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PROLOGUE

Mommy Claire

I get a lot of inquiries from grown men asking for help in finding their way back to the purity and innocence of childhood. It is my reason for being and I do everything in my power to grant those requests, aiding those interested souls on their journey to self-discovery.

Lately though, I have been inundated with a different kind of request, not from the subjects themselves but instead from their wives, women interested in granting their husband’s desires to be infantilized without giving up their own wifely positions of control.

I understand it, I really do, and for that reason there are occasions where I have granted that wish, setting some highly excitable couples on an entirely new path.


SCENE 1

Mommy Claire

At the request of a friend, Cindy and I met. She was desirous of engaging my adult baby services and I wanted to meet her prior to scheduling next steps. It was a brief encounter, to make introductions and work out logistics. I find it important to get to know the personalities of my subjects in advance, understanding their desires and motives before deciding the best course of action. What I learned in that meeting changed everything I thought I knew about Cindy and her request.

“Hello, I’m Mommy Claire,” I said, opening my arms for a welcoming hug. What I received back was nothing like what I expected.

With a strong arm, Cindy thrust her hand forward. She wanted to shake hands, setting a much different tone than I thought necessary.

“I’m Cindy, nice to meet you,” she said.

She was a little thing, barely more than five feet tall, plucky, assertive and brimming with confidence. I liked her from the start. Her beautiful look, gorgeous blonde hair, big blue eyes, pretty face not weathered and lined by the pangs of stress, led me to believe she had an easy childhood. Attractive girls that looked like her often did, but those were her early years, life continued on and the combination of the natural weight gain that comes with age and the constant duties of raising children, had begun to take their toll. Despite her best efforts to hide the truth, I could tell this woman knew pain, she needed my help.

“I’m a hugger,” I said. “When people meet me, they get a hug. It’s what I’m all about.” I extended my arms wide, presenting the invitation once again.

“Uh, ok,” Cindy replied and she stepped forward to give me a hug.

“What’s that!” I exclaimed. “I call that an apartment hug. You know why I call that an apartment hug?” I asked.

Cindy shook her head. “No.”

“I call it an apartment hug because it serves the function but it doesn’t fulfill the need,” I replied. “Just like an apartment, it gives you a place to live but what you really need is a home.”

I leaned forward and took her into my arms, bringing her in for a full embrace, holding her close, allowing her to feel the warmth of my body and the beat of my heart. She was uncomfortable, it was obvious, but I held her there until the tightness in her muscles relaxed, and the Mommy presence that had been gone from her life for too long began to soothe its way back into her soul.

She broke away from the hug, looked me in the eyes and said, “I’m not here for me, I want the session for my husband.”

Now, that was news.

“Is that right?” I said, truly shocked by the revelation. I’ve met wives who would allow their husbands such an indulgence, but none that looked like her. She seemed so reserved, so conservative. “Tell me more,” I beckoned.

That’s the moment the confident, aggressive woman disappeared. Cindy had a story to tell, one that made her nervous, perhaps even scared.

“Go on,” I coaxed, knowing she would need a little encouragement if she was really going to share the intimate events that had brought her to the auction, “You’re safe with me, everything’s going to be ok.”

My words must have had a brilliant effect because no sooner were they out of my mouth than Cindy began spilling the beans.

“I think my husband wants to have sex with his mommy and it’s freaking me out,” she blurted.

“Wow!” I exclaimed, “I bet it felt good to get that out.”

“It did,” Cindy replied, releasing a deep exhale of relief. The smile on her face was broad and natural. She relaxed, and I could see the stress washing away.

“So, are your husband and his mother really close?” I asked, hoping to draw out more information.

“Oh, she’s dead,” Cindy replied, “she died over ten years ago.”

This woman continued to surprise me. “And you think he wants to have sex with her?”

“No, no,” Cindy corrected, “I think he wants to be a little boy having sex with his mommy.”

“And what would make you think that?” I queried, “is that the type of thing he likes to read about. Did you find web sites in his search history?”

Cindy paused and her face grew flush. Whatever had happened embarrassed her and I had no doubt it happened during sex.

“You can tell me,” I offered, “sometimes people reveal their deepest selves in the moments we’re lost making love.”

The words it home. The moment I said it another level of stress washed away from her appearance.

“He said it, while we were having sex,” she admitted.

“What exactly did he say?” I asked.

Her response was soft but there was no mistaking what she was saying.

“At first, he tried to hide it, to act like he didn’t, but I had him. I was on top, grinding away just like he likes, and it slipped. He called me mommy. At first, I wasn’t positive what I heard so I made him say it again. He tried to resist, which made me even more certain of what I had heard, but I wanted him to admit it. I had a firm ride going, and when he gets like that, I can make him do just about anything, and the craziest thing is, the moment he said it again, it was like he was a completely new person. Like he didn’t want to hide it from me anymore, that he wanted me to know.”

“Please mommy,” he begged, “and he began to buck wildly, fucking me like he hadn’t done in years. I couldn’t wrap my head around it. Did he want me or his mother?”

Cindy’s story thrilled me, a beautiful moment between a woman and her husband, and I couldn’t help but think that she didn’t appreciate it for what it was.

“That is so incredible,” I said, “that your husband loves you so much he would share that deep, intimate part of himself.”

“What?” she questioned.

“Imagine how difficult it was for you to share that story,” I explained, “to me, someone you would never have to see again. Now, think about your husband, and the risk he took in saying it to you, his wife, and how that might have affected the way you look at him.”

“I didn’t think about it like that,” she answered.

I pressed on, “And think about the opportunity you have?”

“Opportunity? I was hoping a night with you would get it out of his system,” Cindy replied.

“Oh honey,” I laughed, “a night with me would definitely not get it out of his system. By the time I’m done with him he’s going to be an obedient little boy who will do anything for his mommy.”

The shocked look on her face said it all. “But what if I don’t want that?”

That made me laugh. “You could try to ignore the message he’s sending, stick your head in the sand and pretend life can just go back to the way it was. Or, you can seize this opportunity and make both of your lives a thousand times better. He can’t deny what’s inside of him, and you can’t either.”

She thought about it for a moment and then blurted, “You can’t have my husband!”

“Oh sweetie,” I consoled, “we’ll do this together. You asked for help, and I intend to make sure you get what you need.”

I took her into my arms once again, only this time she wanted the embrace, there was a little girl inside that needed assurance. I was glad I was there to give it to her.

“By the time we’re done, your little boy is going to be the best husband ever,” I whispered, “and both of you are going to love your new relationship.”


SCENE 2

Austin

I looked up and there she was, staring back at me, grinning like the Cheshire Cat. Things had changed so much from the way they used to be. In the beginning, this is what I wanted, what I had asked for, but now it was spiraling out of control and there was nothing I could do to stop the avalanche that was overwhelming my life.

How did I get myself into this situation? And more importantly, how was I going to get myself out?

When I first brought up the idea of mommy play and power exchange with my wife she wasn’t even interested. Sure, she was willing to go along, just like she had with all of our other role play games, but something about this one was different, and once she assumed the dominant position something triggered inside of her. She wouldn’t let it go, and as hard as I tried, once the table was set, I couldn’t break her from that stance.

That probably sounds rather cryptic, so you should start at the beginning, when I was in charge and my wife was solely my own.


SCENE 3

Cindy

At the suggestion of a friend, I attended a charity auction, with the intent of bidding on a very special experience. It was with Mommy Claire, an expert in the field of female domination. She was meant to teach me, to show me the way to take control of my husband.

I was not successful in winning the bid for her services, the competition was fierce. I thought I would be leaving the event empty handed however before I left, she took pity on me, providing me with an opportunity to get what I wanted. It was a win in my book, although the true measure of success or failure would have to wait until the learning was done and I was putting my newfound abilities to the test.

The first meeting between Mommy Claire and myself set the tone for a life-altering experience.

“Your first and most important lesson,” Mommy Claire offered, “is that all men are just little boys, obsessed with sex and their little pee-pees.”

I couldn’t deny that. There was no doubt that Austin was perpetually horny, although I failed to see how his relentless lust could work to my advantage. That’s when Mommy Claire continued on with her lesson.

“Understanding that all other thoughts come secondary to his sex drive, allows us to hone in on his weakness, to fully dismantle his defenses and dominate his existence.”

That was easy for someone like Mommy Claire to say, she was absolutely gorgeous with a body like a brick shit house. Guys took one look at her and fell to their knees, ready to worship the ground she walked on. But what about someone like me? I wasn’t special and I certainly couldn’t dominate a man’s sex.

“I know what you’re thinking,” Mommy Claire said, “but you have everything you need to get inside his head and completely own his lust.”

She spoke with such confidence, such bravado, she actually had me beginning to believe, although I still had doubts.

“I see that look in your eye,” Mommy Claire added, “you have doubts, as if you don’t believe that men get horny and only think with their dicks.”

That was the one thing I didn’t doubt. I knew Austin was constantly obsessed with sex, most times it was his only thought, I just didn’t think I could harness and control that powerful force.

Once again, as if she could read my mind, Mommy Claire answered the question I had yet to ask.

“The reason you don’t believe you can dominate him is because you’re clinging to an old way of thinking, an outdated belief that no longer holds true in today’s society. Yes, men are attracted to all sorts of women, but their true loyalty will always lie with the woman who takes control, who makes pleasing his pee-pee the center of her world.”

It all sounded kind of whorish, as if my sole purpose was to service his cock, and yet according to Mommy Claire that was the path to enlightenment, the road I would need to travel if I wanted to dominate and control my husband.

“Trust me,” Mommy Claire added, “once you’re in control, it will all make sense.”


SCENE 4

Mommy Claire

The doubt was ingrained in Cindy’s face. She had lived her entire life with men in charge, it was difficult for her to envision a world in which that was not the case. And yet she was still there, listening to my words, following my advice, and soon she would see the possibilities, the pot of gold that awaited her at the end of the domination rainbow.


SCENE 5

Austin

I knew Cindy was watching via closed-circuit camera and that inhibited my actions in the beginning, but there came a point where Mommy Claire took control, and once that happened everything and everyone else just disappeared.

We were in her office, Mommy Claire sitting behind her desk looking absolutely gorgeous, me fidgeting in my chair, anxious yet nervous about what was about to happen. Both my wife and Mommy Claire made it clear, these meetings were designed to teach me how to submit to a strong and dominant woman. It had been a fantasy of mine for a long time but now that I was on the precipice of that realization, the gap between fantasy and reality was much larger than I had expected.

“Austin,” Mommy Claire explained, “today I’m going to play with your pee-pee with the intent of making you give up control. I want you to do everything in your power to remain independent. Do you understand?”

I nodded my head, as if I did, but I didn’t really understand. I wasn’t sure how a gorgeous woman playing with my cock would teach me about submission, but the truth was my wife was letting it happen so, who was I to argue?

It was a little unnerving getting undressed while Mommy Claire remained clothed. Sure, I was excited to have her play with me but somewhere in the back of my mind I expected she would be nude too, and the disparity of the situation actually created a level of insecurity in my head.

No sooner was I out of my clothes than Mommy Claire began with her lesson.

“Get up on the table and spread your legs,” she commanded. “I want to see what I have to work with.”

She stepped up to the table, took my legs in her hands and quickly shifted them upward, setting my knees in the crooks of two stirrups. In an instant, my hips were spread and Mommy Claire had prime access to my cock and balls.

“Such a nice little pee-pee,” she cooed and then she used her beautiful lips to blow softly across my shaft.

The stimulation was light but highly erotic and my penis grew in response.

Mommy Claire went on, “I had you get naked because it’s very important that you understand your proper place.”

With the tip of her finger, she traced a line up my leg, over my knee, between my thighs, playfully dancing nearer and nearer to my tightening balls. I had to catch my breath, the excitement of the moment causing my heart to race.

“Never let anyone make you cum in your pants,” she added, “only a little boy would do that.”

I don’t know why she felt the need to say such a thing, my pants were on the floor, nowhere near my excited cock, but she didn’t say it just once, she repeated it, over and over again, drilling it into my highly susceptible mind.

“Never cum in your pants,” she repeated. “The little boy who makes a sticky mess in his pants can never return to life as a man.”

It wasn’t a lesson I felt I needed, I already knew not to soil my clothes, but that didn’t stop her from saying it several more times, until it was ingrained in my head.

Those words continued to seep deeper into my subconscious when her fingers finally completed their journey and found my excited rod. I gasped at first, the touch highly stimulating, but then she advanced her rubs and my breathing turned ragged and my measured gasps turned to outward moans.

Mommy Claire was highly talented with her hands and just as my excitement began to pique, and I felt an orgasm coming on, she introduced a change to her mental word play.

“Beg mommy to have sex with other men,” she coaxed.

Initially, I wanted to say it, to give in to her and those heavenly strokes, but when I connected what she was saying to my wife, the entire situation took on new light. Did I really want to say such a thing? As good as I felt, I resisted her command, doing everything I could to keep the words from crossing my lips.

Unfortunately, Mommy Claire didn’t stop her actions at the first sign of my resistance, if anything, she ramped up her efforts, intent on eliciting her desired response.

Her strokes continued, one hand sliding up and down my shaft, the other gently fondling my balls, and I had no doubt she could make me cum whenever she wanted. It felt too good to be an accident and when I was just about there, on the brink of fulfillment, she pressed her demands one more time.

“Beg mommy to have sex with other men,” she said once again, a delicious smile consuming her pretty face.

Despite the intensity of the feelings, I held out. She was about to make me cum and I knew once that happened that her control over me would fade. That is what I expected, but that is not what I got.

Mommy Claire’s fingers tingled all over my shaft and just when I thought I could take no more, she pulled away, leaving my desperate penis bobbing from side to side, searching for the stimulus that would allow me to cum. I tried to grab myself, to rub it out, but Mommy Claire blocked me before I could, pinning my arms by my side as the situation zoomed out of control.

A giant pulse, starting in my balls, vibrated up my shaft, sending a wave of erotic energy to every corner of my being. The way that energy surged up my spinal cord was absolutely paralyzing and while I survived the initial pulse, there was another one right behind it and it was every bit as pleasant if not more so, thoroughly weakening my resolve. I should have cum, I should have had relief, but somehow, I was still riding the edge, with only Mommy Claire knowing when satisfaction would be mine.

She didn’t stop with just one try, she continued those efforts, building up my desire, showing me the bliss that awaited my submission but then abruptly pulling back at the last possible moment, stunting my rise to ecstasy. By the time she had my body humming in confused bliss, I forgot where I was and what I was meant to do.

“Say it,” she whispered in my ear.

I knew I should resist but there was no way to deny the pleasure, it felt too good, it made every part of my body and brain feel like heaven on earth. Before I knew it, the first words spilled forth from my lips.

“Please mommy,” I moaned, “please!”

Just saying the words aloud had a very strange impact on my brain. I actually enjoyed it, but Mommy Claire wasn’t satisfied with my half-hearted response and she continued with those fantastic rubs while continuing to coax my response.

“Say it,” she commanded, “beg mommy to have sex with other men.”

I might have had a chance to defend myself but she just kept on rubbing and the longer those pleasure waves went on, the less control I had, until her wish was granted and I said the words she longed to hear.

“Please mommy,” I whined, “please have sex with other men.”

I might have thought that my submission would signal the end of our fun but Mommy Claire had a different plan in mind, forcing me to repeat those words over and over again as she continued to ply my body with intense stimulation. And each time I said the phrase she longed to hear, the reward on my body and in my brain increased as well, until I literally begged her to take another man.

“Please mommy,” I repeated, only now we had established a firm connection between my words and the intense feelings surging through my body. Before I knew it my mouth went on autopilot, repeating the phrase over and over again, desperate to keep the moment alive.

“Please mommy!”

“Please mommy!”

“Please mommy!”

As much as I was saying the words to ensure my continued pleasure, there was a part of me that understood the truth behind the message, and the reality that with each saying, my desire for Mommy Claire to have sex with another man grew exponentially.

That’s when Mommy Claire gave me permission to cum.

“It’s ok,” she cooed, “you can let it go, you don’t have any clothes on, it’s ok to cum.”

I’m not sure how much longer I could have held out but it didn’t matter, she was giving me the green light and once that happened, I completely let go, no longer resisting any aspect of her dominance or control.

I never saw her undo her blouse but I was hyper aware the moment her bare nipple grazed against my cheek. Instinctively, I gathered it into my mouth even as my body bloomed with the ecstasy of a thousand orgasms. The first spasm shot through my body making every sensitive nerve ending pulse with excitement. Several more throbs and spurts followed and while I loved every moment, I wasn’t sure which I appreciated more, the satisfaction of release or the warmth and comfort I felt nursing at mommy’s breast.

It was an incredibly delightful experience, heightened by Mommy Claire’s well-chosen words at my pinnacle moment.

“Such a good little boy,” she said, “so desperate, so submissive.”

Mommy Claire pulled me in close, allowing me to savor our bond, while whispering her next set of instructions in my ear.

“You did wonderfully,” she said. “Now I want you to say it one more time, so I know you want to take this to the next level.”

I knew what she wanted to hear and even though I was no longer under the spell of my denied orgasm I felt this strange need to give in, to grant her request.

“Please mommy,” I replied, “please will you have sex with other men?”

The smile on her face would have been enough to tell me I had done the right thing but the pulse in my penis, the one that throbbed and spasmed several more times, sending pure jolts of joy into my brain, confirmed that I would be asking that question again on my next visit to see Mommy Claire.


SCENE 6

Mommy Claire

I love taking control of a man and coercing him into doing things he doesn’t want to do. It gives me a thrill, especially when he tries to resist. The moment he breaks down, succumbing to my power, no longer able to stand as a man, makes my spirit soar and my kitty tingle.

While the destination with Austin was going to be different than my usual fare, I would be turning him over to his wife when all was said and done, I still intended to show him the full power of my conviction, seducing and manipulating him until he had no choice but to accept my supremacy, and my dominion over his life.


SCENE 7

Cindy

Austin and I have always had a great relationship, which is why watching him with Mommy Claire was difficult. She didn’t just take control of him. She dominated his sex and somehow the impact that had on my brain was way more powerful than I ever could have imagined.

It wasn’t the way she touched his naked body that affected me, nor was it the way he submitted to her breast, latching on like a helpless newborn, it was the look of serenity and peace in his eyes when everything was done.

Austin was content submitting to Mommy Claire’s control. He was exactly where he wanted to be.


SCENE 8

Austin

Before I met Mommy Claire, I didn’t actually believe it was real. I didn’t think a man could be reduced to a submissive ball of goo just by teasing his desire. It sounded incredible, that relentless pleasure, which is what led me to agree and also fed my fantasies, ultimately leading me to a world I knew nothing about.

Back then I had doubts, and then, in one afternoon of infantilizing bliss, Mommy Claire wiped away all of those concerns, making me a true believer. She really could take control and while that made the ride home with my wife rather awkward, I was thrilled that I would be returning in three days, ready to take the next step in her world.

I wasn’t allowed to touch myself or have an orgasm before my next visit with Mommy Claire and while that was very difficult in the moment, when our meeting finally came, I was glad I had followed her command.


SCENE 9

Mommy Claire

Austin was my favorite kind of subject. He enjoyed the teasing immensely, which made it easy getting him to delve deeper and deeper into lust, and yet he still questioned the power of his inner beast, which created the perfect setting for a dominant seduction.

First, I was going to take him to the edge of heaven with some good old-fashioned mommy love and then, once he was there, I intended to overwhelm every one of his senses until he had no choice but to submit to my control.

He was in for quite a treat, followed by a major transition. Eventually, I would turn his conquered soul over to his wife, but until then, he was mine to do with as I pleased.


SCENE 10

Austin

I was happy to be back with Mommy Claire but to be honest this time there was an added level of excitement. Not only did I know what to expect, but it would all be done in private, my wife no longer watching the scene unfold. That newfound freedom gave me a different state of mind, allowing me to fully indulge every heavenly feeling that surged through my body and my brain.

Just like our previous encounter, Mommy Claire had me undress and present myself on her table, but after that, the situation was anything but predictable.

The first touch from her perfectly manicured nail along my sensitive skin felt amazing, as it did when she skated that nail ever so lightly up my bare leg, identifying every sensitive spot that would drive my body wild with delight and my brain insane with anticipation.

That’s when Mommy Claire reintroduced her word association games with my sensual training.

“By now you’re starting to feel good,” she offered, “what would you like to say to mommy now that she has you under her control?”

It may have been a couple of days since my last visit but the answer to that question was still fresh in my mind.

“Please mommy,” I complied, “please will you have sex with other men?”

The smile on her face let me know I had done well and before I knew it, her hands were everywhere, rubbing, caressing, finding those spots to pique my desire. It all felt incredible but there was something more. Mommy Claire may have increased her stimulus upon my submission but something also clicked inside my head, like saying the words actually had its own impact on my brain, a theory confirmed when I repeated the words several more times while she continued her dance upon my body.

“Please have sex with other men.”

“Please have sex with other men.”

“Please have sex with other men.”

In a flash, the intensity skyrocketed and the pleasure coursing through my body increased. One throb, two throbs, and then another, and another. The feelings were intense, in a highly pleasurable way and I had no choice but to accept that my body and my brain liked saying those words, and liked knowing the power associated with those thoughts.

I fully indulged in Mommy Claire’s attention, savoring her rubs on my pee-pee and all over my body, and when she directed my head toward her breast, welcoming me into her embrace, I curled into a fetal position, my mouth at her bosom, my lower body wrapped around her frame.

The feel of her flesh against my face was both soothing and erotic, peaceful yet exciting, and the way her nipple formed between my lips, filled this unnamed void, reconnecting me to the innocence and purity of the mother-son bond. The nursing experience alone was truly blissful but then Mommy Claire pushed the situation to an entirely new level.

Her fingers slid between my thighs and found my pee-pee, stroking away while I suckled at her teat. Together we found heaven, her warm flesh soothing against my face, her supple fingers teasing my desire. I never knew such ecstasy was even possible, the incredible combination of her erotic stimulus and motherly love overwhelming all rational thought. She could keep me there all day and I would never complain, freely turning over every facet of my life in exchange for her bliss.


SCENE 11

Mommy Claire

The truth of the matter is, some people are more difficult to conquer than others. Austin was not what I would call a challenge to my authority, but my end goal was not to get him to submit to me but to hand over all of his power to a woman who had been his equal for more than two decades. That was a more difficult process, not beyond my considerable skills but definitely a more difficult process.


SCENE 12

Austin

We spent the whole morning teasing my lust and although I had yet to cum, by midday I was spent. I had no more energy left. The entire process exhausted me, mentally and physically, and I couldn’t have been happier to break for lunch. But just like everything else with Mommy Claire, mealtime did not turn out how I expected.

Mommy fed me like the little boy she wanted me to be, and to be honest, it affected me, deeply.

“Who’s a good little boy?” mommy cooed as she gently inserted the spoonful of mashed bananas into my mouth.

I took the moosh from the spoon, gobbling it down, and she followed that with another spoonful, this time green beans. I didn’t really care for the taste of the beans but there was something about the way she spoke to me, it put my mind at ease, causing my brain to question my place in the world.

“Once you eat all this up, mommy’s going to give my little boy a bath, how does that sound?”

Obviously, that sounded incredible, but why did that soft soothing tone affect me so deeply? That question lingered as I happily ate my meal, finishing every last spoonful that Mommy Claire put to my eager lips, and all the while, she continued to feed my brain with her baby talk and suggestive thoughts.

“Such a good little boy,” she cooed, “so submissive. You did really well giving-in to mommy, this afternoon we’re going to help you let it all go, so you can finally find peace.”

I’m not sure what her expectations were but the more she shared her thoughts, in that sweet and soothing voice, the more I wanted to let it happen, to experience the joy of letting go.

After lunch, we returned to her office and my place on her exam table. I was dressed now, although mommy assured me that wouldn’t be a problem, our afternoon was dedicated to the mother-son bond of nursing.

No sooner was I in position on the table and Mommy Claire shifted to present me with her nipple. Of all the activities with Mommy Claire, I loved her pee-pee teasing the best, but the comfort I felt nursing at her bosom was a very close second. There was something about the feel of her soft flesh against my face, and the way her nipple formed perfectly between my lips. And when I sucked, drawing more of the flesh into my mouth, those feelings expanded until my entire body was awash in peaceful feelings.

The moment felt so right, I threw all pretense aside and submitted, dropping all of my defenses and fully indulging the joy of our connection and my journey into the unknown. Mommy Claire didn’t miss a beat, seizing on the moment, forcing me to come face to face with a reality I never thought possible.

I was still in my clothes, underwear, pants and all, so when Mommy Claire’s hand slid down my chest, over my stomach and onto my bulge I was more than a little surprised. And when she began squeezing and caressing, actively stimulating my arousal, pushing me closer and closer to the inevitable end, I should have been more concerned.

I understood the ramifications of making a mess in my clothes, Mommy Claire had made that clear, and yet somewhere in the back of my mind I expected that she would demonstrate control, that she would show restraint. But as the moment grew near, when my body began to savor every pulse and enjoy every throb, I felt compelled to let her know that I didn’t think I could go on much longer.

I broke away from Mommy’s nipple long enough to express my need

“Careful,” I said, “I’m going to lose control, you have to slow down.”

My face was near enough that she should have heard me and yet she never slowed her strokes, squeezing and fondling my excited penis, pushing me closer and closer to the accident I knew I couldn’t have.

Once again, I broke away from the comfort of her breast to inform her of my predicament.

“You have to stop,” I explained, “I can’t hold it.”

But still she didn’t relent, forcing me to take matters into my own hands.

One more time I separated from her nursing only this time I was emphatic in my request.

“Stop!” I exclaimed. “You’re going to make me regress.”

That’s when I noticed the sly smile on her pretty face and realized what she intended to do. She wasn’t trying to spare me. She was pushing me down the infantilization path. Instantly, I knew what I needed to do, but before I could separate myself from my clothing, she seized the moment.

I tried to stop it, I really did, but her hands were everywhere and she was relentless. The first spurt overwhelmed me and before I knew it my excited penis was erupting, spilling a sticky mess all inside my underwear and pants. It was a demoralizing event, accentuated by her very next words.

“There you go little boy,” she cooed, “say goodbye to your manhood and say hello to your new life.”

Those words alone might not have been enough to seal my fate but then it happened, it wasn’t just my orgasm that escaped my control, and the moment I felt the warm ooze slide up my back, causing my clothing to stick to my skin, I knew I would never be the same. It was emasculating and that feeling completely broke my attachment to the adult world. I couldn’t help it, but a small tear formed in my eye, and the moment Mommy Claire saw it she moved to make everything better.

“It’s ok little boy,” she said, pulling me into her embrace, allowing me to savor the comfort of her bosom once again. “Every little boy has an accident now and again. You couldn’t help it.”

I think her words were meant to comfort me but they had the opposite effect, confirming to my addled brain that I really couldn’t help it. The regression took root, in a big way, and it was very real.

It was a pivotal moment, one that was sure to dictate my future existence, but just as I steeled my nerves, preparing myself for the difficult struggle ahead, Mommy Claire pressed her breast against my face once more, reminding me of how easy submission can be.


SCENE 13

Mommy Claire

Austin latched on.

Despite the tumult that was overwhelming his life, Austin put everything else aside, snuggled into my embrace and suckled deeply, ensuring his regression and fortifying the bond between us.

For those of you familiar with the process of sensual domination and infantilization that was a blazing neon sign. My target’s will was broken, his independence tamed. It was time to add another notch to my playpen.


SCENE 14

Austin

Ok, when I first presented the idea of power exchange to my wife, my mind was focused solely on the feeling of ethereal bliss and giving in to that sensual arousal. And when Cindy introduced me to Mommy Claire and I experienced her special attention, I willingly gave in to her stimulus, happy to hand over the reins of my existence to the woman who so deftly pleased my penis. But the mental collapse I felt when I soiled my clothes completely changed my perspective. That was not what I signed up for. In one single moment, every scintilla of independence I previously had, left my body. I no longer felt like I had any power in the world.

All of those concerns were very real in my head and then Mommy Claire burrowed into my brain one more time with her sweet motherly tones.

“Look who made messies in his big boy clothes,” Mommy Claire said, “mommy’s going to have to get you all cleaned up. What do you say I give you a bath?”

My mind was abuzz with strange thoughts about the lasting impacts of age regression but the moment she mentioned giving me a bath, all of my reservations vanished until all I could think about was bath time with my sexy mommy. Once again, I think she knew what was going through my head before I did.

“Looks like my little boy is excited to take a bath,” she cooed.

She was right. I may have just made a mess in my big boy pants but already I felt myself growing, excited to take another step in her age play games.


SCENE 15

Mommy Claire
 

Austin was conquered. I could have made him do anything, he was that desperate, but what I wanted most of all was to push his regression to the max, so that when he was finally in front of his wife, his independence would be a long-lost memory, submission his only alternative.


SCENE 16

Austin

Mommy Claire led me to the second floor of her stately home and I must admit, I felt like I was getting to peek behind the curtain at where the magic happens. There were so many facets to this confident and dominant woman, and I was certain that the longer we remained together the more wonders I would discover.

We barely stepped inside the door to a bedroom suite and she began to separate me from my clothes. They were sticky and messy and I was relieved to finally have them off of my body. I would have liked it even more if Mommy Claire had undressed as well but that was not meant to be.

Once I was naked, Mommy Claire led me to the adjoining bathroom where she helped me into the big soaking tub.

“Austin,” she said, “you’ve been such a good little boy, I think it’s time we take you to the next level.”

I had no idea what the next level was but as long as I was with Mommy Claire, I was ok. There was something about her presence that gave me a sense of peace, that I could face anything as long as she was near. And that feeling held strong, even as she sprayed a dollop of shaving cream into the palm of her hand, even as she gently lathered my cock and balls, and right up until she withdrew a long sharp blade from her little black bag.

Oh shit!

That is exactly what I thought when I saw her knife glimmer in the light. And when she brought it close to my loins, I sucked in a huge breath of air, holding it in as her sharp steel brushed next to my skin.

The fear of having a knife held close to your dick can be overwhelming and that consumed every waking thought in my feeble brain as she removed all of the hair from my pubic area, and when she was all done, and directed me to feel the results, I actually shook to my core, uncertain how it would affect my mind.

What I felt when I touched that newly shaven skin truly let me know that I was no longer a man, the little boy inside of me had risen to the surface and had firmly taken control. At that time, I didn’t ask if my manhood would return, I guess I assumed it would, but with each new event that I experienced it became obvious, this journey was a one-way trip, the man I used to be gone if not entirely forgotten.

There was something very unique and interesting about feeling the skin in and around my pee-pee. It was so soft, baby-soft, and the longer my fingers lingered, the more I liked it, until mommy had to scold me for masturbating in front of her.

“Polite little boys don’t do that,” she corrected. “But since you’ve been such a good little boy, I think you are due a reward.”

Her words were music to my ears, and when she began to tickle and tease, I spread my legs, laid back in the tub, and allowed her to have her way.

The build-up was nice, the excitement was intense and as I felt the inevitable orgasm approach, my body responded the only way it knew how.

“Please mommy,” I wailed, “please have sex with other men.”

I never intended for those words to come out, and don’t know how my body overcame my rational thought, but I didn’t just say it once, I repeated it over and over again.

“Please have sex with other men.”

“Please have sex with other men.”

“Please have sex with other men.”

And as those words spilled uncontrollably from my lips, my body experienced the pinnacle of delight, pulsing at the core and erupting from the tip, a stream of semen spouting from my excited pee-pee, spraying my stomach and chest.

There’s probably some rational explanation as to why the orgasm I experienced while giving in to Mommy Claire felt so good. Perhaps, her strokes were faster, or more targeted, but the more I think back to that moment and my time with Mommy Claire, it has become clear; the physical attention is wonderful, but there is something extraordinary about the way her thoughts burrowed into my brain, completely taking control of me and the moment.


SCENE 17

Mommy Claire

Bringing Cindy in on the fun was an obligation but the truth was I was looking forward to it. It is one thing to dominate a man in private, but there is a clear distinction when he is forced to submit in front of his wife. Not only did I intend to break Austin down, I was going to do it in a way that ensured he would never be able to doubt his subservient position ever again.


SCENE 18

Austin

I was told I wasn’t allowed to touch myself for a week. It was difficult but I did it. And by the time I finally walked through Mommy Claire’s door for the next appointment, my dick was so sensitive a stiff breeze could get me hard.

Boy was I ready for some special attention and Mommy Claire did not disappoint, separating me from my clothes and teasing my desire the moment I walked through her door. It was no longer strange being nude in her presence, if anything I now kind of liked it, placing a clear distinction on who was in charge and who was the helpless little boy.

In an instant, she had me aroused, and several more strokes had my entire body pulsing in pre-orgasmic joy. I could have stayed like that all day but then Mommy Claire pushed the moment forward.

“Cindy,” Mommy Claire called, “come in, he’s ready.”

Watching my wife walk through the door while Mommy Claire stroked me into bliss should have been enough to break her spell over me but it wasn’t. Despite how much I wanted to free myself from Mommy Claire’s control, to show my wife I was still in command, I couldn’t, and that fact just about broke my brain.


SCENE 19

Cindy

Mommy Claire left Austin and I alone in her office and I swear he was disappointed when she departed. That didn’t do a lot for my confidence but Mommy Claire left me with distinct direction on what I was to do and how I was to act, so I focused on those duties, leaving thoughts of my husband’s desires simmering in the back of my brain.

“Today, we have a specific assignment from Mommy Claire,” I informed my husband. “You are to stay on the table with your legs spread, and together you and I are going to please that little pee-pee of yours.”

I said the words exactly as Mommy Claire instructed and much to my surprise, Austin responded excitedly, eager to move forward despite the fact that it would only be me servicing his desire.

Austin was quick to obey and although I had seen him naked a million times before, somehow this time was different.

“Now, be a good little boy and rub your pee-pee. Show mommy how you like to be touched,” I instructed.

It was the first time I ever referred to my husband as a little boy. It was the first time I ever referred to myself as mommy, and yet the moment I said the words he did exactly as he was told, spreading his legs and taking his shaft in hand.

I have to admit his submissive response gave me a tingle inside, the first sign that I was going to enjoy this new arrangement every bit as much as my husband was.

Austin stroked long and slow, rubbing his shaft from the base to just below the crown of his head, up and down, pleasing his desire. I watched and paid close attention to the detail, where he touched, how hard he pressed, and I imagined just how I would do it when my time finally came.

“Good boy,” I said, encouraging him to continue, encouraging him to show me how he liked to be touched, and when he got himself to the point of helpless bliss, I took the extraordinary step of inserting myself into the action.


SCENE 20

Austin

I was stroking myself exactly as Cindy had commanded and I have to admit it was hot. Sure, I was playing with myself, but there was something about Cindy’s assertive voice in my ear that added to the excitement. And when I brought my own arousal to pique, she was right there, inserting herself once again.

It had never happened before. In all the times I played with myself it was a solo venture, but this time, as my hand slid up and down my shaft, Cindy used the tips of her fingers to stroke my thighs and tickle my scrotum. The feeling was intense and I let out a long guttural groan.

“Oh, God,” I moaned, the pleasure surged to all parts of my body.

I had to pull my hand off of my cock for fear of cumming prematurely. Cindy was quick to pick up on my weakness.

“You like that,” she pointed out. “Together I think we can take advantage of that little pee-pee of yours. Put your hand back in place, let’s see if we can ramp things up.”

I didn’t want to cum but I also couldn’t bring myself to deny Cindy’s command. Despite the risk, I lowered my hand to my pulsing cock and began to stroke once again.

Now, when Cindy’s fingers returned to my balls, I slowed my pace but did not pull away, and together we raised the temperature in the room, pleasing my pee-pee without pushing me over the edge. It was absolutely delightful and I couldn’t help but let Cindy know.

“That feels so good,” I admitted, “please don’t stop.”

At that point I felt a shift in the power between us. The feelings emanating from my nether region were amazing and I had Cindy to thank for that. And not only that, but I was becoming dependent on those heavenly pulses and I think Cindy knew.

She could have asserted her influence. She could have made me succumb to her control, but instead what she did completely rewrote everything I thought I knew about real power.

With my mind reeling and my body pulsing in physical bliss, Cindy opened her blouse and presented me with her naked breast.


SCENE 21

Cindy

Mommy Claire assured me the moment Austin latched on to my bosom as a submissive little boy would be the turning point in our relationship. I have to admit I doubted it, but when Austin was stroking away, pleasing his carnal desires, I opened my shirt and brushed my bare breast against his cheek.

Austin’s head immediately snapped in my direction and before I knew it my nipple was being drawn to the back of his throat. His suckling was performed in perfect time with the strokes on his pee-pee. In an instant, his entire disposition changed, his muscles contracted, his eyes went glassy and a soft moan escaped his lips. He was consumed with lust, unable to think or act on his own, completely submissive to me and my control. A few more tickles of his tight scrotum was all the evidence I would need. The man I married was gone, replaced by a little boy desperate to discover the full depths of his adult baby desires.

Mommy Claire was very specific about the need to draw out Austin’s lust as long as humanly possible. In the beginning it was fun, the two of us working in tandem, drawing every last bit of fun from the experience, pushing his limits to the brink. But once the whining began, Austin’s helpless pleas for relief, I struggled with denying his need, a contradiction between my desire to take control and my need to take care of my one true love.

I stretched out the moment, not as long as Mommy Claire directed me to, but way longer than Austin wanted to endure, and when I reached the point that I couldn’t listen to his pleas for help any longer, I instructed him on what to do.

“I think we’ve conquered that little pee-pee of yours,” I said, “and if you’d be willing to give in to me then I think I can let you cum.”

His response shocked me to my core.

“Please, mommy!” he groaned. “Please have sex with other men.”


SCENE 22

Austin

Oh shit!

That is exactly what went through my mind the moment the words slipped past my lips. I didn’t mean for them to come out but I just couldn’t stop.

With Mommy Claire I expected it, in fact, I kind of hoped for it. It was different giving in to her, a dominant woman, a true professional. But those rules didn’t apply to my wife. In our relationship, I had always been in charge, and it wasn’t easy giving up that role.

That thought buoyed my spirits, it gave me strength, and in that instant, I found myself, the dominant man I was always meant to be.

After the way I collapsed, succumbing to the role of submissive little boy, I didn’t think I’d ever find my way back and yet the more that thought played out in my head, my independence returned and I felt a shift in the dynamic between Cindy and I.

She was a great wife, she was a fantastic lover, but as long as we were together, I was always in charge and it was going to take more than a few mind games to change that. With Mommy Claire present, I was helpless, but with just my wife and I in the room, my confidence grew until I was ready to turn the tables.

I broke away from Cindy’s breast and sat myself up on the table, ready to pronounce my independence. Cindy was skilled but I was powerful and I was about to show her that strength when she did something completely unexpected.

The moment my mouth was no longer connected with her bosom, Cindy shifted positions, separating from my face and moving between my spread legs, taking my erect penis in hand. The first few rubs gave me a tremendous pulse, starting in my balls and running up my shaft, but it was the relentless caresses that followed that showed me true bliss, instantly breaking down my defenses.

One throb and my muscles froze in anticipation, the second throb and my entire body quivered, shaking from the surge of delight through my veins and into my brain, and the third throb provided so much pleasure the mere thought of putting an end to the thrill ride was completely illogical, counterintuitive to the needs of my body.

Somehow, Cindy created intense feelings inside of me, so intense that I forgot where I was and who I was with. My wife may have been pushing me down the path towards submission but it was her magical hands that were in control, dictating every action. I didn’t want it to end and the longer she went on, the more powerful those feelings became.

It was during those heavenly pulses that Cindy repositioned herself, still stroking my pee-pee but bringing her magnificent breast back in line with my face. My hips jerked with each stroke and every delightful throb made giving in easier until I assumed the role she wanted me to play, bringing my lips back in contact with her skin, latching on to her nipple like a good little boy, all thoughts of resistance floating helplessly away.

The peace I found in that moment rewrote everything I thought I knew about my wife and our relationship. She was way more powerful than I ever gave her credit for, and feeling that power grow within her had two main effects. First, I appreciated the physical bliss of being sensually controlled, but more importantly, I discovered that despite years of experience telling me otherwise, my wife really was more powerful than I, and now that I had experienced that power firsthand, I would never be able to see things as they used to be.

It got to the point that I wanted to cum for her. I wanted to turn over my power in the form of my release. There’s no doubt about the exchange of control that takes place with a one-sided orgasm, when one person experiences helpless bliss under the full control of another, and not only was I giving that power to Cindy, I was reveling in the fact, fully accepting every ramification that went with it.

She asserted her influence when I was at my absolute weakest, my pee-pee riding the edge of physical delight and my mouth instinctively nursing at her breast. I couldn’t exactly stop myself with all that going on and before I knew it, she had the upper hand. I would submit to her control, I would pledge myself to her, but most of all I would relinquish all claims to my manhood, fully indulging the little boy to her dominant mommy.

“Such a good little boy,” Cindy cooed.

As far as I had come, there was still a part of me that wasn’t ready to accept it, a part still holding on to the last shred of my independence. And yet there was a certain satisfaction in hearing her say those words. Perhaps I wanted to submit to her more than I realized, and when she pushed the moment forward, forcing me to come to grips with my new reality, I did the only thing that made sense.

I broke away from Cindy’s bosom long enough to confirm my broken status.

“Please mommy,” I repeated, “please will you have sex with other men?”


SCENE 23

Cindy
 

There would come a time when hearing those words from my husband would carry immense excitement, especially when I knew how much they meant, exactly what they conveyed, but at that moment I was blown away. Seeing him broken at my hand, was a little scary. The man I had leaned on for so many years was fallen, fully dependent on me for his survival.

Fortunately, Mommy Claire returned to my side, to guide me on what to do next.

“Your little boy is ready for your instruction,” Mommy Claire offered.

“He wants me to have sex with other men,” I explained.

Her answer will stay with me forever.

“I know,” she agreed, “isn’t it wonderful?”

It was a lot to take in, to believe. My husband was always in control, how was I supposed to deal with this? My mind began to swirl, everything happened so fast and yet when I looked down at my one true love, his mouth wrapped around my breast, the look of serenity and peace on his handsome face, a strange sense of calm overcame me.

I could do this, I could make him happy, and in the end, that is all I ever wanted.


SCENE 24

Austin

I looked up and my wife was staring back at me, grinning like the Cheshire Cat. Things had changed so much. In the beginning, this is what I wanted, what I had asked for, but now it was spiraling out of control and there was nothing I could do to stop the avalanche that was overwhelming my life.

How did I get myself into this situation?

When I first brought up the idea of mommy play and power exchange with my wife she wasn’t even interested. Sure, Cindy was willing to go along, just like she had with all of our other role play games, but something about this one was different, and once she assumed the dominant position something triggered inside of her. She wouldn’t let it go, and as hard as I tried, once the table was set, I couldn’t break her from that stance.

The orgasm Cindy gave me on that day will stay with me forever. She wasn’t my wife stroking my cock, she was my dominant mommy, playing with my pee-pee while I suckled at her teat. And she didn’t just play, she pushed me over the edge, fully allowing me to indulge the taboo, to cross the line of forbidden lust.

It was a very unique moment, a distinct event that would forever define our relationship going forward. Never again would I be able to look at Cindy as an equal, her power over me undeniable.

Every day since I have nursed at mommy’s breast while she plays with my pee-pee, and every day I beg her to have sex with other men. She hasn’t done it yet, but I keep begging, content in being her good little boy.


SCENE 25

Cindy

When Austin first asked me to sensually dominate him, I thought it was like all of his other erotic games, a fun way to add a little spice to our sex life. I agreed, for the sake of our marriage, but really, I was just going along, doing it to make him happy.

In the beginning, that’s all it was, a way to keep my horny husband happy, but then we indulged the intricacies of power exchange and it happened; Austin collapsed under the pressure of stimulation overload, broken by the chains of lust, and the effect of seeing my husband grovel and submit like a helpless little boy was unlike anything I had ever known.

The thrill of real power is intoxicating and once I tasted that delicious fruit there was simply no going back.

I was a changed woman.


EPILOGUE

Mommy Claire

Cindy left with her submissive little boy in tow and I have to admit I felt a certain level of pride in my accomplishment. Austin was broken, a submissive cuckold to his dominant wife, exactly as it was always meant to be.

For more Mommy Claire fun check out:

-          The Huntress 1

-          The Huntress 2

-          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

-          Mommy’s Cure for Naughty Boys

-          ABC: Adult Baby Cuckold

-          Talk Dirty To Me

-          Mommy Domme: Mergers and Acquisitions

-          Manipulating Mason
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