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PROLOGUE

Mommy Claire

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 1
Bradley
 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sure,” I answered. 

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

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

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

“Uh what?” I balked. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then things changed. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Please,” I whined. 

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

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

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

“Please,” I whined again. 

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

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

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

I felt my heart break. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh God yes,” I pleaded. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 2
Mommy Claire
 

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 3
Mommy Claire
 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Uh, Uh, Uh, what?” he questioned. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ok,” he agreed sheepishly. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He was huge. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Please,” he begged. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ok,” he agreed. 

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

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

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

“I love you,” he said.  

I had no doubt that he meant it. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was time to lay the foundation. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 4
Mommy Claire


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 5
Little Bradley
 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

This experience would not have been possible without the loving guidance of Mommy Claire. To read more about Mommy Claire check out:

Mommy Claire: Adult Baby Diaper Lover

Mommy’s Road Trip

Mommy Claire: Millennial Baby

On The Prowl: An Adult Baby Adventure

Mommy’s Good Little Boy

Mommy’s In Control

Mommy Claire: ABPD

Mommy Claire: Help Wanted

Mommy’s Good Little Girl

Finding Mommy

Turned Against My Will: Adult Baby Diaper
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