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Submissive Little Hard Body

Erotic Tale of Female Domination, Sensual Age Play and Intense Mommy Love

Mommy Claire


PROLOGUE

Mommy Claire

There are people that I have met in my life who don’t just want to experience a different side of the world, they actually need it. For them, seeing life from the other side of the fence provides perspective, an alternative way of thinking.

I, myself, feel a certain obligation when I meet these precious people, a responsibility to help them on their journey, to guide them on their path.

For some, that means a kind and guiding hand while for others it means the cold firm discipline of harsh reality. Whatever the situation requires, I am there, ready to help others see the better parts of life.

It is my reason for being and without if I wouldn’t know what to do, the call to dominate and control, germane to my existence.


SCENE 1

Mommy Claire

It was late in the work day and I was about to wrap things up when I received an odd visitor at my door. My life, my work, revolve around managing my network of contacts so I can receive guests at all times but this one was unique in who she was and what she had to say.

You see, I have built an empire by seducing grown men and coercing them into working on my behalf, rewarding their behaviors with lust filled regressive fun. It is a business model that has served me well and there has been nary a complaint from any of my submissive subjects, at least, none that couldn’t be quelled by some timely love and motherly attention. However, this wasn’t one of my conquered men, this was a woman from my world, one with some very interesting news.

Seductive mothering would be a good phrase to describe what I do, erotically stimulating infantilization might be even better, but no matter what you call it, I am always in need of new conquests which is exactly what brought Linda to my door.

As I said, I was just wrapping up one of those motherly meetings when the hard-bodied, Linda, knocked gently, waiting for a moment of my time. Charles, my last appointment for the day, scurried out of my office with his head hung low, a murmured, “Thank you, mommy,” beneath his breath all he had to share as he made his way out the door.

Linda passed him on her way in.

“Hi Linda,” I greeted her, “nice to see you, is everything ok?”

Linda was a regular at the estate, often present, but we didn’t usually get together unless we had an appointment on the calendar. This was a surprise.

“Hi, mommy,” she said, “I met someone yesterday and you always said there would be a reward if I found you someone new.”

My mind perked up at the thought of new flesh.

“Please, come in,” I offered, “have a seat?”

Linda took a seat but I could see on her face that she was nervous.

“It’s ok,” I said, “you can tell mommy anything.”

She stammered a bit, she was obviously nervous, but after a few moments of unease she finally managed to get the words out.

“I met a guy who’s perfect for you,” she said excitedly, “but you did say I would get rewarded, right?”

All of a sudden, her nervousness made sense. She wanted something but was afraid to ask.

“Yes, dear,” I confirmed. “If you bring me a new subject, one that I can turn little and meets all of my needs, of course I will reward you.”

“And, what if you didn’t have to turn him?” Linda asked. “What if he already wanted to play?”

All at once, my level of intrigue rose precipitously.

“Go on,” I pressed.

Linda explained. “I was training a guy at the gym. A young guy, early twenties, and I thought he would be good with a friend of mine so I offered to set them up, but his answer wasn’t what I expected.”

She paused and I’ll admit, she had me on the edge of anticipation.

“Yes?” I pressed.

She was glad she had my full attention and offered a sly smile before continuing. “He told me he only goes for older women, ones who know how to take control.”

Admittedly, it was music to my ears, the thought of a young man who already had those thoughts brewing in his head, however that didn’t necessarily make him the ideal.

Fortunately, Linda offered the next step.

“I could set him up to meet you,” she said. “I could have him come here, so you can check him out for yourself.”

It was the first step of a new seduction, so much possibility, so much promise, I actually tingled at the prospect.

“That would be nice,” I accepted.

That’s when Linda got nervous once again before adding, “And I will get a reward, right?”

I nodded my confirmation with a caveat. “Assuming all goes as planned,” I said as she left my office.

Linda seemed quite confident that this guy was the real deal which had my expectations rising and my body feeling those all too familiar tingles once again. Opportunity was on the horizon and I was ready to seize a brand new day.


SCENE 2

Jack

I have a thing for the woman who trains me. Her name is Linda and not only does she have a smoking hot body but she’s also strong, like the kind of woman who could really take control. That’s a turn-on for me and I think I let those erotic thoughts get the better of me.

Linda and I were working out when she offered the strangest thing.

“I have a friend I think you would like,” she offered. “She’s about your age.”

I wasn’t interested in her friend, I wanted her and so I said something I might not have said otherwise.

“I only go for older women,” I replied, “ones who know how to take control.”

The truth was, I had been fantasizing about Linda for a while, thinking about her pinning me down and having her way with me, it was a major turn-on.

“That’s what you want?” Linda asked. “To be dominated and controlled?”

That is exactly what she said and I couldn’t believe my ears. It was happening, she was interested.

“Yes!” I admitted eagerly.

“Then maybe we can work something out,” Linda offered.

It was all so incredible but it wasn’t what I expected, and the difference between what she said and what I heard, put me on a journey that would forever change my life.


SCENE 3

Mommy Claire

Linda’s description of my latest subject was rudimentary at best. According to her, he was buff, an attractive hard body that wanted to be controlled, but other than that she was rather light on details.

When Jack first walked into my office, Linda’s description was confirmed; muscled physique, handsome features, but it was the look in his eye that told the real story.

Jack may have told Linda that he wanted a woman to take control but that wasn’t the whole truth. The man who walked through my door wasn’t pursuing a power exchange event with just anyone, he wanted a very personal experience with his fitness trainer.

That left me in a difficult spot trying to manage lofty expectations. Fortunately, I knew just what to do to get this young man’s mind off of one obsession and quickly on to another.


SCENE 4

Jack

The house was huge, a rich mansion, and the front steps were tall, really steep, but the biggest shock of all came when Linda welcomed me inside the home only to introduce me to her boss.

“Hey, Jack,” Linda said the moment I crossed the threshold, “this is Mommy Claire. She’s going to take you from here.”

I didn’t even have a chance to say, “hi” or to object before Linda whisked away and this older woman was taking me by the hand, leading me to her office. Sure, she was rather attractive for an older woman; pretty face, nice hair and a rocking body but my mind was on Linda and the expectation of an incredible day.

Fortunately, this woman who Linda introduced as Mommy Claire, was quick to reset expectations in a very big way.

“Jack,” she said, “I know you were expecting a hot time with Linda but if you can just hear me out, I’m sure you and your pee-pee will really like what I have to say.”

No sooner were we alone in her office and she laid it all on the line, immediately settling the tone, and her comment about my pee-pee was only the beginning.

“I understand you like to have a woman in control,” she said, “and it just so happens I like that too. My way is a little different though. I don’t use whips nor chains and there won’t be any pain, unless you don’t like sensual stimulation, in which case you might be a little uncomfortable. I will spend a lot of time controlling your sexual energy though, and showing you the limits of your body and your mind.”

Now, don’t get me wrong, I was still miffed at the whole bait and switch with this older lady, but the moment she started talking about my sexual energy, I saw her in an entirely new light. None of the girls I had ever met ever spoke so freely about sex. Maybe it was a generational thing, I don’t know, but I liked it, and I liked her.

At some point, I agreed, although that part is a bit of a blur in my mind, the shock and awe of the moment all that really stands out in my memories. Before I knew it, I was shedding my clothes, preparing to find out what sensual stimulation and female domination is really all about.


SCENE 5

Mommy Claire

When Jack stripped down, I was treated to a gorgeous view of an incredible physical specimen. His muscles were taut and firm and his skin soft and smooth. It was a pleasure feeling every ridge and curve of his sculpted frame and I looked forward to teasing his desire, separating the thoughts of his mind from the needs of his body.

Linda had prepared him for the day, insisting that he refrain from orgasm for a full week prior to the meeting, and his compliance to that request was confirmed by the rock-hard member that grew to full mast before the very first touch.

Admittedly, when I play with a little boy’s pee-pee, size doesn’t matter, I enjoy them all, however feeling the girth of Jack’s swollen rod, the full weight in my hand, I couldn’t help but appreciate what he brought to the experience, and that had me playing even longer, the temptation just too great.

Teasing draws out the moment, extending the pleasure, and with that meaty rod in my hand I didn’t just fondle and play, I really savored the experience, every single inch.


SCENE 6

Jack

I was naked on Mommy Claire’s exam table when her silky fingers first came in contact with my bare skin and that started the fireworks. From there things took off, a wild event of epic proportion.

I hadn’t cum in a while, so I was definitely sensitive but there was more to it than that, especially the way she was able to tickle and tease without pushing me over the edge. The excitement of her touch, the build-up of desire, the yearn without fulfillment, it was all so overwhelming. The first time was enlightening, the second time a thrill but the times thereafter were transformative, truly putting distance between myself and the mortal world.

I had never felt anything like it, the way the pleasure consumed my mind, owning every waking thought. Mommy Claire was amazing and I was the luckiest guy.

The relentless strokes on my shaft were incredible, I had never felt that before and there was more; gentle tickles up the backs of my thighs, light glides over my bum, and a targeted rub right on my sensitive rosebud. It was all so overwhelming, an onslaught of stimulating touch and before I knew it, I was hyperventilating, my entire body in a perpetual state of pulse.

At one point, she had a good stroke going, my excitement completely under her control, and while I settled into a submissive grind, riding in time with those glorious strokes, she gazed deep into my eyes, letting me know how I was to think and act.

“It’s time for your first lesson,” she informed me. “You know you like this; you know you want more. Now, it’s time to show mommy just how much.”

She was right. It was insane and I absolutely loved it and when she spoke about more it was music to my ears. Was she really willing to play with me like this? I couldn’t believe my good fortune.

“Please!?! Please?!? Please!?!” I moaned in agreement.

What started as an amazing game of tease and denial quickly transformed into a begging session, me letting her know just how much I wanted to give in, and her showing me the limits of sensual bliss. She was pleased with my response, as evidenced by the excited gleam in her eye and her continued rubs on my dick.

Mommy Claire had skills, the ability to render me helpless with just a few simple rubs and the longer it went on, the less I felt like I could put a stop to things, until she made that abundantly clear with her very next words.

“You said you wanted to be controlled,” she whispered in my ear as my body pulsed in time with her strokes. “Is this what you had in mind?”

It wasn’t at all what I had in mind when I first uttered those words to my trainer, Linda, nor was it what I expected when we made arrangements to meet and yet it was incredible all the same, and so I let her know, nodding my head, groaning my agreement, giving in to the woman known as Mommy Claire.

“Yes, Mommy, yes!” I said and the moment the words were out of my mouth, I knew things were going to get even better.


SCENE 7

Mommy Claire

I knew, in his submissive state of mind, that it would be too much for him to handle and yet I followed through anyway, the temptation just too great. It is one thing to crave control but I was on the verge of pure domination and that feeling is absolutely intoxicating.

The first flash of my bare cleavage was enough to set the events into motion. His eyes went wide and his body immediately went taut, lying back, legs spread, unable to contain the lust filled desires coursing through his veins. That single reaction said so much, telling me exactly how I should proceed.

It was just a few suggestive thoughts, that and some very pleasing imagery. The simple notion of it all had my excitement boiling right along with his.

The moment of truth was upon us and I had no doubt we were in for a wild ride.

“Ungh!” he gasped in response to a very powerful throb.

The excitement built quickly, the thrill of the moment overwhelming his feeble brain.

God, how I love driving a man mad with desire and with Jack it was all that and so much more. With him, my actions didn’t just excite, they literally pushed his libido to and beyond any controllable limits.

Before I knew it, he pushed my hand away and took his own penis in hand, beginning to wank. Inhibitions, if there ever were any, gone, replaced by an absolute obsession with his sexual desire.

I don’t usually allow my subjects to touch themselves, to self soothe, I never want to give up any elements of control and yet watching the way he performed, I couldn’t help but be intrigued. Curiosity got the better of me, I had to ask.

“I see you the way you’re playing, jerking away, like you can’t control yourself,” I said, “can you tell me what pushed you over the edge?”

The way he looked at me when I asked that question, all wide-eyed, consumed, I knew his answer would be revealing. His response, when it came, was not at all what I expected but was still very informative.

“Damn you!” he cursed.

He had an ire to his tone but his fingers never left his cock, stroking away with reckless abandon, and his eyes never left my exposed skin, a telltale sign of his true driving force.

He grunted an admission. “I don’t know how you did it, but I can’t control myself.”

His words were music to my ears. The way he jerked and stroked it was like he couldn’t get enough and when my eye caught his, I saw the weakness that lie beneath. Lust had a hold of his brain and nothing was going to change that fact until the powerful beast was somehow tamed.

Just to confirm what I already knew; I made an offer I knew he could not refuse.

“I’ll tell you what,” I said. “I’ll let you jerk yourself off, and I’ll tease you with my nipple while you do it. How does that sound?” I exposed a little more of my cleavage just to show that I was being honest and true.

His goofy grin told me all I would ever need to know.

Before I could rethink the offer, he began to fully indulge; lying back, closing his eyes, spanking his peanut with rapid targeted strokes. While he took himself to pleasure town, I removed my blouse and gathered near to his face, prepared to take the carnal experience to an entirely new level.

The trick to effective nipple play is the teasing brush with glory without the finality of fulfillment. I accomplished that by allowing the softness of my breast to comfort Jack’s face while using the firmness of my nipple to tantalize and tease, touching and then pulling away, creating an insatiable yearn.

At first, he allowed me to control the action but soon he began to stretch his neck and turn his head, desperately searching for more. In no time at all, his desire grew to that of want, and I was more than happy to feed that need.

For several minutes I tempted him, gentle near touches combined with soft soothing rubs. All the while he continued to fondle and play with his erection, bringing both worlds to a wonderful climactic meeting.

It was a powerful moment. The connection between us growing in intensity as did the ministrations on his dick, and as he drew nearer and nearer to the pinnacle of carnal excitement, I allowed our connection to linger ever longer, until he fell into the deepest and most naturally submissive state.

A man will kiss, a man will suck, but it is the little boy inside, the true infantile state, that suckles at the teat. Jack didn’t just kiss my bosom, he suckled at my breast, truly attaining the little boy state. He fully indulged, savoring the connection between mommy and submissive little boy, and the moment he did, I knew I had found the one.

“There you go,” I cooed, “just give in.”

Never had I ever seen anyone succumb so deeply. Jack didn’t just enjoy the role, he became the little I wanted him to be and in that exchange we both discovered something very special and very real.


SCENE 8

Jack

At some point, I probably should have known that I was on a slippery slope leading to a world that would strip me of any sense of independence and yet the way my body felt, insane pleasure on top of insane pleasure, I allowed myself to savor the experience until I was too far down the rabbit hole to even consider turning back.

That may sound fake, or made up, but the truth was, Mommy Claire made it all so incredible, absolute bliss, I never even thought to resist.

It wasn’t until she wrapped a diaper around my lower half, that I even got an inkling of what was really going on.

I had been suckling at her breast, fully enjoying the feel of her skin against mine, when she took the situation to an entirely new level. The moment the soft cloth came in contact with my skin I knew things had changed, but it was when she squeezed my shaft through the thin fabric, speaking to me in her infantilizing tone, that I realized where things were headed.

“Such a good little boy,” she cooed, “so helpless, so submissive.”

I wanted to object, to tell her I wasn’t a little boy, and yet the way her fingers felt, fondling and squeezing my excitement to the brink, I went along, until my mind knew I was about to give in.

You might think that a grown man would never willingly surrender his independence to a woman he only just met and yet the way I felt, blooming in pre-orgasmic ecstasy, I could manage little more than a few helpless grunts and groans, and when she pressed me even further, to see what strength I still possessed, I confirmed her suspicions with the only word I could manage in the moment.

“Please!?!” I groaned aloud.

“What is it that you want?” she asked, the teasing smile on her beautiful face letting me know she already knew the answer.

I could have said, “To cum,” for that would have granted me the quickest path to relief and yet it wasn’t the truth. The way I felt, submissive at her hand and loving every second, all I really wanted was for the moment to go on, for the euphoria to never end.

Fortunately, she knew my deepest desire, and granted me that wish, tickling and teasing with her fingers, granting me ethereal bliss.

“Ungh!” I grunted again, unable to form an intelligible response, unwilling to break away.

Submitting sexually wasn’t natural for me however somehow, with Mommy Claire, I found a level of comfort in the exchange, much more than I anticipated, and before I knew it, my mind began to follow suit, accepting her dominance over myself and the situation.

That conscious change of thought triggered the distinct transition. My muscles went limp and the instant they did, she noticed.

“There you go,” she cooed. “Let go of the struggle. Little boys don’t want to fight.”

It was strange to hear and yet I immediately understood what she meant. I didn’t want to fight and the moment I accepted that notion in my head, the change accelerated until I was to and past the point of no return.

I’ll never forget that monumental shift in power nor will I ever be able to break free from the feeling of helplessness that ensued, all strength transferring from me to her in the moment.

All at once, my existence depended on her care.

It should have been scary, the way everything was totally out of my hands, and yet for some strange reason that is not how I felt. I went along, handing over all power to the woman known as Mommy Claire and in the exchange it felt right.

The build-up was intense, that was part of it, but it was more than just the physical excitement. She was inside my head, and the role she was playing had me completely on edge.

Why did her domineering presence not scare me? It is one thing to dream, to fantasize, but real life is so much different. Was there something about the mommy play? Did the nursing make it ok to give in? And what about the diaper?

The truth was, all of it stripped away my strength but also made me feel special, like I was her good little boy. And the more I indulged that submissive station, the better it felt, until I couldn’t imagine any where I’d rather be.

This is going to sound odd because the climax of the experience truly was the relentless edging and the way that it took my mind away, but the orgasm that followed truly was the pinnacle event. It was blissful intensity wrapped in an exciting package and I savored every moment all the way down to my core.

Mommy Claire had been teasing me for what seemed like hours. I couldn’t think straight and my body and my mind had given up trying. In theory I knew it could end at any moment but she had kept me on the edge for so long I began to believe the bliss would never end.

That is when the realization hit.

I needed it, for the lust to boil over and spill out. God, did I need it, but I didn’t know how much I needed it until the familiar stirrings began and she didn’t dial back her tickle or her flow. All at once, the excitement that had been bubbling just below the surface for so long found a way out and my loins started to spray.

It’s rather embarrassing to admit that the first rope of semen to spurt from the tip of my cock escaped the diaper, flew through the air and hit me in the chin, a small dollop actually entering my mouth, but that was nothing compared to the moment when Mommy Claire rubbed her breasts in the remaining pool on my stomach before proceeding to feed me in an incredible nursing event.

It was mind blowing the way she was able to completely control my every action, even after I had cum, and yet the truth was she had been rendering her influence over me the whole time, with every mind-altering step along the way.


SCENE 9

Mommy Claire

Once I got Jack past the initial point of resistance, coercing him into sucking his own semen from my breast, I knew we were in for a really fun time

“What would you think about fully indulging the mommy play?” I asked. “How would you like to be my good little boy for the entire weekend?”

I knew he was enjoying himself immensely however his answer I did not expect.

“Yes, please!” he stated excitedly, “but can I not be a little boy?”

It wasn’t the first time I had encountered gender fluidity in my age play games and was quite happy to play along, but then he added clarity to his request.

“I want to be twelve,” he added, “at that age when I was discovering the world.”

It was a unique request and not one that I had ever indulged before. My subjects were always infantilized, the diapers; the nursing, it was my thing, I didn’t think I could change. That’s when Jack presented the scenario to meet both of our needs.

“If you’ll be my taboo mommy, you can still do your thing,” he offered. “I’m excited to see what mommy does with her twelve year old boy.”

Now, I do not consider any part of my life to be taboo. I live everything out in the open, for all to see, but I’m nothing if not open minded and so I accepted his challenge, considering just how I was going to take advantage of the situation to break him down and render him submissive at my knee.


SCENE 10

Jack

When I was first introduced to Mommy Claire, I had no idea things would turn out the way they did but there I was returning to her estate, this time to spend an entire weekend together. It was far from home, away from anyone I knew, and I was ready to let go, in a way I had never done before.

The diapers, the nursing, that was some fucked up shit but the craziest part was how much I liked it, and when she pressed on, I thought, what the heck, I may as well go all in.

How could I turn down a woman willing to indulge my fantasy; her the older woman, me the twelve year old boy? She said yes, and I literally felt like I could cum in my pants from that thought alone.

She didn’t waste any time taking command, separating me from my clothes the moment I walked through her door. I thought it was a prelude to sex but I was wrong; she wasn’t looking to fondle and play but instead to dress up her little boy.

The outfit she put me in was infantilizing to say the least. It made me feel small; the tight blue overalls, the way they locked me in. Once I was dressed in that attire, she began to speak to me in that infantile tone, using her words to truly break me down.

“Who’s a good little boy?” she cooed.

I felt the need to set her straight.

“I’m twelve,” I said, “you don’t have to talk to me like a baby.”

At first, I felt the need to course correct however her response let me know she understood the role much better than I realized.

“Mommy treats you like a little boy because you act like a little boy,” she replied firmly. “Until you can learn to do everything you’re told, you’re going to remain a little boy in my eyes.”

She followed by licking her thumb and using it to wipe the corners of my mouth, setting the stage for a domineering mother’s act.

“Quit it,” I shirked.

In the moment, she had me truly feeling the role. I tried to turn away but when I did, she grabbed me by the shoulders and turned me back to face her, demonstrating a strength I didn’t know she had.

“Don’t you dare turn away from mommy,” she scolded. “Do I need to take you over my knee?”

What?!?

It’s kind of embarrassing but her reference to spanking me caused a strange reaction, a pulse of excitement surging in my head. Once she had me facing her, and she looked me up and down, she noticed the bulge starting to form in my pants.

“What is that?” she asked. “Did you make a stain on you new pants?”

I looked down but there wasn’t any stain. It was just a bulge, from where my penis was beginning to grow.

“I don’t see anything,” I objected but she did and she set to rubbing it out.

I’m not sure what it could have been but where she was rubbing was directly on my penis and after a few quick presses, I started to get an erection. A few rubs more and I was downright excited.

“Woah!” I balked. “Be careful!”

“It’s ok,” Mommy Claire replied, “I’ve almost got it.”

She didn’t understand. She was going to make me cum. I grabbed at her wrist but she stared me hard in the eye the moment I made contact.

“Let go of mommy,” she said. “Only a little boy would make a mess. You’re twelve, you’ll be fine.”

In that moment, as she said those words, I thought she intended to play the teasing game, to force me to ride the edge of delight while in my clothes, little did I know, she intended to make the twelve year old in me lose his connection with a maturing world.

I realized what she was doing a moment too late. The build-up came but it was the little tickle that signaled the end, that and the vast amount of spunk that shot up my shaft and filled the inside of my underwear and overalls.

“Ungh!” I grunted helplessly.

The release came quick but the discharge was full. In just a few seconds the wetness began to seep through and a few moments later and Mommy Claire started with the infantilizing talk.

“Did you have an accident?” she cooed. “At your age?”

She looked at me and shook her head side to side.

“Don’t worry, I won’t tell anyone. But maybe we should put a diaper on underneath your clothes this time, just in case.”

She set to removing my overalls and the moment she did, thoroughly taking command, she set the tone once again. I may have wanted to be a twelve year old boy in her world but the way she was infantilizing me I was struggling to find a way to resist.

“I’m a big boy!” I blurted, unsure what else to say.

“Of course, you are,” she answered condescendingly.

She peeled the sticky overalls away from my body. The way the cloth clung to my skin truly broke down any notion that I was mature.

“Whenever a twelve year old makes a sticky mess in his pants I think he needs to decide if he’s going to make stickies again, and if so, how we should prepare?” she said. “Maybe he should agree to a diaper?”

Oh, damn!

The truth was, she had me. I desperately wanted to make stickies again, the pleasure was just too great to resist, but I didn’t want the diaper.

“I’m a big boy,” I offered, but I couldn’t even convince myself that it was true.

“Of course, you are,” she agreed, “a big boy who has accidents when he gets excited.”

The way she kept harping really broke me down. I couldn’t deny my accident, nor could I deny the joy of submission, and those two things together had me seriously considering her words.

As much as I wanted to be a twelve year old boy seduced by a sexy older woman, the truth was it was a struggle maintaining that persona, a struggle that no longer seemed worth the fight.

That’s when I took a chance, letting go of my preconceived notions, indulging the journey laid out before me.


SCENE 11

Mommy Claire

“Mommy, can I please try to be a big boy one more time?” he let out.

Those words were music to my ears but it was the look in his eyes that truly made my insides tingle.

Glassy would be one word to describe that look but dazed would be better. Jack put up a struggle, trying to maintain his independence but the pleasure got to him and now that it had, he wanted it more than ever. It’s a beautiful sight, the longing, the lust, and I fully intended to indulge those feelings until his submission hit permanent status.

Stroke after stroke kept his arousal brimming, riding the edge, and my words in his ear guided his transition, leading him deeper into my world.

“Give in to mommy,” I cooed. “Be a good little boy and let go.”

Jack had already had an orgasm so I expected that it might take a little time to recover but he was quick to respond, ready for another round.

“I want to make stickies,” he admitted, “but I don’t want to wear a diaper.”

It was a unique revelation, one that truly challenged my thinking. Diapering my littles is integral to the process, a symbol as much as a functional tool, I didn’t think I could give that up. Fortunately, I had a plan.

Pulling my hand away from Jack’s arousal I offered, “That’s fine. We can save this for later. Why don’t we run out to do some chores?”

The moment my hands were no longer on his pee-pee, Jack reacted.

“You’re not going to play?” he asked.

He began to squirm and I must admit, he looked absolutely adorable in his discomfort.

“We will,” I confirmed. “But first you need to help mommy do some jobs, like a big boy.”

Jack didn’t like the disruption but he went along and soon we were loaded in my car, headed toward the mall. He may not have wanted to wear a diaper but by the time I was done, he was going to wish he had.


SCENE 12

Jack

Mommy Claire took me to a strip mall to do some shopping and to be honest, all I could think about was getting home so we could resume our play. She truly was magnificent, especially the way she indulged my little boy fantasies.

No sooner were we in the first store and I needed to know.

“Is this going to take long?” I pressed.

Her response should have told me all I would need to know.

“It will take as long as it takes,” Mommy Claire replied, “but it will certainly be quicker if you do as you’re told.”

I could be obedient when I wanted to be and I definitely wanted to make it a quick experience so I was all in.

“Yes, mommy,” I replied.

Before I knew it, we were on to the next shop, a small boutique, where Mommy Claire dropped me off with the attendant while she went to find some clothes.

“Alyssa,” she said to the girl, “can you keep an eye on Jack while I pick out a few outfits?”

In keeping with the little boy role, Mommy Claire asked the girl to look after me. It made for an awkward situation, the attendant and I about the same age but if she thought it odd, she didn’t let on.

“Out shopping for new clothes?” Alyssa asked the moment we were alone.

I wasn’t sure, but it almost sounded as if her words carried a tone, as if she was speaking with a child. I blocked out that thought, taking the opportunity to flirt with the attractive attendant while Mommy Claire was away.

“Just getting some chores done before we head home,” I answered.

Alyssa was a very attractive woman with big, bright eyes and as we got to talking, she seemed genuinely interested in me, even flirting back. By the time Mommy Claire returned, I felt a certain connection between us.

“I picked out a couple outfits,” Mommy Claire offered, “I want you to try them on.”

She held up a pair of pants in sky blue and another in white. Both pairs looked very boyish and in the moment, in front of Alyssa, I didn’t really want to show that side. Fortunately, Mommy Claire ushered me into the changing room, away from Alyssa’s view.

In an instant, we were alone in the dressing room and mommy was separating me from my clothes. She was highly adept, using supple fingers to quickly strip me bare.

I was amazed at how quickly she removed each piece, her command over me and my body pervasive. The moment I was completely nude, she opened the door and called for the attendant.

“Alyssa,” she called, “could I get a hand?”

My heart jumped into my throat. I pulled at Mommy Claire, dragging her into the changing room and pulling the door shut.

“Please, mommy!” I said.

Her response was quick, almost as if it had been planned.

“Try these on,” she instructed.

She handed me the blue pants and they were tight. I managed to get them into place but the moment I did, Mommy noticed something on the front.

“There’s that stain again,” she marveled.

All at once, Mommy set to work, rubbing at my pants, trying to remove the stain. I don’t know if she had any effect on the spot but I can tell you that my pee-pee felt every touch and so much more.

It’s amazing how quickly your breath can be taken away by such stimulus, even when you are trying to stay in control. A few rubs had me panting like a dog and a few more had my mind as well as my lungs huffing and puffing in ecstatic bliss.

I don’t know how I didn’t see it coming but Mommy Claire had me edging before I realized what she was up to and by then it was too late.  She intended to make me cum, in a public place, with the attractive attendant, Alyssa, just a few feet away.

I wish I could tell you that I held strong, that I stood up for myself and kept from losing control but nothing could have been further from the truth. The moment Mommy Claire had me excited she never relented; taking me to and beyond my limits.

The orgasm was inevitable, she wanted it and I was helpless to her whim. The seeping mess was inevitable too, and it made my brand new pants cling to my body.

“Oops!” mommy exclaimed, “looks like you made a mess. I think we’re going to have to buy this pair.”

I thought it was obvious that we would have to buy the pants, my seeping mess staining them from the insides, but Mommy Claire went to check anyway, leaving me a sodden mess.

The moments of wait for her return seemed an eternity however my perception of time completely changed when the door opened and it wasn’t Mommy Claire but instead the assistant, Alyssa who was staring at me and my mess.

“I need to scan your pants if I’m going to ring up the sale,” she said.

She stepped inside, closing the door behind her. The dressing room was small making it near impossible to hide. I tried to turn away but she was persistent.

“I need to get to the tag,” she said, “it’s on the front.”

She held up a gun, to get a scan, but I didn’t want to show her what I had done. Despite my best efforts, she circled me in the small room, exposing my dirty deed.

“OMG! You made a mess!” she exclaimed.

I didn’t want to admit it but there wasn’t much use. That’s when she completely changed the situation in my mind.

“It’s ok,” she offered, “mommy does that to a lot of people.”

OMG! I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.

“Did she do this to you?” I asked.

“That?” she said with a point and a giggle, “No!”

Obviously, that had me embarrassed. I pressed, “But she’s done other stuff? I heard you call her mommy?”

Her answer was cryptic but actually said quite a bit.

“The best nine months of my life,” Alyssa replied with a smile.

My mind was blown.

Alyssa was one of Mommy Claire’s pets and not only did she indulge these fucked up games but they went on for close to a year, but the biggest shock of all was the smile on Alyssa’s face and the obvious notion that if given the chance, she would gladly do it all again.

With a million conflicting thoughts crashing in my head, some fantastic, some downright scary, I asked the first question that came to mind.

“Should I be afraid?” I asked.

The response I received didn’t truly answer my question but it did send my mind on an entirely new path.

“I don’t know if fear will help or hurt,” Alyssa offered, “but time with Mommy Claire is unlike any other part of life and the things you’ll learn can’t be found anywhere else.”


SCENE 13

Mommy Claire

If you know me even a little then you know that the meeting between Jack and Alyssa was not by chance. Jack wanted to hold on to the twelve year old boy role, and in private he never would have strayed, but with Alyssa, in a public place, I had him questioning everything, pondering alternatives he never would have considered.

That was the very important first step, opening the door to a world of new possibilities. Now that Alyssa had guided him through, it was time to return home, for the next stage of his de-evolution.

Jack and I were going to have an afternoon filled with fun, all of it revolving around the needs of his body and the weakness of his brain.


SCENE 14

Jack

After the scene at the boutique, I had no idea what to expect next from Mommy Claire. She was unlike any woman I had ever met and the more I thought she was coming into focus the less I could actually bring her into view.

She teased my pee-pee relentlessly, to the point of euphoria, and even had me calling it a “pee-pee” even when I longed to remain a big boy, and now, after a day that saw two orgasms released as a mess inside my big boy pants, we were headed back to her place, for whatever she intended next.

“Are you going to make me cum again?” I asked the moment we were alone in the car.

Mommy Claire laughed. “My, my aren’t you a horny little boy? You’ve already made two messes this morning, are you ready for more?”

“No, no,” I replied, “I’ve just never had a woman control my penis before and I didn’t know what to expect.”

“Your pee-pee,” Mommy Claire corrected, “is the greatest source of power and energy for your brain. Now, I made you cum twice already, to free you from the responsibility of thinking. Do I need to do more?”

“No, I’m ok,” I replied.

It was amazing to hear her speak, the way she was so direct about my sex.

“Good,” she replied, “because when we get home, I have something I want to try.”

True to her word, the moment we were inside the office of her home, Mommy Claire began to fit me with something new.

“This pouch will help make your next teasing session more enjoyable,” Mommy Claire explained.

She had me step into two straps and then slid them up my legs, fitting a leather sheath around my pee-pee and balls before locking everything in place. If I had realized what it was in the beginning, I never would have allowed her to do it but once it was in place, there was little I could do.

“This leather cage will ensure you can’t have an orgasm until I return,” she said.

Before her words could register in my head, she had her keys in hand and was out the door, me in nothing but a pee-pee loin cloth begging her to stay.

“Please, mommy!” I wailed. “Please, don’t go!”

I don’t know what came over me. Something about the moment, the situation, everything overwhelmed my brain and I felt a distinct change inside, a regression of thought I could not control.

Were all of these activities really turning me little? And would I still feel the same after I was no longer there? I didn’t know the answer to either question but I knew one thing for certain; I desperately needed to find out.


SCENE 15

Mommy Claire

Mentally, Jack was there, his mind was highly susceptible, ready to be controlled, but his body needed some recovery time if he was going to be strung out, edged again and again until independence was a long lost thought.

It’s so much easier with a guy who wants to play, who enjoys the submissive role, but in the end, willing or resistant, they all end up the same. Once the human sex drive has been relentlessly stimulated and aroused, there are very few who can deny that siren call.

Soon, Jack would yearn for even more of my touch, and once that happened, I would grant his request, provided he could give me what I wanted in return.


SCENE 16

Jack

After locking me in the pouch, Mommy Claire departed her estate, leaving me alone for the day. I wasn’t exactly alone, there was a very nice lady there, her name was Kelly and she agreed to give me a tour. Little did I know, just like Mommy Claire, Kelly was also highly sexual and even though I was wearing a restrictive sheath, that didn’t stop her from talking to me in a voice that oozed sexuality while pointing out all of the sex related rooms and activities throughout the estate.

It was an education unlike any in my life before.

Over the course of the tour, the combination of the exciting visuals and my sexy tour guide had my mind in a tizzy. I found absolutely everything to be stimulating and my excitement was understandably high.

Kelly concluded the tour at her bungalow, where she stayed on the property, and when she took me inside, I got to meet her big brother, Cairo. That meeting completely blew my mind.

Kelly and Cairo weren’t like any brother sister relationship I was familiar with and after the initial hug, Kelly showed me that not all siblings engage the same way. She became quite grabby, in a way I couldn’t believe.

Cairo immediately got defensive.

“Don’t,” he objected, “you know I hate to be teased.”

Kelly was quick to reply. “It’s different this time,” she explained. “We’re allowed to play as long as he can watch?”

Cairo was both shocked and pleased with the news. “Are you serious?” he asked.

It seemed odd to me, that they were allowed to play as long as I could watch but they both seemed to understand and before I knew it, they were going at it, stripping one another from their clothes, groping and fondling each other’s bodies in a prelude to sex.

OMG!

In an instant, the temperature in the room spiked.

The scene was sexy hot, Kelly didn’t just expose Cairo’s cock, rubbing him up and down, she teased him relentlessly, like Mommy Claire had done to me. It all happened so quickly, including his gasping pleas for more.

At one point, she was rubbing her naked breasts all over his body, using her hands to massage up and down his shaft and he was absolutely writhing in bliss, savoring every incredible touch. The build-up was intense and it was only a matter of time before he could take no more.

With a few final strokes, targeted on the front of his shaft, she made him explode, ropes of semen spouting in every direction. For his part, Cairo grunted and groaned with each spurt but the look on his face let me know it was pure ecstasy.

As far as I was concerned, the sheath stayed strapped around my loins although it did become very uncomfortable, the straps getting tighter and tighter as my excitement grew. I would have loved to jerk off, or at least shift, but I was horny and helpless and beginning to think that may have been their objective all along.


SCENE 17

Mommy Claire

My entire estate is equipped with closed circuit cameras and everyone who lives with me is fully aware. Over time you get used to it, that ever present eye, and on countless occasions I have used that access to my advantage, to peek in on my littles while they play, to see how they are getting along.

I watched the scene in the bungalow as it played out on the screen. Kelly performed wonderfully, as did Cairo, together, the two of them drove Jack’s excitement without allowing him to release. It was a highly erotic exchange, one that was sure to have my little boy ready for another round of tease and play.

By the time they were done, I could see Jack’s discomfort, his erection stretching the leather pouch, his mind unable to contain the virile thoughts. His body was revved and primed, ready to be unleashed.

Fortunately, I knew just how to take care of such a need and was ready to resume our lessons. Once I was able to grant Jack the relief he so desperately desired, I had no doubt his loyalty would grow and his disposition would continue to evolve.


SCENE 18

Jack

The activities with Kelly and Cairo in the bungalow were over the top. I had seen something similar in a porn video but that was staged, with actors and actresses, this was real and unlike anything I had ever experienced in my entire life. To say it blew my mind would be an understatement.

The two of them were going at it, Kelly rubbing away and Cairo grunting and groaning, writhing back and forth. It was quite a build-up, leading to the ultimate release. The first spurt shot from his excited cock and several more erupted from his tip, landing harmlessly on his stomach.

I didn’t mean to react, but it was an incredible sight.

“Oh, my God!” I exclaimed.

No sooner did Cairo finish his grunting, his spent penis still dripping semen onto his belly, and the phone in the bungalow rang, startling all of us.

Kelly turned from her position holding Cairo’s penis, looked directly at me and said, “Do you mind? My hands are kind of full.”

I crossed the room to the ringing phone. “Hello,” I answered.

There was a brief pause and then I heard Mommy Claire’s voice over the phone. “Put Kelly on the phone,” she said.

I did as I was told, walking the phone over to Kelly. “It’s Mommy Claire, she wants to talk to you.”

The look on Kelly’s face said that she was in trouble and the moment she took the phone she began to object.

“But mommy,” Kelly said, “I wasn’t naughty, you said we could play as long as Jack didn’t cum and he hasn’t.”

It was interesting news. All day long Kelly had been doing things that got me aroused, now I knew it was on purpose.

The conversation continued but I could only hear half.

“Ok, ok,” Kelly said into the phone, “I’ll send him right over.”

She didn’t need to tell me the result. Mommy Claire had my pee-pee wrapped tight all day and now she was calling me back to see her.

It was time to play.


SCENE 19

Mommy Claire

Watching Kelly and Cairo perform for Jack, I knew he would be excited to play, however I actually got a little jealous when Kelly finally let Cairo release. There’s something very powerful in that exchange, the strength of the moment, and all of that power transferred from him to her in that instant. It hit me deep inside, knowing it could have been me.

Fortunately, I had Jack coming to see me with even more lust built up inside, with plenty to spare, so I wouldn’t be left without, but still there was a certain envy that bubbled under my skin.

The brain is the most erotic muscle in the human body and now that Jack knew what pleasure I could instill, I was deep inside of his. That paved the way for everything else that I wanted to do, including getting him to agree to a day of chastity wearing a very constrictive belt.

Now that both his body and his mind were primed and ready, it was time to take advantage of him and that very delicate situation. I intended to take things to the next level with my highly submissive little boy, showing him the joy that comes with my little world.


SCENE 20

Jack

As I made my way from the bungalow, across the property, towards the main house, I thought about everything that had happened so far and just where things were about to go. There was so much that I wanted and yet none of it was up to me.

My first desire was to get the belt off, to be free of that constraint, and once that was the case, I wanted to snuggle into mommy’s embrace, to feel her silky fingers on my pee-pee once again. I didn’t know if I was allowed to ask for it, but I felt all of that and more, like an integral need.

Like the clairvoyant woman she had proven to be, Mommy Claire understood exactly what was going through my head, my need, and she shared the perfect words to describe my predicament, the moment I was standing before her.

“You’re feeling horny,” she explained. “Not just because you haven’t cum but because you like the way it makes you feel, the surrender of control. The more you indulge the better it will feel and the better it feels the more you will indulge.”

She followed that statement by undressing me, separating me from all of my clothes, stimulating every sensitive nerve ending in the process. It was absolutely tantalizing and by the time I was nude, down to just the leather chastity strap on my loins, the excitement was electric, every hair standing on end.

I couldn’t deny what she was saying while at the same time I couldn’t bring myself to stop, the pleasure running out to the rest of my body was better than anything I could ever remember.

It was then, as I indulged those feelings, that Mommy Claire let me in on the news.

“Is my twelve year old boy willing to give in?” she asked. “Surrender a few years and I’ll grant you your bliss?”

I didn’t know what it meant to surrender a few years but the way my body felt, tingling all over, a subtle grind starting in my hips, I knew I needed to get off in the worst imaginable way.

“Please!??” I moaned.

That’s when she placed perspective on exactly what she meant.

“Let me shave you bare,” she explained, “let me turn you into a helpless little boy.”

To be honest, it seemed insignificant, at least in relation to the yearn of desperation that had a grip on my mind at that moment, and so I agreed, granting her permission to shave me bare.

It was all such a mind fuck, the biggest surprise of all being the way she stunted my excitement at that exact moment, placing a pause on our games of fun. I wasn’t sure what was happening, my mind an ethereal haze, but then she guided me and my bewildered brain into the bathroom to honor my commitment and everything started to take shape.


SCENE 21

Mommy Claire

Not allowing Jack to cum for the entire day and then having my helpers tease him with excessive stimulus for hours had him completely desperate. He wasn’t just prepared for the next stage of his regression journey, he was desirous to take the next step.

Needless to say, I was happy that was the case.

It wasn’t absolutely necessary, I could have gotten him to comply either way, but there’s something about the confused nature of a horny little boy and his overworked pee-pee, and I liked keeping Jack off of his game.

Many people think that men are smart but that notion can only be applied when lust is not controlling their brains. The moment the carnal desires settle in and truly take root, men and intelligent thought quickly part ways.

I like that, it works to my advantage, and I do everything I can to factor sex into every equation.

It was time to introduce Jack to the desires of the flesh, and for him to make some very important decisions while intelligent thought was no longer at play.


SCENE 22

Jack

Mommy Claire wanted to shave my nuts and I actually said yes. I’m not lying when I say that. I was horny as hell and couldn’t wait to get to the good stuff and I had a feeling that she was the type of freak that would treat me even better the more I went along with her games.

My theory proved to be true however what I didn’t know was what a deep and meaningful impact those games would have on my way of thinking. The moment things started to settle in, I knew I would never be the same.

It started simply enough, with her leading me into the adjoining bath, but things quickly escalated when she had me lay out on the floor and spread my legs. The shaving scream she lathered between her palms proved to be a very smooth lubricant, and when she applied it to my loins I jumped at the first contact, everything so sensitive, but then settled into her caressing, rather enjoying the attention.

The cream she applied wasn’t meant for fun and that became crystal clear when she turned to the bag sitting next to her on the tile floor and removed a long straight blade. It was the kind an old-fashioned barber would use and the steel glistened in the light as she brought it close to my loins.

A knife that sharp could easily cut my dick off but Mommy Claire was very gentle, removing large swaths of hair with highly targeted strokes. The first swipe left a streak of bald skin and the swipes that followed did even more, leaving me completely bare. By the time she was done there wasn’t a single strand down there.

It was a sight to behold, but that paled in comparison to how I felt when I first touched that newly exposed skin.

It was Mommy Claire who invited me to do it and I have a feeling she knew exactly what it would do to me and my highly susceptible brain.

“Go ahead,” she said, her smile broad, her eyes bright, “see what it feels like little boy.”

At first, I didn’t know what she meant, but then she took my hand and placed it on the most heavenly soft skin.

OMG!

Never in a million years did I ever expect that. The skin was so wonderfully soft, my fingers actually tingled at the touch but as undeniable as that was, it was nothing compared to how my mind felt now that I no longer had hair down there.

That, was a mindfuck of epic proportion.

Why did it make me feel small? Like a little boy? And is this what Mommy Claire meant when she asked me to give back a few years? I turned to her for answers, but she did the one thing that would confuse my mind even more.

Her breasts were so magnificent, any view would have been sublime but the way her cleavage was presented, right in front of my face was so soft and delectable; and the way the tender flesh brushed against my cheeks, soothed my mind and calmed my soul. She had my entire body ready to relax, and when she dragged her nipple across my chin, towards my expectant mouth, I forgot about any questions I might want to ask and instead gave in to her and the moment.

It felt so natural shifting into the horizontal state, suckling at her breast while her hand fell into my lap, her fingers grazing my newly shaved skin. I wanted her to play with me, to satisfy the lust that had been building all day long, but I dared not ask, the moment just too pure. And so, I suckled at her teat while she tickled and teased, hoping I would get to cum but knowing it was not my decision to make.

Those realizations were just forming in my head, about myself and my relationship with Mommy Claire, when she let me in on some very important news.

“Little Jackie,” she said, “I know you wanted to cling to life as a twelve year old boy and I like a man who tries to stand up for himself, but I like my littles in diapers, and now that I have you suckling at my teat, with your little pee-pee in my hand, we’re going to find out just how important it is to you.”


SCENE 23

Mommy Claire

In every man there is a backbone. For some, it is harder to find than others, but in every case, it represents his limits, the hard lines his rational mind simply will not cross.

I enjoy finding those limits in my subjects and pressing them to and beyond those hard lines in the sand. The moment of conquest gives me great satisfaction, a victory and a thrill, but even though I savor that triumph, I always reward my foe in the end, showing grace in the moment.

With Jack, I intended to turn that fucker out, to make him give up his connection to the twelve year old boy he wanted to be, completely submitting as the innocent weakling I saw him as.

He was more than half way there, his lust already controlling his mind, all I had to do was guide the journey, leading him right into my infantilized world.


SCENE 24

Jack

I’m going to say something that most of Mommy Claire’s little boys wouldn’t tell you for fear of the repercussions. I absolutely loved the edging right up until it became too much.

She was playing with my newly shaven pee-pee and I have to admit, it did make me feel real small. With the hair gone, my last connection to maturity, her fingers slipped and slid over the silky smooth skin, making it all feel so good, and when she began to tickle me in just the right way, my lungs began to heave and my hips began to jerk, but I did not try to get away.

The truth was, her fingers felt good, and the more they played, the better it got, until I couldn’t imagine anything better in the whole wide world.

That’s when she introduced me to her breast and the moment I latched, the combination of her heavenly bosom on my face and her strokes on my pee-pee had me redefining the greatest experience of my life.

It was all so amazing and I freely gave in, at a level I had never done before.

Mommy Claire diapered me while I was in that highly suggestive state, and I allowed her to do it, giving up all pretense about any decision-making power.

It all felt too good to stop, encouraging me to move on. If she wanted me to be little, I’d be little, or so I thought, right up until she outlined what that really meant.

She was tickling and caressing, fondling and stroking, taking my desire to astronomical levels when she whispered in my ear, alerting me to the news.

“You know I want you to be my little,” Mommy Claire explained, “messy diapers and all, and if you’ll agree to that, to really be my precious baby boy, then I can help you make a sticky mess of this diaper.”

With those words she gave my shaft several rapid squeezes followed by an up and down glide. It felt really good and my body pulsed, releasing an outward groan in response.

“Ungh!” I grunted.

“What do you say!” Mommy Claire pressed, “will you submit as my little boy?”

I thought about what it meant, the attention from Mommy Claire, the nursing at her breast, but could I really give up that part of me? Could I really regress? Submitting to Mommy Claire was easy but regressing, accepting her infantilizing requirements, that was a different story all together. I was about to tell her that I couldn’t do it, that I wanted to remain strong, when she changed her approach, no longer rubbing all of my pee-pee and balls but targeting her efforts on one particular spot.

“Ungh!” I responded the moment I felt that heavenly touch.

The spot she chose was on the front of my shaft, just below the crown, and she used her thumb to rub it relentlessly. At first, it felt really good, then it caused my eyes to go cross, before I literally could not focus any thoughts.

That’s when Mommy Claire got right in my ear, to tell me how I should think.

“Give in to mommy,” she cooed, “life will be so much better as mommy’s good little boy.”

For more than a moment both my head and my body swooned with her delectable touch and in that euphoria, I completely forgot any and all reasons why I shouldn’t submit, focusing all of my energy on why I should. It was a moment of pure enlightenment and before I knew it, I was nodding along, grinding in time with mommy’s strokes, agreeing to enter her world.

I knew in the exchange that I might one day regret my weakness, but at that moment all I truly cared about was fulfilling the experience. The moment I gave in, Mommy Claire did just that, and I couldn’t have been more pleased.

Mommy Claire continued to tickle and tease, taking my lust even further with each successive round, showing me just how close to the sun we could really fly. It was incredible and she allowed me to savor that bliss, long into the night.

I did soil my diaper, with an explosive orgasm at mommy’s hand, but by the time it came I wanted it bad, the teasing just too much to take. It was an awesome build-up and when it finally released, it felt like my balls had blown up.

The diaper caught my discharge and then clung warm to my skin but oddly enough, Mommy Claire seemed to really enjoy the clean-up and by the time she was done, kissing my belly and dousing me in fresh baby powder, I liked it too, for reasons I couldn’t quite explain.

There would be more diapers in our future, I had agreed to as much, but now that I had experienced my first, I wasn’t so concerned about number two, the event kind of interesting, rather fun.


SCENE 25

Mommy Claire

The moment Jack was broken, the instant he was tamed, I took our relationship to the next level, introducing him to the next big revelation, a vibrating butt plug inserted in his nether hole. It was designed to give him even more pleasure and based on his response, I had no doubt of the effect.

Combined with my oily hands as they slid over every inch of his member, and my ample bosoms as they formed against his face, that little vibrating plug worked its magic on his insides, loosening his resolve from within.

Most men fear the butt play, an inherent rejection of that penetrating feel, and yet in the moment Jack did not relent, his hard line of resistance seemingly gone.

It was quite an experience and I must admit, I tingled all over the instant he succumbed.

Jack was a fun diversion, an afternoon conquest of sexual delight, but for his long-term prospects I had a different destination in mind. For his future I envisioned a completely different path.

My relationship with Angie went way back, to a time when she needed my help dealing with an absolute cad. Back then, I was able to give her what she needed but over time things changed in her life, and once again she was in need.

I wanted to see her whole and knew just what to do.

A guy like Jack was primed to love, honor and obey. At the moment, that loyalty belonged to me but I had no doubt it could be easily transferred to the woman who was willing to control his world.

It wasn’t easy, but I turned over the leash of my latest conquest to a longtime friend and while I felt the loss, I can’t deny they do make an extremely good fit.


SCENE 26

Jack

Her name was Angie and Mommy Claire insisted that I let her stroke my pee-pee and nurse me during the time when she was away. At first, I was hesitant, not wanting to accept anyone new, but as we became more familiar it wasn’t so bad.

For two weeks, I did as I was told, completely submitting to Angie and her care. It was only meant to be temporary, while Mommy Claire was away, but I couldn’t help it, our time together fell into a groove and a bond formed. When all was said and done, I couldn’t let her go.

Angie wasn’t just an attractive woman taking care of my needs, she was mine and what a difference that made.

Angie and I both knew it, and we discussed it, the only question was, how would we break the news to Mommy Claire?

I felt absolutely terrible, I was only supposed to go to Angie for a couple of weeks, to tend to my needs. I didn’t mean to fall in love.


EPILOGUE

Mommy Claire

Jack loved being controlled but as a boy, not as an adult baby which meant he wasn’t a match for me but perfect for my friend Angie.

You see, Angie wasn’t confident enough to dominate a man, but a boy who welcomed her control was well within her reach, and with the proper training, I was certain they would find a bond.

Jack and his submissive little boy ways were perfect for a woman like Angie, someone who wanted to indulge the boy who would indulge her.
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PROLOGUE

Mommy Claire

Late at night, when no one else is around, my mind wanders down some very interesting paths, contemplating the intricacies of the world and my place in it. It is a philosophical journey, one that challenges the status quo, helping to keep me focused on that which is true and right.

During each of these exploratory sessions, I am very hard on myself, evaluating my actions as well as my decisions with a critical mind, ensuring that I am not taking the easy way, ensuring that I am endeavoring to make my life all that it can be. This is core to my existence, germane, not just for myself but also for the betterment of others.

All of that may seem like a very lofty platitude for a woman who has dedicated her life to dominating grown adults and regressing their bodies and their minds into that of submissive infants, but I don’t see it that way. All of my age play activities are designed specifically to heal and cure, my mommy love the perfect panacea for whatever might be ailing the beleaguered soul.

This mantra of life was never more evident than in a recent meeting I had, one where the healing powers of my regression activities were put to very good use, with a man who needed my help in a real and serious way.


SCENE 1

Calvin

War sucks!

Obviously, anyone can say that, but I lived it, so for me that sentiment is very real.

My return from overseas was unceremonious, there was no parade or celebration of victory. I returned to what was supposed to be a normal life however the memories I gained on the battlefield ensured that would be no easy task.

Post traumatic stress disorder, PTSD, that’s what the doctors call it, but for me it was and still is a constant struggle, a battle between how my mind would like to live and the reality of thinking once the horrors of war have been indelibly implanted inside your head.

For the longest time, I thought there were no options, that I had to endure without any help, but then I met someone online, a woman who offered assistance, and I started to have hope.

What did I have to lose? I asked myself. My life was shit with nowhere to go but up and so I stepped out on the ledge, ready to see if some good old fashioned mommy love could bring back the innocence I once possessed but now had lost.

What I found was so much more than I was even hoping for and a lifeline in an otherwise stormy brew of life.


SCENE 2

Mommy Claire

“I’m sorry to hear that,” I replied to my online friend. “You sacrificed so much. Now, you should be able to find peace. You deserve it.”

I had been chatting with a friend online. It started with emails, then texts, and now we were finally talking, albeit over the phone.

He was struggling, trying to cope with the demons in his head and I felt for him, wishing I could help. Our service men and women give so much so that we might have freedom, it’s a terrible shame the difficulties they experience upon returning home.

Calvin and I had been exchanging messages for quite some time, several weeks, about his challenges, about his needs. He certainly wasn’t my usual conquest, he expressed no age play desires, and yet I had no doubt he would benefit from my brand of unique mommy love.

It’s a very special journey from dominant man to submissive boy but the effects are far reaching, truly separating everything from the here and now. I hoped it would help Calvin gain some much-needed distance from the demons in his head, a moment of peaceful relief.

So, I extended the invitation, putting everything on the table, hoping he would agree, hoping I could help.


SCENE 3

Calvin

“I might be able to help,” Claire said. “I’ve done extensive studies on the power of the human sex drive as a means of correcting unwanted behavior. I know your situation is different, but I believe it could work for you as well. If you’d be willing to give it a chance.”

I wasn’t sure. As much as I knew I needed help, I was cautious about playing games with my brain.

“What exactly would it entail?” I asked, not ready to proceed but also not wanting to turn down the offer from my newest online pal.

Claire giggled when I asked that question and the light lilt to her voice actually made me feel better.

“It’s actually a lot of fun,” Claire explained. “I rub and stroke your cock until you’re feeling really good and then, while you’re in that state, I help you connect with your inner child and the peace you felt when you were just a babe snuggled in mommy’s arms.”

I’m not exaggerating when I say that. Those were the words she used and that was the idea she planted in my head. It was totally unbelievable and yet true, setting the stage to meet IRL.

Needless to say, it was music to my ears, and before I knew it, I was saying yes and making plans, for a one-way trip to an entirely new existence.


SCENE 4

Mommy Claire

My initial intent in getting together was to show Calvin that things could be better, that while I couldn’t eliminate all of his anxiety and stress, I could help him escape, at least for a little while.

That was my motivation in bringing him to my place, in setting aside dedicated time for him and I to be alone, but if I’m being totally honest, I am who I am, and there wasn’t much chance that we could spend a day together, one focused on intimate feelings and sensual touch, without me revealing my true and natural self.

It’s all part of the process, the exchange of power, the submission and control, but there is no denying it aids the journey, guiding the subject to the peaceful and inevitable end.

Calvin and I were in for quite an afternoon, one that would include a lot of manipulation and control, and I tingled at the prospect, excited to see how things would turn out.


SCENE 5

Calvin

Claire lived on a very large estate just outside of town and I have to admit, I was more than a little intimidated walking up the steep steps to the tall front door. It all seemed so odd, so out of my normal world, I was almost afraid to ring the bell.

Fortunately, I didn’t need to do a thing.

The moment I drew near, the door swung open and I was treated to my first view of Claire and let me tell you, what I saw completely blew me away.

Whenever you meet someone online; the automatic assumption is that they will exaggerate their looks. But in all of our chats and discussions, Claire never provided any description at all. That simple fact led me to believe she was really hard on the eyes. Thank God for me, nothing could have been further from the truth.

Claire was a knockout from head to toe.

A brunette with big brown eyes, she stood about five foot seven with a smile that could brighten any room. And while she had a beautiful face, one I could have looked at for days, there isn’t a man on the planet who could have kept his eyes upward when the temptation of her voluptuous body was drawing all attention down low.

Never in my life had I ever seen such magnificence. Claire didn’t just fill her dress, she stretched the fabric, revealing every dimple and curve until nothing was left to the imagination.

Don’t get me wrong, I made the decision to visit with her regardless of her appearance. If anything, I expected to find a lonely old lady willing to give me a rub, but this latest revelation took things to an entirely new level and I was over the moon in anticipation.

Claire was a knock out and if all of my surprises were going to be so amazing, we were certainly in for a wild ride.


SCENE 6

Mommy Claire

I welcomed Calvin into my home and knew right away we were going to have a great time. The way his face lit up when he first saw me, all wide eyes and goofy grin, revealed his delight at the possibilities, adding to an already exciting moment.

First meetings are always so titillating, the new, the strange, the unexpected nature of it all. I am always excited at the opportunity of taking a new man on my one-of-a-kind mommy thrill ride, but Calvin wasn’t just a horny guy, he was a person in need. He didn’t just want my attention, he actually needed it, my love and affirming care.

That made for a very special arrangement.

My skills and his need were the perfect match and I took him by the hand and led him to my office, a skip to my step, a thumping beat to my heart. I was ready to get things started, ready to let his transformative journey begin and that prospect had every nerve ending tingling in anticipation.

No sooner were we inside the door and I let him know exactly how things were going to go.

“Take off all of your clothes and get up on the table,” I said. “Then we can begin.”

Much to my delight, Calvin didn’t bat an eye, stripping away his garments, revealing the prize below.

I usually get a tingle inside whenever I am about to embark on a new journey of conquest, and as Calvin slid his naked body onto my table it was no exception, those familiar feelings returning in the most magnificent way.


SCENE 7

Calvin

She asked me to get naked and get on her table and I didn’t waste a minute. The truth was, I would have stripped just for the promise of a massage but with Claire there was so much more, beginning with her beautiful face and amazing body. Those attributes had me ready to agree to anything she asked, even when she explained just what she had in mind.

“All your life you’ve been in a battle, a fight between your penis and your mind,” Claire explained, “both of them have been struggling for control, neither one willing to yield any ground. Today, with your help, we’re going to finally end the conflict, overwhelming your penis so your mind can finally have some peace.”

Needless to say, they were strange words to hear.

I was naked before her, lying on a doctor’s exam table in her home office, waiting for what I thought was going to be a sexy massage. In that context, I had no idea what she meant, her message had me totally confused.

I wasn’t sure what to say so I shared the first thing to come to mind.

“Ok,” I offered, unsure how it was supposed to happen but excited to go along, for whatever help she could provide.

“Perfect,” she replied. “In order to do that, we must take your penis to the edge, to that plain of existence where the needs of your body truly separate from the thoughts of your mind. Once you are there, the real transition can take place.”

Oh, shit!

Hearing her say those things reached every part of my being. It was something I could definitely get on board with and so I laid back and spread my legs, offering an emphatic, “Yes, please,” and a smile.

She smiled back at me before continuing, “In order to achieve success, we’ll need to work together. You and me against him, in a battle to the end.”

She pointed to my penis as she said, “him”.

I’m not going to lie, it sounded kind of odd, made up, and yet when she placed her hand on my cock and that first tingle shot up my spine, I wanted to go along, to see just where things might lead.

“Ah,” I gasped, a bolt of pleasure surging into my brain.

She was quick to reinforce her message.

“No matter what,” she explained, “we have to work together. We’re a team.”

I knew what she was saying, about how I needed to help her, but I wasn’t sure what that meant or how that was supposed to work. That’s when she made a recommendation, that we gaze into each other’s eyes and hold the stare while she pressed my body even further into a state of physical bloom.

It took a moment to get things right but I was all-in, ready to follow her lead.

We did as she suggested, her continuing to rub my dick as she shifted her body to gain close, me feeling the ecstasy of her touch while my eyes gazed into hers. Together, the two of us fell into this uber relaxed state, the kind that had my body blooming and my mind floating on a cloud.

As crazy as this is going to sound, beyond the incredible feeling in my loins, there was something very special about this form of therapy. It wasn’t like talking with a therapist or sharing my woes with a doctor and yet for the first time in a very long while, my mind actually relaxed. I didn’t feel overwhelmed. There was a pervasive notion of calm, maybe even peace.

It was a revelation, one that I wanted to explore more deeply.

The first moments were interesting, the intense feeling of connectedness between us from the eye gazing were undeniable, and then came the gentle spasms in my loins, heavenly throbs that built into ethereal pulses. All of it was mind-altering, overwhelming every cogent thought, and then things evolved even further when she increased her efforts and I began to see her, and this experiment, in an entirely new light.

When I first saw Claire, I thought she was crazy hot but I hadn’t noticed how beautiful she was, but now, as her fingers continued to ply my body with that heavenly bliss, and my eyes continued to drink her in, I felt this change within, like my life would never be the same now that she had shown me the way.

Those ideas were just making their way through my head, becoming the dominant and pervasive thought, when she added to the moment with some carefully selected words.

“Such a good little boy,” she cooed, “now, doesn’t that feel good?”

I couldn’t deny what she was saying. Her strokes on my penis felt amazing, but the true feelings of bliss weren’t from the physical touch but instead from the connection between us, and the way I felt gazing into her eyes.

“I love you!” I replied, and while I didn’t mean for the words to come out, that didn’t change the fact that I meant them from the bottom of my heart.

“I know,” she replied, “enjoy it. The more you give in, the better it will feel.”

I’m not sure if she intended for it to happen, but she seduced me in that exchange, my body blooming in bliss while my mind turned over all control to her and that magical touch. The more I allowed it to happen, that all-consuming euphoria, the better it felt, until she capped it all off with the sweetest kiss.

I’ll never forget how I felt as I succumbed to the moment, my body floating, my mind desperate to latch on to anything, finding the essence of her as my new North Star.

She pulled away from the kiss while repeating those fated words.

“Such a good little boy.”

As her words slipped into my brain, I realized the significance of her statement, the way I submitted, the power she attained, and despite everything else, I didn’t mind, freely relinquishing everything that made me, me.

The diaper that she slid under my body was symbolic, at least that’s what I told myself, and I offered no resistance as she swaddled it tight around my loins, infantilizing my body as well as my mind. Once the straps were secured and in place, I felt the change, the distinct transition of my new life.

“You can start calling me mommy, now,” she said and all at once I knew our relationship had turned a corner.

“Yes, mommy,” I replied and the way her face lit up when I said it, made me glad I had verbalized the thought aloud but not near as much as the way my mind swooned, happy to let go of its connection with the responsible adult world.

For more than a moment, my independence was gone, a thing of the past, replaced by a new outlook on life, one formed from a submissive point of view. If all that wasn’t enough to truly have my mind rethinking the value of regressive behavior, she topped it all off by sending my excitement over the edge, forcing me to orgasm inside the covering of that extremely soft cloth.

It only took a couple of rubs, highly targeted stimulus to push me over the edge, but it was the explosion that followed that truly changed my world. The spasms felt so good and the way they reverberated to every part of my body had my mind reeling and my body ready to fully indulge.

“Ungh!” I grunted, unable to control my response.

The build-up came quick, out of nowhere, and before I knew it my excitement piqued, spurting out of my body in a rush, filling the diaper with a sticky mess. It was a powerful moment, one that confirmed once and for all that this was a life changing experience and there would be no going back.

“Oh, no!” she exclaimed. “You were supposed to warn me. I guess you really are a little boy, unable to control himself.”

The entire situation was overwhelming, not just the intense feelings in my body but also for my brain, and the more she kept saying the words, the more she ensured they would find a welcome home in my mind.

“You really are a little boy.”

“You really are a little boy.”

“You really are a little boy.”

I can’t explain what happened inside my head as those words burrowed deep and the diaper clung warm to my skin. I may have just shot my load, leaving me exhausted and spent, but I also discovered something very interesting about myself, an inherent weakness fully exposed.

It was quite a conundrum, the balancing act taking place inside of my brain. The pleasure was intense, greater than any I had ever experienced in my entire life, and yet the weakness that came with it was powerful as well, to a magnitude of ten. All of which had me debating whether the juice was worth the squeeze, and whether I could endure the real objective of this unique and special experiment.


SCENE 8

Mommy Claire

I usually delay the first orgasm as long as possible. There is a certain power in that first release and I like to use that energy to truly capture the mind. It is a tried-and-true method that has separated many a powerful man from his center of control.

While that process was highly effective in most cases and with most men, I could tell that Calvin was different. While he possessed great strength it didn’t all lie in his libido. He wouldn’t run for the door with the advent of his first orgasm. He would want to learn more.

It was that belief that encouraged me to choose an alternate path.

So, I took a different approach with Calvin, one that posed a certain level of risk, you know the tale of a man and his spent orgasm, but if it worked out the way I suspected, we were going to really grow close and our time together would yield much better results.

If all was going to go as planned, first we would need a little time to recharge the batteries. As a result, I recommended a hearty meal, one that would feed the soul while providing the foundation for his next helpless mess.


SCENE 9

Calvin

Things with Claire were awesome. Not only was she incredibly beautiful and hot, she gave me the most amazing physical experience and then treated me to dinner; barbecue ribs, mashed potatoes and corn, my favorites. She didn’t even mind that I had several beers as well, speaking to me in that soft, soothing voice of hers the whole time, dripping words and ideas into my highly susceptible brain.

The entire scene was too much to believe, her gracious hospitality, and I happily went along, especially when she offered me a tour of the estate.

“What would you think about a little walk?” she said, the moment our meal was done.

“That sounds nice,” I replied although my belly was full and I had a bit of a beer buzz so I could have been content to lie down.

She, however, wasn’t looking to settle down. “Perfect,” she replied, “I’d love to show you around.”

She was just showing me around, giving me a tour of the place, and I was trying to figure her out, what made her tick. She wasn’t like anyone I had ever met. Claire, or Mommy Claire as she wanted to be called, was a conundrum. When we first met online, I thought she was lonely and wanted some company but she wasn’t just smoking hot, she was loaded, with people around every corner to answer her every beck and call.

She had it all with plenty to spare which brought me to my questions. Why was she being so nice? Was it just to help someone in need? Or did she have an ulterior motive?

I listened to every word as she described the life she led at the estate, her and her countless friends, and while we walked, I tried to take it all in, every little detail. There was the patio and the pool, with hard bodied beauties all around, and the vast open land, as far as the eye could see. But it didn’t stop. There were so many cool things to see I couldn’t believe. She even had her own workout gym, commercial grade.

We had just toured that gym, a building at the back end of the property, and were alone in the trainer room when she brought the conversation back to me and the original purpose of my visit.

“All of your energy, your power, lives within you,” she offered. “The strength of a thousand men is in there, waiting to be unleashed. You can free it, and experience the bliss of letting go, but first you must free your mind.”

She had been saying things like that to me the whole time. I’m not sure what she expected but I just wanted to get back to the good stuff and was biding my time until that could happen.

Fortunately, she seemed so inclined and when she directed me to lie down on the massage table, I did, making myself available for whatever she desired. She started with targeted rubs, touching me everywhere and in no time at all she had me pumped up and raring to go.

It didn’t take long and her attention made it to my dick and balls, tickling and teasing my arousal, but she targeted other places as well, and the other places she went turned out to be much more soothing than I ever could have expected.

One hand landed at the back of my head, gentle fingers massaging my scalp, winding through my hair. The motion soothed me, relaxing my brain, and as I got lost in that feel, her other hand began to caress my skin, tracing circles over my chest, wandering down my stomach and on to my arousal one more time.

There is no getting used to that tickle and tease down below. It feels so good and takes the breath away. I didn’t want either touch to end, a point driven home as she continued to dribble new thoughts into my ear.

“You’ve created a hard outer shell, defense mechanisms both physical and mental, to protect you from the outside world but we can break through, as soon as you make the decision to relinquish your power.”

My body was feeling really good as she said those words but I can tell you as a guy who spent many years serving his country in the armed forces, I was conditioned to maintain my composure, to only relinquish power in the stated chain of command, so when she suggested such a thing, my natural inclination was to resist, to maintain all levels of self-control.

The moment I raised my defenses, it was clear she could tell.

“It’s up to you,” Mommy Claire said. “You decide what to do with your power, and to whom you will submit.”

Up until that point, all of the physical stuff was great and the word play was ok, but the moment she referenced me submitting, I couldn’t go on. I was about to tell her that when her motion increased and she took things to a new level.

The rubbing that Mommy Claire had been doing was really nice, tantalizing, stimulating, but the moment she really focused her efforts on my excitement, applying her thumb to the sensitive front of my shaft and rubbing me there, repeatedly, I found out that there was much more to this incredibly beautiful lady.

She was highly skilled and being the recipient of her efforts literally took my breath away.

In no time at all, I began to huff, gasping for air. I was hyperventilating, struggling for breath as the excitement seized me at the spine. I had no idea how it was possible that such a simple touch could render my entire body helpless and yet it did, emphasized by her very next move.

“It’s time. You can relinquish yourself,” she offered, “hand over all of your power and energy to me. Once you do, you’ll truly understand the beauty of submission.”

She used that word again, submission. I wanted to go along, to play things out, but she had to use that word. I couldn’t allow myself such a subservient position and was about to tell her so, when she showed me just how foolish that thought really was.

I was about to stand up for myself, to reveal my inner power, when all of my strength came crashing down.

Little did I know, any time for resistance had already passed. The way she had my body blooming, it was absolute bliss and when she pulled away, removing her heavenly touch, that ecstasy turned to pure torture. In an instant, my whole world changed, desperate need gripping me from within.

By the time I realized just what was happening and outwardly begged for the return of her touch, her power over me was absolute, I couldn’t dispute it, and then, adding insult to injury, Claire looked me dead in the eye as she stated that fact.

“It’s time to give in little boy, mommy’s ready to move things along.”

I didn’t know what that meant but I also knew I didn’t have much choice and with a simple nod of my head, I released my power to her, and like the gracious hostess she was, she accepted my energy, assuming the omnipotent role.

“Remember what I said, it’s you and mommy against that bad little pee-pee of yours,” she reminded me, “you are on mommy’s team, right?”

All of a sudden, the parameters of her game took on a new light. I needed to cum, to regain my sanity, and yet according to her rules, I had to help her keep me at the edge. It was the most debilitating torture, and then she offered me a way out.

“Beg to give mommy your energy,” she said, “Beg mommy to take all of your power.”

A part of me knew I shouldn’t do it and yet the way I felt I didn’t see any other way. Despite the ramifications, I said what she wanted me to say.

“Please mommy!” I wailed. “Please can I give up my power?”

You might think those words would be deflating and yet nothing could have been further from the truth. The moment I said them aloud, I felt this surge within, and when I repeated the phrase again, my suspicions were confirmed.

“Please mommy!” I repeated. “Please can I give up my power?”

There was something about submitting to Mommy Claire. I didn’t have any choice but I also enjoyed it very much, her power over me easy to accept, and just as that thought crept through my head, she did something to push things even further.


SCENE 10

Mommy Claire

I knew Calvin would resist, he was too much of a man’s man to submit to a woman, but I also knew that he needed the relief. There is a certain power in letting go, in turning over all responsibilities to another, and Calvin needed to discover that for himself.

One way or another, I was going to show him the beauty of submission and once he learned that important lesson, I was going to accelerate the learning, to add age play, infantilism and regression to the mix.

It was my way of helping him separate from all of the bad in the world, to cope with his ills and while he didn’t understand all of that just yet, soon it would become abundantly clear.


SCENE 11

Calvin

What the hell was that?

My eyes were closed, half in and half out of consciousness, so I wasn’t very aware, but the moment I felt it, that delicate rub against my cheek, everything changed.

Nursing is meant for infants, that’s what I always thought, at least prior to that moment, but with her fingers teasing my excitement to a level I could not sustain, Mommy Claire introduced her naked breast to my face, and I quickly found out that the intimacy of nursing isn’t just for babies anymore.

Does everyone know how incredible it feels to suckle at the teat? Not just the softness of the bosom against your face and the firmness of the nipple between your lips, but the intimate connection between mother and child. It didn’t take but two seconds of that ethereal bliss for me to make that realization and I knew I had discovered a hidden world, and if all that wasn’t enough to completely blow my mind, Mommy Claire summed it all up with her very next words.

“Such a good little boy,” she cooed, “so helpless, so submissive.”

I couldn’t deny the sentiment and for the first time in my adult life, I didn’t mind being in a submissive position, not then, not with her, and so I curled into the experience, letting go of my inhibitions, finding my fetal core.

The sucking motion as well as the way the softness of Claire’s bosom formed around my face, soothed my mind, granting me incredible peace and yet her probing fingers, stroking my pee-pee, tickling my excitement, brought all the energy right back to the moment.

It was a thrill ride of epic proportion, capped off by some very interesting words.

“Let go little boy,” Mommy Claire cooed, “give in to mommy. Show her what a good little boy you can be.”

This may sound crazy, but when she said those words, it was like I knew exactly what she meant. She wasn’t just talking about that second, or a moment in time, she was talking about turning over all responsibilities, surrendering to her higher power. I can’t explain the feeling other than to say it was an epiphany, and I allowed my mind to indulge the moment, accepting her control over me and my life.

The comfort I felt in that moment of giving in was surreal and it encouraged me to delve even further, savoring a feeling I hadn’t understood in quite some time, and as those emotions washed over my brain, Mommy Claire sent my orgasm over the edge, bringing the experiences together in the most amazing way.

“Ungh!” I grunted as the pleasure pulses overwhelmed both my body as well as my mind.

A surge of energy raced up my spine at the same time the semen shot from my balls and up my shaft. Both feelings overwhelmed in the most delightful way and I could do little more than brace myself as my body absorbed the flow.

Spurt after spurt followed and I grunted with each release, happy and content, coating my stomach with my warm, sticky goo. All of my strength and energy transferred from me to her in the exchange, leaving me spent but thoroughly satisfied.

It was an incredible experience, one that would last in my brain long after that day was through.


SCENE 12

Mommy Claire

Calvin was a very special subject. Not only did he need some extra mommy love but he was also very appreciative of each step, accepting my guidance, yielding to my control.

Not all men are able to do that, to truly let go, especially when asked to relinquish his power to a strong and dominant woman, but like I said, Calvin was different, special. It was those differences that allowed me to gain access to his weakness and would allow me to build him anew.

The way he acted as his orgasm drew near showed just how susceptible he was, and the way he absorbed every pleasure pulse let me know he would want to play this game again and again.

I intended to make the most of the opportunity with Calvin, showing him the joys of regression while collecting a new and submissive little boy for myself. I tingled inside at the prospect, my reason for being about to be fulfilled.


SCENE 13

Calvin

I found my inner little boy nursing at mommy’s teat, and he was right there the whole time, next to the man I had become but somehow hidden, and as I reintroduced myself to my old friend, I realized how much I liked being him, that innocent child without a care in the world.

Orgasms are incredible and mine drained my balls of every last drop of semen but even through every amazing pulse and throb, my mind never broke from the connection I felt with Mommy Claire, nursing at her breast, submitting to her control. The peace that filled me in that exchange was all-consuming, transferring all power from me to her.

No sooner was there a break in that bond and I had to ask the question.

“I take it you’ve done this before?” I offered, trying to get to the bottom of what just took place inside my head. “Is it always so incredible?”

Mommy Claire smiled in response.

“The journey is different for everyone,” she replied, “what they like, what they respond to. For some, the edging is what really helps them separate, that physical loss of control.”

The edging? That was nice, real nice, but it wasn’t the epitome. Her words didn’t connect with my experience.

“Oh!?!” I replied.

“But not you,” Mommy Claire added, “you didn’t show the signs of change until I introduced my breast, until you were suckling at the teat.”

In that moment, I felt the revelation.

Her words both shocked and delighted me. Shocked because I didn’t think she knew and delighted because it really was the best part of the experience for me. I absolutely loved it.

That’s when she presented me with an option.

“Would you like to meet again?” she asked. “Did you find this experience helpful?”

“Yes, please!” I replied excitedly.

Mommy Claire smiled at my enthusiasm.

“Excellent!” she replied. “Only I do have some requirements if we’re going to move forward together.”

“Ok,” I replied, not sure what it would be but happy to go along.

Her answer was not at all what I was expecting.

“As long as you are my good little boy you will not play with your pee-pee,” she explained. “All of your sexual energy belongs to me, do you understand?”

It was an odd thing to say, especially since I really liked the nursing best, but I readily agreed.

“Ok,” I said.

“I mean it,” she replied, “I can put on a cage if you think it will be necessary, but it is absolutely imperative. All of that power belongs to me.”

It was all so exciting while at the same time perplexing. The way she spoke, using such strange terms to talk about my sex, it had me confused, and I wouldn’t understand until much later just why she did the things that she did.

But she wasn’t done.

“And there is another rule,” she added.

“Yes?” I questioned.

“The diapers you wore will be a fixture, for the moment when you can no longer hold it in.”

Now, as great as everything was, she truly knocked me off my rocker with that all-important second rule. I looked to her for confirmation but she only gave a smile in return, letting me know the choice to move forward was mine, but the rules belonged to her.


SCENE 14

Mommy Claire

It had been a while since I had found anyone like Calvin. Sure, I have dominated many men, taking their power and rendering them submissive, but Calvin was the first one in quite a while that wasn’t first motivated by sex. His deepest desires lay in the connectedness between us, a sure sign that I had found a little diamond in the rough.

While he suckled at my breast, I didn’t even need to tease his pee-pee. I did anyhow, I enjoy making the little guy dance to my touch, but I didn’t have to, and that placed him in a league all by himself.

Calvin was content to cuddle and nurse, indulging the little boy bond, and I intended to feed that desire while pushing him even further into my world. It was a tried and tested method and I looked forward to the journey as well as the results.


SCENE 15

Calvin

Being in the military I have traveled all over the world, seen all sorts of places and met all kinds of people. Throughout all of that time, there are very few places where I have ever truly felt comfortable and even fewer people with whom I could truly relax. Mommy Claire turned out to be all those things in one.

Not only did I immediately like her as a person, her warm and welcoming personality, but I felt at ease the moment she welcomed me through her door. There was something about her, the beauty of her allure, the calmness of her being. I was transfixed from moment number one, drawn like a moth to her flame.

We spent an entire day together, me cuddled into her embrace, nursing at her breast; her fondling and caressing my skin, sending my mind into a heavenly state of bliss. I didn’t even realize how much time had passed, until she asked me if I wanted to stay the night.

“It’s getting late,” she whispered in my ear, “would my little boy like to stay over, to spend the night?”

I hadn’t realized I had been there so long.

“What time is it?” I asked. “How long have I been here?”

“It’s just after ten,” she replied, her fingers still running through my hair, adding to the serenity of the moment.

Ten o’clock. The time flew by. I couldn’t remember any other situation where things went by so quickly.

“I guess I should go,” I offered, breaking from mommy’s embrace, trying to shift my body.

For the briefest of moments, I tried to stand, to separate but the lack of connection was awful. I found myself immediately shifting back, trying to get back at mommy’s breast. It wasn’t a conscious thought, more of an instinctual reaction, my body desperate to get back to that blissful state.

Mommy Claire seemed to understand and offered no resistance to my actions, actually welcoming me in. Before I knew it, I was back in her arms, suckling at her teat once again.

“That’s ok,” she replied in her soothing tone, “you’re welcome to stay with mommy as long as you like.”

“Ungh!!!”

I don’t know where it came from but a deep guttural groan escaped me, reverberating from my insides. What was that? I couldn’t be sure. I only knew it overwhelmed me in the moment and came from such a primal place, I couldn’t break away.

It was a total mind fuck but through it all, I got back to mommy’s teat and continued to nurse, savoring the feel of mommy’s bosom on my face, trying to figure out just what had happened in my head. I didn’t want to stop, almost to the point of addiction, and if I weren’t so content, I certainly would have been confused.

Fortunately, Mommy Claire was right there to guide me through it all, to provide unique insights as to exactly what was going on.

“Nursing is one of the most natural connections in the world,” she offered, “not only does it soothe the mind and calm the soul, it helps us connect to our inner child and the peace of the mother-son bond.”

The way she spoke, with such command, convinced me that she was right and so I advanced my efforts, wrapping my lips around her nipple, suckling the flesh deep to the back of my throat, feeling the connection with my dominant mommy.

“Good boy,” she cooed as I began to really suckle in earnest.

There’s something about fully buying in to an experience that truly escalates things. The moment I eschewed any ideas of resistance and fully indulged the little boy role, the exchange between Mommy Claire and I reached all new heights.

Everything she said, everything she wanted me to do, was incredible up until that point and I wanted it to go on. It didn’t matter what I had to give, or what would become of me in the end.


SCENE 16

Mommy Claire

The moment Calvin attained that calm internal state I felt my own inner child soar. There was no doubt that the adult baby play helped him, I could see it all over his face, and I felt a certain pride in doing my part.

Calvin deserved peace, he had earned it, and as he savored that feeling, drifting off to sleep, I contemplated just what it would take to allow those feelings to find a permanent home in his life, a panacea for all that ailed him.

The solution was clear although I must admit, I was curious to see just how Calvin would respond, a very special surprise waiting for him in the morning.


SCENE 17

Calvin

My night with Mommy Claire was fun, it was educational but most of all it gave me a sense of peace. There’s no other way to describe it, for the length of an entire afternoon and evening, I let go of my troubled past and experienced a blissful present and it was magical.

Then, I awoke in the morning to a wet diaper wrapped around my bottom, and everything changed. All sorts of angst and confusion set-in.

I might have been able to handle the strange events had I been alone however Mommy Claire was right there to witness my accident, actually making a big fuss over my helpless act.

“Did you wet?” she asked. “That’s ok, you must have been very relaxed. Did you sleep well?”

The truth was, I slept awesome, better than I had in years. Was that because of the adult baby play? Was that because of the diaper?

Mommy Claire proceeded to clean me up, tickling my pee-pee along the way, making a comment about all of the filthy hair around my pee-pee, asking if I would allow her to shave me bare?

It seemed an impossible question but in retrospect it wasn’t any odder than the wet diaper she had just removed from my body.

That’s when I first started to contemplate just how far I would go. Would I allow her to shave me down there? How would I explain it?

As those thoughts found a welcome home in my brain she asked again and for some reason I found my head nodding along, agreeing to her request. I’m not sure if I couldn’t say no to her or if I really wanted to explore further, but regardless of my reason, my next step was set and I was all-in.


SCENE 18

Mommy Claire

In my life, I have come across many things that I find distasteful, but there is only one thing in this world that I truly despise. Genital hair is so messy and in the way; it completely disrupts my enjoyment when trying to play.

It’s common sense really. Littles don’t have hair down there so it only makes logical sense that I wouldn’t want any of my submissives to present that trait, and yet it goes so much deeper for me. The shaving experience doesn’t just remove the hair, it has the ability to transcend time and place, aiding people on the journey from independent adult to submissive little.

I intended to give Calvin that experience and to be right there as the impact of the event truly sunk in. If all went as planned, he would find even greater peace in the revelation of his inner child and I bubbled within at the opportunity to witness that transformation firsthand.


SCENE 19

Calvin

Have you ever had your genitals shaved? That’s not a riddle, or the start of a joke, I’m actually asking, because I never had.

It seemed impossible, like she couldn’t be serious, and yet the moment it was done, I liked it… a lot.

Allow me to explain.

Mommy Claire escorted me into the bathroom where she had me sit naked on the cold tile floor. At first, I was uncomfortable, right up until she sat between my thighs, criss-crossed her legs over mine and rubbed some cream between her hands, proceeding to massage it in. From that point forward, I was a fully willing participant.

Don’t get me wrong, it wasn’t just the massaging that I liked. Sure, the strokes were long and tender, pleasuring my arousal, but there was something about the way my skin felt once the hair was gone, and the effect that had on my mind.

All of the other activities with Mommy Claire were sexual in my eyes, even when I wet the diaper, but that silky smooth feel where I was supposed to have hair was infantilizing, in a way I could really appreciate.

Up until that point, I had been playing the little boy role in order to receive the attention that went along with it but with this new revelation I could actually get inside the little boy mind and that took things to a whole new level.

Now, when Mommy Claire made a play for my pee-pee, I really could not resist, and when she began to speak to me in that singsong tune, I wanted to indulge even more.

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

I was so happy it was me, that I was her good little boy, but in all the excitement I could only manage a giggle, the response of my body more powerful than my brain.

Perhaps everyone likes to get shaved, to have their genital hair removed and to feel the soft smooth skin beneath, but to me it was an educational experience, one that I continued to relive with wandering fingers, aiding the epiphany in my head.


SCENE 20

Mommy Claire

Seeing Calvin touch that super soft skin for the very first time was exciting. I literally saw the change take place as his mind made the connection between his hairless loins and his immature youth. It was an exciting moment but not nearly as much as when the realization hit and he turned to me for help.

“Please, mommy!” he said.

It was a fun exchange. While he didn’t know exactly what he was asking for, I did, and I intended to give it to him, in full Mommy Claire fashion.

“Don’t worry little boy,” I said, “let mommy have control and everything will be just fine.”

From there I made my move and to be honest, I’m not sure who was more excited; Calvin in receiving a relentless barrage of heavenly bliss, or me as I prepared to claim another conquest in my mommy play games.


SCENE 21

Calvin

It probably should have been more of a concern to hand over all control to Mommy Claire but in the moment, it felt right and so I went along.

She helped me up from the floor only to wrap my body in a big plush towel. It felt snug and warm after the coldness of the tile floor and when she held me tight, I actually could feel her power and her strength.

It felt good and I let her know.

“I love you, mommy,” I said.

Her reply would go a long way in aiding my journey.

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

It didn’t seem possible, or rational, and yet with everything that had happened so far, I felt compelled to try.

The moment that I did, the moment I opened my mind to the joys of submission and letting go, things didn’t just get better, they took off. In an instant I was in her lap, her bare breast at my face. Another moment more and her fingers began to dance beneath the warm plush towel, turning the nursing event into so much more.

Suckling at mommy’s teat was amazing, the softness of her flesh, the firmness of her nipple; her hand job was surreal, the way she tickled, the way she teased, but when she put them together, I approached heaven on earth, thanking my lucky stars that I had agreed to give in.

The rubbing that followed was exciting and everything escalated even further when mommy threw aside the towel, doused my freshly shaven pee-pee with baby powder, and then wrapped me in a diaper, stating, “Whatever you do, don’t make a mess.”

I knew what she was saying, her words were crystal clear, but I no longer cared about easing my descent into age play. I had turned the corner, I was all-in, regardless of the warning, my time of resistance was through.

I’m not going to tell you that I tried to make a mess in my diaper but I also didn’t try to hold it back and the moment my seal burst, the diarrhea bursting out of my body, releasing a messy wad inside the clean soft cloth, she was quick to reveal my weakness.

“Oh, my God!” Mommy Claire exclaimed. “You did it. You really are a little boy.”

It wasn’t like I could deny it, the evidence was clear, and yet the more she kept saying those words, the more it kept seeping in. The truth was, I didn’t want to waste any time or energy fighting. So instead, I curled into her embrace, suckled her nipple to the back of my throat, and accepted my fate.


SCENE 22

Mommy Claire

I love attention on my nipples and when Calvin started to suckle the feeling was intense. He literally sucked my flesh to the back of his throat, drawing deeply, bringing vast amounts of energy through my body and out through my breasts.

“Oh, my!” I exclaimed as not one but multiple orgasms washed over me.

There are reasons I love breast play and Calvin found every one of them as he drew hard on my nipple and toyed at my teat. The stimulation is amazing, a true erogenous trigger and he didn’t relent, driving me wild with that excitement.

We stayed like that for a while, a sticky diaper clinging to his body, my breast filling his mouth and neither one of us dared to move, each caught up in the bliss of the moment.

I don’t usually lose track of time when I am with a subject but I did with Calvin, savoring the feel of his lips on my breast, valuing the way he provided for me every bit as much as I provided for him. It was an incredible way to start our day and a wonderful way to take our relationship to the next level.


SCENE 23

Calvin

After cleaning my body and changing my diaper, a soiling that was a true result of my regression, Mommy Claire laid me down for what I thought was going to be a brief nap. I didn’t really want to lie down, or so I thought, but the moment my head hit the mattress I was out, the physical and emotional events much more draining than I realized.

I’m not sure how long I was out but I awoke to another play session with mommy, one that included lots of teasing in the beginning, evolved into some incredible nursing, and then ended in another sticky mess. The best part about it was that neither of us ever broke character, the parts of mommy and little boy engrained in our beings.

You might think that would be cause for concern but the truth was, I was happy. Yes, I had to submit like a little boy to get there but Mommy Claire helped me see a different side of life, and even allowed me to forget the bad, if only for a little while.

I loved every minute of our weekend together, perhaps the greatest time of my life by far, but have to admit, I got more than a little nervous when it came time to depart and she stated the conditions for my return. Of course, first on the list was I couldn’t touch my pee-pee, I already knew that, but she added even more and what she had to say was enough to shake me to my core.

“True infantilization will require losing control of your bladder and your bowels, not just while we are alone, but all of the time,” she explained. “Don’t worry, it will get easier and easier each time you do it.”

I had done it with her but it was an accident, I couldn’t imagine doing it again let alone doing it enough for it to get easier, and yet as we said goodbye, I knew I would be returning, regardless of what she asked.


EPILOGUE

Mommy Claire

Post traumatic stress is a very serious condition and not one to be taken lightly. Those who have suffered deserve peace and there isn’t a mother on this planet who wouldn’t walk through fire and brimstone to give that to her precious little boy or girl.

It was my pleasure to give Calvin a respite from his pain and I will continue to do so, but know that there are many men and women out there who suffer as well, and could use help.

Please consider donating to the PTSD Alliance or one of her member organizations.

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

-          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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