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SCENE 1

Mommy Claire

There are those in the world who know and understand the power and impact of adult baby diaper play. These enlightened individuals indulge the experience with great vigor, for their own pleasure and their own benefit.

There are others in our great society who have never even considered the value that age play can provide, that is, beyond the duration of their youths. These individuals have not fully evolved, at least not enough to appreciate the nuanced benefit that infantilism and power exchange can bring to their lives. They remain uninformed, their ignorance anything but bliss.

But alas, this story isn’t about either of the two above mentioned groups, this tale is about an individual who came upon age play via a different path, missing out on the promise and nurturing effects of regression while he was young, needing to be introduced to that integral stage of life at a much later point in his own personal journey.

That is when I first met Tim and that is also when I first felt the inexorable draw, that powerful force calling my name. It was then that I made the decision to answer the call, to insert myself into his life, and instill the change I wanted to see.

What can I say, it doesn’t happen to me very often but when it does the feeling takes hold like no other. It is pure adrenaline wrapped in a delicious candy shell and once it takes root, there’s only one way I know to pacify that all-consuming need.

Tim, the event manager at the textile arts fair, was the one who brought it on, who inserted those naughty notions into my overexcited brain. He did it by being an enigma, a lust filled question that my mind couldn’t answer, one that tempted every one of my sensibilities from the bottom of my soles to the tips of my highlights. As a result, he was also going to be my cure, the resolution to the insatiable need he so deftly instilled in my heart.

It was how it had to be. I didn’t make the rules, but in this case, I was looking forward to playing the game.

All of that probably sounds confusing without the proper context so sit back, get yourself comfy and allow me to explain, for the destination was fun but not near as much as the journey in getting there.


SCENE 2

Mommy Claire

A friend of mine was traveling to Santa Clara, California for a textile arts festival and she asked me to come along. For her it was business, selling the hand dyed fabrics that she created in her garage. For me, it was a chance to see something new and interesting, while giving my friend a helping hand.

Lara and I made our plans and met as arranged to embark on our trip. Everything was going swimmingly; the packing of her van, the drive across the desert to the wonders of the Silicon Valley, even the check-in at the convention center, where a couple of strapping young lads helped us with our things, unloading the supplies from her van to the booth where she would sell her wares.

It was a fun adventure, in a new and unique location, and I was happy to let curiosity be my guide.

The young porters who helped take all of Lara’s product and supplies from the van to her booth were fun to watch. I flirted with them along the way, making small talk about this and that, studying their form as they unloaded their carts. One of them might make for a nice diversion, I thought to myself, although I didn’t see anything that tempted me enough to make an outward move.

To be honest, being Lara’s assistant was fun, a role without any real responsibility. I could really enjoy myself, and it gave me plenty of time to wander the show and explore everything and everyone the event had to offer.

The booth set-up was complex and was going to take a while but that was fine with me. In fact, Lara was so set in her ways, in how she liked things done, she hardly asked me for any help at all. A few times she called on me when she needed an extra set of hands but otherwise it was easy peasy.

Like I said, all was going perfectly, right up until I saw the manager for the event, a guy that created all sorts of questions in my head. From the moment I first laid eyes on him he was a mystery, a puzzle to be solved.

At first glance, Tim didn’t make much of an impression but then I saw him walk and the way he strolled across the exhibit hall floor, a strut with an air confidence that belied his station in life, made me think he was cocky to the point of arrogance. That visual made me think twice about him, an interesting characteristic, a man whose outer appearance didn’t match what was inside.

There was something more there even if my initial impression didn’t pick it up. It was a quirky conundrum and it danced through my brain, completely changing my day. I needed to know more, an inherent need and I would not be denied. My project for the day was set, I would study this interesting man.

His name was Tim and my friend Lara let me know that he was the coordinator for the event, the man in charge. One look at him and it didn’t make sense; two and two didn’t add up to four if you know what I mean.

The moment my eyes took Tim in, my brain performed all sorts of calculations, putting him in all sorts of categories. Unfortunately, “in charge” never made the list. Unimpressive. Lacking. Unkempt. Those were the words that came to mind the moment my eyes drank him in.

I don’t mean to sound cruel, those are just the words that immediately came to thought, to describe the moment this so called, “man in charge” came into view. I couldn’t believe the vision before my eyes could equate to dominance and control and yet that is how my friend, Lara, described him. I might have lived the rest of my days uncertain how those things came to be but then I started to look closer, noticing things about him, little peculiar things that came to light as I really took him in.

Tim wasn’t what he first seemed. There was more there, an iceberg beneath the surface of what was readily available to see.

I pride myself on my ability to read people but this guy had me fooled, leading me to believe something that wasn’t true. At first glance, his presentation told a different tale, one that could be interpreted in more than one way. Once I realized that, once I was able to see past that initial facade, I started to take in the real him. There really was more beneath the surface, something different. It was evident in the way he walked; a bundle of nervous energy mixed with a confident strut. That walk belied the slovenly and unkempt vision that was presented in every other detail of his appearance. He was driven, by an invisible force, an undying sense of purpose, and he held a gleam in his eye that presented the notion that he was working towards a greater goal.

Regardless of what it was, now that I started to take it all in, it altered my perceptions of this unique and interesting man. There was something about him, something drawing me near, even if I couldn’t put my finger on exactly what it was.

Tim wasn’t particularly tall, standing below six feet and his body could only be described as ordinary, not over weight but no specific muscle definition to speak of. His hair was probably blonde when he was younger but now, in his thirties, had darkened to an ash brown and he had a crooked smile, undoubtedly the result of countless hours sucking his thumb as a youth. Like I said, he was ordinary to a fault but the list didn’t stop there. His fashion sense, if you could even call it that, was Wal-Mart mixed with Sears and his dime store haircut and nail bitten fingers rounded out an image that spelled utter weakness if not despair. Visually, he was a mess but despite all of those less than flattering physical attributes, he still held an air of confidence, one that told a different tale.

If I needed any confirmation, there was a line of exhibitors right by his side, waiting for his counsel, ready to prove my point.

Despite Tim’s unkempt appearance, a collection of people lined up to seek his advice, and the way he interacted with each and every person in that line was enough to permanently change my point of view.

He was fluid and smooth, presenting a charm I never could have expected in a million years. Once I witnessed that exchange, Tim’s strength and power became evident and clear, quickly rising to the surface for anyone to see.

When people approached, there was nothing but deference to Tim and his character. Above all else, people respected him, the kind of respect that was earned not through fancy outfits and a flashy smile but over years of dedication, service and hard work, the kind of respect that supersedes physical appearance and appeal.

To me, it was a conundrum. In a world where looks truly are king, this man found success against all odds. It was an outlier for which I needed to know more.

At first, I watched from a distance, taking in every action and detail. To be honest, I actually studied him, a wild beast in his natural habitat. Tim engaged with each and every individual around him as if they were the most important person in the world. One by one, he gave them the attention they desired. They were mostly women, the people at the textile arts fair going to him for help, and I wondered if that had anything to do with his rousing success.

To each within the throng he provided undivided attention, listening to their concerns, and each of the ladies patiently waited her turn, desperate to be the next in line. At one point, I thought perhaps he might be extremely well endowed, the vision of excitement causing the women’s imaginations to run wild, but while he had a nice bulge down below, it was hardly the cause of their frenzy.

I know, I know, my mind always leads towards sex but I was looking for any logical explanation to the unnatural wonder that was taking place before my eyes and to me sexual attraction of some kind was the only thing that made sense. What other reason could there be? There simply wasn’t any defining characteristic or trait that would explain why women flocked to him the way they did.

Moving closer, I managed to take in even more detail, the depth and scope of the conversations. The discussions were all about work, about logistics for the show, required aisle widths, fire code permissions and the sort. In each case, the man offered his answers with a simple smile, often jotting notes on a tiny, folded piece of paper.

I have to admit, despite his less than pleasant visual appearance, he was very good at what he did, and also in the way he interacted with the ladies. Once he had met with everyone around, Tim pulled a radio from his pocket and began barking orders into the device, reading from the same folded paper he was writing on just moments before. For all of his slovenly and unkempt appearance, he paid strict attention to the details, making him very good at his job. Suddenly, I had a new explanation for the phenomena that was taking place on the convention show floor and those notions created even more fabulous ideas in my head.

As it would turn out for Tim, a little devil got inside of me at the same time as that revelation, one that said this guy was only scratching the surface of his potential and with a little bit of help and guidance from a strong and dominant mommy like me, together we could achieve so much more.


SCENE 3

Tim

What can I say, all of my life I always felt like I was being pushed, prodded out of my comfort zone and onto the next big thing. I never felt ready for any of it, never felt comfortable moving on, always felt like the world was pushing me forward when all I really wanted to do was stop and settle in.

It started at a very young age, before I can even remember. Weened very early, diaper trained in record time, beginning kindergarten younger than any other child in my grade. By the time I was old enough to truly understand what was going on, everyone was making such a big fuss, fawning over my achievements, telling me how special I was not to be tethered to the immaturity of youth. It didn’t just reinforce my journey, it accelerated it, placing me on a fast track out of childhood, directly into adulthood and the responsible world.

I went along, as if I had any choice or knew any better, but really my path was predetermined, laid out by others who knew better than I.

Looking back, I get it. I was the youngest of seven and my mother was ready to move things along. Me going off to school put the wheels into motion, the entire brood at one stage of the educational journey or another. I was the last but combined we spanned the entire spectrum, from kindergarten to college, covering many grades in between.

As it turned out, I would end up doing everything earlier than my siblings and my peers, an accelerated time frame that was “easier” for children with elder brothers and sisters. After all, we got to watch the others, and we trained as they lived. That was the logic back then, the thinking as it were. If I look back, I’m not even sure when it all began, that feeling of always being pushed forward, never given time to savor where I was in the moment.

The youngest to graduate high school, going off to college before the age of seventeen, launching out into the world when all I really wanted to do was pump the brakes and slow down the passage of time.

It wasn’t like I was a genius or anything. I wasn’t the next great brain surgeon or destined to save the world. Instead, I raced through childhood all so I could attain the responsibilities of adulthood at an earlier age.

What can I say, it’s the life I led, the one that made me the man I was, but it was also what made me absolutely defenseless when a dominant woman made her move on me at a conference for the textile arts, tempting me into her world by the parts of life I had missed out on but still wanted and needed to see.


SCENE 4

Mommy Claire

He was a curiosity so I decided to move in, to get a closer look. I made up some phantom problem, to see what he would do.

“Excuse me, Tim!” I called.

I made sure it was a time when he was alone, no one nearby to hear or see.

He turned in response, to see who had called his name and the moment he saw me I knew by the look in his eyes that we were going to have a good time.

First off, I was wearing a pair of jeans that absolutely hugged my body, every delicious curve but it was my t-shirt and the way my breasts stretched the thin cotton that really caught his eye.

“Yes?” he asked.

Despite the temptation to look at my breasts, his eyes met mine, a very gentlemanly act. He had very blue eyes, a deep blue, and the moment I looked into them I was taken aback.

“Oh, my!” I said.

“Is everything ok?” he asked.

All at once, I felt lightheaded. His eyes were absolutely beautiful, stunning, and his voice felt soothing in my ear. What was happening with me? For a moment, I felt like I might faint. I wobbled for just a moment and he moved forward, holding my arm, giving me support.

It was a moment unlike any before and the instant I collected myself, I knew what I needed to do. Without delay, I gazed into those baby blues of his and said what needed to be said.

“I want to give you the greatest sexual experience of your life,” I offered, “Will you let me do that for you?”


SCENE 5

Tim

Life on the trade show circuit is crazy to say the least. For forty weeks out of the year I am on the road, traveling from city to city, tearing down one event, getting ready to set up another. Fortunately, there’s a lot of people that live the same life, traveling the same path, and over time we have become a pseudo family, not nearly as tight as blood relations, but looking out for each other all the same.

That is how I felt about the exhibitors who traveled to our shows. They were family to me and I looked out for them. Because the events were in the field of textile arts that meant there were a lot of women in that mix and I know that can create images in people’s heads but I remained a gentleman the whole time, looking out for them just like I would my own mother or sisters.

Admittedly, the fact that everyone on the circuit was two decades my senior probably had a lot to do with me keeping things platonic, a notion truly challenged when I was approached at my most recent event by a woman I had never seen before.

Claire wasn’t like your usual exhibitor. She may have been in the same age range as many of the women but that is where any similarities ended. You see, in the world of textile arts you had the artsy type, the women who liked to express themselves through fabric and then you had the conservative country type, the kind that liked to cuddle beneath a comfy hand sewn blanket, one made with love and care. But Claire was neither of those types and what she brought to the table was a whole new sort of meal indeed.

Claire presented the image of sex and once that was inside my head it was impossible to let it go.

It wasn’t just the way she introduced herself, focused specifically on sex, but everything about her had my mind opening up. Her body was amazing, accentuated by an outfit I had never seen among the exhibitors before. Skin tight jeans that hugged very dangerous curves and a t-shirt that stretched with the shape of her breasts, leaving no doubt that her bosoms would heave if given the chance.

To say I was speechless would be an understatement. My jaw literally hit the floor when I saw her and then, when she spoke to me, I couldn’t believe what I heard.

She smiled as she said, “I want to give you the greatest sexual experience of your life. Will you let me do that for you?”

I wish I could tell you that I graciously accepted her offer, or that I remained confident and strong, but neither would be true. I babbled, I laughed, I may have even drooled, but most of all I let her know, in no uncertain terms, that whatever she asked I would do.


SCENE 6

Mommy Claire

I had Tim give me his hotel room number, his key and the time he would be back and he did it all without even a question. A part of me began to wonder if he had any sexual experience at all but I didn’t want to get ahead of myself, some things are too much to wish for.

It made for a very nice interaction however the same level of willingness and compliance was not to be found when I returned to the trade show floor. Lara was there in her booth, talking with a couple of her exhibitor friends, and all of them looked very concerned. The moment I entered the booth, I knew they were talking about me.

Lara turned from her friends to ask me a direct and pointed question.

“Are you seducing Tim, the event manager?” she asked.

Wham!

She wasn’t holding anything back.

I didn’t see any point in lying, he wasn’t married, he was fair game as far as I was concerned.

“He’s one of the few guys here,” I replied, as if that alone should be enough to answer her question. “A hunter needs to hunt,” I added.

“I know,” Lara replied, “it’s just that all the ladies on the circuit, we all have a crush on him and we’ve all kind of agreed that he’s hands off.”

I looked around the group. There was my friend Lara; her friend Terry, a bleach bottle blonde full of spitfire but lacking when it came to sexual appeal; Rita, a woman with a very pretty face but a body that had missed more than one workout at the gym and Hirono, who was admittedly a very attractive Hawaiian woman but so shy so as never be a real threat when it came to seducing a man.

Together, their combined traits might have been able to make a move on a guy like Tim but alone not a single one of them would have had the courage to act. I felt compelled to fill them in on the news.

“Listen,” I said. “I look at all of you and all of you are very beautiful women but none of you has what it takes to seduce a guy like Tim. None of you would ever make the first move, so what difference does it make if I have a little fun?”

I looked around at the group and while none of them was ready to agree, not one of them could dispute my assertions.

It was then that I decided to press them on the situation. “Are you saying each of you would turn him down if he made the first move?”

I looked around the group once again, into each of the ladies’ eyes, and every single one of them agreed with what I had to say. Each and every one of them would succumb to his advance, if he made the first move, but initiating the action wasn’t their forte. I decided to give them something, a little bit of assurance to soothe their anxieties.

“Look at it like this,” I said. “I don’t come to these shows often so this is a one-time deal for me. Tim gets to have a little fun and I promise when I’m done with him, I’ll leave him yearning for the attention of an older woman. How does that sound?”

For the first time, the tone within the group changed. Eyebrows raised and more than one brain began to contemplate the possibilities.

“Yearning?” more than one of the women asked.

“Trust me,” I replied with a smile. “By the time I’m done with him, that little boy is going to be so absolutely desperate, he’ll be begging for an older woman, or maybe more than one woman, to take care of his needs.”


SCENE 7

Tim

The woman I met at the show, Claire, was unlike any woman I had ever met before. When she insisted that I give her my key, letting her know exactly what room I was in and when I would be back, I gave her the information without a second’s pause. It was stupid sharing that much information with someone I had only just met but there was something about her, so assertive, so in control.

It felt right going along.

Those feelings stayed with me, through every task and job, right up until I was approaching my hotel room door at the end of the day, unsure what I was going to find on the other side. Claire had offered me the greatest sexual experience of my life and while I hoped that was true, I can’t deny I had my doubts.

What if it was a scam, some stupid trick? What if she seduced me so she could take all of my stuff? Would I be able to survive the embarrassment of being played the fool?

The moment I put my key against the lock and heard the mechanism click inside I shivered. The moment of truth was upon me. When I pushed inward, opening the door wide, my expectations soared, and then my eyes took in the view and reality took hold.


SCENE 8

Mommy Claire

At the end of the day, when Tim walked through the door into his hotel room, I was right there to greet him the best way I knew how; in a thin cotton nightshirt that clung to my curves like a baby to his bottle. The visual left nothing to the imagination, exactly how I wanted it.

As expected, Tim gasped at the sight, an erection formed in his pants and a host of exciting thoughts surged through his brain, making him a very excited guy and very receptive to my next words.

That’s when I set the expectations for our evening.

“Be a good little boy and come over to mommy,” I said. “You’ve had a long day and now it’s time for mommy to take care of her submissive little boy.”

With a few choice words I set the tone for our encounter but the real transition would come next, once I had him out of his clothes, separating this man’s mind and body from the little boy inside.


SCENE 9

Tim

The moment I walked through the door into my hotel room, Claire called me a little boy and referred to herself as mommy. You may think that was strange but I have to admit, it was super-hot. The idea that she wanted to mommy me was sexy as hell and even though my mind had been fixated on sex, I was more than happy to see where this might lead.

That notion stayed with me right up until I got a close-up view of how she was dressed. Claire’s nightgown was so thin, so see-through, I could literally take in every voluptuous dimple and curve of her amazing body through the fabric. The moment I saw that vision of delight, I forgot about everything else, focused solely on the incredibly sexy woman on my hotel room bed.

Claire was a goddess and she was offering herself up to me, every glorious inch.

I approached the bed but I have to admit, I was nervous as hell, unsure of my next move. As crazy as this is going to sound; I was relieved when she started with the orders, telling me what to do.

“Come over and sit at the edge of the bed,” she instructed, “let mommy have a good look at her good little boy.”

There it was again, her reference to her as mommy and me as little boy, only when I looked at her and our eyes met, something happened, my mind started to believe.

I know it can’t be that simple yet in that moment, late at night, alone in my hotel room, I didn’t want to fight it. One moment led to two, until I found my mouth saying the words.

“Yes, mommy,” I said as I reached the edge of the bed.

The words themselves might have had some kind of impact on my brain but it was the smile on Claire’s face and the way she welcomed me in, that was what let me know I wanted to go on. In one swift motion she gathered me close, hugging me in her arms, pulling me in tight. The softness of her bosoms comforted me and I could feel the firmness of her nipples poking through the thin fabric of her night shirt.

It was highly erotic and just as I was trying to decide what I should do next; she offered the most amazing thing.

“I see the way you’re eying mommy’s boobies,” she said, “would mommy’s little boy like to suckle at the teat?”

I couldn’t believe that such an offer could possibly be made and yet it was real and the moment I nodded my consent, she opened a flap on her shirt, revealing the most incredibly succulent bosom.

The act of shifting one’s body into a horizontal state, placing your head in another person’s lap, it affects you, at a place deep inside, in a way that’s hard to explain, but accepting a woman’s bosom against your face, feeling the firmness of her nipple as it traces along your jaw, on its way to your mouth, is a transcendent experience, one I will never forget as long as I live.

I’m not sure how long mommy tempted me, comforting me with the softness of her under bosom before teasing me with the lure of her nipple, but I was fully aware the moment she finally allowed me to gather her in, and the connection I felt as I suckled her deep to the back of my throat.

“Ah!!!” she let out, enjoying the connection almost as much as I did.

This may sound odd but I suckled, like a little boy, and the more I did the better it felt.

I wasn’t sure how she would respond but my body surged on auto pilot with the exchange, and before I knew it, I was sucking away, drawing her flesh deep to the back of my throat. At first, I feared my aggressiveness might be too much, right up until she let out an exhaustive sigh.

“That’s it,” she groaned as she laid back, allowing me to have my way.

The more I suckled the deeper she groaned and if I didn’t know any better, she liked the experience, every bit if not more than I did. It was intimate and erotic and I couldn’t believe it was happening to me.


SCENE 10

Mommy Claire

When Tim came into the room and surveyed my body, I could tell by the bulge in his pants that he liked my outfit but more importantly, I could tell by the look in his eyes that he had no idea what to do. He was like a deer in headlights, helpless to whatever I might choose. It was a level of inexperience I was hoping for when I first extended my offer and it excited me more than you can possibly imagine knowing it was really true.

He was a noobie, uneducated in the world of erotic thought and experience, and with this meeting I would have an opportunity to guide his journey, to dictate every move. That notion was absolutely titillating, exciting me more than any words could possibly describe.

I intended to take it slow, savoring every moment and in the process train him to be a proper and obedient little boy, exactly as nature intended.

It’s my thing, dominating the male of the species, rendering them submissive to my touch, and Tim represented a unicorn in that world, the guy who wasn’t already demanding about sex.


SCENE 11

Tim

There was no milk coming from her bosom but I swear I felt like I was nursing at Mommy Claire’s breast. Her nipple slid between my lips effortlessly, deep to the back of my throat, while the softness of her flesh, comforted me from cheek to chin. The connection was so intimate and real, I never wanted it to end.

It was absolutely blissful but as good as it felt to suckle at her teat, things got even better when she proceeded to undo the buckle on my belt, sliding her hand inside the waistband of my boxers.

“Let’s see what mommy’s little boy has down here,” Claire said in the sweetest singsong tune.

Her fingers grazed against the front of my shaft and the fireworks ensued. It was a bolt of lightning that seized my entire body at the spine, sending a jolt from my balls to my brain.

No woman had ever touched me there before and my entire body jumped at the initial contact. It took me off guard while also feeling amazing. Fortunately, she didn’t stop at just one touch, her fingers continued to explore my loins and what started as a tingle quickly transformed into so much more. A surge of adrenaline raced up my spine sweeping through my brain in a whoosh, seizing every muscle along the way.

My lungs heaved, a desperate gasp for breath, but that was just the initial response. The moment Claire’s fingers settled into a repetitive stroke, from the base of my shaft to the rim of my head, my breathing went erratic. I began to hyperventilate, reducing the oxygen to my brain, making my head feel light.

She was skilled, and those skills literally took my breath away.

In just a few moments, the shape of my world began to change.

The way Claire’s fingers rubbed and caressed raised my excitement to an all new high and I offered no resistance as she assumed even more control over me and my lust. It was overwhelming, in the most incredible way, and I couldn’t believe how good it felt or how quickly the excitement escalated, taking over every waking thought in my feeble overworked brain.

All of it was so intense, before I knew it, the smallest of tingles began to form in my loins, first evolving into spasms before finally morphing into full-on throbs. They came out of nowhere but they were powerful, surging through my body on a mission, flooding my cerebral cortex while overwhelming my mind.

I was losing control but I had never felt better in my entire life.

“Ungh!” I gasped around Mommy Claire’s breast, the softness of her flesh filling my mouth even as my lungs exhaled.

It was a lot to process, the intense physical pleasure my body and my brain were experiencing, and it happened in such a short period of time. A part of me wanted to slow things down, to savor each and every moment but that was not meant to be. Everything happened so quickly, the way the feelings escalated. One moment, I was enjoying her heavenly rubs and the next thing I knew, it all became too much. The touches that caused my excitement to pique kept right on going, several steps too far, pushing me over the edge.

“Uh, uh, uh,” I gasped, breaking away from Mommy Claire’s nipple but unable to escape the softness of the bosom that was still pressed against my face.

It was overwhelming in the most incredible way and the combination of all those things caused my excitement to rise up and burst on through. I couldn’t stop the bubbling lurch in my loins, nor did I have any command over the relentless spasms that shook inside my balls, taking my breath away and causing me to lose all sense of discipline and self-control.

“Ungh!”

A powerful force surged within, overwhelming all conscious thoughts.

My body buckled, curling into Mommy Claire’s embrace, wrapping around her body as it released a guttural groan, emitting an involuntary grunt that emanated from somewhere deep within. It was a sign of what was to come, the inevitable end and to say I was helpless would be an understatement.

My clothes were still on and I quickly realized why that was going to be a problem but at that late stage there was simply nothing I could do. I had no choice but to indulge the bliss and accept my fate.

In an instant, the excitement spiked. My hips bucked, my body stiffened and a surge of lust exploded from within, spilling out of me and filling the gusset of my boxers with a gallon of warm sticky seed. It all happened so quickly, before I had a chance to even collect my thoughts.

“Ungh!” my body let out.

The excitement, the build-up, the release, it was all dictated by her, this woman I had only just met, this woman who wanted to be called Mommy, the woman I knew as Claire. She overwhelmed me with her sex and while I was still confused by the implications of the sticky mess inside my clothes, I was eternally grateful for the attention I had received. No one had ever touched me like that before and I was grateful if also a little confused.

“Thank you,” I gushed as soon as I was able to regain my breath.

Before Claire could respond, the splooge began to seep through my clothes, revealing a very large stain.

She was quick to point it out.

“Did mommy’s little boy make a mess?” she asked with a smile. “Next time mommy will have to put you in a diaper.”

At the time, I considered it an offhand comment, perhaps to lighten the mood, but as I would find out in the coming days, it would prove to be prophetic, foreshadowing my future world.

We cuddled together, Mommy Claire and I, her satisfied with my suckling, me content with my spent orgasm, the sticky seed still soiling my boxers. It was a moment of calm after an intense stretch of fun, giving me some much needed time to think.

If we continued in these games of fun, with her assuming more and more control, things would surely advance. She didn’t seem the type to be happy with the status quo. And if that was the case, she really was going to put me in a diaper, or perform some other emasculating act, all in an attempt to assert her dominance and control. It was a lot to take in and process and while I wasn’t sure how I truly felt about the full ramifications of that life, I definitely wasn’t running away.


SCENE 12

Mommy Claire

Whenever I set out to seduce someone new, I adapt my tactics based on the guy; his needs as well as the situation. With most men, the standard routine would be to control his lust, holding his orgasm hostage until he is ready to comply with each and every one of my demands. That is the usual, when dealing with a guy familiar with sex, but Tim did not fit that description. Tim required a different approach.

Tim was a very intriguing case. He was highly inexperienced when it came to sex, necessitating a different path. I could tell right away, based on his reaction to my touch, that he would never be able to last. His excitement was too far gone, horny beyond belief, a desperate little boy ready to submit to my touch.

The moment he suckled at my teat I knew just where his head was at, his indulgent need, and when I forced him to make a sodden mess inside his boxers, he offered no resistance whatsoever, soiling himself without a second thought.

They were highly regressive acts, ones that spoke volumes about Tim and his true needs. He wasn’t just inexperienced with sex, he also didn’t want to be in control and now that I knew that about him, an idea came to mind, one that would work very well for not only my needs but for those of Lara and her friends as well.


SCENE 13

Mommy Claire

“What do you mean, we can all have a turn?” Terry, Lara’s bleach blonde friend asked. She was really leaning in, with her hands on her hips, ready to mix it up.

Of all of Lara’s friends, Terry was definitely the most brazen and forthright. If she had the attributes of the others, the body, the looks, she never would have needed my help in seducing Tim. In fact, if she knew the power she already possessed, her sexuality a force of nature, she already could have, but so few women truly understand that internal strength. Most women get caught up in the image they see in the mirror, or more specifically, the first negative thing they can find in their own reflections. They are oblivious to the many fine attributes that effectively lure men, making seduction much easier than they ever realized.

That’s why I have had such great success. Sure, I have the lure to bait the hook, but when it comes right down to it, men want to think about sex and the woman who welcomes that train of thought, is more than half way to seducing his weak and horny mind.

I decided it was time to fill the ladies in on the latest news and exactly what I had in mind.

“Last night, I took control of Tim,” I explained, “and he was very receptive, he wants to play some more.”

An excited murmur filled the group.

“You do mean with us, right?” Terry pressed.

“With whoever I say,” I confirmed.

I gathered the members of the group in close, to share the specifics, proceeding to explain just what I meant. It was quite an educational discussion but each of the ladies needed to know the details of my plan if it was going to work. Every last one of them gobbled up every last word, although I have to admit, some were more prepared to proceed than others.


SCENE 14

Tim

After the night I had with Claire, I was super excited when she found me on the show floor the next morning and said she wanted to get together again, at the end of the day.

“What time will mommy’s little boy get back to his room?” she asked, continuing with the mommy games she had started the night before.

The truth was, the mommy play was kind of odd when she first introduced it and yet it also turned me on, causing my penis to tingle and twinge every time she came near. Obviously, my mind obsessed, unable to think of anything else, but it was the way she knew my every move, that was what had me twisted inside my head.

Every time Claire passed me during the day, she made a point of catching my eye, causing my excitement to pique. The truth was, my sexual experience in life was very limited, so I was happy for the attention, but when I really thought about it, there was more that I liked about my time with Claire and what I hoped would happen next.

If I’m being totally honest, in addition to my orgasm, the nursing and mommy play were great too. All of those memories put a bounce to my step, all day long as I managed things at the event. By the time my work was done for the day and I was strolling back to my hotel room, I couldn’t contain my excitement anymore.

I couldn’t believe how lucky I felt.

For more than a moment I raced through all of the possibilities, everything that could go down. When I swung the door to my hotel room wide Mommy Claire was right there to welcome me in, leading me to her bed where she had me lay on my back, her hands rubbing my bulge over my pants, playing a very familiar tune.

“Ungh!” I let out.

My body released a feckless groan but my mind was too caught up in the excitement to stop it. The response came out of nowhere, the moment her hands began to really rub and squeeze. In no time at all, she had me feeling really good and I allowed the stimulus to flow.

God, how great it felt being touched like that. I readily gave in, happy to turn over all control to Claire and her dominant mommy ways. I laid back, enjoying myself, indulging the feel of her fingers as they slid over every inch of my hardened rod. She really was skilled, granting me a magnificent level of bliss and when she combined that experience by whispering ever so softly into my ear, she introduced a notion that would be forever ingrained in my head.

“Be a good little boy and give in to mommy,” Claire said, “it will be so much easier if you do.”

Like I said, I really enjoyed the groove, and when she spoke those words, her fingers never stopped their rub, keeping my excitement at pique. If anything, she may have even accelerated things, at least my breathing definitely picked up pace the instant I felt her hot breath in my ear. Nearer and nearer I gained, closer to the point of excited hyperventilation, and my muscles joined in, grinding in time with her delicious strokes.

That’s when she added to the moment, shifting her body in line with mine, bringing us face to face. Once we were there, she gazed into my eyes and my hips settled into a gentle groove, one that was in perfect time with her strokes. She repeated her words, slipping those thoughts into my highly receptive brain, causing the most peculiar response in my loins.

“Give in,” she cooed, “submit to mommy.”

For more than a moment I thought I was in heaven, the bliss too much to be believed. I might have been convinced to stay that way forever but then she pushed things even further.

“Now, be a good little boy and let mommy have full control,” she said.

In that instant, her words confused me. Firstly, because I was completely passive, offering no resistance whatsoever but even more so because the whole time that she said them she kept rubbing my dick, playing with my lust, giving me the most insane level of pleasure. Despite the fact that I wasn’t looking to be a small boy to her dominant mum, resistance was the furthest thing from my mind. If anything, the way she acted made me want to submit even more, as if that was even possible.

That is exactly how I felt right up until the darnedest thing took place. In the midst of my decadent indulgence, my unbridled lust, the bathroom door opened, bringing someone new into the equation.

In all of the events with Mommy Claire I had no idea the real exchange of power that was taking place, that is until one of the exhibitors from my show, Rita, emerged from the bathroom and approached. Despite the surge of fear that inundated my brain, my body was helpless to do anything more than grunt and groan.

“Ungh!” I let out, unable to form anything more than a feckless wiggle and moan, my hips grinding in time with her strokes.

What the hell was going on? I knew Claire was taking control of me but I had no idea I would be so weak, and when she pressed her advantage even more, I was helpless to the request.

“It’s time to play the mommy game,” she informed me, “do you know mommy Rita?”

At that moment, the realization hit. Claire was bringing Rita in on our mommy domme games and the way I felt, pulsing and glowing with the most insane stimulus, I was helpless to stop her.

My body literally bloomed in ecstasy, rising up to meet every blissful stroke from Mommy Claire’s talented hands. I didn’t even realize the yearn that had taken root in my mind, that is until she verbalized the moment by putting my predicament into words.

“You’ve liked this so far and I know you want more,” she cooed, “give in to mommy Rita and together we’ll take care of all of your little boy needs.”

It was then that I first felt the tug at my loins. I’m not referring to Mommy Claire’s gentle up and down glide on my excited shaft but instead the primal urge that existed deep inside of me. It held within it a desperate desire, one that wanted to surge from my body, seeking the light of day. The draw of that feeling was extremely powerful and I couldn’t deny it, no matter how hard I tried.

As luck would have it, neither Claire nor Rita was looking to deny it either. Each of them ready to help me push things even further.

“You like giving up control,” Claire offered, “and Rita is a very loving mommy. Trust me, you want a mommy that’s loving. If you haven’t learned that yet, you will soon.”

Mommy Claire had a little glimmer in her eye as she said those words and if I were smart, I would have heeded her advice, but something happened inside of me, a natural resistance to the situation, and once that feeling reared his head, there was nothing I could do.

Rita was one of the exhibitors from my show, a group that counted on me to be in charge. I may have liked submitting to Claire in private but for Rita I needed to remain strong. As much as my penis and my balls loved what Mommy Claire was doing and wanted more, my manliness inside wouldn’t allow me to be controlled in front of Rita and for one completely foolish moment, I answered that call.

“No!” I exclaimed. “I am the man!”

It was a proclamation, one I felt I needed to make, to keep the balance of power in my life and for the briefest of moments I felt it at my core.

That’s when I chanced a look in Mommy Claire’s direction, to gauge her response. The look on her face wasn’t at all what I expected. If I thought she would be angry or upset at my insolence I was mistaken. She actually smiled, and then she licked her lips before continuing to stroke away.

“I’m going to keep playing,” she replied, “teasing and making you feel real good, and Rita is going to nurse you, and when you’re ready, you know what you need to do.”

The way she spoke over me, like I hadn’t even said anything, like I hadn’t voiced my objection, was absolutely emasculating and yet what followed from that point on could only be described as delicious torment.

Mommy Claire’s hands relentlessly stimulated my excitement while Rita first gazed into my eyes before gently tracing her bare bosom against my cheek, tracking her nipple across my skin and toward my lips.

I could tell you that I remained strong but something happened inside my brain as I connected with that heavenly feel and before I knew it, I was suckling her in, unable to resist the draw. It was happening, I was giving in to Rita too, and there was nothing I could do.


SCENE 15

Mommy Claire

It was the moment of transition, when I needed to take Tim’s submission and convert it to Rita. It’s a much more delicate task than one might think, especially with two people who have known each other for some time. There was history there, history that needed to be overcome, preconceived notions that needed to be replaced with something new.

At the core of their relationship, Tim held a position of authority over Rita, a position of command. That would make the transition harder but it would also make the end result more satisfying for all involved.

There’s something very magical about the exchange of power and while I’m sure Rita could have enjoyed being ravaged and controlled by a guy she crushed on, the experience was going to be much more intense and impactful for them both, especially once she dominated someone she previously viewed as an alpha.


SCENE 16

Tim

The moment mine and Rita’s eyes connected something clicked. It was a shared recognition of the moment, a subtle tug, one we both felt deep inside. We knew each other, for a long time, but this was a different kind of connection and we both knew it would forever change our bond.

When the flesh of Rita’s bosom came in contact with my cheek that feeling escalated, bringing an electric energy to our touch and when her nipple found my lips and I suckled her in, there was no doubt our relationship had entered completely new territory.

“Ungh!” I grunted as my manliness slipped away, replaced by a desire to submit to Rita every bit as much as I already submitted to Mommy Claire.

In the moment, it was a revelation that was simultaneously euphoric while also difficult to take. Never again would I be able to look at Rita the same, a statement fully insured when Mommy Claire ramped up her efforts down below, pushing me towards a very uncomfortable end.

I didn’t want to make a sticky mess, not in front of Rita, not with someone I knew. It was demoralizing and I couldn’t allow it to happen. That is exactly what I thought until Mommy Claire showed me the truth.

The way she teased my sex completely drained me of all of my strength but not enough to satisfy the lust filled needs coursing through my blood, and she knew exactly what to do with that bubbling source of energy.

It only took a few minutes of her controlling rubs and I was completely out of my mind.

“Please!” I moaned.

As much as my mind didn’t want to be emasculated in front of Rita, my body could take no more. I needed to cum. Unfortunately, Mommy Claire had no intention of making it easy.

“Uh, uh,” Mommy Claire said with a giggle. “You’re not getting off that easy. We want to hear you say it.”

Of course, I didn’t want to say it out loud, but the way I felt completely consumed all other thoughts until I found myself going along.

“Please, please, I submit,” I whined.

Unfortunately, that wasn’t good enough for Mommy Claire.

“Who’s ready to be mommy Rita’s submissive little boy?” she asked.

Now, they were just words, words I had spoken the night before with Mommy Claire, but they were different with Rita there, and what they meant with someone I would need to see over and over again, was the exact reason I couldn’t comply.

That is exactly how I felt until Mommy Claire tickled a little bit more and Rita began to whisper in my ear while running her fingers through my hair.

“Be a good little boy and give in,” Rita cooed in my ear, her voice soft and gentle, “that way we can play the mommy game every time we see each other, at every show.”

Obviously, she wanted to hear me say it and I can readily admit that the idea of having Rita to mother me at every event was quickly gaining appeal. It happened rather spur of the moment but I caved, ready to get past the relentless tease.

“Please can I be your submissive little boy?” I asked.

I gazed into Rita’s eyes as I said it, fully ready to grant her the same level of control that I had given to Mommy Claire. To be honest, I thought my words expressed the basic truth, that I had given in and granted the request, however my submission must not have been good enough, for Mommy Claire wasn’t impressed. She actually slowed down her rub, allowing me to catch my breath long enough for me to concentrate as she let me know where I went wrong.

“No,” Mommy Claire replied. “Our little boys must first be broken. We don’t want you thinking for yourself. You must accept that mommy is in charge.”

I heard what she was saying but did guys really do that? I couldn’t imagine but then she started with the tickling tease once again, only now the urges grew even stronger than before.

As much as I couldn’t imagine complete and total submission as a little boy, the way my body felt I needed relief in the worst possible way and whether it was to Rita or to Claire, I was ready to give in.

My body wiggled, my body squirmed, a vibration that started at the spine surged in every direction, overwhelming every muscle on the way.

“Please!” I moaned, helplessly. “I’ll be your little boy.”

“Ah!” Mommy Claire responded. “That was better but not quite there. We believe you want to submit but you haven’t convinced us you want to give up your power and be a good little boy permanently.”

She said those words but I’m not sure what else she had in mind. Was there anything left for me to give? Before I could answer that question, my entire body heaved with another rush, jerking uncontrollably. There was something about her mental game play, the way she refused my plea. It affected me deep inside.

The spasm that followed was both highly stimulating while also providing a level of frustration. It consumed me from head to toe and made my insides shudder, which was awesome, but it also left me helpless, my body’s urges left completely vulnerable. For the first time, I started to sense that there was more going on with Mommy Claire and her games of control. My body had needs and as much as my brain might look at things differently later, in the moment, there was only one thing that mattered.

My pleas started and they were sincere, but the longer she held out, ignoring me, the weaker I felt, until all I really wanted was to no longer think for myself, turning over all decisions to her.

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

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

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

“Please, I’ll do anything?”

“Please? Please, mommy?”

“Mommy please?”

There must have been something special about my latest plea because it finally elicited a response, and the feedback I received completely blew my mind.

I can’t explain what happened in my head when Mommy Claire increased her pace while Mommy Rita brushed her bare nipple against my cheek but I know that when my lips latched on to that beautiful nub one more time and suckled it deep into the back of my throat, that I wanted to be a good little boy, a need I felt it at my very core.

“That’s it,” they cooed simultaneously.

In that instant, I found my bliss.

My mind and lips were at one with mommy Rita and my orgasm erupted, hips jerking, penis spasming, lust filling my boxers with a gallon of my sticky seed. It was lewd and it was powerful and I have to admit it was a completely helpless act. There was no control on my part whatsoever and yet I liked the way it made me feel, like the little boy they wanted me to be. Was that a coincidence? I wasn’t sure, I only knew that after experiencing the bliss, I would be willing to explore even more.

The bond in the connection with my two mommies was amazing and if that wasn’t enough to have me singing their praises, Mommy Claire accelerated things even more by acknowledging just what had taken place.

“Looks like someone lost control… made a sticky mess in his pants,” Mommy Claire teased. “I told you last time that if it happened again you would need to be diapered. Is that what you want, for mommy to diaper you?”

They were teasing words but the most incredible part was that I didn’t mind, that I actually found a level of satisfaction in the way she spoke to me, her dominance, her control. For the first time in my life, I understood the concept of going from good to great and as I found myself indulging that heavenly bliss, I realized it would not have been possible had I not given in as mommy’s good little boy. I’m not sure if it made the situation a self-fulfilling prophecy, but I did know my mind would have me wandering down this path even more, the reward the greatest I had ever known.


SCENE 17

Mommy Claire

Capitulated!

There’s no other word to describe what happened with Tim. He didn’t understand age play. The word regression meant nothing to him. He wasn’t looking to be infantilized nor did he yearn to submit. What he wanted was relief for his pent-up sexual urges and together, Rita and I granted him all of that and so much more.

The truth was, it didn’t matter why Tim made the trip or even the path he took to get there, what mattered was the all-consuming bliss of the mommy play experience, and how that memory would continue to play with his mind long after our session was through. The pleasure was debilitating, overwhelming and it had been indelibly implanted on his brain, a permanent reminder of his greatest day.

For Tim, life would never be the same and his next actions confirmed that status.

Like the submissive little boy I was training him to be, Tim cuddled into Rita’s embrace, suckling at her nipple, assuming the most subservient role even after his orgasm was spent. He accepted his rightful rank, the submissive little boy to her dominant queen, and the peace of mind that comes with that acceptance was his as well. The begging stopped, as did the confusion, because his brain realized a unique state of contentment in the exchange, one not found in the pleasure I was providing to his loins, but instead one that resided in the mother-son bond between the two of them and the nursing connection that takes each and every one of us back to the innocence of our youth.

Rita indulged Tim’s erotic mommy desires and it was very powerful. Watching the way he succumbed, indulging far longer and with much greater commitment than just a horny man, I knew Rita had established a foothold in his brain, a perch upon which she would be able to stand to secure more and more control.

Men are extremely dedicated to their sexual desires but the little boy who submits to his mommy is fully committed and when that mommy can also satisfy his physical desires, the search has no need to continue.

Together, Rita and I provided everything Tim would ever want or need in life and the moment his overworked brain realized that, his life achieved an entirely new state.


SCENE 18

Rita’s Turn at Mommy

OMG!

I couldn’t believe how things evolved or that Claire was able to predict things the way that she did.

I have had a crush on Tim for quite some time. Believe it or not, it didn’t start the first time I saw him or the second or even the third. In fact, I’m not exactly sure when it was or where I was when things changed in my head but somewhere along the line he went from the helpful assistant on the trade show circuit to this Uber sexy guy, one I couldn’t wait to see. It was something I just started to feel inside and it wasn’t because of any fancy outfits or some flashy smile. Those things would have drawn me from day one, what drew me was something different altogether.

Tim was a good guy, everyone said so, but there was more that set him apart, something about his loyalty, his commitment and his willingness to serve. He was always so eager to please it actually felt infectious and there was no doubt of the jealousy it created whenever someone else was the recipient of his favor. His attraction was powerful but why I couldn’t really be sure.

All of it led me to ask others, to inquire if anyone else felt the same about him as I did and it turned out I wasn’t alone. A bunch of the other ladies on the circuit were more than happy to gossip about him over dinner or drinks, wondering just who was going to be the first to pop his cherry. It was the equivalent of quilting show lore and we all enjoyed relaying the tale, as if it was a shared dream.

Never in a million years did I think it would be me, that I would be his first, but that is exactly how it all fell out when Claire shared her plan. I would be the first to bond with Tim, the first of us on the circuit to reap the benefit of Claire’s seduction. I couldn’t help but feel both a little nervous as well as a little proud.

From the moment she told the group all eyes were on me. I was headed toward a very intimate encounter. We all knew it and I can’t deny the anxiety may have gotten the better of me.

Sure, he was younger than me by a lot, which is probably why I never thought anything would ever happen between us, but when Claire spoke, she had such confidence, like whatever she said was certain to come true, and when she said she could get him to gaze into my eyes while he suckled at my teat, I had no choice but to believe it could be true.

It was my request, exactly what I wanted from the exchange although in retrospect I definitely didn’t ask for enough, at least not compared with my friends.

I have sensitive nipples, so having a man suckle is akin to the best foreplay on planet earth, but the reality was, I didn’t ask for more from my night with Tim because I had doubts that Claire could really do what she was saying. Sure, one look at her and you could tell she could seduce, shit, with a body like hers she could twist up any guy and get him to do her will, but when she claimed she could turn Tim’s sights on me, yearning for something only I could give, it was more than a little hard to believe.

I was old, with too many pounds on my frame to attract a man Tim’s age and to add insult to injury, I wasn’t sure I could keep a flame alive should I be lucky enough to generate a spark. Claire may have been able to lead Tim’s horse to water but what exactly did I have that would get him to drink?

That is exactly how I approached the meeting in his hotel room, skepticism dripping all over every act and yet the moment I saw that look in his eyes, the glazed look of consummate desire, I knew there was something to Claire and her ways of control. Tim was mesmerized, obsessed, completely under her control and when our eyes met as he suckled me in, I felt the transfer of power from her to me.

The feeling was electric and I lit up from within the instant I felt the bond.

I may not have experienced the surge of confidence in the beginning but the moment Tim drew my nipple to the back of his throat as his hips began to grind in time with Claire’s strokes, it quickly grew, becoming a primal force, and the longer it went on the more I felt until he became a subject to my awesome force.

My internal woman overwhelmed his internal man and it felt so good, and that feeling only escalated when Tim’s body gave in to the lust, indulging his pleasure senses even more, relinquishing all power and control. Together, Claire and I stripped away Tim’s strength, overwhelming his male mind, completely breaking his will, and once it was done, we nurtured him back to health, coercing him to accept a docile and submissive life going forward.

Never have I ever felt more powerful than I did in that exchange, ensuring I would want to travel that path again and again.


SCENE 19

Tim

Before Mommy Claire and Mommy Rita left for the night, they both told me that I should be diapered the next time around. I had no idea how that image would play with my mind, that is until the end of the next day, when Mommy Claire was waiting for me in my room with someone new to take me down that path.

The “new” friend was another one of the exhibitors from my show, Lara, and while I was hesitant when Claire brought Rita into the mix the night before, for some reason I was now ok with the idea of another new person joining the fun. It didn’t hurt that I always found Lara attractive, in a sexy Mrs. Robinson kind of way.

Together, Claire and Lara intended take me on an educational journey, to show me the way, and I couldn’t have been happier to make the trip.

I’ll admit, I first submitted as a little boy with Mommy Claire for the sexual satisfaction, she wanted it and I had never been with anyone so hot before; however, I quickly came to like the experience for my own reasons.

First came the nursing, the softness of her bosom as it formed around my face. It was comforting, taking my mind to a peaceful place. The protrusion of her nipple when it ran against my cheek teased my excitement but it was the way it satisfied my oral fixation as it pulled to the back of my throat, that is what let me know I needed nursing to be a regular part of my life.

All of that was physical, a sensual bliss to delight the senses, but there was a mental reward as well, a heavenly freedom in knowing that mommy was in charge. Her presence took away any and all feelings of responsibility or concern, a feeling I really came to savor and enjoy.

All of those things were amazing but the experience got even better when Mommy Claire cooed to me in her super sweet voice, letting me know what to expect next.

“Little Timmy,” Mommy Claire said, “Mommy Lara and I want to shave you bare, would you be ok with that?”

Oh, shit! I thought I was ready to hear anything but I wasn’t ready for that.

To most people that would probably be an odd question but for me, the instant she said it, something just clicked inside my head. I didn’t just want to be shaved, I needed for both mommies to have complete control of every part of me and what greater way than to grant them that access.

“Yes, please!” I replied with a smile.

What followed was nothing that I expected but everything I could have hoped for and more, placing me on a path I did not anticipate and also would never want to leave.


SCENE 20

Mommy Claire

In preparation for my nights with Tim, I met with each of the ladies individually, to see just what they wanted from the arrangement. Rita was very clear about her sensitive nipples as well as her need for intimacy, her want to feel the close and personal bond. That is why I chose for her to go first, a simple introduction and an evening of bliss.

Lara wanted something different and for her needs I determined the second slot would work best. She desired specific acts of submission, the kind that could only come from a more distinct influence, one rooted in dominance and control.

“I want him to lick my pussy like it’s the last scoop of ice cream on earth,” she said in classic Lara style.

I knew exactly what she was looking for and in order to get Tim to that state, I needed to tilt the scales, to ensure his submissive role.

I had an idea of just how to make that happen and when I explained to Lara just what she would need to do, there was doubt in her eyes, wondering if it would really work, but also a look of determination, ready to follow through.


SCENE 21

Tim

Returning to my room at the end of the third day, I was excited to say the least. It could have been Mommy Claire by herself, like night number one, or Rita might join us, for more nursing fun, but when it turned out to be Lara, another one of the exhibitors, and they told me they were going m to shave my nuts, I was actually excited to give it a try. I know that sounds messed up but it’s exactly how I felt. The truth was, each night with Mommy Claire was unexpected but it always turned into a good time.

“We’re so excited you’re here,” Mommy Claire said, “We’re going to have so much fun.”

Mommy Claire set the tone by letting me know I was about to be shaved, but she really accelerated things when she bolted from the room, leaving Lara and I alone.

Now, I was open to how things might unfold with Mommy Claire there, dictating the action, overseeing things, but when it was just Lara and I, the mood shifted. I was unsure how things should proceed.

Lara didn’t seem phased. She was quick to get things started the moment Mommy Claire was out the door, however the reservation came on my part. The only history I had with Lara was through work, so when she started to talk, all thoughts went there.

“Claire will be right back,” Lara offered, “she asked me to get you out of your clothes and ready to be shaved.”

Woah!

There were a lot of different things that ran through my head, the first of which, was how I wished Mommy Claire was there, or even Rita, but with Lara I wasn’t sure what to do. One of the exhibitors from my show just directed me to take off my clothes and I was flummoxed. At the present moment, with just the two of us in the room, she held neither power nor sway.

I’ll admit, there was a lot of submission in my time with Mommy Claire, and that also transitioned to Rita, but with Lara that didn’t just convert in my head. I didn’t feel it in the moment or with her. We didn’t have that bond. I was about to tell her so when she introduced me to a side of her personality I didn’t know existed.

The instant Lara realized I wasn’t responding to her command, she moved forward, leaning in, closer to my ear, and in a voice barely above a whisper, offered insight that would literally rock my world.

“Mommy Claire,” she said, with a stern emphasis on the word ‘mommy’, “told me you were a good little boy and that you would do as you are told. Do I need to take Little Timmy over my knee and spank that little bottom? Or should I put a lock on your little pee-pee and throw away the key?”

She shifted back, so she could look directly into my eyes, licking her lips devilishly as she finished the last of her words.

“I’m fine either way,” she added. “You decide. I think you’ll look pretty in my cage.”

Damn!

Her words were harsh and they came out of nowhere, sending a cold chill up my spine. Mommy Lara could be mean and I quickly realized I didn’t want to be on the receiving end of that ire.

Without another word I lowered my head and began to undress, doing exactly as I was told. The moment I did, a smile came over her face.

“That’s better,” she cooed. “I was told you like being mommy’s good little boy. Don’t you want me to take control?”

Her words were awkward but they also hit close to home. It was true, I liked being a submissive little boy with Mommy Claire, and with Mommy Rita too, but did that mean I was the little boy for every woman at the show? I wasn’t sure how I felt about that and then Lara moved closer, placing her hand on my back before sliding it upward, to my neck and into my hair. She rubbed gently, massaging my scalp, making me feel relaxed. The moment she did that something happened inside.

It was a revelation, an epiphany. I wanted to submit and it didn’t really matter who was in control.

The instant Lara asserted her command over the situation, dictating the contact between us, I found myself leaning in, accepting her control. It felt natural giving in to her and despite the fact that I was on the verge of becoming the show pet, I liked the way things were evolving between us.

In the moment, it felt like every older lady on the trade show circuit was going to have her way with little Timmy, and as I tried to process that very thought, Lara said the one thing to completely blow my mind.

“There’s no sex yet,” Lara said, “first we need to shave you bare.”

As a virgin, you probably think that the delayed offer for sex was the thing that blew my mind but it was the shaving that had me truly perplexed. How exactly did one shave his nuts? And would I be the same after it was done?


SCENE 22

Mommy Claire

When I told Lara that I would be leaving the two of them alone in the hotel room and just what she needed to say and do while I was gone, I thought she was going to have a heart attack. She didn’t believe that what I was saying would come true. Most women are like that, they don’t realize the power they possess nor do they understand the importance of confidence, of taking control of a situation.

Tim was ripe for the picking, I know, I had already tasted his fruits, but if he was going to continue to serve their needs, Lara and the rest of her friends, he needed to go beyond submitting to me. It was important that Lara be able to handle him on her own, and that meant taking control of his little boy mind.

When I walked back into the room to find Tim out of his clothes, succumbing to Lara’s control, I couldn’t have been more pleased. I commended him on his choice.

“Doesn’t it feel right having a strong, dominant woman in control?” I asked.

He looked up from his place on the bathroom floor. Lara was about to lather his dick and balls with shaving cream, preparing to shave him bare.

“She said I was supposed to do as I’m told,” Tim said defensively, a sheepish grin spreading across his face.

I couldn’t help but laugh, the way he so eagerly gave in, no resistance whatsoever. It was exactly what I predicted and I was thrilled that Lara had followed through.

“And you did,” I commended him. “I bet it was hard at first but you found a way to give in to Lara. It’s good to have a mommy to take care of your needs.”

Tim looked away from me and towards Lara. He had a glazed look of wonder in his eyes, happy, content. She was applying cream to his dick and balls, lathering the area to be shaved. I wasn’t sure if he truly understood the radical change that was about to befall his world but then he offered his own impassioned plea.

“My mommy,” he said to Lara.

It was quite a statement, an act of mental surrender and the look on his face as he said it was that of pure submission to the moment.

For her part, Lara was thrilled too, however when I instructed her on just what she was supposed to do next, the look on her face said she wasn’t as prepared as you might think.


SCENE 23

Tim

I took off all of my clothes and Lara was still fully dressed. I have to admit, there were times I wondered if Mommy Claire really had orchestrated this get together or if Lara was somehow taking advantage of me and the situation. That feeling persisted but not enough to keep me from going along, obeying each and every directive of the newest exhibitor to be welcomed into my hotel room. Lara was authoritative, telling me exactly what to do, and I found myself becoming more and more obedient with each new command.

Before I knew it, I was naked on the bathroom floor and Lara was rubbing cool cream on my exposed dick and balls. While no guy should ever complain about being rubbed that way, it made for an awkward scene when Mommy Claire returned to the room, commenting on the display.

Her voice sounded from the doorway, echoing on the bathroom tile.

“Doesn’t it feel right having a strong, dominant woman in control?” Mommy Claire asked.

I looked up to see her and at first, I was afraid I might be in trouble. “She said I was supposed to do as I’m told,” I replied defensively.

The smile on Mommy Claire’s face let me know she wasn’t upset in the least.

“And it’s good to have a mommy to take care of your needs,” she replied.

All at once, it dawned on me, the lessons Mommy Claire had been sharing, about the benefits of a mature woman to take care of me. First, it was Rita, gently tending to my nursing desires, but now she was letting me know that more than one woman could fill the role.

I looked at Lara and in the light of the bathroom she looked absolutely beautiful, and as she lovingly rubbed cream on my cock and balls, I couldn’t help but like being on the receiving end of her undivided attention.

I really didn’t mean to say it out loud but it came out all the same.

“My mommy,” I said.

It felt right at the time and Lara looked back at me as I said it, a smile consuming her pretty face.

We shared a connection in the exchange, a bond and in that moment, I had an epiphany. I could see this working, with Lara, with Claire, with Rita. I could be their little boy. I could submit to their control. It was really pretty cool and I got a tingle inside as I let that thought find a welcome home in my brain.

That is exactly what was going through my head when Mommy Claire shifted things around, showing me once again that you never know what to expect when playing in her world.

“It’s time to get rid of all that unsightly hair,” Mommy Claire said, “take out the sharpest blade,” she said to Lara, “time to shave it all off.”

The words took a moment to register in my head and by the time they did, Lara and I both looked at each other, unsure what she expected us to do. Fortunately, Mommy Claire wasn’t phased, ready to take command.

“Why don’t you let me take care of this,” she said, “the shaving can be the most delicate part.”

Mommy Claire directed Lara to step aside and assumed the place between my thighs, but before she started the shaving process, she directed Lara on just what she was meant to do.

“Get over by his face, nice and close,” Mommy Claire directed. “Talk to little Timmy while I shave him bare. Let him know what you expect from a good little boy.”

It was weird hearing her talk about me like I wasn’t even there but then Lara did as she was told and before I knew it, our eyes were locked as Mommy Claire began removing my genital hair with a long sharp blade. It was surreal. This woman I had known for years was speaking to me in a gentle but direct tone, telling me exactly what she expected from me as a little boy, all while her friend used a long sharp blade to shave my genitals bare.

It was a mindfuck of epic proportion.

“I want you to lick me,” Lara explained even as the hair continued to swipe away, “my slit and my flower. I’ll teach you how I like it and I’ll be the best mommy in exchange.”

She said more, lots of detail about the things she liked and just what I could do to please her, and by the time she was done, Mommy Claire had completed her task as well, leaving me smooth and bald down below.

“Oh, my!” I let out, the moment my fingers felt that slippery smooth skin.

Lara joined me and together we marveled at my bareness, savoring the silky soft touch.

“You really do like having a mommy in control,” she stated, “like a little boy.”

When she said it like that, it made me sound weak and yet I couldn’t deny the sentiment. I liked having Mommy Claire in charge and the truth was, I wanted Mommy Lara in charge of me too.

To prove that point, I slid lower on her body, finding her moist and open hole and began to kiss with my lips and caress with my tongue. I didn’t know exactly what I was doing but as promised, Lara directed me on what she liked, showing me just where to lick and rub.

It was a first for me, a lesson in cunnilingus, but I can honestly say I wanted to learn, and to perform as best I could. I took note of the things that caused Mommy Lara to moan and I tried to repeat them, my tongue an active tool. It turned out that Mommy Lara’s button was very sensitive and once she had me licking and sucking there, there wasn’t much need to go anywhere else. Her joy was more than clear whenever I pursed my lips and circled with my tongue. When she finally clamped her milky white thighs firmly around my head and responded with a gush and a release on my face, I can’t deny I was happy to have pleased my mommy, her needs at the top of my list.

Unfortunately, while I was busy servicing Mommy Lara’s deepest wish, Mommy Claire was busy on her own, fitting my newly shaved balls with a plastic ring, matching it with a hood over the head of my dick.

“Ungh!” I grunted the moment the lock was secured into place.

“What the?!?”

I was so wrapped up in serving Lara’s needs I never saw or expected Mommy Claire to cage my dick but that is exactly what she did, and by the time she was done, and Lara had put her panties back on and was straightening her skirt, I knew I was in for another lesson of this world.

“You did wonderfully tonight,” Mommy Claire informed me. “You met and served another mommy beautifully, doing exactly as you were told.”

It was nice to hear her praise but all of my attention was on my dick and what I was hoping would happen next. I didn’t know what I was supposed to do so I reverted to the little boy I thought she wanted me to be.

“Please, can I be mommy’s good little boy?” I pleaded.

In our previous encounters, that was the sign that I desperately wanted an orgasm, that I was ready to give in, and while the sentiment had worked in the past, the answer I received that time around was nowhere near the same.

“I know you want to cum,” Mommy Claire answered, “but your little pee-pee is going to have to wait. Your next mommy wants all the baby batter for herself.”

It was quite a revelation, first that there was another mommy waiting to meet me and second, that I was meant to save my orgasm for her. I can’t say I wanted to wear the cage, I definitely didn’t want a lock on my junk, but the notion of someone new, someone focused solely on my orgasm and my sex, had me very excited and more than a little confused.


SCENE 24

Mommy Claire

Lara’s biggest wish was for Tim to perform relentless oral sex on her and I made arrangements for him to do just that. However, when that was done, and I locked up his dick before the games between them could go any further, she was less than impressed.

“Why don’t I get to have sex with him?” Lara objected the moment we were out the door of his hotel room.

I had anticipated the question and my response was prepared.

“I need him out of his mind with lust by the time Terry wants to have sex,” I explained, “it’s the only way I can be sure he’ll fulfill her fantasy.”

Lara heard what I had to say but was not impressed.

“What exactly does she want?” Lara objected.

Once again, it was an expected response.

“She wants him to ravage his mommy,” I answered, “for him to be driven to the taboo, and the only way I can guarantee that will happen is if he’s really excited and out of his mind with lust.”

The moment I said it, Lara knew it was true, even if she didn’t want to accept it. That’s when she offered a most logical reply.

“Why couldn’t I have asked to be ravaged?” she said with a frown.

“Maybe next time,” I offered. “For now, we need him locked up and teased.”


SCENE 25

Tim

I’m not going to lie, after the events from the previous night, I was set-up for a most awkward day. Fortunately, when it came to the responsibilities of my job, the prep work was over and the event was up and running, any major issues had already been identified and resolved. Unfortunately, that gave me plenty of spare time to lament the tiny pink cage that was now locked around my shaft and nuts.

You might think I’m joking when I say that, or using some kind of euphemism for a woman’s control over a guy’s dick, but I’m being straight up. Before she left me the night before, Mommy Claire put a cage on my dick.

Sure, I gave her highly intimate access to do it, free reign over my cock and balls, and quite a bit of time in which to work; I wasn’t monitoring what she was doing while Lara and I were getting busy, but that doesn’t change the fact that she took advantage of me and the situation, putting me in quite an awful predicament.

First off, I made the mistake early in the morning of trying to pee with the contraption on. To say that was a mess would be an understatement but the clean-up was even worse, and when I finally determined a hot shower was the only thing that would make me feel clean, the drying time had me calling my staff, making all sorts of excuses for why I wouldn’t make it to the show as planned for the first time in my career.

It was so unlike me, I never ran late, but each time I thought I was dry, another rivulet of water would come dribbling out of my cage, soaking another pair of pants. One thing was certain, once I was dry, I wasn’t ever going to pee again, at least not as long as that blasted contraption was locked in its place.

In the end, I swaddled my balls in toilet paper as best I could, to catch any dribbles that might remain, and headed out to do my job. The benefit of good management is a well-run machine and I had that in my favor, every one of my people knowing exactly what he or she needed to do but that didn’t stop the questions from pouring in about my unusual behavior.

“Is everything ok? You’re never late,” a chorus of questions rang as I approached the event management office.

“Are you feeling ok?” Christine, my event coordinator asked, the concern evident in her eyes.

Like I said, it wasn’t like me to be late and now I had all sorts of damage control that I needed to implement.

“I’m fine,” I replied, then I made up a lie about the facility in Palm Springs, the one we were going to next. “They’re claiming there’s a problem with the agreement,” I explained. “They’re trying to take away some of our space. I’ve been arguing with them all morning.”

It was a plausible explanation although with my cell phone in hand there really wasn’t any reason why I couldn’t have taken the call in the show office. Fortunately, no one challenged me on that detail so I quickly tacked to what was happening in my absence, forcing a change in the conversation.

My job was all about keeping the operational flow, heading off any issues before they came to pass, and I was very good at it because I was always thinking three and four steps ahead, but with these latest events with Claire I couldn’t see past the next turn, her moves a mystery to my mind.

That may not seem like much but even simple tasks can get complex when there is more going on in your head. Claire’s temptations played tricks with my mind, keeping me very confused. Throughout the day, as I answered every question from a disgruntled exhibitor or addressed the issues of another attendee, I couldn’t shake the notion that any one of the ladies in the crowd could be my next mommy. It was scary but also titillating, putting my mind on edge.

Each of the previous nights had a new woman in my room, ready to take control. Who would it be tonight? And was she already there, watching me, sizing me up?

That idea played tricks with my head, making me feel small while at the same time stimulating the deepest recesses of my brain. It was an intense source of excitement, one that had my little pee-pee twitching with each new woman that caught my eye.

Any one of them could be my next mommy domme and that uncertainty created a distinct thrill, one I could not deny. For hours on end my mind dabbled in the thoughts of what could be, excited at the possibilities but never able to stray too far from the reality overtaking my world. The tiny pink cage around my cock was a constant reminder of just how little control I actually possessed.

By the time my day was through, I was beside myself, both my body and my mind ready to see the end of this roller coaster ride of uncertainty. It was mentally exhausting while also presenting a distinct element of thrill. Just about anything and anyone could be waiting for me and that thought completely consumed my brain as I made the long trek back from the conference center to my hotel room. Despite being totally unsure of what I would find, I was out of my mind with expectation, the previous nights’ activities setting a very high bar.

More than anything, I wanted to know who was behind the door and as I drew near, the anticipation grew even more. Who would it be? And just how were things going to unfold?

I didn’t know the answer to either question but when I threw the door open wide and saw Terry, the third new exhibitor to be waiting in my room, I can’t deny my penis twinged inside that little pink cage.


SCENE 26

Tim

Oh, shit!

Of all the women on the trade show circuit, Terry was the most aggressive of all. She was very direct, even handsy, letting me know in no uncertain terms that she was mine for the taking, any time I should choose. To be honest, in all of those previous encounters her aggressiveness scared me, and I was literally afraid to act, however the combination of her presence at that moment and my caged dick straining to get free, led me to believe that this time the decision would be different, no longer mine to make.

Terry and I were going to fuck before the night was through, of that I had no doubt.

Along those lines, Mommy Claire stepped forward to provide some introduction.

“Little Timmy,” Mommy Claire said, “Two nights ago, Rita wanted an intimate connection and so I had you nurse at her breast. Last night, Lara wanted to feel the gift of your tongue and so I had you perform for her desire. Terry here has a different want and need for her submissive little boy and so we’ve set you up for success.”

The moment Mommy Claire said those words I knew exactly what she meant. She took control of my dick, like no one ever had before, and I was dependent on her if I ever wanted to be free.

As if she needed to explain, Mommy Claire let me know exactly what was in store for me and my night.

“Mommy Terry wants a little boy to fuck and fuck and fuck,” she said. “So tonight, some little boy is going to have a lot of fun.”

Mommy Claire had a gleam in her eye as she asked, “Do you think you can be that good little boy? Or should I find someone else to free from his cage?”

With a few simple words she made it clear, if I wanted out of the cage, it was to play stud to Mommy Terry’s needs. Don’t get me wrong, I was horny as hell and wanted to have sex but there was something about Terry that scared me deep within. We had flirted countless times on the trade show floor, her pressing the situation, but the truth was I always thought she would be too much for me. How could I keep up with a woman so confident and self-assured?

Despite those reservations, I nodded my head, granting my consent.

That’s when Mommy Claire offered some specific advice to Terry.

“Remember,” she said, “Tim is very inexperienced, he’s just a little boy, he needs a loving mommy to tell him what to do.”

The moment she heard those words, Terry laughed out loud.

“Yeah, sure! He’s always in charge,” she bellowed.

That’s when Mommy Claire showed Terry her own dominant side.

“Not here!” she corrected, her tone firm, her words sure. “Out on the event floor Tim has to act that way, it’s his job, but deep down he doesn’t want to be in control. Deep down Tim wants mommy in charge. Isn’t that right, little Timmy?”

Mommy Claire placed her arm around my shoulder and when she did, I melted into her embrace. It was good to give up control and I felt that with Mommy Claire and hoped to have it with Mommy Terry as well.

Fortunately, the moment she recognized the situation, Terry changed her tune.

“As long as he gives mommy what she wants, everyone will be happy,” Terry offered and before I knew it, she descended on me, swarming me in her touch.


SCENE 27

Mommy Claire

The interaction between Tim and Terry escalated very quickly, creating a situation I was hoping to avoid. Terry shifted into sensual mommy mode sooner than I expected, very touchy feely, and Tim became quite excited to be on the receiving end of that attention. Unfortunately, I had yet to separate him from the confines of the little pink cage, a conflict of competing forces.

It was a challenge that wasn’t going to be easily resolved.

I moved in between them, gathering Tim’s attention, giving him the directive he needed to hear.

“Do mommy a favor and go get us some ice,” I said.

Tim looked at me like I had two heads. Terry was just as perturbed.

“Trust me,” I said, “do as mommy says.”

I had only known Tim for several days, less than a week, but his loyalty was clear. He may have resisted a lot of things but when I asked him to obey, he was quick to follow my lead. It was the surest sign of his own needs, submitting to my control for his desire just as much as mine.

Terry jumped on me the moment he was out the door.

“Why did you do that?” she exclaimed. “I was ready to get things started.”

“I had to,” I replied.

“He was ready to give in,” she complained.

“Maybe,” I replied, “but you got ahead of me.”

“Yeah… because I was ready,” Terry answered, “you told me what to do.”

That’s when I knew I would need to educate Terry on the realities of life in a chaste world.

“He’s still in his cage,” I explained, “and it can’t come off if he’s hard as a rock.”

It was common sense, the reality of competing forces and the moment the logic dawned on her, Terry realized the error of her ways.

“Oh!?!” she replied with a giggle. “I guess that makes sense.”

The instant the realization hit, Terry settled, calming down. She was eager for her night of fun, an event she had been anticipating for quite some time.

The moment Tim returned I moved in to assess the situation. He was still too excited. The short walk to get ice wasn’t enough to calm his arousal. I was able to remove the pin lock from his cage but there was no way the plastic was coming off, not with the way his penis had swelled inside the hood.

When they say, timing is everything, in this case you can multiply that by ten. We had to send Tim into the bathroom by himself, with cubes of ice to help settle things down.

It took a while and threatened to dampen the mood but when Tim finally emerged with the cage removed, Terry went into sensual mommy mode once again, with a specific focus on where he might be hurt.

From there. everything fell right into place, nature taking its course.


SCENE 28

Tim

All of my previous dealings with Terry were very flirtatious with lots of sexual innuendo so it was no big surprise when she didn’t just touch me, she rubbed her fingers all over my body, a sensual rub that let me know she was very skilled and had permission to touch me anywhere she pleased. You might think that was emasculating, and it was, and yet I liked the way it stripped away my power, leaving no doubt as to who was in charge.

Before, in all of the times she would hit on me, I was intimidated by Terry, but in that moment, after several nights in a row of being trained to submit, it felt ok. I could give her control; Mommy Claire taught me the way.

The moment I relaxed, letting Terry know there would be no resistance, her exploration expanded. She quickly found all sorts of sensitive spots all over my body, returning to them often, to the point of driving me insane.

If I thought Terry would be too much for me to handle, I was right, proven true as those wandering hands of hers continued to tickle and tease, literally taking my breath away. The lightest graze up the backs of my bare thighs caused a heightened tingle to surge up my spine and the moment she brushed against my tightened ball sack, my body let loose with a long guttural groan.

“Ungh!” I moaned aloud.

If I thought the initial onslaught would be the hardest to take, or that she would stop after just one round, I was wrong on both counts and before I knew it, Terry was at it again, her delicate fingers skating all over my skin, teasing all the right spots to drive my lust.

I tried to curl into her embrace, to influence where she would touch next but she was too quick for me, and those wandering fingers of hers twisted and turned, dictating every movement before I could respond. It was unnerving, the way her physical stimulus pushed me over the edge, causing my mind to swoon. I had no choice but to give in, the feelings overwhelming despite what I knew of the risk.

“Please!?!” I groaned helplessly.

It was exactly as I expected. Terry was gaining more control over me with each overt act and every touch accelerated that advance, pushing me closer and closer toward the inevitable end. Still, she wasn’t done and the anticipation of what was to come had me yearning from within. She had more she wanted to accomplish and there was nothing I could do to stop what was taking place.

Gently, Terry pushed me forward, tempting my lust, stimulating my desire. Subtly she teased my senses, titillating my mind beyond what it was mentally prepared to take, and when she had done all that, taking me to the brink of heaven, she withdrew all touch, leaving me with an insatiable yearn, one that bubbled just beneath my skin, on its way to a full-on boil.

Oh, God, did that completely break me down. Before I knew it, I began to hyperventilate and my head grew light.

Terry had the power to tickle my breath away, and she did just that, raising my hopes, causing me to huff and pant. The feelings were relentless, overwhelming all thought, but it was when she pulled away that I was truly transformed. The lack of contact, the removal of physical touch broke my connection to any sense of strength, leaving me helpless and weak. I didn’t just want to give in, I needed to give in, as my only path forward in life.

My heart raced and I tried to maintain some sense of calm but it was no use. Just as the excitement became too much, Terry shifted gears, drawing me into her embrace, guiding me into the most heavenly state.

Our bodies aligned as one and I hoped beyond hope that she would take things to the next level, fulfilling my unspoken need.

The moment I felt the warmth of her hug, I let out an exhaustive sigh. “Ah!!!”

There was a vast amount of comfort in her embrace and I savored the delicious swarm of her magnificent flesh. The contact soothed my weary soul. She held me tight and I felt free to indulge the moment, savoring her touch.

My lungs let go, exhaling deeply and my body fell into the most peaceful state, comforted by her warmth, her skin, her hug. It was a cataclysmic moment and I’m not sure how I would have endured were it not for the way Terry’s presence stabilized my world.

I needed and she was there to fulfill that need.

For her part, Terry turned out to be quite the sexy mommy, loving and nurturing while also having the ability to bring on the sex appeal when the situation required it. When it came down to it, I needed to get past the initial fear, the uncertainty of giving in to such a dominant and controlling woman, but now that I had, Mommy Terry showed that she not only had what it took to get the engine started, she was also more than happy to keep things charging full steam ahead once they were.

Mommy Terry invited things to the next level when she opened her blouse and the instant I saw her cleavage I knew we were in for a good time. I couldn’t contain myself. There was something very naughty about seeing exhibitor Terry that way and when she looked up and caught me staring, I felt the temperature in the room rise.

“Does mommy’s naughty little boy like watching her get undressed?” she asked, using the most sultry of voices.

OMG! Terry was playing the sexy mommy role and it was totally hot.

I nodded my head in agreement although in all honesty, I felt like the cartoon wolf, my eyes popping out of my head, my tongue rolling onto the floor. I had seen and spoken with Terry countless times in the past, addressing whatever concerns she had and yet for some reason in that hotel room, as she barked orders and spoke to me like a naughty little boy, I found myself nodding along, unwilling or unable to disobey.

In all of the other mommy games, with Rita, with Lara, with Claire, I was always directed to sit back and let mommy take control. That resulted in lots of fun times, each of my mommies showing me something new, but with Mommy Terry, she opened her blouse and invited me to play, welcoming me to take a commanding role.

I’ll admit, it was an invitation unlike any other and I followed the desires of my body, allowing my horny pee-pee to determine what to do next. In an instant, I was on her, and when she welcomed that advance, I became a boy possessed, touching every inch of mommy’s succulent body.


SCENE 29

Terry’s Turn at Mommy

At Claire’s direction, I played a little game of tickle and tease, getting Tim excited but not letting him go too far. To be honest, I wanted to get to the good stuff but I agreed to follow her plan.

As it turned out, I’m glad I did.

The moment Tim began to wiggle and squirm, desperate to take things to the next level, I didn’t just mount that young stud and have my way. Instead, I played a little hard to get and oh what a difference that made.

“Mommy wants you to be happy,” I said the moment his lust had reached its pique.

I used the exact words Claire provided, adding a little smile of my own.

“Let me fuck you,” was Tim’s candid response.

I had been waiting to hear those words for so long, a fantasy played out in my head on so many sleepless nights and yet now that they were here it was time to delay.

“Of course, I want to make you happy but are you sure you want to do that with mommy?” I playfully replied.

His answer came without delay.

“Yes!”

“I need to hear you say it,” I replied, moving in closer, our bodies near to the touch.

“I want to fuck you,” he admitted.

Gaining even closer still, I looked into his eyes and made him say the words once again.

“I want to hear you say it,” I responded, “tell me how much you want to fuck your mother.”

“I do,” he replied. “Please, mommy, I’m so horny, please will you please my pee-pee,” he said.

That’s when I gave him the answer I was longing to provide.

“Mommy’s body is here for you little Timmy,” I cooed, “I want to satisfy your needs.”

At first, I thought it would be odd offering myself to him in that way but Claire insisted and the way Tim’s eyes lit up and the way he consumed me in response put all of that to rest. He didn’t just swarm my body in touch he lovingly devoured my essence, first kissing my body from head to toe before making a meal of my kitty, licking my slit with a very fervent lips, mouth and tongue.

It was pure magic driven by an insatiable lust.

Tim was rather skilled with his mouth and I might have been able to enjoy the oral foreplay but all along my real desire was to feel his cock inside of me and I was ready for that reward. Fortunately, he did not disappoint, shifting his body into position, sliding the bulbous head of his dick between my moistened lips. He was gentle as he dipped between my folds, allowing me to adapt to his full shape and size.

The initial penetration took me off guard but it felt nice and once the head was fully inside, I contracted around him, trying to gather more and more of him in. It only took a short while and soon our intertwined bodies set their own motion, gliding back and forth, a wonderful rhythm to our flow.

We were fucking and it was everything I had hoped for and more.

Tim fully connected with me in the moment. The back and forth of our grind created a playful suction and before I knew it, he made a game of it, pulling the head of his dick out of my pussy for the briefest of moments only to press back in again, staring hard into my eyes as he conquered more and more of my insides.

“Ungh!” I let out, my body yielding to his magnificent force, absorbing his wonderful energy.

“You can cum inside of mommy,” I told him, hoping he would follow through.

His eyes lit up at the words, perhaps shocked, more likely overjoyed.

The lust filled pumps that followed were surely that of a little boy letting go of all of his sexual energy for the very first time. Tim humped and pumped with all his might and when his hips could jerk no more, he pressed as deep as he could get, holding his pelvic bone next to mine, keeping our bodies pressed as one through every pulse and throb. He ejaculated directly at my g-spot, shooting his seed, and the way the head of his dick spasmed and reverberated with each and every spurt, caused a chain reaction inside of me, a cavalcade of orgasms washing over every inch of my soul.

The pulses were subtle at first but more pronounced over time and I allowed them to surge through my core, building, building, reaching every part of me. They continued, relentlessly, until the throbs in my brain became one with the pulses in my flower. It was intense, and orgasmic, and I allowed the feelings free room in my brain to search and explore.

I’m not sure how long we stayed like that, intertwined as one, but by the time we parted his penis was flaccid, falling limp to the side, and there was a stream of semen running down my leg, a mixture of our juices covering my thighs and his bed.


SCENE 30

Mommy Claire

Terry made it clear from the start that what she wanted from Tim was sex. That is why I couldn’t have her go either first or second, spoiling the dominant mommy / little boy dynamic. It was also why I kept Tim caged through the night, unable to tend to his own needs for more than a day.

If Tim was going to submit to the Uber sexual Terry, he was going to need her to take charge in a loving yet dominant way. It would help if he was extremely horny, the kind of lust built up over hours of denial, but even more than that, he needed her control, the key ingredient to his desire.

Watching Terry tell Tim what to do I wasn’t sure how things would proceed between them but when she opened her blouse and welcomed him in, it became quickly apparent that nature would take its course.

Tim was a bedroom beta, happy to submit to a strong and dominant woman. Once he knew his role, he humped relentlessly, following her rules to a tee. With his rather large penis inside of her, he fucked Terry through multiple orgasms, until she was crying for her little boy to fill her with his seed. They didn’t even care that I was still there, watching every single step.

I’ll admit, it was totally hot the way her exposing her naked body drove his passion and how that energy transferred from him to her with every pump of his horny hips and every thrust of his lust filled desire. Left to their own means, Tim and Terry might never have gotten together, but watching them satisfy each other’s needs, I knew it was a relationship that could last.

By the time the two of them were done, sated in a pile of flesh in the center of the bed, Oedipus and Jocasta held nothing on them, that little boy fucked his mommy until they were both satisfied to the core.

I got more than a little excited being that close to the sexy hot event, one that would live on in my mind for quite some time.


SCENE 31

Tim

Fucking Mommy Terry on my bed was the hottest thing ever. Was it weird that she made me beg to fuck my mommy? Or did that make everything even hotter?

Terry teased me for a while, rubbing my shaft, tickling my balls. After the cage I was rather sensitive, it had been quite some time since my last orgasm, and it didn’t take long to get me to the edge. I was definitely feeling the stress. My body was ready but when the time came, Terry ramped up the mommy little boy dynamic, ensuring I could not escape the subtext.

She pressed me to say it out loud, my desire to have sex with my mom. It was weird at first right up until something clicked and it became mega hot.

It truly felt like Terry wanted a mother son bond and that she cared for me. The way she gave of herself, letting her little boy get out all of his pent-up lust, lovingly giving her body so he could satisfy his needs. It was intense and it caused me to cum harder than I could ever remember, leaving me sated, satisfied to the core.

What was that? And would it have been as good if she didn’t make me her little boy?

I honestly couldn’t remember the last time I felt like that, my lust completely gone and I slept the sleep of the dead, even in the middle of a giant wet spot in my bed.


SCENE 32

Tim

For any normal trade show or conference, by the time Saturday rolls around, I’m usually ready for things to be done, biding my time until the close of the event on Sunday and the work of packing everything up, ready to do it all in another city.

That would be any normal event.

With the activities in Santa Clara with my new mommies, Claire and her friends, all concepts of normal went right out the window, replaced by a level of curiosity and wonder I had never felt before.

Up until that point, Mommy Claire had introduced me to three different exhibitors, women I had known for years but now knew in a much different way. All of these ladies moved in the same circle. They were friends who did everything together, and if I was right, then that meant I knew exactly who to expect for night number five of fun.

The only problem was, I couldn’t imagine Hirono taking part in anything like these dominant mommy submissive little boy games. She was so refined and reserved. But if she would, she would be the greatest mommy of all, her natural beauty something I had been drawn to for a very long time.

It was no secret that I flirted with Hirono. I was drawn to her like a moth to a flame but she was always so quiet. If I thought for one moment that she would play dominant mommy to my submissive little boy, I might just propose to her on the spot.

That image and expectation had me floating on a cloud the whole day, flying in hopeful anticipation of what the nighttime activities would bring.


SCENE 33

Mommy Claire

After meeting all of Lara’s friends and speaking to each of them about what they wanted from their time with Tim, I knew I needed to save Hirono for last. Not only was she a natural beauty, but her intentions with Tim were romantic, she wanted to gaze into his eyes while they learned about each other’s lives.

That kind of intimacy created a threat, the kind that could derail Tim’s relationship with all of the other mommies. You see, a little boy and his excited penis can be loyal to a host of mommies but a man in love only has eyes for one woman. That can be his mommy, and when that happens it is truly a match made in heaven, but the perception of love alters all things, in a way most people aren’t prepared to take.

I offered to leave Tim a compliant and submissive little boy for Lara and her friends, and in order to do that, I needed to keep Hirono at arm’s length, at least until the other mommies had a chance to show what they had to offer and the benefits they could bring. When it comes right down to it, men are apt to first fall in love with their eyes, ignoring the women who best fit the entirety of their needs.

Now that Tim’s eyes had been opened by the reality of life’s experience, it was time to let him determine his own inherent needs.


SCENE 34

Tim

Returning to my hotel room on Saturday night I had butterflies in my stomach. If Hirono was inside, I was in for a magical night and if she wasn’t, I wasn’t sure how I would handle the disappointment.

Fortunately, I didn’t need to find out for when I opened the door, there she was, smiling sheepishly, waiting for me to come in.

“Hi,” Hirono said meekly.

Unlike the others from the previous nights, Hirono was very quiet, shy, and I would have been ok taking the lead, but when I moved forward, Mommy Claire stepped from the shadows to tell me how things were going to proceed.

“Tonight, is different,” Mommy Claire informed me. “Tonight, you wear the diaper and you learn what it means to regress.”

She held up the white cloth for Hirono and I to see.

“Oh. Ok?!?” I replied, taken off guard by the turn of events, unsure why things had to be different tonight.

What followed was a rather emasculating exchange. Mommy Claire pushed me down to the floor, taking off my pants in the process, undressing me in front of Hirono. She was so domineering and yet I couldn’t find the strength to say a thing, going along with every step. By the time I was fully exposed, the mood in the room had shifted, accentuated by the sounds coming from my longtime crush.

It was a laugh, and at first, I thought Hirono was giggling at my size, my penis not yet hard, but then I realized just what had her so amused.

“He has no hair,” she said with a smile, “like a little boy.”

That single phrase set a new tone between us.

With the others, I didn’t mind the submissive position but with Hirono, I didn’t expect it and it felt weird. I tried to defend myself, to let her know that I could be her man, but Mommy Claire was quick to intervene and what she did next fully established the chain of command.

Each of the previous nights, after I had cum in my pants, Mommy Claire warned me that I would need to wear a diaper. That alone was an emasculating ask and yet when she grabbed me by the ankle and hoisted my lower body into the air, she showed just who was in charge. Not only did she handle me with ease, she then proceeded to swaddle me, wrapping my bottom in a clean white cloth.

It was infantilizing to say the least and when she was done, and I looked to Hirono while wearing Mommy Claire’s diaper around my bottom, I couldn’t help but think that this was not how I wanted things to go.

Things changed even more when Mommy Claire inserted her influence one more time, with a very specific directive.

“Now, the two of you get comfortable, find a good spot where you can look into each other’s eyes,” she said. “I want you to be able to gaze at each other so mommy Hirono can watch while little Timmy soils himself.”

“What’s that?!?” I asked, unsure I heard her correctly.

To put all doubt to rest, Mommy Claire confirmed exactly what she meant.

“The two of you are so lucky,” she said, “you’re going to be looking into each others’ eyes at the exact moment Tim regresses. Trust me, it is a magical experience and once the two of you have gone through it, you’ll never be the same.”

That was a statement I wasn’t prepared to take. If I peed my pants while Hirono watched, I was certain it would be a memorable experience. It would undoubtedly live in my mind forever but I wasn’t sure that was what I wanted.

Unfortunately, any time for my input had passed and we were totally in Mommy Claire’s world now. Before I knew it, Hirono and I were set-up on the couch in the living area, in a comfy seat where I could gaze directly into her eyes. Those eyes were hazel in color and when I looked into them, I felt warm, like it was where I was meant to be.

Despite everything else, from the moment I got lost in Hirono’s eyes, it was easy going forward.

The instant we reached that state my feelings changed. There was something about Hirono, about the situation, when she spoke, the way her voice cuddled into my ear, I would savor this time together, even if it was destined to end in a sodden mess.

As expected, Hirono made things even easier with the very first words to come from her beautiful lips.

“I’m sorry,” she said, “I didn’t know it was going to be like this.”

That’s when I had my first chance to share how I really felt.

“I’m glad you’re here,” I explained, “that it’s you.”

When I said those words, she reacted but the reaction was somber, sad.

“What’s the matter?” I asked.

“Nothing,” she replied.

“It’s not nothing,” I pressed, “tell me.”

“I know they’re my friends and I’m happy that you had fun together, but I get jealous, you being alone with them,” she replied.

“Really?” I asked.

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. I had had a crush on Hirono for such a long time, I couldn’t believe she felt that way too.

I was about to say something when I felt a stirring down below. It came out of nowhere but what started as a little discomfort in my bowels quickly morphed into unbearable pressure.

“Uh, uh, uh,” I balked, trying to figure out what was going on, trying to maintain some semblance of control.

It was a difficult moment, my body’s natural urges finding the light of day and just when I thought I could endure, Hirono leaned forward and kissed me gently on the lips.

“Oh, God!” I let out.

There was something about that kiss. Physically, it was very soft against my lips, making me feel at peace, but mentally it was the moment I had been waiting for and the instant it happened, I lost all perspective as well as control.

I didn’t mean for it to happen, but in my momentary lapse, I lost the discipline of my bladder and when that happened a flood came pouring out.

“Ungh!” I grunted.

We had just kissed and Hirono’s eyes were locked on mine. It wasn’t just my bladder, my sphincter muscles slipped as well and I helplessly transcended into the world of the regressed.

“Oh, God!” I groaned.

In an instant, my whole world changed.

You might think it was disgusting, and the warm ick that inched up my back and down my thighs really was, however there was an intimacy to the connection between Hirono and I, one that I cannot deny. While I was at my absolute weakest, she was right there to take it all in, assuming a level of command and control.

I felt the transfer of power in the exchange and I felt it all the way to my core.

Hirono may have been shy, not ready to assume my strength as it left me but that didn’t change the fact that all of it vanished from my control, leaving me helpless and dependent on her for my care.

She held my gaze as my discharge filled the diaper and she continued to peer into my soul as the ick slid up my back and down my legs, clinging warm against my skin.


SCENE 35

Mommy Claire

Earlier in the evening, while Tim was tending to his duties, staffing the event registration counter outside of the evening lectures, I visited him with dinner and a friendly ear. He liked to talk and I engaged him, speaking about his day, watching as he ate every single bite of my specially crafted meal.

Of course, the menu had some specific ingredients, designed to loosen his bowels, but it was the teasing thoughts dribbled in his ear that would prepare him for the night to come.

Tim wanted to submit, he wanted to give in, but no one truly knows that they’ve crossed the line until it’s too late, forever sealing their fate.

Was soiling a diaper while Mommy Hirono gazed into his eyes the final straw for Little Timmy? Based on the look on his face and in his eyes, I would say no, his fascination with age play had only just begun.


SCENE 36

Hirono’s Time as Mommy

I’ll admit, in all of the time I spent thinking about Tim he was the guy on the trade show floor, the one everyone turned to for help, the one who had all of the answers. I thought he was handsome and smart and the all-around perfect guy.

The luster came off of his sheen when he soiled his diaper, something about the loss of control a distinct gap in my needs.

You see, I didn’t really see Tim as the alpha stud, the one who wouldn’t listen to a woman’s point of view, but I also didn’t see him succumbing to a woman’s control, eager to bow at her knee. It wasn’t what I was looking for in a man and it made me wonder if I could or would continue to play the role, my time with Tim not everything that I expected.

Don’t get me wrong, he would still hold a special place in my heart, but we weren’t a fit in all areas and it was better knowing that up front.


SCENE 37

Little Timmy

The moment I soiled myself, I wasn’t sure how things were going to proceed but I knew I needed help. Should I cry? It seemed like the right thing to do.

For her part, Hirono wanted nothing to do with helping me in my time of need. Fortunately, Mommy Claire didn’t wait, stepping in to change me. She guided me to the floor where she opened the diaper, revealing my sticky mess and the weakness it foretold. Without a word or any judgment, she tended to my needs, showing me the full depth of a mommy’s love.

All the while, Hirono held my gaze, our relationship forming an unlikely bond. The connection between us was unlike the others. With Hirono, there was a bond but it did not have the same assumption of power and control. Hirono did not desire a position of command and as much as I was attracted to her, it was a gap in my need, one I wasn’t sure I could give up.

“Did you like making a mess?” Hirono asked.

“I liked cumming more,” I confessed. “Would we be allowed to fool around?”

Hirono got a confused look on her face and rather than answer my question, she turned to Mommy Claire for help.

“Would we?” she asked.

Mommy Claire got a broad smile on her face as she said, “The two of you are like a little boy and a little girl, each of you needs someone in control.”

Hirono turned to me, as if that was the answer to my question.

“I don’t understand,” I replied. “Does that mean if I take control that I can have Hirono?”

That question made Mommy Claire laugh.

“You wouldn’t really be able to satisfy her,” she said, “nor would she be able to satisfy you. But I’ll tell you what, I’ll let both of you submit to me.”

With that, Mommy Claire lifted up her blouse, revealing her succulent bosoms and with a single finger, she beckoned me in. I didn’t need to be asked twice, and while I didn’t think that Hirono would follow, she was right behind and together we nursed at mommy’s breasts.

I can’t explain how sexy it was, gathering Mommy Claire’s nipple into my mouth, accepting that role, all while Hirono did the same on the other side. We were a couple of littles and when I turned to look in Hirono’s eyes, I realized she had curled her body around Mommy Claire’s arm, bumping and grinding against her hand. She was gratifying herself and the act was both sexy and submissive, revealing a very telling detail about my long-time crush.

As Mommy Claire serviced both of our needs, Hirono suckled intently, and when the intensity really began to rise, her body bucked and her hips shook but she never lost contact, wrapping her thighs with all of her might, careful not to let go. For several minutes she got lost in the bump and grind, losing all sense of self in the process.

It was overwhelming just watching her and when the lust beast finally subsided, the look of pure adoration in Hirono’s eyes let me know she would never look at Claire the same way again.

If I thought I would be left out or spared, Mommy Claire put that notion to rest when she separated from Hirono and turned her attention on me. In seconds her fingers were on my skin and when they reached my dick, an erection already formed after watching the sexy display, she wasted no time in stroking away.

It only took three strokes to have me panting like a bitch in heat and after another fifteen more I was literally lost in the throes of lust, pure sexual energy oozing from every pore. She could have done anything, she had that much control, however what she chose to do was reveal all of my weakness, showing Hirono my real state of mind.

“Beg to be my little boy,” she said.

I quickly obliged.

“Thank me for letting you make a sticky mess,” she added.

Once again, I was quick to comply.

It was as she began to ask her third question that I caught a look at Hirono, still sated from Mommy Claire’s advance but shocked at the level of my submission. In that moment, I tried to collect myself but it was no use.

“Admit you want mommy in control,” she said.

It really placed everything right on the line. As much as I was attracted to Hirono, and our similarities were insane, but maybe we were just too much alike, no way to satisfy each other’s needs.

“I need mommy in control,” I confessed and the words were in response to Mommy Claire but they were given for Hirono as well.

I probably would have thought more about the implications of that exchange however at that exact moment, Mommy Claire tickled my pee-pee, pushing my excitement over the edge. The way my hips bucked showed how little control I had, but it was the way my semen shot that let me know just how much the event stimulated my mind. Never had I ever spurted so hard, a direct result of Mommy Claire’s omnipotent command.


EPILOGUE

Mommy Claire

Left to his own devices, Tim would have made all of the wrong decisions for his future, using his eyes when he should have been using his whole brain. The visual male selects physical beauty for his mate, forsaking everything else, leaving all others aside. That simple mistake causes him to miss out on the most important things in life, the depth and breadth that make us whole.

That is exactly why Tim needed to experience time with Rita, Lara and Terry first, so he could gain an appreciation for the parts of life that they had to offer, that otherwise would have escaped his shallow point of view. Most men are like that, thinking with their eyes when there is so much more to life and love.

Sex can be the great equalizer, changing a man’s perspective, but in the wrong hands even that power can lead down the wrong path. What every man truly needs is a strong and dominant mommy, one who will do the thinking for him and let him know just where he needs to be.

Of course, mommy needs to take care of her little boy as well, tending to all of his needs, but if she does it can be a match made in heaven, for all the world to see.


EPILOGUE

Tim

My time with Mommy Claire, Rita, Lara, Terry and Hirono taught me something very important about myself. I need a woman in control. It isn’t just a passing desire or a one-time wish, I actually crave a woman’s strong and dominant hand, her control over me and my life an inherent need.

I didn’t know what it meant going forward, I hoped Hirono would still be part of the mix, but I truly needed the mommy play, the last several days leaving no doubt. No matter where my life might lead, that information would travel with me wherever I might go.

To Learn more about Mommy Claire’s early years and her journey from shy wallflower to empowered femdom, check out:

-          Weened Too Soon

-          The Huntress, The Awakening – Season 1

-          The Huntress, Hands-On Education – Season 2

For more Mommy Claire fun check out:

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles I

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles II

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles III

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles IV

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles V

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles VI

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles VII

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles VIII

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles IX
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