire, and we did everything we could to satisfy the other. His cock gave me such joy I didn't know where I ended and heaven began. I screamed for him to own me, I begged for him to dominate me and I yearned to be under his control. I knew at that moment that I could never give up sex with Mark and, despite the complete and utter joy, mourned the loss of my son. 


EPISODE 11
Mark
 

Mommy Claire came many times and I held out as long as I could before finally releasing all of my semen deep within her womb. It was the greatest moment of my life, one that I will never forget. My orgasm was incredibly intense, draining my testicles of every last drop of cum. I wouldn't need to be milked after that. 

The first thought that crossed my mind as we lay there in post coital bliss was that I didn't want to lose my mommy. I let her know the moment I was able to catch my breath. 

"I'm your good little boy," I said. "I want you in control, I give myself to you."

The light in her eyes made me feel warm all over. She may have wanted control over me but I needed to be submissive to her. 

"You're my good little boy," she said, running her fingers through my hair and kissing me gently on the forehead. "Would it be ok if I diaper you?"

"You don't have to ask," I responded, "mommy’s in charge."

She took her time with the baby powder and even fixed me with a vibrating butt plug before swaddling me in a cloth diaper. I laid next to mommy, cuddling next to her breast, and finding her nipple so I could suckle until I fell asleep. 

Our lives have changed, I fuck Mommy at least once a week now, but everything else has stayed the same. She controls me and I would never have it any other way. 


EPISODE 12
Mommy Claire
 

To his credit, as much as Mark wanted to fuck me in the morning, he waited until I was awake; and gave him permission, before he slid that monster between my legs. Any reservations that I had had about what we were doing were gone. Mentally I wanted it and physically my pussy was wet, open, and ready. It needed to be penetrated. 

Once again he lined up the tip of his love stick with my moist and waiting hole and pushed in, between my lips, simultaneously spreading me apart and filling me up. Once again he found a home within the delicate folds of my flesh only this time his gentle strokes advanced, becoming more aggressive with each pump, stimulating every nerve ending inside of me until my body responded with a gush of fluids. A great relief washed over me with the discharge of my juices and I allowed that feeling, and Mark’s monster cock, to take complete control. 

Submission is not usually my thing but with each thrust he burrowed deeper and deeper inside of me, and when he withdrew, the way he slowly ground the rim of his head against my little nub sent pulse waves of pleasure to every inch of my body. It felt incredible and I responded with another flood of juices. 

The bed was soaked and my baby boy was wracking my body with so many orgasms I was helpless to do anything but spread my legs and hope he would still submit to me after he knew the power he and his monster pole had over me. 

I lost count of the number of orgasms that washed over my body instead choosing to allow those feelings to dominate my brain, even at the risk of becoming permanently submissive. At that moment I truly understood why so many men and women gave in to me. It was wonderful to be taken on such a pleasure ride, rewarded for giving in with insane amounts of stimulus, driving me to submit even more. 

Once I got used to the feeling of no longer being in control, and came to grips with the fact that it was my son that was rocking my world, the intensity of the moment increased. Call it taboo, call it whatever you want, Mark was my baby boy and he had turned mommy into his cock loving whore. It was wonderful. 

Mark took my mind to a state of euphoria I will never forget and definitely got me rethinking the singular dominant lifestyle I had always enjoyed. 


EPISODE 13
Mark
 

I still had sex with Alyssa mostly out of obligation, because I really wanted to be with Mommy. But our relationship took a turn. It wasn’t enough for her to play the role of mommy, I already had that, with the hottest mommy on the planet, what I needed now was control. Alyssa did not disappoint. 

While I enjoyed the mommy-son role play with Alyssa, she was a more natural fit for the submissive role, in fact, she gave in to my dick like a submissive little plaything, ready and eager to do whatever I asked. 

I’m not proud of what I did to Alyssa but the thrill of domination took over and I needed to see just how much control I had. 

I started by fucking her deep, until she was coming all over my penis, and then I made her gobble my cock afterward. She slurped all of the juices off of my dick without missing a beat. She didn’t hesitate a bit and I wasn’t sure if she just really liked sucking dick or if it was a turn on for her as much as it was for me. 

I did the same with her ass, plunging deep, releasing my load, and then making her clean the mess. Alyssa was submissive to everything, which only made me want to find out just how far I could push her. 


EPISODE 14
Alyssa
 

The role play with Mark went from Mommy play, which I didn’t really like, into domination and submission, which I was learning was an immense erotic trigger for me. The more Mark took control the greater I felt. In fact, as long as he continued to service the needs of my body there were no limits to what I would do for him. 

Mark sensed it in the way I submitted to him and decided to put me to the test. He started with a couple of tame acts in the privacy of our bedroom but the real fun started when he took me to the kitchen. 

Mommy Claire’s House was always full. There were several adult babies like myself who stayed there off and on but it was the servants, the maids, the drivers, the cooking crew; that always made the place feel alive. They normally just went about their business tending to the needs of the house, but today they were going to be treated to a very special surprise. 

Mark took me into the kitchen and directed me to unbutton my shirt. It was a soft white linen and since I wasn’t wearing a bra, it instantly revealed my smaller bosoms and very pert nipples. The housemaids didn’t stir but the head chef as well as the dishwasher both stopped what they were doing to watch the scene. 

Mark slid up behind me, rubbed his hand across my belly, then slid a finger inside my waistband and into my moist and awaiting love nest. It took all of three seconds of him stimulating my button before I responded with my first orgasm. 

I tried to remain quiet but that wasn’t easy. He stimulated my button beyond the norm, teasing my lust, bringing me deliciously close to ecstasy and then holding me back, tormenting me with the most delicious pleasure imaginable. At first a few grunts and moans escaped my lips but soon everything and everyone around me blurred from view and I got lost, allowing myself to indulge in his pleasures of the flesh. The fact that I had an audience, and was submitting to his every whim in front of them, only added to the intensity of the moment. 

I heard a few “Oh my Gods” and “I nevers” from the women in the room but that didn’t stop their peeping eyes, and when Mark unbuttoned his shirt and exposed his ribbed abs and muscled chest those same women began to “ooh” and “ah” the same way the men had enjoyed my devolving into inequity. 

I might have felt self-conscious were it not for the wave after wave of orgasms that washed over my body. It was glorious and I didn’t care how addictive it would become. I was happy and eager to become his addicted little cum slut and I didn’t care who knew it. 

When Mark asked if he could take video of my actions I readily agreed. And when he presented me with paperwork to sign I could think of nothing else but submitting to this handsome stud, regardless of his request.

By the time we finished in the kitchen there was a puddle of my juices on the tile floor and my knees were so wobbly I couldn’t stand without assistance, but the most important thing was that Mark owned me and he knew there was no limit to what I would do to stay under his control. God did I need to be the recipient of his lust magic. 


EPISODE 15
Mark
 

Mommy Claire was amazed when I showed her the amateur porn video I made of Alyssa along with the waiver she signed allowing me to use that video any way I saw fit. 

“You know you can’t do anything with that, right?” Mommy Claire asked. 

“I know,” I laughed, “but you should have seen the look on her face when she realized I could turn her into a porn star and yet she still couldn’t say no. I love being your good little boy but it was exciting to see how powerful lust and orgasm control can be.” 


EPISODE 16
Mommy Claire
 

Mark was more accurate then he would ever know. I had made a life out of orgasm control and had used that power to dominate men and women alike. The chemicals that surge through the veins during sex are very powerful and for those that know how to control them they are a veritable cornucopia of lust that can bring even the strongest to their submissive knees. 

Listening to Mark retell his tale excited me and before long I began to take him down the very path he was describing. With each word he spoke I became more exploratory. First, my lips found the back of his knee, and then my hands roamed up the backs of his thighs, soon one finger was gently stimulating his anus while the fingers of my other hand wrapped around and stroked his cock. 

He enjoyed the ministrations at first, but then the waves of pleasure that were emanating from his nether region became so intense he struggled to keep his eyes open, his mouth no longer able to form words. 

No matter what Mark may have been capable of, I was still in control. 


EPISODE 17
Mark
 

As I told Mommy Claire about my escapades with Alyssa she welcomed me into her room and onto her bed. I expected to be diapered but Mommy Claire had a different idea, she wanted to take my body for a joy ride. 

With me on my stomach and my butt in the air, Mommy Claire traced small circles around my sphincter. Those circles became smaller and smaller until she narrowed down to my little puckered hole at which time she found her way inside of me.

My first thought was, “Oh my God!” but then she found a spot, just inside of me, that created an overwhelming sense of calm throughout my whole body.

“Do you like it when Mommy touches you there?” she cooed. 

I was pretty sure she already knew the answer. As it was I was unable to keep from moaning aloud, and my penis was dripping cum like a fountain. 

She continued to massage me like that, and even though she barely touched my cock, I never stopped dripping. It was delightful yet lacked the finality of a full on orgasm. It was like I was coming but my mind wasn’t satisfied. That’s when Mommy used the tip of her finger to gather my cum and coat her nipples with it. 

When she had me turn over on my back I couldn't take my eyes off of her bosoms. They were magnificent and the nipples glistened. When she presented her breast for me to I didn't care that my semen was all over them, I just wanted to please Mommy, so I suckled her into my mouth, licking the salty flavor from her skin.

“Mark,” Mommy Claire said, “I’m going to put you back in the diaper is that ok?”

“Yes please,” I responded. I liked being her good little boy, I was glad she was my mommy.

While Mommy Claire doused me with baby powder and rubbed it in I looked at her. Not just her wonderful breasts and beautiful smile, but I looked deep in her eyes and I realized how much I truly loved her, and how much she loved me too. We needed each other, to complete the missing piece, and I thought about how lucky I was to have found her. 

For no other reason than I meant it, I said, "I love you mommy.”

She looked in my eyes, gave me that warm and loving smile, tussled my hair and said, "I love you too little boy."


Beer Money Babies

Mommy Claire


The following novel is entirely a work of fiction.  Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead is entirely coincidental.

First published in 2018 by AQT Enterprises

Copyright © 2018.  All rights reserved.  No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise, without the prior permission of the publisher.


PROLOGUE

Mommy Claire

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

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


CHAPTER 1
Mommy Claire
 

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

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

“Oh yes,” she replied. 

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

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

Once again Kathy was quick to oblige. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ah,” she let out through pursed lips. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, oh, oh,” she cried. 

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

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

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

That was about to change. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 2
Kathy
 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And then she moved. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 3
Charlie
 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 4
Mommy Claire
 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“If you qualify.”

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

“What do I need to do to qualify?”

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

“Absolutely,” he replied. 

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

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

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

“Done,” he responded. 

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

“Done,” he responded. 

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

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

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

“No problem,” he replied. 

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

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

“How much do I get paid?” he asked. 

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 5
Charlie
 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

No problem. “Done,” I answered. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 6
Charlie 
 

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 6
Mommy Claire
 

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


CHAPTER 7
Charlie
 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 8
Mommy Claire
 

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

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

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


CHAPTER 9
Charlie
 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 10
Mommy Claire
 

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 11
Charlie
 

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

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

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

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

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

“What’s my name?” she asked. 

“Please Mommy,” I pleaded. 

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 12
Mommy Claire
 

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 13
Charlie
 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“How so?” 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I objected. “That’s not true.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Nothing could have been further from the truth. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 14
Kathy
 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 15
Charlie
 

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

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

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

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

“Anything,” I pleaded. 

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 16
Mommy Claire 
 

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

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


CHAPTER 17
Charlie
 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Right on cue she whispered in my ear. 

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 18
Mommy Claire 
 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 19
Charlie
 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 20
Ms. Beckwirth
 

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

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

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

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

It was time to test the veracity of the study. 

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


CHAPTER 21
Charlie
 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 22
Mommy Claire 
 

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

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

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

“Take this down,” I instructed. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“About that,” I offered. 

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

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

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


CHAPTER 23
Kathy
 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 24
Kathy
 

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’ll do anything,” I pleaded. 

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

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

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

Finally it hit me. 

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

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

And then she spoke. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

What happened next will stay with me forever. 

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

She caught me. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was wonderful.

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

I could have stayed there for eternity. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 25
Charlie
 

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

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

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

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

“Does that feel good?” Mommy cooed. 

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 26
Kathy
 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 27
Kathy
 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Love?” I questioned, “or sex?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

She lifted her blouse and showed me her breast. 

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 28
Charlie 
 

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

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

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

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