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Prologue

Mommy Claire

Somewhere, in the annals of history, there is a sociological reason for sport. Some say, it is to keep young men poised for war, their aggression at its peak. Others contend that teamwork and competition represent its true purpose, pressing the human spirit to achieve beyond its traditional bounds. Whatever the purpose in ages past, it is my opinion that we as a society have evolved past that point, and the immature behaviors it not only invites but condones. 

This point was never clearer to me than when I visited the annual BBQ picnic for one of my companies. The overall atmosphere was congenial and festive, right up until the traditional softball game. What I experienced at that event confirmed everything I already believed about competitive sport and the men who cling to them like a baby to a bottle. 


SCENE 1 


Mommy Claire 

The company picnic; it is a tradition at every one of my organizations, mainly because that day, along with the annual shareholders meeting, represent the two most significant events of the year. You see, all of my chief executives receive their formal review at those meetings, and there isn’t a single one of them who isn’t chomping at the bit to receive his just reward. 

At many businesses, those rewards come in the form of higher pay, cash bonuses for a job well done, but my rewards travel down a different path, one that does not include money but has the wonderful effect of motivating high performance all the same. 

This particular company picnic was for one of my newly acquired companies. Allen, the CEO, was a first-year leader and still new to the risk / reward lifestyle. He generated modest returns, enough to keep the lights on, but he played it too safe, leaving more than one opportunity for growth on the table. As a result, he would be receiving a reward, but his would not match his expectation. Instead, it would be designed to encourage change, to encourage improved performance going forward. 

Allen and I met in an air-conditioned trailer, set a good distance from the rest of the picnic activities. It was a private and secluded area, ideal for my purpose. The make shift office was prepared with all the standard amenities, desk, chairs, phones, as well as a few added features, ones you wouldn’t find in an ordinary office. 

I welcomed Allen to sit in the chair across from me and we began the review. 

“Allen,” I started, “you’ve made the transition from owner to employee and I commend you for that...” 

I paused in my sentence, to gather my thoughts, and Allen mistakenly believed my statement had concluded, that he was in the clear. 

“That’s great!” he replied with a wink and a smile. 

Then I said the words that changed his entire disposition. 

“However,” I added, “you did not achieve the goals we had set at the beginning of your term, and as a result, your reward will be adjusted.” 

The look of utter defeat on his handsome face just about broke my heart, but not as much as his next words. 

“Please, mommy,” Allen groveled. “I’ll do anything.” 

I knew where he was coming from. Allen had traveled to the company picnic with high expectations. It had been some time since our last interlude and I had no doubt he was both horny and anxious for my attention. But I had a different objective for our meeting and I needed him to learn from the experience. 

His submission took root quicker than I had expected. I didn’t even have a chance to respond and already Allen was on his knees, crawling around the desk, ready to beg for attention. 

Don’t get me wrong, Allen would be receiving a reward, I haven’t gotten as far as I have in the world by shutting people out, but he also needed to be taught a lesson, about expectations and the true ways to please Mommy Claire.  


SCENE 2 


Chief Exec Allen 

Oh shit! I knew my numbers weren’t great but I also thought I would get some leeway, it being my first year and all, but the look on Mommy Claire’s face said it all. She wasn’t happy. 

My life had changed so much in the past six months. First came the sale of my company, my baby, but that wasn’t the half of it. It was the negotiation, or more accurately, the seduction, that truly changed me. By the time Mommy Claire was done with me I not only agreed to sell her my company, but I also agreed to stay on, to manage the day-to-day. It was totally against my master plan, but once I experienced her rewards there wasn’t anything I wouldn’t have done to keep that feeling alive. 

The transition to adult baby did not come easy for me but Mommy Claire was very patient in showing me the way. Without her I never would have known how incredible “little boy” time can be, and while she was very generous with her time in the beginning, lately the visits were less frequent, reduced to this, my semi-annual performance evaluation. That wasn’t nearly enough, and now, to make matters worse, it looked like I wouldn’t be receiving that reward either. That just about broke my spirit. 

“Please, mommy,” I begged. “I’ll do anything.” And before she could answer I got down on my knees to let her know just how desperate I really was. 

“It’s ok,” Mommy Claire assured me. 

I heard what she said but I was past the point of words, I needed action. Despite how much I had disappointed her, I looked to Mommy Claire for help. And the way she responded affirmed everything I had come to know about a mother’s unconditional love. 

Despite my poor performance she took pity on me. 


“Come with me,” Mommy Claire said and she helped me from the floor, taking me by the hand and leading me to the room next door, the one with Mommy’s very special table. 

I was no stranger to the routine, quickly shedding my clothes and spreading myself on the table so Mommy Claire could have her way with me. It was the moment I had been waiting for and I was ready to fulfill the anticipation. 

The first touch was with a single solitary finger, and while it barely grazed my skin, it gathered every ounce of my attention. Mommy Claire had a way of doing that, controlling my desire with the subtlest touch, commanding the room with her domineering presence. I was fine with that, ready to give up all control in exchange for her undivided attention. 

And then she raised the excitement another level. 

Repeatedly she came close to my golden jewels, caressing my inner thighs, stroking my taint, but the moment her fingers finally found their way onto my engorged penis everything changed. I could say I was instantly sated, and I had been waiting for that touch ever since I first stepped into her office, but the truth was it was only the beginning, and my true desire was focused on what I expected to come next. 

The slippery stroke of her hand up my shaft sent magnificent tingles up my spine and into my brain. I had been waiting to get back under mommy’s spell and the moment I felt it, that loss of power at the hands of her control, I felt compelled to let her know. 

“Ugh!” I grunted and then managed to squeak out a, “Thank you,” in between measured huffs. 

From that point forward, Mommy Claire didn’t waste any time. In an instant, her beautiful breasts were exposed, the lure of her bosoms and those eraser shaped nipples drawing me near. How I longed to suckle at her breast, to fulfill the infantilization process with my dominant mommy. And while I bent forward, trying to bring my mouth to her succulent bosom, her hands were everywhere, exciting me, teasing me, driving my desire to astronomical levels. 

The build-up was incredible, the lust unreal, and just as I began to savor the loss of control that came with the physical bliss, she was right there, increasing the stimulus, sending me to a helpless state of existence. 

In my previous experience with Mommy Claire she strung out my desire, teasing my lust as long as humanly possible. Apparently, that was the reward for superior performance, for on this afternoon she completely changed the script. 

While her fingers were playing with my pee-pee, and my lips were fixated on gathering her luscious bosom into my mouth, Mommy Claire did the unexpected. Instead of edging my desire to the brink and then holding me there, allowing me to savor the ecstasy, she pushed me, face first, into the bliss, forcing my orgasm to the fore. By the time I realized what she was doing it was too late, the first spurt shot from my body, landing squarely on my open lips, seeping into my suckling mouth. My involuntary recoil caused the second and third spurts to land harmlessly on my stomach and chest but that only gave Mommy Claire the opportunity to rest her bosoms in the slimy goo before promptly feeding me her delectable breasts. 

I didn’t want to eat my own cum but the lure of those bosoms as they gained nearer to my face was too much. I had waited to suckle at those breasts for far too long to resist. As I gathered her nipple into my mouth and began the instinctual suckle at the teat that I had so desperately longed for, I couldn’t help but be thankful. Yes, drops of semen slipped down my throat with each sucking motion, but I was connected with Mommy Claire, and in that instant that was enough. 


SCENE 3 


Mommy Claire 

When a former alpha male gives up his dignity to submit to my command, I get a tingle inside. It stimulates me in a way most wouldn’t understand but I would be lost without. I don’t know where I would be if I could not have that experience. The moment Allen started begging, that feeling welled within me and it didn’t relent, not with every whining plea, or submissive act, until he was completely broken at my teat. I allowed him to suckle until his brain reverted to a comatose sleep and then I left him, diapered and pacified, to ride out the remainder of his bliss in solitude. 

Allen’s performance review was my one obligation for the day and now that it was complete, I exited the office trailer to join the festivities. However, as I made my way toward the picnic and the crowd, something happened that let me know my disciplinary duties were not yet complete. 


SCENE 4 


Anthony 

Why keep score if it doesn’t matter who wins? That’s my motto and you know what? I’m right. 

This whole, ‘everyone gets a trophy’ thing is bullshit and we all know it, even if some are too panzy-ass to admit it. America didn’t become the greatest country on the planet with that kind of lame ass shit. We made it to the top with hard work and determination. 

And we kept score. 

That’s why the softball game was such a joke. You hit the ball, you run the bases. How hard is that to comprehend? And yet these stupid jackasses just stand there with their thumbs up their butts. And when I yelled at them, to tell them what to do, somehow, I became the asshole? 

Yeah right. 

Aren’t they always saying how they want direct feedback? Well I was telling them, run the fucking bases. 

The whole thing was a debacle, made even worse when the Chairman of the Board pulled me aside for a little chat after the game. 


SCENE 5 


Mommy Claire 

First off, I believe that other than the foul language, people need to be able to express themselves and Anthony was doing a lot of expressing on the softball field. I also believe in providing my people with the adequate responsibility, and authority, to get their jobs done, so I don’t need to attend to every last detail, including behavior problems. However, it seems the young lady who took the brunt of Anthony’s ire on the softball field was also his direct report, and that made for a different situation altogether. 

All that being said, I really wanted to know what was going on inside the head of the young man who turned a company picnic into game seven of the World Series. 

As discreetly as I could, I found Anthony and pulled him aside. 

He responded right away. 

“Ok, ok, you don’t need to have a talk with me. I know I used the f-bomb and I’m sorry about that. Can we just forget this happened?” 

I understood his reaction, his abhorrent behavior, my status atop the organization hierarchy, but I really wanted to know what made him tick. 

“Forget about that,” I said, “why don’t you and I go for a walk. I see a fire in you I don’t see in the others.” 


SCENE 6 


Anthony 

At first, I thought I was being set-up, led away from the group so I couldn’t make a scene when she fired me. But then, as we moved further away, and no one else was around, I got the distinct impression that I was being approached, by the very attractive Chairwoman of the Board. 

“Anthony,” she said, “you carry your emotions right at the surface. It’s like you can’t control them. Do you lack self-control in other areas as well?” 

I didn’t like her inference, and if she wasn’t the boss lady I would have given her a piece of my mind, but as it was, I wanted to get in her pants, and I definitely wanted to keep my job, so I refrained from saying what I really wanted to say.  

“I know what you’re saying,” I replied. “But I’ve got all the control I need, never had any complaints.” 

“I’m sure you haven’t,” she replied. “If I set you up with a specialist, someone who can help give you greater discipline, would you be ok with that?” 

“I don’t know, maybe.” 

“What if I said you could visit on company time?” she offered. “While you’re getting paid?” 

I didn’t really have any choice. If I said no I was probably going to lose my job. 

“Yeah, sure,” I agreed. 


SCENE 7 


Mommy Claire 

For specific reasons related to employment and Human Resources, I needed Anthony to execute a consent form before performing the sensual manipulation and re-education process. Or better stated, Anthony needed to sign off so he couldn’t sue me later for dominating his sex and turning him into an obedient little boy. 

That required a little assistance on the front end, but not an insurmountable obstacle, and once I had that little pee-pee of his in my hand, everything else would be home free. 


SCENE 8 


Anthony 

The first day of therapy was interesting to say the least. I showed up late to the appointment and didn’t get in trouble, but instead was escorted to an exam room by a smoking hot broad in the tightest little nurses’ outfit, flirting with me all the way, intentionally drawing attention to her sexy cleavage. And all that time she had me super distracted, making me think something was going to happen between us, she also had me signing all sorts of paperwork. I completed her forms, signing every last page and with each signature our bodies got nearer and nearer until we were close enough to kiss. I was about to make my move when boss lady Claire walked through the door. Before I knew it, my nurse friend was gone and we were alone in her office. 

I knew Claire was the head of our company but I had no idea she was also a doctor, that is until she strolled through the office door in a white lab coat, a stethoscope around her neck. 

“Good morning Anthony,” she said. “I see you’ve signed all the forms, that’s excellent. Now I’ll tell you all about my process and you can decide if you want to go through with the program and get a raise and promotion, or if you are set in your ways and will be moving on?” 

“Wait?!?” I replied. “I’m not quitting!” 

That’s when that tricky bitch gave me the 4-1-1 on just how manipulative she really was. 

“You’ve already signed your resignation,” she informed me. She then proceeded to show me scans of the papers I had just signed with the sexy nurse, the one that was flirting with me. 

“That’s bullshit!” I exclaimed. 

“Now, now,” Claire replied, “it’s language like that that got you into this mess. Why don’t you just sit back and listen to what I have to say before you respond.” 


Not that I had any choice, but I sat back and let her have her say. Much to my surprise, what she offered was way better than what I had expected. 

“Anthony,” she said, “I believe that you acted the way that you did out on the softball field because your little pee-pee hasn’t been getting the attention it deserves.” 

Her words made me defensive. “My dick’s not small!” I protested. 

She laughed. 

“I don’t think you understand what I’m saying,” she replied. “It is my belief that you possess frustration because society does everything it can to drive your lust but offers no outlet for that energy. I am proposing that you let me play with that little pee-pee of yours, until all of your lust is satisfied.” 

Was she for real? Or was this another plot to trick me? If it was, I wasn’t exactly sure how her playing with my dick could work against me but still, I wasn’t sure. 


SCENE 9 


Mommy Claire 

Most men are very quick to accept a hand job offer but Anthony was a bit gun shy. It was understandable, he had already been tricked once and if he agreed to participate in my program there would be many more life changing experiences on his horizon. 


SCENE 10 


Anthony 

Ok, ok. My hot boss asked if she could play with my cock and I was confused. No, I’m not gay, and I have gotten hand jobs before, it’s just that I wasn’t sure I wasn’t being set-up. 

“How exactly would this work?” I asked. 

She smiled in response. “It’s really simple,” she replied, “It’s an experimental treatment, designed to see if extreme physical pleasure can induce behavior modification.” 

“Yeah, right,” I said, “I understand extreme physical pleasure. But what exactly do you mean by behavior modification?” 

She leaned forward as she thought about her response and when she did, I was able to see down the front of her lab coat. Her tits were amazing, two magnificent floating orbs, hovering before my eyes. I could have stared at them all day but then she straightened up and began to explain exactly what she wanted to do to me. 

“Anthony,” she said, “you’re a cool guy, way cooler than any of the other employees over there by far. But in a work environment I have to cater to everyone and some people are put-off by some of your actions. Like when you were using that foul language at the softball game.” 

I couldn’t believe she was bringing that up. “I already apologized for that,” I said. 

“I know, I know,” she replied. “It’s just an example. What I’m trying to say is, rather than punish you for being who you are, I’d like to reward you, to incentivize good behavior in the future.” 

“With hand jobs?” I confirmed. 

“With whatever it takes to produce the desired results,” she responded, and as she said it, she shifted in her chair, providing me with another gander at those luscious tatas. 

“Whatever it takes?” I questioned. 

This time there was nothing vague about her response. She leaned forward, giving me a bird’s eye view of her wonderful cleavage, and said, “My job is to make you feel so good you’ll want to be a good little boy. I’ll be honest, it may take more than a few hand jobs to get you there. And I may need to use all the tools at my disposal,” she added, shimmying her shoulders in a way that made her bosoms bounce. 

It was mesmerizing the way her titties bobbed before my eyes. I couldn’t stop my cock from sprouting in response and that little vixen was quick to pick up on it. 

“I see you like my breasts, perhaps if you take part in the program mommy will give her good little boy some time at the teat. Would you like that?” 

I didn’t know why she was talking the way she was, all baby talk, but I loved the idea that I was going to get to swim between those luscious melons. I may not have wanted to go through with this program in the beginning but it became more appealing the more I learned. 

“So, let me get this straight,” I said, being sure to clarify so there was no misunderstanding. “You want to play with my cock and make me feel real good, in hopes that I’ll like it so much, I’ll start to act the way you want me to act?” 

“That about sums it up,” she replied. 

“And what if you do all that, and I don’t want to change? What if I still want to act the way I want?” 

“Then if that happens you still get the promotion and everyone else will just have to accept it.” 

“Well hot damn, that sounds good to me,” I said and put out my hand. “Let’s shake on it.” 


SCENE 11 


Mommy Claire 

In some worlds, “let’s shake”, is the equivalent of signing your name in blood. I didn’t need Anthony to go to such lengths. All I needed was for him to grant me access to his pee-pee, that, combined with some good old-fashioned mommy love, was all it would take to course correct his abhorrent behavior. 


SCENE 12 


Anthony 

Now you’re probably thinking I’m making this shit up. But just as sure as the sun rises in the East and sets in the West, my boss asked if she could rub my cock and you know what? I let her. 

The disrobing process took all of two seconds. I dropped my drawers and showed her my pecker. I thought she would be impressed but she just directed me to the exam table. 

“Get up on the table and put your legs in the stirrups,” she ordered. 

I did as I was told and the stirrups were kind of cool. With the way the hinges worked boss lady Claire was able to spread my legs and get right between my thighs. Before I even knew what was happening, she was in that position, taking my shaft between her thumb and forefinger. 

“Woah!” The first touch sent a shiver up my spine and made my cock pulse in her hand. 

“Calm down little boy,” Claire exclaimed, “do I have to worry about you spurting?” 

“Ungh!” I grunted. I wanted to say, fuck no, but the way her fingers felt I couldn’t make my voice work, then all at once, I felt like I would cum prematurely, like a little boy and his very first time.  

The feelings were intense, my penis on a fast track to orgasm, the pleasure so overwhelming all I could do was sit back and let her fingers take over. And just at that moment, when I gave up resistance, she stemmed the flow, reducing her stimulus until I was bucking and humping trying to brush myself against her, anything to keep the feeling alive. 

It was tough having my body come down from that near orgasm experience and fortunately Claire didn’t make my anticipation last, placing her hand back on my dick, stimulating my lust once again, forcing my body on another edging thrill ride. 

If the first time took me off guard the second time completely took me over. Claire didn’t just get me excited the second time around, she strung out the moment, until I felt like I couldn’t take it anymore, and then she brought me back, forcing me to stare directly into her eyes when she did. It was emasculating the way she fucking dominated me, but as much as I hated that loss of control, I loved the feeling even more. 

Four times, that is how many times she built up my lust only to stunt the momentum at the last possible moment. It was on the fourth rise to ecstasy that she brought her face close to mine and said, “I want to do this for another hour, can you be a man and hold out?” 

I loved what she was doing and readily agreed. I wanted her strokes to last forever. This time when she built up my desire, I was very conscious of my excitement level, and let her know when I was getting too close. 

“That feels good,” I said, “but I’m getting close, you need to slow down.” 

“You’ll be fine,” she replied, her fingers still performing their dance, my orgasm gaining nearer and nearer.  

“You don’t understand,” I replied, “it’s too much, I’m going to cum.” 

“Just relax,” she answered, her fingers continuing their magical ministrations. “Only a little boy would lose control.” 

I knew what she was saying but little boys didn’t have sexy ladies rubbing their dicks. If they did, they would be ready to cum just like me. I was about to tell her so when she said the words that made me not want to give in. 

“Don’t you dare cum,” she said, “otherwise you’ll be a little boy in all of our future meetings.” 


I didn’t know exactly what that meant but I knew I didn’t want it. I wanted to be Claire’s man, her stud. I steeled my resolve and calmed my desire. I couldn’t cum prematurely, I needed to hold out. 

For exactly three minutes I thought I was doing a great job, right up until Claire looked into my eyes and spoke her words of wisdom while simultaneously increasing the stimulus on my dick. 

“I know it seems like a fun game right now,” she said, “but you have to hold strong through this part. If you submit now, I’ll lose respect for you and then I really will turn you into a submissive little boy. I won’t be able to help myself.” 

As crazy as it sounded, I actually believed her and that scared the shit out of me. I didn’t want to be a little boy to her dominant woman. I wanted to be in control. 

I did everything I could to hold out my orgasm, to make the moment last, but Claire was too much. Her fingers were relentless and her skills unmatched. 

The feeling hit a moment before it happened, that tingle of excitement that let me know the battle was lost. And when I felt it, I used every power at my disposal to hold it back, but the moment was too big for me and my little pee-pee began to spasm and spurt until my entire body was humping in search of more and more of that wonderful stimulus. The orgasm was intense. I shot clear over my shoulder, farther than I had ever shot before. But that was the physical response, it was the mental impact that truly took root. 

I had thought her words were bullshit but as my body came down from the magnificent high of her orgasm thrill ride, Claire placed her naked bosom next to my face, guiding her firm nipple against my cheek. Something snapped inside of me. I felt different, I felt the strongest desire to submit. My brain knew I shouldn’t do it, but my body was riding on instinct, fulfilling a need that burned somewhere deep inside. The little boy that latched on to Claire’s breast didn’t exist before that moment, but as I got lost in the connection between us, I couldn’t help but acknowledge the distinct change in my existence. My little pee-pee lost control and I was suckling like a newborn at his mommy’s teat. I may not have known what the future would bring, but in that instant, it became abundantly clear that there was more than just theory going on in these behavior modification games. 


SCENE 13 


Mommy Claire 

Ahhhh! I love the early stages, when the alpha still thinks he has some element of control. Anthony was on a slippery slope. He had experienced the incredible bliss and got a sampling of what would be asked in return. The only question was, would he willingly come back to take the next step in my adult baby game? 

Assuming the answer would be yes, my next step was an interview with Angie, the young victim in this scenario. 

Angie was very accommodating, accepting my invitation for an evening meeting, outside of work hours, and the moment we got together I immediately regretted it. 

You see, Angie wasn’t just accommodating in my request, she accommodated every request, which is why Anthony was able to get away with as much as he did. I’m not blaming Angie, if anything I’m blaming Anthony, and myself, and anyone else who takes advantage of kind hearted creatures like Angie. 

I intended to make things right. 

“Angie,” I said, “I need your help punishing Anthony for his behavior.” 

Her response was quick and to the point. “Oh, I don’t want to get him in trouble.” 

“After the way he treated you?” I questioned. 

“I don’t mind,” she replied. 

I wasn’t exactly sure what I was dealing with, a form of Stockholm Syndrome? Either way, if Anthony came back, I was going through with my plan and I needed Angie prepared. 

“Angie,” I asked, “how familiar are you with the male anatomy?” 

Angie blushed. “I got an A in Biology.” 


“Yes,” I agreed, “but do you have a lot of real-world experience?” 

She shook her head sheepishly. 

I thought about my options, which weren’t great, but I already had Anthony on the hook, and wasn’t about to play catch and release. Then, an innovative solution came to mind. “Angie, I’m going to send you to a specialist, and by the time you’re done training with Tina X, you’ll be a completely new woman.” 


SCENE 14 


Anthony 

It’s pretty common that right after I cum I want to leave, to get out of there. And with Claire that was true too, but for a totally different reason. 

Usually, I’d be looking to put some distance between me and the broad because I didn’t want her to be clingy, but with Claire I was running because the things she said scared me, in a way I had never been scared before. 

She talked a lot about mental changes and if I’m being honest, I think I felt what she was talking about. Like she was changing my brain through my pee-pee. Like she had me thinking the phrase pee-pee when I had never even used that word before. 

It was fucked up and I needed to get out of there but not before she shared a little more of her wisdom. 

“Anthony,” she said, “tonight when you get home, you’re going to think back to this experience and when you do, I want you to text me. I want you to describe what brings you the most pleasure, the most satisfaction. Just a phrase, or even a word if a single word fits. I want you to be honest with yourself, and with me.” 

I heard what she was saying but I just wanted to get the fuck out of there, but before I could get out the door, she had one more thing to say. 

“Oh, and Anthony,” she said, “this session was just an introduction. Next time we’ll really find ways to ramp up the pleasure.” 

Now that shit was fucked up. 

I would think about a lot of things before I would see her again, but at the top of the list was how the pleasure could possibly get any better. 


SCENE 15 


Mommy Claire 

Anthony texted me several times however he did it all from behind a mask, hiding his true feelings. 

“Hot,” read the first text. 

“Sexy,” said the second. 

“Cleavage, Hand job and Insertion,” were the messages that followed. 

And then came the finale, “Orgasm.” 

I had no doubt he planned exactly what he was going to send, hiding the true feelings that were driving his desire, but I wasn’t going to let our next meeting proceed that way. When Anthony came back, I intended to make him come face to face with his new reality. 


SCENE 16 


Anthony 

Claire wanted me to send texts about how I felt. I wanted to fuck her, that’s how I felt, so I sent words and phrases that expressed that. But there was something else going on, something about the behavior modification that had me worried. While the erotic memories of my time with Claire got me excited, there was something else at play, something happening in the inner workings of my brain, something I could neither comprehend nor explain. 

Of course, her hand jobs were at the top of my mind, as were her magnificent titties, but somewhere in my head my thoughts kept returning to her desire to turn me into a little boy, and for some reason that idea both scared and excited me. 

It was some pretty fucked up shit, all of which led to one indisputable fact; Claire was going to turn me, that was clear, and as much as I knew what she intended, the lure of her sex made it impossible to stay away. 


SCENE 17 


Mommy Claire 

The first day was all about securing my place deep within Anthony’s mind. I did that, with a combination of relentless physical stimulus and mental suggestion. Day two would be much more direct, laying out my intentions and daring Anthony to hold on to his independence. 


SCENE 18 


Anthony 

On day two I made it to Claire’s place on time. If I expected a surprise for my punctuality, I got it when Claire laid out the ground rules for the second day of our experiment. 

“Today’s going to be so much fun!” she exclaimed, her eyes wide with excitement. “Today I’m going to find all the things that please that little pee-pee of yours. And then I’m going to use that knowledge to turn you into a helpless little boy.” 

“What if I don’t want to be turned into a little boy?” I asked. 

“Well,” she replied, “after what happened yesterday, you are already a little boy in my mind. But if you don’t want to follow through, you could be a little chicken shit and turn and walk out the door right now, admitting that you’re no match for a woman?” 

I knew she was challenging my manhood and I wasn’t going to be a puss boy. “I can take it,” I replied, “tell me what I need to do.” 

“It’s easy,” she responded, “take off your clothes and get on the table like yesterday and I’ll explain.” 

I may have been apprehensive about her intentions but that didn’t mean that I didn’t want her hands back on my dick. In seconds flat my clothes were gone and my legs were spread on her table. The first touch made me quiver just like the day before but it was her words that had the real chilling effect. 

Claire’s fingers and thumb had only slid up and down my shaft a few times and already I was piquing in sexual bliss. That’s when she introduced me to my fate. 

“This is perfect,” she said, “now while I do this, I want you to tell me how much you want to suck dick.” 

WTF!?! 

I didn’t want to suck dick, not at all, and I was about to tell her so when she increased the pace of her strokes while simultaneously using her alternate hand to bring my anus in on the action. 


All at once, I loved and hated what she was doing to me. The feelings were amazingly intense, highly pleasurable, but her words were crazy, her ideas completely unacceptable. That contradiction overwhelmed my senses and as much as I wanted to resist, to put an end to her games, I couldn’t bring myself to stop the insane pleasure she was creating inside of me. I had never felt anything so wonderful and the thought of stopping it was impossible to comprehend. 

She will probably tell you that she conquered me but I swear I wasn’t the one who said the words. 


SCENE 19 


Mommy Claire 

“Please can I suck dick?” 

Anthony’s words were clear as day, his intent unmistakable. He succumbed to the pleasure quicker than most, submitting to my control like a good little boy. But my end goal wasn’t just control, it was behavior modification, and for that I still had some work to do. 


SCENE 20 


Anthony 

Damn her hands felt good. But that wasn’t the incredible part. The incredible part was the mental stimulation she was building up inside my head. Her hands were amazing, but the moment I gave in to her, the moment I submitted to her control, something wonderful happened, amazing zoomed to unbelievable. 

It was hard to believe that all of this was really happening, that it was real. I might have wondered longer but Claire shared some very important information. 

“You’re probably figuring out right about now that the more you give in the better it feels,” she offered. “And if you completely submit, I mean fully indulge, I can help you feel better than you’ve ever felt in your whole life.” 

She leaned in close to gaze in my eyes and added, “What do you say we try to find heaven together?” 

I knew there could be consequences but I really wanted to know. Despite any reservations I may have had, I allowed my mind to indulge, to submit to the moment. At first, it was mind numbingly incredible, and then it got even better. 

My penis throbbed repeatedly in her hand but that was just the beginning, it was the way my mind conformed to her instruction that escalated the heavenly feelings. Before I knew it, her bare skin was against me, and I felt the protrusion of her nipple against my cheek. I didn’t need to convince myself to suckle, I wanted it more than life itself and I freely indulged in that secret part of me. 

The diaper should have been a red flag, but I was all-in and loving every minute of it. I wasn’t fighting, I was indulging, and as crazy as it sounds the things that I would have thought were the most fucked up were actually the most erotic; the fondling, the nursing, the caressing. And when I followed through on that momentum, embracing my inner child and his connection with his sexy mommy, those feelings escalated even higher. 

I allowed myself to be swaddled and in that instant those feelings of my youth returned to me in full force. I truly was a little boy, suckling at mommy’s teat, cuddled next to her ample frame. And then Claire did what mommy never would, sliding her hand inside the waistband of my diaper, bringing erotic sexuality in direct contact with infantilizing bliss. 

The connection with Claire was highly maternal, assuming a distinct motherly role, and yet her dominance of my sex made everything so erotically charged, I couldn’t separate the extreme feelings of pleasure from the pacifying feelings of peace. I’d say it was confusing but the more I gave in the better it felt until all sense of reality was gone, replaced by a new version of me, one where I was no longer a man but a little boy, happy and content in his mommy’s arms. 

It was while those pervasive feelings were consuming every fiber of my being that Claire inserted the thoughts that would guide my transformation. 

“It’s time you start calling me Mommy Claire,” she cooed, “go ahead, say it.” 

“Yes, Mommy Claire,” I replied and the mere stating of those words aloud caused my excitement to rise even higher. 

“I love you Mommy,” I added, and just like I expected the pleasure zoomed once again. 

If that was the reward for my submission, she could expect plenty more where that came from, but I didn’t need to tell Mommy Claire, she already knew. 


SCENE 21 


Mommy Claire 

There are people who think that I am sadistic because once I get control of a little boy’s pee-pee, and hence his mind, I do not stop the manipulation until he is broken and turned into the obedient little sub that I desire. But I’ve never had any complaints. In fact, I intended to make Anthony beg for dominance, and not just mine. 


SCENE 22 


Anthony 

Under any public circumstance I’m sure my feelings would have been different but we were in a private place playing a very private game. What did I care if I had to play the role of little boy? As long as Mommy Claire was willing to tease and please my pee-pee I was happy to play along. 

“Anthony,” Mommy Claire cooed and just hearing her say my name made the hairs on the back of my neck tingle. “I want to help you find the peace of your inner child. It’s going to take some work but I’ll be here to guide you. What do you say, do you want to play?” 

“Oh God yes,” I huffed. I didn’t mean for it to come out that way, all desperate, but the more she got my mind thinking about her attention the less control I had. 

“Excellent,” she replied, “let’s take you upstairs and start the infantilization process.” 

Now, you’re probably thinking that I was so fucking horny that I couldn’t think straight, and that’s true, but the phrase ‘start the infantilization process’ still rang a warning bell inside my head that brought rational thought back to my brain. Was this more than just a role play? Could the effects have longer term consequences? 

Those thoughts were just beginning to take root in my brain when Mommy Claire slid her hand back inside the waistband of my diaper and rubbed my little pee-pee. At first, I was able to resist, keeping my mind on the danger at hand, but she continued those fabulous strokes until one by one those pesky ideas floated away, replaced by an undying need to please Mommy Claire. 

“Who’s my good little boy?” she asked. 

“I am,” I replied, happy to be on the receiving end of her attention. 

I followed Mommy Claire out of her office and up the sweeping staircase to the second floor of her home. My hardened pee-pee tented my diaper but I was more fixated on Mommy Claire and just what I could do to prove to her how good I really was. 

At the top of the stairs she guided me into a bedroom and it’s adjoining bathroom. It was there that she let me know just what she expected and how I could fulfill my role as good little boy. 

“The first thing we need to do is get rid of all of that hair,” Mommy Claire said. She held up a long straight blade and a can of shaving cream to emphasize her point. 

Now, I keep my pubes trimmed nice and neat but I’ve never shaven myself bare. I wasn’t exactly sure why that was but I would soon find out. 

Mommy Claire was very gentle and sexy with the lathering process, simultaneously applying a thin layer of cream to my entire genital region while stimulating my excitement to the brink once more. It felt good, which made it that much easier to submit, to allow her to have her way. 

I might have been able to convince myself it was all foreplay but for the way Mommy Claire spoke in the moment. 

“Look at you,” she cooed, “soft as a baby’s bottom.” 

I chanced a feel of the freshly shaven skin and when my fingers touched the super soft surface something happened inside of me. The childish feelings escalated, faster than I expected, faster than I could handle. The room began to spin, my head grew light. 

Mommy Claire pulled me in close to her frame, providing me stability, an anchor to the storm brewing in my head. 

“Doesn’t it feel good to be a helpless little boy?” she asked. 

It didn’t feel good. I felt weak, like my world could tip over. The only thing keeping me sane was my connection with Mommy Claire, so I doubled down on that stabilizing presence, cuddling into her embrace. 

Before I knew it her hardened nipple was against me and I found myself doing everything I could to get it into my mouth. When I finally repositioned myself and latched on to mommy’s teat, all of my anxiety washed away, replaced by an inner calm that I will never forget. 

I’m not sure how long we stayed cuddled like that, me naked and shaved bare, suckling at mommy’s breast, savoring the most intimate connection I had ever known. It was heavenly and I recognized the great decision I had made in committing to this experience. And that feeling held strong, even as Mommy Claire took me into the bedroom and dressed me like a little boy, and photographed me, memorializing the moment. 

It was while I was standing in front of the full-length mirror, admiring the baby blue onesie that covered my newly shaven body, that Mommy Claire finally saw fit to reward my submission to her and the moment. 

She pushed me onto my back, in the center of the four-poster bed, and her hands found my bulge, squeezing my pee-pee through the softness of the diaper and onesie. I was ready. I had been strung out long enough, it was time to complete the ride. 

Her strokes and squeezes were magnificent, exciting my passion, bringing my orgasm to the surface. I didn’t think I would last long and felt the inevitable surge as it pulsed through my core, rising up my shaft, causing my testicles to spasm in glee and my muscles to seize at the spine. I was helpless, literally, but there was nowhere on the planet where I would have preferred to be. 

“This is the moment,” Mommy Claire informed me. “Once you soil your diaper the feelings will escalate, you really will be a little boy.” 

Perhaps I should have been scared by that, but the feeling was so intense I didn’t want it to end. In fact, if anything, I wanted it even more, so I gave up all fight and indulged in my infantilization. 


I found my little boy and I let him loose. Not only did he cum inside my diaper, he lost control in other ways as well, achieving a level of regression I had not anticipated. It was strange soiling my diaper, but the subsequent hug and attention I received from Mommy Claire made it all worthwhile. 

It was magical being in that moment. My body calm, satisfied from the release, and my mind content, happy to be on the receiving end of Mommy Claire’s love and attention. And as strange as this is going to sound, the clean-up and rediapering was almost as incredible, equaling the intensity of hours of build-up and an explosive release. 

It was then, as I lie at Mommy Claire’s hands, that I realized the full scope of adult baby play and just how wonderful it really was. 


SCENE 23 


Mommy Claire 

Little Anthony’s transition to adult baby was successful however my long-term goal for this uppity young lad went way beyond a single conquest. My intention was true and measurable behavior modification, and for that I needed to push out the edges of the envelope a little further. 


SCENE 24 


Little Anthony 

Days three and four played out very much like my second day, with hours of relentless teasing, me begging to be a little boy and an explosive orgasm followed by intimate time between me and my loving mommy. I would have been content for every day of the rest of my life to play out that way, however Mommy Claire had her own plan in mind, and as far as I was concerned, only what she wanted mattered. 

After four straight days of intense sexual bliss I walked into Mommy Claire’s office on the fifth day ready to indulge in another day of unbridled lust, however what I saw when I stepped through the door completely rewrote everything I thought I knew about submission and the power of the human sex drive. 

Angie, my assistant from work, was sitting across from Mommy Claire. 

Now, let me describe exactly what my brain went through as I looked at Mommy Claire, the sexiest woman ever to grace the planet, and then at Angie, the pint-sized troll who spent every day as my assistant messing up every last detail. I wanted to get a raging hard-on, I wanted to play adult baby games with my dominant mommy, but all I could think about was Angie, and that made my dick go limp. 

Fortunately, Mommy Claire spoke up before I could say anything that might get me in trouble. 

“Anthony,” Mommy Claire said, “you know Angie, right?” 

As much disgust as I had for Angie, I wasn’t about to spoil the rest of my day with Mommy Claire. Despite what I wanted to say, I turned to Angie and said, “It’s nice to see you, Angie. I didn’t know you would be here today.” 

“I wasn’t planning on it,” Angie replied, “but Claire told me you’ve changed, and I wanted to see if for myself.” 

Once again, I was about to spout off, about how I was good for Mommy Claire, because she was nice to me, but I wasn’t going to just roll over for Angie. Fortunately, Mommy Claire cut me off before I could put my foot in my mouth. 

“Angie is here to see what wonderful progress you’ve made,” Mommy Claire offered, “but don’t worry, today she’ll only be an observer.” 

“Observer?” I replied in shock. “She’s going to watch?” 

“At first,” Mommy Claire replied, “but in time we will make the transition and she will take over responsibility for your care.” 

This couldn’t be happening, there was no way this was real. “No fucking way!” I blurted. 

“Now, now,” Mommy Claire said, “that’s the kind of behavior that got you into this mess in the first place.” 

That’s when Angie spoke up. “I told you,” she squawked. “You don’t have to do this,” she said to me. “He doesn’t have to change,” she added to Mommy Claire. 

I repeated myself. “No fucking way!” 

For the first time since I met her, Mommy Claire raised her voice, and I swear when she did, I shivered down to my core. “Enough!” she barked. 

“You,” she said, pointing at Angie, “step out into the foyer.” 

No sooner did Angie step across the threshold and close the door and Mommy Claire was on top of me. “And as for you little boy, get out of those clothes and up on that table. I want to have a talk with you.” 

I did as I was told, obediently, quickly, shimmying from my clothes and placing my legs in the stirrups of her exam table. Before I knew what was happening Mommy Claire was between my legs and had my pee-pee in her hands. 

One, two, three strokes was all it took to get my attention and three more had my mind reeling. That’s when Mommy Claire laid down the rules for my life going forward. 

“You will never embarrass me like that again,” she said, and all at once she ramped up the stimulus until my eyes went cross and my breathing got short. 

She pressed on. “Do you remember how good it felt when you gave in to me? Imagine how incredible it’s going to feel when you give in to Angie?” 

No fucking way! That is what I thought but the words that came out of my mouth were, “Agh, ungh!” 

I tried to gather myself, to build up my strength, but at the same time Mommy Claire was actively breaking me down. Unfortunately, only one of us was truly skilled at the task we were trying to achieve. Drool flowed from my lips, my muscles seized in physical bliss, my eyes rolled to the back of my head and all I could think was that if I gave in, that if I submitted, these incredible feelings would get even better. 

I don’t know when Mommy Claire invited Angie back into the room but I know it was Angie’s eyes that I was staring into when I verbally acknowledged my submission, and it was Angie’s ears that heard my confession. 

“Please. I want to be your good little boy,” I squealed, and the way Angie’s eyes lit up, I could tell that she was thrilled at the revelation. 

I wanted to take it back, to say I didn’t mean it, not to her, but while I was trying to make my brain do something my body clearly didn’t want to do, Mommy Claire was turning over the reigns of my control to the beast that was Angie. 

“Rub him right here,” Mommy Claire said to Angie, “rub him gently with your thumb, and when his balls get really tight, and he begins to hyperventilate, slow down, just enough for him to regain his breathing and then start all over again.” 


Angie was surprisingly good with her hands, better than I expected, which made what I was planning to do that much more difficult. But I couldn’t let Angie have control of me and so I had to make a stand. 

I steeled my resolve, gathered my wits, stared Angie hard in the eyes and said, “You can try all you want, I’m not going to give in.” 

I was proud of myself for standing up and probably should have had reason to celebrate, but Angie just stared right back in my eyes and laughed. And it wasn’t a fearful laugh, it was confident, like she knew something I didn’t. And as I tried to make sense of what all that meant, her hands were busy, busy, busy, teasing me just like Mommy Claire had, making me ready to give in to her just like I had given in to Mommy Claire. 

But this was Angie, troll-like Angie, the same broad that made my job a living hell. It would be fucked up submitting to her. 

I needed to tell her, in a respectful way, one that didn’t offend, and kept me in Mommy Claire’s good graces. It was a sign of my evolution, a change in the way I would deal with horrific beasts like Angie going forward. And as I contemplated exactly just what I needed to say, something completely unexpected took control of my fate. 


SCENE 25 


Mommy Claire 

In many circumstances I would have been able to leave Little Anthony with his new mommy and they would live happily ever after. But we weren’t dealing with any ordinary situation, there was a genuine distrust between Little Anthony and Angie, and I was going to need to guide the way if we were going to achieve a successful transition. 


SCENE 26 


Little Anthony 

I defied Angie. Despite how good her hands felt on my little pee-pee, I built up my resistance, regained control of my senses and declared my independence, letting her know in no uncertain terms that she would not be able to dominate me. 

That is exactly what I did. 

And that defiance lasted right up until Mommy Claire’s naked bosom brushed against my cheek. 

All at once, everything changed. I latched on, that is certain, but in that moment of pause, when I was no longer thinking about resistance but instead focused on mommy and her wonderful breasts, Angie gained the upper hand over me and my pee-pee, and once that happened, I was lost. 

The way my body responded when it felt like I would cum could only be described as helpless. And yet it wasn’t just a split second, she kept me there, in that precarious state, far longer than I would have thought possible. It didn’t just feel good, it felt great, to the point my entire body pulsed, blooming in pre-orgasmic bliss and when she pushed the moment further all I could do was submit to the moment and to her. 

When Angie fastened the cloth around my bottom it affected me deeply. You cannot remain dominant let alone equal with a woman who has diapered you, the power exchanged in that action is undeniable. And while my mind struggled to accept that new reality, the two dominant women continued their assault. 

The transition from Mommy Claire’s breast to Angie’s was not without my knowledge but it was against my permission. But as much as a part of me wanted to say something, there was another part of me that didn’t want to stop things, not while the pleasure was so intense. And so, I allowed Angie to assume that position of control, stroking my pee-pee, nursing me, bonding with me, way beyond an admission of defeat, to the point of helpless bliss, and when the pinnacle moment finally came, when I would finally be able to realize the satisfaction of hours of sensual build up and denial, it was Angie who was right there, granting me that relief, earning a new status in my heart and in my mind. 

I’d say I tried to hold out but the truth was I was broken, the needs of my body too powerful to deny. The path to relief was right there before me, all I had to do was submit to Angie and satisfaction would be mine. 

Our eyes locked when my pee-pee spurted, filling the diaper with sticky seed. I can’t deny what happened in that instant, it was significant. Our souls joined, Angie’s and mine, and then that connection grew even stronger. She removed my diaper and cleaned my sticky mess, taking our relationship to a whole new level. It was tender, and loving, and she did it all for me, without a moment’s hesitation. That affected me way more deeply than I can possibly describe. And when Angie fastened a fresh clean cloth around my bottom, giving my belly a kiss with her raspberry lips and squeezing my pee-pee through the fresh clean cloth, I completely fell apart, crumbling on the inside. 

“It’s ok,” Angie said, running her hand up my back, sliding her fingers into my hair. “You’re just a little boy and you need a strong hand to guide you. Give in to Angie, tell me how much you need me to mommy you.” 

Hearing those words should have been jarring but I couldn’t deny how I felt. She had broken me down, and when I was at my absolute weakest, she cared for me, cleaning my mess, changing my diaper. I actually loved her for it and that notion overwhelmed my brain. 

I had to look away. 

It took a while but I was finally able to lift my head, to look her in the eyes, and when I did what I saw scared me. Angie was beautiful, in a way I had never seen before, and my past actions were hurtful. I hated myself for how I had treated her, for what I had done. My previous breakdown was nothing compared to how I felt at that moment. I couldn’t stand it. I buried my head in shame. 

Angie could have done anything in that moment but what she did made me see a different part of life, one that before seemed totally unreal. 

“Anthony,” Angie said, “you’ve been a bad boy and I have every right to punish you for what you’ve done.” 

I couldn’t deny it. I felt horrible. 

She went on, “For that punishment, I will take you home and going forward you will be my submissive little boy. Everything that you’ve been doing here we’ll do at my house... everything.” 

It was all so impossible to believe and yet it was the only thing that made sense. Mommy Claire changed me in ways I cannot describe but were very powerful all the same. The new me had needs, undeniable needs that could only be fulfilled by someone who knew and understood the unique circumstance of my existence, someone who loved me and would care for me. And as that realization fully took root in my brain, Angie took me by the hand and led me from the house, saying goodbye to Mommy Claire in the process and securing a new future for me and my life. 

I can’t say that I fully understand everything that happened to me throughout my time with Mommy Claire, with my behavior modification, I can only tell you that after experiencing it firsthand, it wasn’t a choice. I left Mommy Claire’s estate, to live with Angie, to fully indulge and submit, to take Angie as my dominant mommy, and while I may never know all of the reasons for my actions, I have never regretted them, not for a single moment. 


SCENE 27 


Mommy Claire 

To some, Anthony was incorrigible, but that just goes to show that they don’t understand the true power of mommy love. With a little love and just the right mix of physical attention, Little Anthony was reborn, a much calmer and more pacified version of himself. 

You see, we experience men like Anthony all the time, expressing themselves in childish fits on the ball field or some other venue that provides justification for their behavior. And the more we turn a blind eye to it, the more it continues. But if we address these actions for what they are, temper tantrums and rants by immature little boys, and respond with actions to modify and change those behaviors, then we can yield magnificent results. And what better elixir for a childish rant than a diaper and some good old-fashioned mommy love? 

So, the next time you see or hear a grown man act in such a way, or better yet, if that grown man happens to be you, know that I might be just around the corner, ready to make your acquaintance. 

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

-          Mommy’s First Adult Baby

-          #HimToo: Correcting His Point of View

-          Snowflake Baby

-          Tricked Into Diapers

-          Too Much To Resist
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