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Prologue

Mommy Claire

All of my adult life I’ve had this strange fascination with the power struggle between men and women. In the beginning, I, just like most women of my time, assumed that men held the dominant position, their physical strength and society’s archaic rules too much to overcome. But over time I learned that men have weaknesses too, just like women, and in many cases their weaknesses are much easier to exploit. 

Sex and the allure of the female form are the great equalizers in the battle between the sexes. Once I learned to capitalize on those God-given gifts, everything changed. My next hurdle was mastering sensual domination, overwhelming my target’s mind and body with stimulation overload. That unique skill set has allowed me to zoom past equality to the realm of interpersonal dominance, putting me in position to assert my vast power and influence. 

In this world, where so many assumptions are made about women and our frailties, it isn’t enough to simply achieve victory. To emphasize the strength of my accomplishments I have added an extraordinary step, infantilizing and regressing my prey’s mind, turning the once powerful man into the submissive little boy he was always meant to be. 

For anyone who doubts my ability to dominate and control, I’d like to arrange a meeting, for my hunting games are still active and I am always on the lookout for new trophies for my mantel. 


TARGET #1 


SCENE 1 


Mommy Claire 

I was sitting in one of my restaurants one morning, minding my own business, sipping a chai tea, when a ruckus occurred at one of the tables nearby. A waitress, one of my employees, got an order wrong and a customer was openly berating her, demeaning her in front of an audience. 

The manager moved to intervene but one look from me and he immediately backed off, allowing me to take the lead. Casually, I sauntered over, a smile on my face, a little wiggle to my walk. 

The stranger spotted me, his eyes undressing me along the way, cutting me off before I could even say a word. 

“Don’t tell me,” he said, “you’re about to say how I should have gone easy on her. That I should have let it slide. Well, let me tell you, it is because of all of the people who let those things slide that the service never gets any better. All because of a cute face and a tight little ass. That’s why they hire girls like that, you know, because people are less likely to complain to a pretty girl.” 

He wasn’t entirely wrong, there was a reason to put cute, friendly faces in front of the paying customers, but those faces didn’t stay as cute or as friendly when belittled and demeaned, and especially not when those things happened in public, adding humiliation to the list. I needed to set this man straight, to teach him a lesson. 

“You saw behavior that you found unacceptable,” I stated, “and you felt inclined to intervene.” I made deep eye contact with my prey, offering a broad smile to set him at ease before adding, “Perhaps it could have been handled in a more discreet way, so as to avoid public humiliation, but you felt as if you were providing a generic good, for a better society.” 

He nodded smugly. “Yeah, you get it.” The smirk on his face let me know that he truly believed his actions were for the overall good. 

I nodded back at him. 

I could not disagree with the need to intervene when confronted with unacceptable behavior and he was about to learn just how I deal with incorrigible acts such as his. 

“I’d like to invite you back to my place,” I said, leaning forward and shimmying my shoulders to give him a bird’s eye view of my juggling bosoms, “so I can give you some special attention.” 

It works every time. His eyes just about popped out of his head and at no point did he ever stop staring at my cleavage, even as he eked out, “Are you a pro?” 

That made me laugh. 

“I don’t want money,” I replied. “I enjoy what I do and I want to give you the treatment a man like you deserves.” 


SCENE 2 


Jack A 

I was already late for work which is why I was so pissed off that the stupid blonde couldn’t get my order right. How hard is it to pour a cup of coffee and leave the cream out? It couldn’t get any easier. And then, when I let her know just how royally she had screwed things up, everyone looks at me like I’m the asshole. The problem with America today is there’s no attention to detail and no accountability. So, if you want to point fingers, point at that. 

I was just relaying that thought to another customer when she did the darndest thing. She propositioned me. I mean she flashed her titties and invited me back to her place. 

Well, she didn’t exactly flash her titties. But she did bend over, and I got a good look at those luscious melons swinging in the wind. And if that wasn’t enough to get my attention, she invited me back to her place, to take things a little further. 

I was already late but for a hot broad like her I was willing to miss my meeting altogether. So, after a quick text to let my partner know I would be even later than I already was, I took this hottie up on her offer, leaving the restaurant and following her a block to a nearby office building. 

“I thought we were going to your place?” I asked as we got on the elevator of the high-rise office building. 

“We are,” she replied, “I have an office on the eleventh floor. I have a new massage table I want to try out, it’s called a milking table, and it’s got a hole in the center, to give me access to the family jewels.” 

I had presumed we were going to her apartment but a private office would do just fine, and then the elevator doors opened and we let off in a bustling hallway, and just a short walk later we were at a closed door with a sign hanging on it that read, “The Doctor is Out.” 


She didn’t bother to flip the placard, I guess to ensure we weren’t disturbed, but she did guide me inside to a neatly arranged waiting room. There was no one inside, complete privacy, exactly what we wanted. 


SCENE 3 


Mommy Claire 

A friend of mine maintains an office not too far from my coffee shop. She uses it to provide sensual services to her clients downtown and it is equipped with a very special table, one that I intended to utilize in achieving my goal. 

Jack was an obnoxious prick at the restaurant and he needed to be taught a lesson. In order to do that, I needed him out of his clothes, and this table, along with the promise of a sensual massage, was more than enough to accomplish that objective. 


SCENE 4 


Jack A 

I followed Claire from the waiting room into her office. Immediately, I saw the table. It was exactly as she described, your standard every day massage table with a hole cut out in the middle, exactly where your dick would be. A milking table, that’s what she called it, but what I saw was an exciting sex toy, one designed with “my” pleasure in mind. 

“You can take off your clothes and get up on the table,” Claire said, “face down, with your face in the crook and that little pee-pee of yours dangling through the hole.” 

Under any other circumstance I wouldn’t have taken kindly to my dick being called a “little pee-pee”, but as it was, I was about to get a sensual massage from this very sexy lady and I wasn’t about to do anything to mess that up. 

As quick as I could, I shed my clothes and got into position, waiting as Claire lit a few incense sticks and put on some music. The way my dick hung through the hole was cool. A huge rush of blood flowed to and through my penis and it felt good. I ground my hips a little, increasing the flow and my body responded with a nice little throb, from the base of my balls, straight up my shaft. She hadn’t even touched me yet and already I was pulsing. This table was special. 

When I walked into the coffee shop that morning, I had a completely different vision for my day. Oh, what a happy accident when chance shines its light on your life. Claire was the epitome of chance encounters, the ultimate reason to change all plans. And as good as it had been up until that point, things were about to get a whole lot better. 

My dick hung through the hole in the table, filled with blood, ready for her touch, but Claire didn’t move in that direction. Instead, she began on my back, adding some oil while rubbing deeply into the muscles with long slow strokes, away from my spine, all the way to my sides. It was nice, and she continued those rubs for a while before moving upward to my neck and shoulders. 

A back rub is nice when you go for a massage, but when you lie down on a milking table all thoughts are on your dick. It’s impossible to think about anything else once the brain down below has all the blood, and once those thoughts take root there’s only one thing that will allow it to let go. Still, her hands did feel good, and when those fabulous fingers of hers wound from my neck and into my hair, deep into my scalp, my disposition changed, every muscle went into a state of deep relaxation, every muscle except the one hanging through the hole in the table. 

It was all very chill and before I knew it, Claire moved away from my head and down to my feet, grazing sensitive spots on my skin along the way. Her fingers felt incredible massaging the soles of my feet and when they began to wander, inching up my calves, tickling the backs of my knees, I thought I had died and gone to massage heaven. Once again, her magical touch created this deep soothing experience all over my body and inside my head but the moment her touch reached my inner thighs things quickly changed. In an instant I was no longer calm and relaxed, my muscles tightening in response to her erotic touch. 

“Calm down little boy,” Claire cooed softly. “Just relax and give in to mommy.” 

I don’t know why she referred to me as a little boy, or her as mommy, but she was right about my need to calm down. I didn’t want to cum prematurely and the way I felt, that was a very real possibility. 

I took several deep breaths, slowing my heart rate, gathering my thoughts, and just when I was having success, Claire slid her fingers from between my thighs, down over my ball sack, through the gap in the table and on to my swollen shaft. At that point, any chance I had of remaining calm quickly vanished, a burst of adrenaline surging through my body as her fingers wrapped lightly around my pole. 

Claire gave my shaft several quick strokes with her oily fingers and my body humped in response, grinding in her hand, fully indulging the carnal burst. Before I knew it, my hips were on auto-pilot, grunting and grinding into her oily hands, unable to stop my response to her heavenly touch. I didn’t want things to be over, I didn’t want to cum so soon, but I also couldn’t stop it, this inexplicable force driving me from within. My hips bucked all on their own. My body humped uncontrollably. I had never felt so out of control in my life, and just as that thought flickered through my head, Claire withdrew her hands in a flash, leaving me and my penis desperately flailing in the wind. 

WTF?!? 

The sudden denial of stimulus put an instant halt on the orgasm thrill ride, which is what I thought I wanted, but I had no idea how torturous that lack of touch would be on my body and in my brain until I experienced it firsthand. I needed like I never needed before, a yearn like none other in my life and I quickly moved to rub out my own completion but the angle of my arms and the hole in the table left me unable to give my guy any attention. I was helpless. All I could do was grunt and groan as my surging lust went unfulfilled. 

Claire was still on top of me, her hands still touching my skin. Those touches weren’t where I wanted them, but I guess that was part of her plan, and then she brought her head close to mine, to whisper in my ear. 

“It’s ok little boy,” she said in a sweet singsong tone. “Mommy’s got you. And the more you give in, the better I can make you feel.” 

I listened to her words but I didn’t want to give in. What she did to me felt incredible, that was true, but the withdrawal was absolutely brutal and I didn’t want to go through that again. As those thoughts burrowed through my head, my breathing slowed and my body calmed, the worst of the withdrawal slowly passing. It felt good to come down from the high and yet I had this sneaking suspicion she intended to do it again, that wonderful rise to ecstasy followed by the torture of denial. I couldn’t endure it, and was about to tell her so, when her fingers returned to my balls, tickling ever so lightly, adding a graze to my shaft with the tip of her delicate finger. 

All at once, the situation zoomed back to that glorious space, my body bucking in ecstasy and my mind floating in delight. My involuntary response to her touch was undeniable, I had no control whatsoever. My hips hoisted up from the table of their own accord, granting her full and complete access to my world. My body wanted round two, even if my brain had every intention of saying no. 


SCENE 5 


Mommy Claire 

There is an immense amount of power that can be drawn from a man’s lust. The moment the needs of his body overwhelm the thoughts of his brain he becomes highly susceptible, pliant to my will. Jack was nearing that point, he just needed to be reminded of who was in control, and just how much he was willing to give to serve his master. 


SCENE 6 


Jack A 

“Ungh!” I grunted, unable to comprehend what was happening. Should I relax? Should I calm? It seemed every time I got excited, she pulled away and every time I steadied my breath she was right there, at it again. Only the effect of her touch, the debilitating bliss of her caresses, had me unable to control my bodily functions, helpless to her ministrations. 

Claire didn’t seem the least bit phased by my frustration, she just went right along with her massage, focusing her efforts on my lower back and butt. I assumed I was meant to relax, only I wasn’t sure how I was supposed to do that with the temptation of heaven so near to my reality. 

That’s when she brought her face down to my head and whispered softly in my ear. “Be a good little boy for mommy and relax. Deep breaths.” 

I tried to do it. I really did. I thought about a boat sailing on a lake, I thought about the feel of a warm summer breeze blowing across my face, and I started to have success. My blood pressure lowered, my muscles let go, and Claire was right there, rubbing my back, stroking my shoulders, aiding me along the way, helping me achieve a more relaxed state. 

It was a very unique massage, the dramatic rise to super excitement and then the crashing fall to helpless denial. I wasn’t sure if I liked it, but the moment my mind was at peace enough to think that thought, her hands slid from my lower back, directly over my sensitive sphincter, down my quickly tightening balls and onto my still erect dick. The transition from a mega relaxed state to the hyper aware eroticism of her hand job sent my body pumping and my mind reeling once again. I had no idea if I was meant to stay calm but there was no way on earth that I could do that when her oily hand was jerking my shaft the way that it was, pulses of pleasure starting in my core, coursing to every part of my body. 

Was she going to make me cum? Or was this another tease? I wasn’t sure, and the moment I stopped trying to figure that out, and just gave in to the all-consuming pleasure, she pulled away, answering my question while leaving me in a desperate state. 

“Ungh!” I groaned, the sound coming through my mouth but originating somewhere much deeper, at my core, at my helpless center. 

I wanted to cum. I needed to cum. It was clear she could do this to me all day, I just wasn’t sure how long I could endure her erotic games of tease and denial. 

Once again Claire was one step ahead of me, shifting the situation, keeping me off guard. 

“It’s time to flip,” she said, “turn over onto your back.” 


SCENE 7 


Mommy Claire 

The process of seduction requires a constant ebb and flow. Never can your prey be able to predict what is coming next, for fear that he might be able to defend himself. I had Jack off balance, and I needed to keep him that way, at least until his brain was too far gone to find his way back. 


SCENE 8 


Jack A 

I had no idea what was going on. It was the most amazing and frustrating massage of my life. Never had I ever been pleased the way Claire’s touch pleased me and yet I had also never felt so desperate, unable to finish to the natural end. I turned over, just like she asked, but I was a little afraid of what she was going to do to me next. 

My dick bobbed from side to side when I turned over and I was grateful when Claire took it in her hand and rubbed the front several times with her thumb. I was a little better at staying calm this time, using every ounce of concentration to steady my breathing and relax my muscles, and when she pulled away, I actually weathered the withdraw, my body humming but my mind ready for the transition. 

I could handle this. I could withstand her teasing. 

Claire rubbed my chest, she caressed my stomach, she stroked my thighs but we both knew it was all merely foreplay, a delay tactic before she would be back at my dick, teasing my desire. I was ready, and would have told her so, but she spoke first, and what she said completely blew me away. 

“You may not know it yet but you’re about to become a helpless little boy,” she said, “and the sooner you give in to that reality the sooner you’ll have relief.” 

Then, she curled the silky fingers on both hands into “o” shapes, wrapped one of those “o’s” around the base of my shaft and slid it upward with a twist, stimulating every sensitive nerve ending in my excited penis along the way. The motion sent a burst of adrenaline through my balls and up my shaft, causing my breath to gasp and my eyes to flutter. No sooner did her first hand complete that wonderful stroke and her second hand followed suit, gripping lightly at the base of my shaft, slipping and twisting upward, sending another pulse of ecstasy through my penis to every part of my body. 

As incredible as those strokes felt, she didn’t stop, not when I groaned aloud, and definitely not when strange garbled language spilled forth from my lips. 

Claire repeated her magical strokes over and over again and what followed was a relentless yet heavenly tug at my loins, one that had my mind reeling and my arousal at pique. The pulses that followed were highly stimulating, made even more mind numbing when that perpetual stroke continued, drawing every last ounce of energy out my body, through my penis and into her hands. I had never felt anything so wonderful and I allowed her to have her way, laying back and enjoying the way my body responded to her touch. 

This time, the rise to excitement was different than Claire’s previous strokes. This one was drawn out, slow and methodical, stimulating but not to the point of overwhelming. That’s what I thought in the beginning, when I first succumbed to those heavenly rubs, but soon those feelings changed and so did my disposition. Claire didn’t stop with just a few fabulous pulls, she continued, relentlessly, and the way she indulged my body was unlike anything I had ever experienced before. Her ministrations didn’t just massage, they created an urge deep within, one that was way more powerful than I could have expected. By the time the first tingle spasmed inside of me, the one that said I was no longer in control, it was too late. I was hooked, addicted to her incredible touch. 

Just as that thought crossed my mind, Claire was right there to test my resolve. 

“Does my good little boy like this?” she asked, her hands still gliding up my shaft, twisting across the sensitive front, the next set of fingers quickly taking their place, repeating the heavenly stroke. indulging my lust filled desires. 

I could have tried to say no, to deny it, but it was no use. My body wanted her, my body needed her, and to say anything different would have been a blatant lie and we both knew it. 

“Yes, yes, yes,” I happily agreed. 

“Then it’s time for you to show it,” Claire responded, “beg me to turn you little.” 

I didn’t know what that meant but I didn’t really care, all I really wanted was for the teasing to end, to finally cum. 

“Please turn me little,” I whined, happy to obey, hoping with all my heart that she would grant me the relief I so desperately needed. 


SCENE 9 


Mommy Claire 

It isn’t enough to dominate a man’s body, if you truly want to control him you need to burrow inside his mind, to that helpless spot where his sexual desire resides. You need to establish permanent residence among his erotic thoughts. I had successfully primed Jack’s body, now it was time to take his brain for a little joy ride. 


SCENE 10 


Jack A 

What happened next turned the incredibly erotic massage into one highly fucked up situation. Claire took out a long knife and pointed it at my dick. 

I wanted to yell, I wanted to scream but instead my body froze in terror. Is that what it means to be paralyzed with fear? I wasn’t sure, but when I tried to act all I could contemplate was Claire’s fingers sliding up and down my shaft, keeping my excitement at the brink. 

Perhaps I thought she was going to cut me but what she did instead was every bit as daunting. Claire lathered my genitals with shaving cream, spread the soft goo all over my dick and balls, and then proceeded to take away every last strand of hair with that super sharp blade. 

It was messed up, the way the whole massage quickly changed, and by the time she was done and Claire wiped me clean with a warm wet cloth, my pubes were gone, and I was bald, hairless as the day I was born. 

“Now, you can call me mommy,” she said, a delicious smile consuming her pretty face. 

Before I could reply, those fabulous fingers of hers returned to their work, gliding softly across my newly shaven skin, no longer constrained by the unsightly hair. I don’t know what it was but somehow everything was more erotic now, and when those strokes made me feel like I was going to cum, I no longer possessed any power to resist, giving in to Claire and her dominant games. 

“Please mommy,” I whined. 

Saying the words aloud wasn’t as strange as I would have thought. Somewhere, in the back recesses of my brain, I didn’t mind giving in to her control, submitting to her power, and I repeated the phrase, “Please, mommy,” over and over again, indulging in this new way of thinking. 


If I thought my submission to her games would grant me relief, I was sorely mistaken. 

There is a fine line between teasing and torture and Mommy Claire crossed that line when she took my body to the brink of ecstasy one more time, dangled me over the edge of desire but then denied the natural conclusion to her roller coaster ride of lust. In fact, she didn’t just cross the line, she completely obliterated it, wiping it away from this earthly world. And when my body felt the desperate yearn that followed, I had no choice but to beg for my survival. 

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

I don’t know where the diaper came from but it was around my ass before I knew what to say and when she doused my penis with baby powder and began to rub it in, I hoped this time I wasn’t going to be teased but would finally be rewarded for my submission. 

The build-up of her hands with the baby powder was nice but the moment I thought there might be an opportunity for release, she swaddled my lower half, wrapping the soft cloth of the fabric around my bottom. I was about to cry out when Claire did the one thing, the only thing, that could stem my frustration. 


SCENE 11 


Mommy Claire 

The tide had turned. The needs of Jack’s body were fully under my control, placing him on a collision course with his adult baby destiny. I only needed to bring his conscious mind to the point of acceptance, and then I would be able to claim another alpha as my own. 


SCENE 12 


Jack A 

Mommy Claire opened her blouse and showed me her breasts and I have to admit, something stirred deep within me. 

“Submit little baby and I will let you suckle,” she offered. 

I would have preferred to have her hands back on my dick but that option wasn’t on the menu, and those luscious bosoms were absolutely amazing, so I did what any red-blooded man would do, shifting my body around on the massage table to get my face in line with mommy’s incredible breasts. 

Like the helpless little boy I had become, I gave in to her games of kink. 

The feel of her naked flesh against my face made it all worthwhile. The skin was soft and the way it formed against me was soothing, and when I felt the protrusion of her nipple against my cheek, that feeling of calm escalated, until I found myself doing anything and everything to get that beautiful nub into my mouth. 

I don’t think I ever felt more satisfied in my life than when I gathered Mommy Claire’s nipple between my lips and began to suckle, and the moment I felt that unique connection, the bond between mother and child, I realized something very special about myself. I liked nursing, and I liked receiving Claire’s motherly attention too. If I’m being honest, I think I liked the baby play as well, including the diaper, although I certainly would not have admitted that to anyone I knew. 

The moment my mind fixated on the connection between myself and Mommy’s breast, her hand slid inside my diaper and began to stroke my pee-pee once again. This time I had the comfort of her bosom to keep me calm, and that allowed her to really push the excitement to an extreme level, to the point of debilitating bliss. 

Her strokes were all-consuming. One finger targeted the sensitive spot on the front of my shaft and rubbed, repeatedly. The feeling was amazing, small pulses turning into larger spasms morphing into full-on throbs that started in my balls and quickly surged up my spine and into my weary brain. She did it all without making me cum, my excited pee-pee pulsing and pulsing, ready for more. Somehow, I still managed to suckle but all other thoughts and abilities left me, rendered submissive to Mommy Claire and her wonderful world. 

I could have stayed like that forever but I was not in charge and Mommy Claire had a different plan in mind. In an instant her movements increased, active fingers rubbing, caressing me everywhere, overwhelming my senses, finding and triggering new stimulation points while still massaging and stimulating the old. Her touch was different now, still highly stimulating but somehow more aggressive, dominant and if I thought I was helpless to her onslaught before, now I knew I was no match for her control. 

The seismic shift inside my core let me know it was time. It resonated deep and its vibration rattled every nerve ending, sending waves of euphoria into my brain. My body bucked and my back arched, absorbing the intense stimulus while also allowing me to survive the first onslaught of adrenal lust. I wasn’t so fortunate with the second as the spasm in my balls slowly fermented but then all at once shot like lightning, raging up my shaft, bringing with it a spurt of semen that spouted from my tip, filling the diaper, seeping through the fabric. 

“Oh, God,” I wailed. “Thank you, Mommy. Thank you, Mommy.” The words were what she wanted to hear but I didn’t say them to please her, they just spurted out, like my orgasm, a natural reaction to my helpless situation and the relief my body finally felt. 

The entire situation was draining but I wasn’t done, spurts two and three quickly followed, accompanied by more throbs of pleasure and spurts of cum, and those pulses continued, overwhelming my essence even as my body had no more jism to give. 

I never heard the door to the studio open or the footsteps that crossed the floor, but I saw the woman photograph me in my cum stained diaper. She looked familiar and all at once it hit me. It was the waitress from the coffee house, the one that messed up my order. And as my mind tried to process just what she was doing, Mommy Claire informed me of my fate. 

“From now on you are going to be my good little boy,” she said, “and as long as you are, there will be no need for punishment. But if you step out of line, there will be a price to pay, and I will let you figure out just what that might be.” 

You’re probably thinking I was worried about the picture on the waitresses’ phone, and what might happen if it got out, but my bigger concern was that I might not get to see Mommy Claire again, and that was a price I was not willing to pay. 


EPILOGUE 


Mommy Claire 

Before Jack left, I presented him with an option, a choice if you will, as to whether this would be a one-time event, or if he would like to continue on in my infantilizing games. You may wonder what his decision was but to me it was always clear, and the moment he nodded his head, agreeing to a future life as my submissive little, I took a fine tip marker from my bag and placed a small “MC” just below his balls, marking him, claiming him as mine. 


TARGET #2 


PROLOGUE 


Mommy Claire 

I traveled back east recently for a conference. The trip was to Philadelphia, a city that holds special meaning in my life. 

I went to college in Philadelphia. I spent my formative years there, a time used to fully explore my sexuality, or more specifically, to learn all about the unique powers that lie hidden in wait within my sexuality, and how I could use those powers to achieve my goals. Those days transformed me from an inexperienced naive girl to a confident and mature woman, and returning to the city where it all happened brought back a flood of memories. 

God, how those days changed me. Back then I thought I knew it all and yet I still had so much to learn. And now I was back, older, wiser, a different woman in so many ways. 

The conference I was attending was scheduled to be a four-day affair, informative sessions on the business aspects of working in the field of tantra and the sensual healing arts. Most people don’t realize the vast importance of industry events like these. Girls all over the world partake in different forms of the trade and yet most have no idea of the many pitfalls that await their mistakes, nor are they aware of the many ways to capitalize on the business opportunity that lies before them. That’s why conferences like this were created, to share the knowledge to help others succeed. 

I have been very fortunate. I spent most of my life in and around people who understood the value and the power of intimate relations, but even in areas where the community is not as open or friendly, there still can be a thriving business opportunity, especially for those who are highly motivated and properly educated. 

This particular conference was good for beginners, focusing on the business aspects of monetizing performance of the sensual healing arts. It highlighted tried and proven methods to secure a recurring clientele, as well as ways to upsell to the most loyal of those clients. While it covered those topics rather well, it lacked what I was truly looking for, intimate insight on the workings of the human mind when influenced by the sex drive. That is my specialty, my cause for being, and it is in that area that I have found my niche. 

By the beginning of the third day I had gotten all I could from the conference and was ready to pack it in. A quick check-out from the hotel and I was on my way, venturing to the house of a dear friend. I would be a couple days earlier than planned, and I hoped my premature arrival would be welcomed with open arms. 


SCENE 1 


Mommy Claire 

Laura and I were kindred spirits. We met through our sorority, she a younger pledge and me a returning-alumni. From the moment I first spied her I knew there would be something special between us. It didn’t take long to identify Laura’s true nature, her innate need, and by the time I got her alone and latched onto my bosom, she was a helpless little girl, ready to delve deeper and deeper into a world that served both of our needs. 

“I’m so glad you’re here,” Laura said upon greeting me at her front door. She followed with a huge hug, the kind that felt like she would never let go. 

The way Laura wrapped her arms around me I could tell how much she needed my attention. She had been through a recent divorce and the break-up hit her hard. Living so far apart I was not able to give her the motherly love she so desperately needed, but things were different now. Now, I could take care of my baby girl. 

“I hope it’s ok that I came early,” I whispered in her ear, holding her trembling body close to mine. 

Laura didn’t try to hold anything back. Before I knew it, she was cuddled into my embrace, and when I freed my bosom from my nursing bra and blouse, and directed it toward her face, she latched on like a good little girl, ready to get back to the comfort and safety of mommy’s breast. 

She took to the teat so naturally, as if it was only yesterday, and the earnestness of her suckle let me know not only how much she needed that connection but also how much she appreciated my presence. I was glad I had left the conference early, and was ready to settle in for an extended stay with my precious baby girl. 

It was magnificent feeling that familiar bond between loving mommy and submissive adult child. I guided my good little girl into her living room, assuming a comfortable position on the sofa, where I could dote on her while she got lost in a feeling of connectedness that was long overdue. We stayed like that for a while, Laura suckling at my teat, me exploring her helpless little body, probing fingers winding through her scalp, gently squeezing her neck, lightly massaging her back, caressing inside the waist band of her panties, claiming control over her and her essence. 

Being back together made me feel all warm inside and the way Laura purred in response to my touch let me know how much she savored it as well; the comfort of being in mommy’s arms. 

I have many adult baby friends and while our bond is common, the draw that brings each of us to the world of age regression is uniquely our own. Laura was naturally submissive, ready and willing to turn over all control to a firm hand. While that served our mommy-little girl relationship well, it created an unhealthy connection between her and a husband intent on exploiting that sweet and innocent disposition. 

As I sat there nursing my precious baby girl, connected as only a mother and child can be, I felt this urge deep down inside. It was a natural instinct, to shield my little girl from all her worries and protect her from a cruel and sometimes harsh world outside. 


SCENE 2 


Laura 

My divorce was bad but I had no idea how bad off I was until Mommy Claire showed up at my door and took me into her arms. All at once I felt her strength and the moment that happened, I was finally able to let it all go, the stress, the disappointment, the pain. Having her there was a lifeline, a buoy to my drowning life. 

I don’t know how she managed to undress the way she did but the moment her bare breast found my cheek, and her nipple found my mouth, the healing began. Instantly the pacifying feelings took root but beyond that, her loving embrace and the way she took me in, wrapping me in a blanket of safety, made every negative thought and stressor wash away. 

There are many incredible things about the adult baby lifestyle but none greater than the peace and serenity found in mommy’s arms. The moment that feeling washed over me I knew everything was going to be ok, and I had Mommy Claire to thank for it. 


SCENE 3 


Mommy Claire 

“So, it’s not a problem that I’m a couple days early?” I asked. 

Laura was still aquiver in my arms but she managed to pull away from my embrace long enough to provide me with an update. 

“I have to go in to work tonight,” she explained, “and I also have to work tomorrow. I’m sorry, I wasn’t expecting you until the weekend.” 

“It’s ok,” I assured her. 

“You can hang out here,” she offered. 

We settled back in to our comfort zone, me sitting on the couch, Laura’s head in my lap, her mouth at my breast. It was exactly as each of us wanted it, even if we would need to break away too soon for her to attend to life’s details. 

“Maybe you could call out sick?” I suggested. 

“I wish,” Laura replied, “I had to pull all sorts of strings to get off this weekend, it would look really bad if I called out now.” 

It was disappointing but I understood. 

“That reminds me,” Laura said, breaking away from my breast and sitting up. “I need to cancel my blind date.” 

“Blind date?” I questioned. “I didn’t realize you were dating already.” 

Laura smiled. “This would have been my first, but I switched my work schedule when I found out you were coming to town, so, I’ll need to cancel with him. Unless...” 

“Unless what?” I asked. 

“Unless you want to go on the date in my place?” she offered. 

“Ha!” I laughed. “That would be quite the joke on him. He’s expecting you and he gets me?” 

“It’s a blind date,” she replied, “besides, you’re gorgeous, any guy would be lucky.” 

I didn’t have any other plans and it beat staying all by myself at Laura’s. So, I agreed to go out on a blind date during my brief visit to Philadelphia. 


SCENE 4 


Michael 

My wife passed when I was fifty and for the first year I was in a total funk. I was lost and had no idea how to find my way back. The second year was better, I started to date, although those experiences were every bit as likely to be bad as good. But by the third year I started to find my way, leading to year number four where I actually learned how to enjoy being a single man in the post marriage dating world. 

You see, dating in this day and age is way different than when I was younger. Now, the rules that used to dictate every engagement no longer applied. In fact, it was almost as if the exact opposite was true. It used to be that the perfect gentleman would gain favor with the ladies but now, women in their later years didn’t want subtle or discreet, they wanted a man to take control, even if it meant a little condescension and misogyny in the process. 

My latest conquest sat across the table with a devilish smile on her pretty face. I swore I was meant to be meeting a recently divorced blonde named Laura yet she assured me her name was Claire and she was definitely brunette. That was the first sign that something was amiss but the rest of the package was incredibly hot so I put my skepticism aside for the opportunity to add this sexy woman to my growing list of bed mates. 

The dinner conversation was going fine when Claire made an off-hand comment about being a bad girl and breaking the rules of her diet. I seized on the opportunity to shift the direction, introducing the idea of sex into our discussion. 

“Oh, you’re a bit of a naughty girl, are you?” I said. “Well, I know how to deal with a naughty girl, a little time over my knee and you’ll learn your lesson,” I quipped. 

It was a risky move, steering the conversation towards spanking and sex, but more often than not it would help to break the ice, if not melt it altogether. Recently divorced women wanted to be found desirable, to know they could still draw a man’s eye. Most women are stunned at first, a break from all of the norms they have been trained to endure, but once they realize how freeing it can be, removing that pressure from the interpersonal dynamic, they usually open up, in ways that make the conversation a lot more fun. 

The look on Claire’s face was priceless. I’d say it was shock but more than that I think it was enlightenment. All her life sex talk was probably taboo, and here I was, not only pushing it out in the open, but playfully welcoming it into our world and our discussion. 

After her initial shock, Claire offered her response. 

“Do you think because you’re the man and I’m the woman that you would be in charge? I could just as easily take you over my knee for the way you just spoke to me, a lady.” 

Now, I was born in a liberal household, raised by a single mother who worked two jobs to make as much as a man would make working one, so I hold no preconceptions about gender inequality and who should be in command. But as far as dating women after their forties my experience has taught me the best way to respond, and I had no intention of breaking away from the male chauvinist routine that had served me so well on countless other dates. 

“Ooh, a feisty one,” I replied. “I bet you’re a tigress in the bedroom.” 

My words elicited a unique response from Claire, an open mouth accompanied by a furrowed brow. I wasn’t sure how to interpret that action but then she said something that let me know my little ploy had paid off. 

“It sounds like you’d be up for a challenge,” she offered, “a little bedroom contest to see who’s the little boy and who should be in control?” 


My eyes went wide and my jaw dropped. 

“I saw that,” she cooed, “the way your face lit up when I mentioned turning you into a little boy. Someone’s intrigued.” 

It was true, her words caught me off guard and I couldn’t contain my response. 

I loved her attitude and the banter. Believe it or not, after my little spanking wordplay most women would have allowed me to completely take command, to the point of absolute submission. And I would have taken advantage of that passive nature to dictate every action, from the meal, back to my place, and into my bed. Those times, with those docile females, were fun, but Claire was different, and I was excited to see just what different would bring. 


SCENE 5 


Mommy Claire 

I don’t know what I expected when I agreed to fill in for Laura on the blind date. Maybe I thought I might meet someone new, an interesting personality to spend some time with, never in a million years did I think I would run into a Neanderthal pig, the kind that was looking to take advantage of a susceptible, insecure woman. 

Of course, there was only one way I could respond to that form of aggression, and I was glad we were going back to his place, so I could turn the tables in his own home, leaving an impression that was going to last long beyond a single night. 


SCENE 6 


Michael 

We were barely inside the door to my condo and Claire was spouting off her directions. 

“I think we should keep it simple,” she said. “A straight forward challenge, to see if I can separate you from your self-control.” 

It seemed like a fun game to me, and she was quick to press forward. 

“Is it ok if I establish the rules?” she asked. 

I hadn’t agreed but the way Claire acted that little fact was insignificant to her. 

“You submit to the position of my choosing and give me time to prepare,” she began, “so I can hit the ground running. I will let you know when the challenge begins. Sound good?” 

I didn’t fully understand what she meant but I was willing to play along. She may not have been as pliant as most of my dates but we were back at my place, just feet from my bedroom door, talking about a sex game, so I figured we were off to a great start. 

“Pretty straight forward,” I replied, “but how will we know who won?” 

“What do you want?” she replied. “I could make you do something, like dress you up in a diaper? Or make you nurse like a little boy? Would you like that? Would that prove I won?” 

She already hinted at it earlier, the thought of being dominated and controlled to the point of infantilization. Hearing her say it, knowing that description wasn’t too far from how I usually took control of my dates, was exciting, an intimate detail about myself that I hadn’t realized before that point. 

She noticed. 


Claire moved forward and squeezed my growing shaft through the fabric of my pants. It felt incredible, a shot of adrenaline surged through my penis sending a jolt of happiness straight into my brain. She tickled a little more and my excitement zoomed, to the point I felt I might actually lose control. I hoped she wouldn’t make me cum in my pants, although I was pretty certain that she could if she wanted to. 

That’s when Claire put her game into perspective. 

“We’ll know that I’ve won, because I’m going to make you beg to be my submissive little boy,” she said, her hands still pressing on my dick, her eyes connecting with mine, gazing deep into my soul. “And once you’ve lost, and turned over your life to me, I’m going to really teach you what it’s like to be controlled.” 

It was a very clever move on her part. We hadn’t even started and already she was teasing me, tempting my desire, feeding my brain with delicious thoughts. She had me excited, truly aroused, and that alone put her in a position of power. 

Claire was quick to seize the opportunity. 

“How much money do you have on you?” she asked. 

Her fingers never stopped their ministrations, stroking away, coddling my lust. 

Despite the fact that I didn’t want to part with my money, I withdrew my wallet and showed her my stash; ten crisp twenty dollar bills. 

Her response upon spying the cash was quick. 

“I propose that we break the time into ten five-minute segments, with $20 assigned to each segment,” she offered. “At the end of each five minutes I will ask you who is winning and where the $20 should go. You’ll be the judge, no input from me. If you say it goes to you, it’s yours, if not it goes in my pile. What do you say?” 

Of course, it would be my money we would be playing for, but I would be the judge and it would create a playful competition. 


“Ok,” I agreed, ready to put my meddle to the test. 

Now, there’s something you need to know about me. In addition to physical stimulus, I am highly aroused by mental input. Playing sensual games of power exchange with a sexy woman is a trigger for me, as is that same woman losing the battle and submitting to my control. Unfortunately, Claire seemed to have her own inclinations toward power and control, and she intended to gain the upper hand. Before we even got started, she removed a clean white diaper and a pair of frilly pink panties from her bag, raising them up so I could see them up close. 

“Which one will I choose?” she said with a giggle. “Who knows, maybe I’ll do both and turn you into my good little girl.” 

Claire understood the intricacies of mental manipulation and came ready to play. The sight of those objects got me going but not as much as her accompanying words. 

While I definitely leaned toward dominant, I certainly wasn’t oblivious to the sex appeal of a strong woman. I had long fantasized about meeting my match, having my defenses tested in a battle of wills, the loser rendered submissive to do unspeakable acts. And here I was, about to embark on that very challenge. 

The images of adult baby play and feminization, Claire introduced them, but the truth was, the more extreme the coercion, the more dangerous the game, and the more dangerous the game, the more erotically charged I became. 


SCENE 7 


Mommy Claire 

Most women go through their entire lives never knowing the true weakness of men. It’s a shame really, for if every woman knew the power she possessed and exactly how to assert that influence, the world would be a much better place. 


SCENE 8 


Michael 

Claire took charge, announcing how things were going to go, exactly how the game would be played. 

“Take off all of your clothes,” she instructed, her tone sweet but with an underlying firmness that conveyed an extreme confidence in what she was doing. “Once you’re in position I am going to give you an experience you’ll never forget.” 

Quickly I complied with her request. 

Claire’s preference was to have me naked, on my back, in the middle of my bed, her between my thighs, ready to begin her work. It gave her prime location to fully stimulate my entire nether region, from the tip of my cock to my little puckered hole. The truth was, I liked that position too. Although it lacked the intimacy of being able to gaze into Claire’s beautiful eyes, it did provide the ideal angle for her to stimulate my arousal. 

Just like we agreed, Claire began to play with my cock and balls, establishing her position before the actual challenge would begin. Her first touch made me quiver, as did her second, and by the time she got into a rhythm I was no longer able to concentrate on what she was doing, my head swooning and my body feeling fine. 

She used the very tips of her fingernails to explore my sensitive zones, wandering, caressing, stimulating my arousal while also taking note of my body’s physical response. It didn’t take long for her to bring my erection to full mast, those gentle skating touches slowly morphing into more aggressive fondles and rubs until she was fully massaging my manhood from the base of my balls to the tip of my head. 

In no time at all, Claire was in full control, teasing my desire like no woman had ever done before, but it would be another ten minutes before she would finally start the bet. In that time, she did everything she could to secure her advantage, tickling my excitement, driving my lust to higher and higher levels. It was all so tantalizing, those long tender strokes, the caressing touches, and I willfully granted her the power and access she desired. 


As good as it all felt, there was something freeing about the fact that the challenge had not yet begun, and I allowed myself to savor the heavenly feel, indulging in the pulses of ecstasy emanating from her supple fingers. 

That decision would prove costly. 

The moment I gave in, the exact instant my body and my mind let go of their defenses and submitted to her euphoric bliss, Claire informed me of my fate. 

“It’s time,” she cooed, “now, we begin our bet.” 

It’s impossible to stop your body in the middle of an orgasmic pulse so, needless to say, the first twenty dollars went to Claire, her tantalizing strokes too much to resist. But she didn’t relent with her first victory, continuing to stroke and rub my penis until my eyes rolled to the back of my head and drool flowed from my open mouth. Soon, bills number two and three went her way as well, those wonderful rubs too pleasurable to stop. 

I thought my plight would get better as I adapted to her massage techniques but the longer she went on, tickling and teasing my desire, the less control I had, until I was not only giving in to the moment but also to her and that heavenly feel. 

I’m not sure the exact moment when my brain transitioned from willing participant to submissive victim but it became obvious when I tried to claim the next twenty for myself but was unable to voice a single syllable in my defense. I had an opportunity to level the playing field, to show Claire that I could withstand her pleasure assault, but I failed miserably. Claire asked me where the money should go and while my brain was sending one signal to my mouth, my body had a different opinion and soon I was nodding along, complying with her every demand. 

To say I was helpless would be an understatement, not only was the pleasure enough to overwhelm my brain, all of my muscles went on strike, with no intention of doing anything to stop the ecstatic feel consuming me from head to toe. 

As much as her touch felt amazing a part of me knew the danger of allowing this to go on for too long. I had seen it before, with every desperate and lonely woman I had brought back to my place, the ones who eventually broke down, submitting to my dominance and control. If I didn’t ramp up my defenses soon, I would be destined to the same fate as those weak women, to become a submissive plaything in someone else’s game of lust. 

“Who should get the next bill?” Claire asked, her fingers stroking away, my penis pulsing and throbbing in time with each caress. 

I couldn’t bring myself to resist and so another twenty went into Claire’s stack. I never would have believed how all-consuming the feelings could be but I was literally frozen at the spine, unable to lift a finger in my defense, helpless to the incredible ecstasy coursing through my veins. 

I tried to steady my thoughts and calm my desire but it was no use, Claire had my penis humming with no intention of releasing that control. The next several bills went her way as well but I couldn’t bring myself to care, if anything, the only thing that mattered to my overworked brain was the thought that my twenties might run out and I would have nothing left to give. 

Claire must have sensed the transition in my state of being, for the smile that consumed her pretty face made it clear that she held all the confidence in the world and was about to claim her victory. 

“Do I need to make you say it?” she asked, an infectious giggle flowing from her beautiful lips. 

I couldn’t remember exactly what it was that she was supposed to make me do, or say, I only knew that whatever it was I would do it, the pulses emanating from her strokes all the reward I would ever need. My hips humped and jerked in response to her stimulus and my body reacted, helpless, on auto-pilot, totally dictated by her masterful ministrations. 


SCENE 9 


Mommy Claire 

When I first planned to go out on the date, I actually entered into the arrangement on a level playing field, willing and able to spend an evening with a man as my equal. It didn’t take long for Michael to dispel any and all notion that he deserved equality, quickly revealing himself as a horny little boy in desperate need of a firm hand and some good old-fashioned mommy love. 


SCENE 10 


Michael 

It may sound contradictory but the feelings Claire created inside of me were both absolutely amazing and debilitatingly frustrating. In all of my conquests, I had always wondered what it was like for the woman, overwhelmed in body and mind by sensual euphoria, to the point of paralyzing bliss. Not only did Claire show me the physical wonder, she also highlighted the depth of the weakness, influencing my mind to do and think things I could not control. 

There are prison stories that start that same way, a woman controlling a man’s sex and coercing him into a string of criminal acts. And as I succumbed more deeply to Claire’s incredible strokes, I realized how much I had indulged and how helpless I really was. She could make me do anything and not only would I agree, I would perform those tasks with strength and vigor, desperate and determined to please her, to keep the feeling alive. 

Fortunately, Claire didn’t want to send me on a rampant crime spree. She had a different plan in mind for my submission. Her preference was to shave me bare, separating me from the concerns of an adult world. 

If you’ve ever had your genitals shaved with a long sharp blade you may understand how daunting that can be however that is nothing compared to how the feelings can overwhelm when it is happening in the midst of pre-orgasmic bliss. Claire had my penis pulsing in her hand and as much as that pervasive pleasure made me unable to resist, I couldn’t help but fear each involuntary spasm and pulse as her sharp blade ran close to my skin. 

The entire scene was a total mind fuck, made even more intense when I finally touched that newly shaven skin and felt the mental change of being hairless down below. It really made me feel little, like an immature boy, and I would have dwelt on that thought longer however Claire pushed the moment forward, first diapering my bottom and then sliding a pair of frilly pink panties up my legs and securely into place. 


I’d tell you that it was demoralizing and emasculating but the truth was she never stopped rubbing my pee-pee. Her fingers pressing through the thin cloth of my diaper, finding my sensitive spots. As long as that attention was mine all I cared about was delving deeper and deeper into her world. My body humped in time with her strokes and I let it, no longer offering any resistance to her control. 

“Look who’s a helpless little boy?” Claire cooed, her supple fingers squeezing my hardened shaft, coddling my erection through the soft cloth. 

She truly was a master. Not only did Claire understand the value of her physical skills, she also incorporated the mental, adding an entirely new element to her games of seduction and control. She thoroughly dominated me, maintaining eye contact through it all, repositioning herself to gaze into my eyes at my weakest, maximizing the exchange of power in the moment. 

There I was, a diaper around my bottom, dressed in little girl panties, about to make a sticky mess from this woman’s tantalizing touch, and all I could think about was how fucked up the situation was. Through all of my recent dating I had exploited the frailties and insecurities of lonely women, taking advantage of their weakness to ply their bodies with love and attention, all the while having no idea how deeply it affected them. And it wasn’t until my body lost its own fight with self-discipline and I erupted inside that diaper that the full weight of the situation finally took hold. 

Power exchange is a delicately intricate experience, and I had no idea how deep it could go. The sticky mess made me feel helpless and weak. The way my ejaculate seeped through the thin fabric, the way it clung warm against my skin, reduced my mind to that of a little boy, unable to fend for himself. I was a mess and yet I didn’t care, Claire’s domineering presence enough to override all other thoughts. 

I felt the connection like a tug at my heart, and the baby boy inside of me clung to his mother, helpless as the day I was born. It was a very influential moment with an extremely powerful woman and all at once it dawned on me. Not only did Claire take control, she dictated every aspect of the situation, pushing me exactly where she wanted me to go, regardless of how I felt or what I wanted. She was smarter than me, more powerful than me, and literally my superior in every way, shape and form. The sticky mess dripping through my thin diaper and on to my pretty pink panties was all the evidence I would ever need. 

That’s when I chanced asking the question I needed to know. 

Looking up into Claire’s beautiful eyes I said, “Will it always be like this?” 

Her response will stay with me always. 

She smiled and she nodded. 

“Yes,” she replied. “You submitted to everything I asked because deep down inside you wanted to be dominated and controlled. And now that I’ve broken you, allowed you to experience the thrill of submission, you’ll never be happy with less. It won’t have to be diapers and panties, but you’re going to need to be someone’s little bitch one way or another.” 

I would need to be someone’s little bitch. 

It was a lot to take in but the crazy thing was, I believed every single word. The time with Claire wasn’t just an incredible experience, it was an epiphany, a deep understanding of who I am and who I was meant to be. And in acceptance of that eternal truth, I let go of all my preconceptions and cuddled into Claire’s embrace, confirming my future status. 

“I’ll do whatever you say,” I offered and then I pulled my panties to the side, trying to keep the mess from seeping through my diaper and staining my pretty clothes. 


SCENE 11 


Mommy Claire 

I changed little Mikey’s sticky mess and once he was all clean I withdrew a black Sharpie from my bag and showed it to him. 

“To prove your submission, I am going to mark you as broken,” I stated, showing him the marker and explaining what I intended to do. “In the old days an owner would brand his cattle. I’m going to brand you. Now, bend over so I can claim what’s mine.” 

You might think that there would be some hesitation in Little Mikey, a permanent mark a big price to ask, but his body and his mind were still every bit as susceptible as when I had him at the edge, unable or unwilling to do anything to defy my control. And just like the good little bitch I was training him to be, Michael bent over, pushed his panties and his diaper down over his hips, and presented his posterior for my brand. 

I could have gone small and discreet but Little Mikey was a conquest and I wanted to claim my victory in a big and bold way. Using the wide side of the Sharpie I created a broad “M” just beneath his ball sack and then followed it with a “C” that was just as big and wide. It was in a place not likely to be seen by many, but it ensured he would not be able to seduce any more lonely women without first coming up with some clever excuse as to why he was marked in such a way. 

I took Michael’s phone number with promises to connect on my next return to the City of Brotherly Love, but it would be quite a while before that call would take place. I did however leave him with the diaper and the frilly panties, a lasting reminder of the night he met his match in Mommy Claire. 


SCENE 12 


Michael 

I thought I would have many more magical nights with Claire but that was not meant to be. She returned to the West Coast and I was left with a gaping hole in my life; a desperate need to be dominated and controlled by a powerful woman and no one to fulfill that need. 


SCENE 13 


Mommy Claire 

I could have enjoyed pushing Little Mikey further and further down the infantilization path but I had a wonderful surprise waiting for me in the delectable Laura. Submissive men are a dime a dozen but an adorable adult baby girl like Laura is a unique treat, one worthy of my love and attention. I intended to go back to her place and unwrap that sweet package, indulging every naughty desire that formed in her head until she was a puddle of submissive joy and all of my mommy desires were fully sated. 


SCENE 14 


Laura 

I sat in my living room waiting for Mommy Claire to come home. It was my idea that she go out on the date and now, as I sat, jealous by the window, I regretted that decision. I wanted her here, with me, to indulge my little desires and take me back to the peace one can only realize in mommy’s arms. 

I’m not sure how long I had to wait but the moment the Lyft driver pulled up, my feelings instantly shifted from jealousy and envy, to excitement and nervousness. I never knew exactly what each encounter with Mommy Claire would bring, I only knew the journey was going to be one for the ages. 

“You were sitting by the window, waiting for me to come home,” she said the moment she walked through the door. She opened her arms welcoming me into her warm embrace, adding, “I like that.” 

Together we made our way to the couch, me snuggling into her frame, her fondling my back and caressing my shoulders. My body was on auto-pilot, trying to find a home at her breast, when she interrupted that thought with a question. 

“Tell me,” Mommy Claire asked, “what do you like most about our get togethers?” 

It was an interesting question. I had thought about it often and believe you me, it wasn’t easy narrowing down to just one thing. 

“I love you,” I replied bluntly. “That’s probably the biggest thing. Knowing you’re here gives me strength. I feel better about myself just having you near and that is an incredible feeling.” 

Mommy Claire offered a knowing smile in response. “I love you too, baby girl,” she said and hearing her say it made me melt. 

My love for her was unquestioned but that still didn’t get to the heart of what she was asking. What did I love most about my time with Mommy Claire? 

“As far as the adult baby play,” I said, “my first instinct would be to say the kitty play. The way you tease my desire until my flower opens, and then you tickle and tease until my kitty begins to salivate. It’s an incredible feeling but more than that, no matter how hard I try, I cannot stop your command over my body. Your power, it’s so real. You stroke and caress until my body swoons and then that big rush of excitement follows, overwhelming me and all of my senses. I pulse hot under your control and no matter how hard I resist I cannot stop my body’s physical response; the way it impacts my brain. It’s unlike any other experience.” 

I stopped to gather my breath, glad I got it all out, curious as to how she would respond. But I had more to say and I needed her to hear it. 

“But the moment you walked through the door and I fell into your embrace,” I said, “all I could think about was how I could connect with you, my body and my brain instinctively working towards your breast, controlled by a force much greater than my brain. So, when you ask me what I like most, it is the connection I feel while I am suckling at your breast and you are caressing my hair.” 


SCENE 15 


Mommy Claire 

I loved baby girl’s response and if I’m being honest my own flower opened upon hearing the sincerity of her words. I too loved the intimate connection, a yearning mouth suckling at my breast, the little mind giving in to my control, accepting my dominance in exchange for mommy’s peaceful bliss. 

I intended to grant all of Laura’s wishes, so while she got lost nursing at my breast, I slid my hand down her stomach, across her navel and beneath the band of her panties. She gasped when my hand first slid inside but settled into a nice groove as my fingers gently caressed her lips and fondled her desire. 

Laura shifted her body and humped with her hips, lustfully trying to complete the pleasure ride my fingers were performing upon her essence. It was a beautiful sight, the way her body yearned, desperate for more and more of my touch, helplessly releasing all semblance of discipline and control, freely indulging in the carnal lust of our bond while not once losing the connection between her mouth and my bosom. 

We were meant to indulge, Laura and I, her mouth suckling at my breast, my fingers probing her flower. It wasn’t a single moment or a single orgasm that took place between us. It was several days of continual lust, fleshing out our deepest carnal desires; me savoring the dominant mommy role, her gleefully submitting as my baby girl muse. 

There were diaper changes and bath times but most of all I took every ounce of power and control from that little girl and replaced it with a carefree and submissive state. For that weekend and for quite some time thereafter, Laura’s body and her mind found peace in an otherwise unstable world. 


EPILOGUE 


Mommy Claire 

I like having men around, ones who are desperate and needy for something only I can give. It gives me a feeling of power, making these once strong men do exactly as I please. A part of me considered bringing Little Mikey back to Las Vegas, to add him to my collection of broken submissives, but then I rethought my needs and how he could best serve my desires going forward. It is nice having men nearby to answer my beck and call but what about my next trip back East? Wouldn’t it be great having a submissive man ready to do my bidding on my next visit to Philadelphia? 


TARGET #3 


PROLOGUE 


Mommy Claire 

Hunting has always been a solo activity for me, a private affair between me and my prey. And while that has held true on most occasions, I did make an exception, for my protege, Lynne. 

Lynne was a psychology major at the university but more than that she was the intern for my on-campus research. From our very first meeting she was enamored with the ability to seduce and control through sensual stimulation, and for that kindred spirit I agreed to become a mentor, a guide for her learning beyond our work in the laboratory setting. 

The relationship started with a lot of personal discussions and hands-on learning, but ultimately led to a hunt, for an inexperienced young man to serve as our lab rat and the proving grounds for Lynne’s development. 


SCENE 1 


Brad 

Lynne wasn’t like other girls, she was cool, the kind of girl you didn’t have to act all nice around, a guy’s girl. That’s exactly why, when she asked me to take part in her psychology experiment, I quickly agreed. Well, that and the two hundred dollars, that was the main reason, but don’t tell Lynne, she has a couple of hot friends that I really want to hook up with and I want to stay on her good side until I do. 

So, there I was early one Saturday morning, riding in the back of a limo with Lynne, heading to some mysterious location off campus, a place where they were going to perform psychology experiments on me. When I say it like that, I probably should have been concerned, but my mind wasn’t thinking about anything other than the two hundred dollars I was getting paid and just what I was going to spend it on. 

The limo pulled up in front of a big mansion and I have to say I was impressed. I’ve seen fancy places before and this one was top notch. Lynne immediately bolted out the door and up the steep front steps, to the woman standing at the front door. The moment I saw her I noticed something very peculiar. She didn’t look like any professor I ever had, she was hot, and even though she was older, she was sexy too, with a slinky dress that could stop traffic. 

I took my time getting out of the car and walking up the steps. I didn’t want to seem too eager but the truth was I was rather excited to have such incredible eye candy for the experimental fun. I actually began to look forward to a day of psychological games. I had no idea how right I was until I got to the top of the stairs and got my first real look at Lynne’s mentor. 

Never in my life had I ever looked at a woman my mom’s age and thought of sex but you couldn’t look at Doctor Claire without those thoughts consuming every part of your brain. Sure, she was pretty, especially for an older woman, but it was her body that completely blew me away. She had the perfect hourglass figure, long beautiful stems leading to shapely hips, contouring to a thin waist and then blossoming out to two incredible breasts. The overall shape and figure would have been enough to make my heart skip a beat but she wore the lowest cut dress, the kind that let me see the full curvature of her breasts and the softness of her skin. I allowed myself an extended gaze, savoring every delectable inch of her amazing cleavage. 

I could have buried my face between those luscious tits and been eternally happy but instead I did everything I could to remain professional, extending my hand for a formal hello, not wanting to spoil my opportunity for a big payout. 

The way Doctor Claire responded really set the tone for the day. 

She pushed my hand away and wrapped her arms around me, pulling me into a big hug. Her breasts pressed firmly against my body and I didn’t mean to do it but the longer she held me there I felt my arousal grow. She must have felt it too because the moment it pressed against her thigh she backed away, looked down at my pants and exclaimed, “Is that a flashlight?” 

Just like that, her hand was on my crotch, pressing, caressing, squeezing my erection. 

“Oh, it’s not a flashlight,” she corrected herself, “it’s just your little pee-pee, and it seems to be growing. Are you easily aroused? Do you like sex little boy?” 

It was an odd question to hear from a teacher. Of course I liked sex, but for some reason it was difficult to admit it in that situation, to a teacher, in front of my friend. 

“It’s ok,” Doctor Claire added, “a little boy like you probably doesn’t have much experience. Don’t worry, we’ll take care of that.” 

She turned and walked ahead, giving me a chance to question Lynne. 

“What kind of psychology experiment is this?” I asked. 

Lynne’s answer absolutely blew my mind. 

“It’s a test to see how much sexual pleasure the human mind and body can endure,” she replied. 

Holy fuck! Did the school really pay for experiments like that? 

“Are you serious?” I asked, needing to make sure I heard correctly. 

Lynne’s answer was quite direct. “Let’s go into Mommy Claire’s office. She can explain.” 

That was the first time I heard Lynne refer to her professor as Mommy Claire but that was a low priority for me at the moment. I was too fixated on the study, and just what was in store for my day. 

We stepped into the office and Doctor Claire was already behind her desk, the delectable vision of her breasts and cleavage still within view. She motioned for me to take a seat, which I did, but Lynne remained standing, behind me, just out of sight. 

“Hi, Brad,” Doctor Claire said, “I’m not sure how much Lynne has told you about our studies but today we’re looking to monitor the correlation between erotic stimulation and age regression. If you’re ok with that, you’ll need to sign a few waivers and then we’ll begin finding ways to stimulate your sex drive.” 

It all sounded so unbelievable. We’re they really going to pay me to have sex? All that talk had me really excited but then she mentioned age regression and I wasn’t sure what she meant. I was about to ask when Doctor Claire brought up how much I’d be getting paid. 

“And I’m assuming that Lynne has told you there is a five-hundred-dollar stipend for successful completion of the program.” 

Five hundred? I was excited about two hundred, this was an added bonus that had my mind reeling. Before I knew it, I was signing all sorts of forms and the project was set to begin. 

“This morning we’re going to find what excites you,” Doctor Claire explained. “We’ll establish a baseline for your erotic arousal and then work from there. Please, take off all of your clothes and get up on the exam table.” 

She pointed to the table along the far side of the office and waited for me to move. All at once, the feeling in the room changed. I was hesitant. As much as I wanted to take part in the sex study there was a reluctance in getting naked in front of Lynne. I was still playing that out in my head, when Doctor Claire put everything in perspective. 

“We’re scientists here,” she explained. “I know you probably see Lynne as your fellow student but here she is strictly a technician. She is here to help me find the connection between your need for sex and your desire to return to an infantile state.” 

There it was again, another odd thing to say during a sex study. Doctor Claire’s words were confusing but somehow the way she spoke, combined with the beautiful innocence of her smile, pacified my resistance. Before I knew it, I was removing my shirt and then my pants until I was naked climbing up on the table. 

If I thought that Lynne might giggle, or in some way make me feel embarrassed, I was totally wrong. She acted as if it was no big deal, as if she had done this a thousand times before. And that would have been ok with me, except that she was also perfectly fine with the next words that came out of the professor’s mouth, words that rocked me to my core. 

“From now on you will call me Mommy Claire,” she said, “and I’m going to do everything in my power to turn you into a helpless little boy.” 


I’m not sure what shocked me more, the reference to turning me into a little boy, or Lynne’s complete acceptance of that statement. Didn’t that seem odd to her? Or was this standard procedure, the norm? 

I might have spent more time thinking about those questions but the moment they crossed my mind, Mommy Claire stepped forward, grabbed both of my legs, shifted them into the stirrups attached to the edges of the exam table, and spread me wide, providing easy access to my dick and balls. That alone would have been enough to distract and excite my horny mind but then Doctor Claire slid her hand over my skin, between my knees and up my leg. 

That’s when the real fireworks began. 

The first touch of her perfectly manicured finger on the inside of my thigh caused my penis to twitch and grow but it was the way she wrapped those fingers around my shaft and the delightfully light strokes that followed that caused my breath to shorten and my eyes to roll to the back of my head. 

Oh God did that feel good. Despite any reservations I may have had, at that moment I was absolutely thrilled that I had agreed to participate in this psychology experiment. 

Doctor Claire didn’t just tickle and tease, she made my dick feel insane with pleasure. And while she did that she also spoke, in a tone just above a whisper, explaining just what was in store for my day. 

“Brad,” she said, “today Lynne and I are going to tease this little pee-pee of yours and make it feel real good. So good that you’re going to want to do everything we say, and then, when you get to that point, we’re going to turn you little, like a baby, diapers and all. How does that sound?” 

To be honest, it sounded fucked up. But I had trouble voicing any objections while she was rubbing my dick the way she was, and then she pressed the moment, to see if I was a willing subject. 


“Go ahead, say it,” she cooed, “I want to hear you call me mommy.” 

I’m not sure how I would have responded to that request under normal circumstances, but with her stroking my cock, sliding up and down, caressing all around, I struggled to make my mind think straight. And when those teasing touches expanded, stimulating everywhere, I lost the capacity to think at all. I may not have wanted to be a baby, but I also didn’t want her to stop what she was doing, so I went along, saying the words she wanted to hear. 

“Yes, mommy,” I groaned. 

I might have thought that would be enough but Doctor Claire didn’t. Before I knew it she increased her onslaught of pleasure until she had me moaning and groaning her name. 

“Yes, mommy.” 

“Yes, mommy.” 

“Yes, mommy.” 

I was beyond excited to be on the receiving end of an incredible hand job but there was more to the experience than that. I couldn’t resist, and that was both highly erotic and also more than a little scary. 

That’s when I looked over Mommy Claire’s shoulder and saw my classmate, Lynne. She was there, watching, taking notes, which was kind of messed up. I wanted to indulge in the experience, but for some reason, with her there, it all took on new meaning in my head. 

Did I really want to be turned into a little boy? 


SCENE 2 


Mommy Claire 

One day Lynne would be able to hunt her own prey but before she could get to that step, she first needed practice, the opportunity to develop her physical skills and hone her mental craft. I intended to give her that practical experience and Brad was the perfect opportunity. 


SCENE 3 


Brad 

Mommy Claire was still stroking my dick when she turned away from me, and spoke over her shoulder towards Lynne. “He’s ready,” she said, “why don’t you come over and take control.” 

Now I’ve never been attracted to Lynne. Yeah, she’s cool and all, but in a buddy kind of way, and having her approach while I was naked on the table was weird. That quickly changed when Mommy Claire said her next words. 

“Now do it just like we practiced.” 

All at once the situation changed. 

Mommy Claire moved to the side, allowing Lynne to take her place between my thighs. 

Lynne didn’t miss a beat. 

She took my penis in hand and with three rapid strokes up and down my shaft, combined with the gentlest tickle at my scrotum, she set my loins on fire. Instantly my excitement piqued and I felt like I might cum. I had no idea Lynne possessed such skills and I struggled to keep my eyes from going cross. 

Mommy Claire was still right there, standing at Lynne’s side, guiding her on what to do. “Wrap your fingers around him and use your thumb to rub him right there.” 

Mommy Claire pointed to a spot on the front of my dick but I don’t think Lynne needed the direction. She found the spot right away, on the front of my shaft, just below the ridge of my head and she rubbed it, a lot. I buckled from the stimulus, the intense feelings too much for my body to take and Lynne didn’t stop rubbing, even as I began to writhe and wriggle in response. 

Mommy Claire’s eyes lit up as Lynne slowly took control of me and she continued with more instructions, teaching her student how to completely dominate my world. 


“And with your other hand I want you to vary back and forth, between rubbing his balls and tickling his hole. Be gentle but definitely there. Trust me, it’ll break him down.” 

Lynne followed the instructions like an eager student and my body heaved and bucked in response to her heavenly touch. 

Mommy Claire was absolutely right. The combined stimulus, on my dick and on my balls, had me reeling, and I started to see Lynne in a whole new light. She was a sex goddess, and the way she was taking control of my dick was out of this world. I would have been content to let Lynne make me cum but that wasn’t part of the plan, Mommy Claire had a different idea in mind. 

“Remember, we’re not trying to make him release,” she told her pupil, “we want him excited but not spent.” 

Lynne continued with those long supple strokes, fondling my shaft, tickling my balls. It felt good, better than any time I had ever played with myself, but just when I thought things were about to really pique, she throttled back, stopping the erotic flow. It was frustrating, that unpredictable build-up of intense excitement, only to be pulled back at the last possible moment. 

I couldn’t contain the whine that escaped my lips. “Ungh!” 

Lynne stunted my excitement just when I wanted it most and that quick drop off was difficult to take. 

For a moment, I thought I noticed a pattern, the way Lynne tickled and teased, but just as that thought crossed my mind, Mommy Claire gave further instructions on how her mentee should proceed. 

“You have to switch it up,” Mommy Claire said, “keep him off guard, never let him know what’s coming next.” 

Then, as if to emphasize the point, she demonstrated what she meant. 


I’m not sure whose hands were where but all of a sudden, my body was swarmed in a wealth of fabulous touch. Fingers were everywhere, touching, fondling, caressing, and some of the spots they hit, spots I wouldn’t have expected, stimulated me immensely, much more than I ever could have possibly imagined. 

There was the graze on the back of my knee that made me shiver. And the gentle glide up the back of my thigh, which sent a pulse of adrenaline up my spine. And then there was the gentlest touch on the underside of my arm, that made the hairs on the back of my neck stand on end. And just when I thought it couldn’t get any better, two supple fingers squeezed the muscles at the base of my skull and my brain went completely limp, relaxed by a swarm of soothing and pleasant thoughts. 

It was all so intense, and then, when I was beginning to think there was no way to predict where they would touch me next, a pair of soft hands returned to my core, one wrapping around my shaft and the other tracing tiny circles on my bum, circling inward toward my sphincter, gently rubbing that sensitive spot until I began to melt around the magical touch. 

“Ugh!” I grunted. I had never felt anything so wonderful in all my life. 

“That’s it,” Mommy Claire cooed, spurring Lynne on, encouraging her to increase those incredible feelings all over my body. 

I was a very happy recipient, the happiest man on the planet, right up until the next stage of the experiment was set to begin. 

While Lynne continued those insanity inducing pleasure rubs all over my body, Mommy Claire got right in my ear, directing me on how things were going to go. 

“Beg us to turn you little,” she whispered in my ear and the way those words burrowed into my brain made resistance impossible. 


“Please,” I moaned, “please make me your good little boy.” 

It would have been a monumental event except that Mommy Claire wasn’t content with my verbal submission, she wanted more, and the next words out of her mouth described just what she expected. 

“Not a little boy,” mommy corrected, “beg us to turn you into a little girl.” 

Oh shit! 

I couldn’t believe my ears. Did she really intend to turn me into a girl? I couldn’t accept that and yet those magical fingers kept teasing my lust and I struggled to tell her, no. 

That battle might have gone on for a while but the moment Mommy Claire sensed my resistance she changed tactics, informing me of the price for non-compliance. 

“We can keep these pleasure games going,” she whispered softly, “or we can... Stop!” 

All at once, Lynne’s hands were gone. It was shocking at first, that transition from blissful rubs to no contact at all, but then it became debilitating, to the point my body needed more and my mind searched for an answer to that call. An incessant yearn built up within me and the bigger it grew the weaker I became. 

“It’s up to you how this proceeds,” Mommy Claire informed me. 

In a flash the hands returned to my body, up my thighs, on to my dick, rubbing me right back to that state of bliss. I was relieved that I didn’t have to give up my manhood but that relief was only temporary. 

Mommy Claire pressed, “Do you understand?” 

Before I could respond the hands were gone again and my body bucked, trying to fulfill the need that existed deep inside my core. “Yes,” I replied in a huff, eager to get those hands back on my dick, desperate to put an end to the torture of denial. 


“Yes, what?” She asked. 

“Yes, Mommy Claire,” I replied. 

“And what do you want?” she asked. 

There it was, my moment of truth, and just when I thought I had a decision in the matter, Lynne removed her hands once again, revealing the price I would pay if I chose to maintain my independence. 

I really did understand. I’m not an idiot. The needs of my body were very powerful and even though I didn’t want to be feminized, I definitely wanted Lynne to finish the wonderful hand job. And if that meant going along with the twisted goals of this psychology experiment then so be it. 

“Please, make me your good little girl,” I confessed. 

The moment the words came out of my mouth the rubbing and massaging all over my body resumed but that’s not all. Just as Lynne’s fingers started to glide up and down on my shaft, and her other hand gently circled my rosebud, Mommy Claire got tight in my ear, to inform me of my fate. 

“From now on you are a little girl desperate for mommy’s attention,” she cooed, “and if you break that rule the rubbing stops and you will be forced to wear a cage on that little pee-pee of yours.” 


SCENE 4 


Mommy Claire 

It was time. Brad’s body was in that state of physical yearn, the kind that makes your mind weak, highly susceptible to the introduction of new thought. And when the needs of the body and the ideas of the brain are finally brought together as one, the true transition takes place, turning the once powerful man into a helpless submissive. 


SCENE 5 


Brad 

If I thought the moment I agreed to be turned into a little girl was the pinnacle moment of my submission then I was totally wrong. It was only the beginning. Mommy Claire brought her face close to mine and whispered in my ear. Her voice was soft and melodic as her words delved deep into the center of my brain. 

“I want you to close your eyes and think back to your childhood,” she cooed. “Think back to your earliest memory, the first birthday you can remember, earlier than that, the time spent in your mother’s arms.” 

I did as instructed, closing my eyes, thinking back. It was difficult to separate the thoughts in my head from Lynne’s incredible strokes on my pee-pee but I did it, and while I contemplated those early years, Mommy Claire’s fingers wound through my hair, massaging my scalp while Lynne rubbed my arousal. It was blissful in a way I didn’t expect and I found myself savoring it, that unique and interesting bond. 

Mommy Claire’s soft words continued, filling my brain with mind-altering thoughts. 

“Think how peaceful everything was,” she cooed, “not a care in the world. Held safe, protected in mommy’s arms.” Her fingers massaged my scalp, relaxing me, making me feel at ease, and those wonderful strokes down below, still relentlessly there, rubbing and caressing, keeping my pee-pee excited and hard. 

It was a strange mix of feelings, made even more unreal when I felt the incredible softness of skin against my cheek and my mind instantly zoomed to the thought of nursing at my mother’s breast. I was there, back in time, safe in my mother’s arms, the smooth skin of her breast against me. And then I felt it, the protrusion of a nipple against my cheek and instinctively I did what I had always done, turning my head to gather it in, latching on to my mother’s love. 

It was all so real in my head, the connection so intimate. I became one with that feeling inside, of me suckling at mommy’s teat, regressing to the little baby I used to be, back when life was simple and I had no worries. 

Mommy’s voice filled my brain once more. 

“Such a good little girl,” she cooed, “give in to the feelings, let your body go.” 

The reference to me as a little girl was strange to process but the feel of Mommy Claire’s nipple in my mouth and Lynne’s fabulous rubs all over my genitals made giving in easy. Before I knew it, I was indulging in the moment, moving forward as their little girl in these mysterious adult baby games. 


SCENE 6 


Mommy Claire 

Brad offered no resistance to being infantilized or being feminized, relishing the physical pleasure of Lynne’s touch while returning to a simpler time in his life. For her part, Lynne did a wonderful job controlling his arousal, further weakening his resolve while also establishing a solid foundation for their relationship going forward. 


SCENE 7 


Brad 

The whole idea of being feminized was tough to process but the combination of the strokes on my pee-pee and the nipple in my mouth helped to push those thoughts aside. Not only did Mommy Claire take my mind back to an infantile state, she plied my body with physical stimulus, indulging desires I didn’t even know existed. 

Suckling at her breast was amazing. I loved that feeling and loved her for granting me that experience. And as much as I fully reminisced the moment in my mother’s arms, the nursing at her breast, it all remained very sexual in my head, Lynne still stroking my arousal, keeping my lust at the edge of the moment. 

I would have loved to cap things off with an orgasm, unfortunately, that wasn’t meant to be. I wasn’t on my mother’s lap nursing at her breast, my pee-pee being stroked. I was in the middle of a science experiment, one that required me to experience a strange mix of feelings and emotions and then report back on them for the sake of science. 

And all that became abundantly clear when Mommy Claire pulled her nipple from my mouth and covered herself, while Lynne stopped those wonderful strokes and backed away. 

In an instant, the harshness of the real world came rushing back. 

I wanted to beg for more. I wanted to plead to get back to that place. Instead, Lynne moved forward with an I-pad in her hand and began to pepper me with questions. 

“That’s the end of phase one of today’s experiment, did you enjoy the experience?” she asked. 

My body and my mind were still trying to adjust to the blunt change from relentless physical bliss to no contact whatsoever but I managed to squeak out a weak response. 


“God, yes!” I huffed. 

I thought it was obvious but I guess they needed to hear it from me. 

“And did you like having your pee-pee rubbed?” she questioned. 

I couldn’t help but smile. It was Lynne who rubbed me and she was really good at it. I’d never be able to look at her the same again. “Yes,” I agreed, unable to stop the blush to my cheeks. 

“And the nursing,” she added, “did you enjoy that adult baby experience?” 

That I had to think about. Not whether I enjoyed it. I really did. What I had to think about was the regression. I connected with a part of me that had lay dormant for so long I forgot it existed. And if I’m being honest, it was really peaceful, in a way I can’t explain. “Yes,” I answered. 

I did like it, I liked it a lot. 

“And the feminization,” Lynne added, “did you like being turned into a little girl?” 

That was a completely different question altogether. I wasn’t sure why they felt the need to push down that path and the way that made me feel was really strange. “I didn’t like that,” I admitted and then asked, “Does that have to be part of the experiment?” 

I didn’t get a reply to my question. Instead, Lynne asked one final query. 

“Are you willing to move forward in the experiment?” she asked. 

That shouldn’t have been a difficult question. I loved ninety nine percent of what happened, it was just the feminization that had me on edge. Both Lynne and Mommy Claire eagerly awaited my response and despite my concerns of what the next stage might bring, the lure of the physical stimulus was too much to resist. 

“Yes,” I agreed, uncertain of what would happen next but unable to live with the fear of missing out. 


SCENE 8 


Mommy Claire 

Things were progressing nicely and for all intent and purpose Lynne now had control of Brad’s pee-pee. I had no doubt that even if we stopped with the experiment at that moment that he would forever be her good little boy, desperate to get back to that submissive state. But I didn’t just want to secure an ongoing plaything for my mentee, I wanted to show her all that was possible, and just how far she could go in dominating a man’s existence. 


SCENE 9 


Brad 

We broke for lunch and I have to admit it was weird. Mommy Claire and Lynne were perfectly normal. Normal might sound regular to most people but when you just spent a couple hours on your back, your dick being teased to the brink of ecstasy and your mind taken to la la baby land, you kind of need to talk about it. 

I decided to bring it up, but the moment I did I wasn’t sure I made the right decision. 

“Was that a totally messed up morning?” I asked. “Or is it every day that a guy reverts back to life as a baby!” 

Lynne giggled. 

Mommy Claire offered a condescending smile. 

“What’s so funny?” I asked. 

Mommy Claire cleared her throat and began to speak. “This morning was fine,” she explained. “You’re not messed up. Everyone responds in their own way.” 

“Me?!?” 

Was I the one who was messed up? Or was it the situation? 

Once again Lynne giggled. 

“What?” I balked. “What’s so funny?” 

Mommy Claire explained. “It was all fine. We just never had anyone give in so quickly before. Normally we would have to manipulate and coerce to get a man to regress. Not only did you give in almost immediately, you agreed to be feminized. You really are submissive. I’m not sure we don’t need to diaper you before you regress even further. We don’t want any accidents.” 

“A diaper? Are you for real?” 

Once again Mommy Claire was quick to inform. “Once the submission starts the regression can take hold pretty quickly. You don’t want to be unprepared.” 


It was a lot to think about. What had I gotten myself into? I thought the morning was incredible but now I wasn’t sure. We finished our meal in silence and then returned to the office to continue with the project, but there were lots of strange thoughts percolating inside my head. 

No sooner were we in the office and Mommy Claire presented me with an option. 

“Would you like Lynne to diaper you now, or do you think you can stay in your adult clothes?” 

WTF!?! Was she being serious? 

“I’ll be fine,” I replied. 

“Very well,” Mommy Claire said. “Why don’t you get up on the table.” 

I began to take off my clothes but she stopped me. 

“No need to disrobe, the next activity will be all about your connection with nursing, you can leave your clothes on.” 

I was a little disappointed that my dick wasn’t going to get rubbed in this session but absolutely thrilled that I would be getting more time at mommy’s breast. I highly enjoyed the nursing experience, I guess that’s why they felt that I regressed. But I knew where to draw the line. 

Lynne left us alone for this portion of the experiment and I assumed my position on the table. Before I knew it, Mommy Claire was at my side, her fingers massaging my scalp, her voice soft in my ear. 

“Go ahead and close your eyes,” she said. “It’s time to take you back to the peace and comfort of mommy’s warm embrace.” 

It didn’t take long to find that peaceful place in my mind, and the moment I was there I felt it, the softness of mommy’s skin against mine. This time, the first touch of mommy’s nipple grazed lightly against my lower lip. I shifted my head, trying to gather it in, but it moved, remaining just out of reach. That process continued, with mommy’s hardened nipple touching me lightly, on the lip, on the cheek, on the chin, and each time I tried to suckle it in, it remained just out of reach. It was tantalizing at first, but over time I began to yearn, until I felt a feeling of hollowness inside, unable to fulfill my primal need. I’m not sure when I first began to break down but I knew the exact moment it became too much. 

“Please mommy,” I whined, and they weren’t just words, I needed mommy’s help, and I was going to cry if I didn’t get it. 

She didn’t make me wait. The moment I pleaded for mommy’s help, her nipple found its way to my mouth and I gathered it in, sucking deep, latching on to its life-giving sustenance. I didn’t like that feeling of helplessness but now that we were connected all was right in the world. 

I could have been content to nurse all day but then mommy’s hand slid down my chest and onto my stomach. I thought she might wander further, to my little pee-pee, but she stopped just short, pushing against my belly, pressing down on my abdomen. That was the first time I felt a stirring but I didn’t think too much of it, the breast in my mouth more than enough to consume my thoughts. 

The second stirring came soon enough and it was a complete shift in my bowels. It arose rather quickly, I barely had time to react before the pressure was at my sphincter and the way I turned my body in response caused my muscle to slip, and a small amount of something to squirt out my backside. 

Oh shit! 

Did that just happen? 

I couldn’t have shit myself, that wasn’t possible, and yet when my bottom came to rest on the table, I felt the dampness against my skin. 

I wasn’t sure what to say or what to do but I didn’t need to. Mommy Claire was quick to seize on the moment. 

“Oh my God!” she exclaimed. “I told you the regression would take root quickly. You really are little.” 

I wanted to dispute her assertion but more than anything I wanted to change my pants, before things got worse. As if she could read my mind, Mommy Claire quickly undressed my lower half, removing my soiled clothing, wiping me clean, showing me a mother’s love. As awkward as it was to lose control like that, the way she cared for me actually made it all ok. She finished by dousing me with powder and rubbing it in before wrapping a fresh clean cloth snugly around my bottom. For the first time in forever I was diapered and the craziest part, I was ok with it. 

Mommy Claire was an absolute master at the changing process and as embarrassed as I was with the situation, she couldn’t have been more professional or mature. 

“It’s ok, everyone has an accident now and again,” she cooed. She finished swaddling me in the diaper and returned to my side. 

It was all kinds of messed up but I had a bigger concern. “Can we not tell Lynne about this?” I asked. 

Mommy Claire smiled. “Oh, hun,” she said, “if that was going to be your only mess today, I would say yes. But I see that look in your eyes and the uncertainty on your face. Regression has taken ahold of your brain and by the time we’re done you won’t be able to deny the little desires you harbor deep inside.” 

Was that true? If so, I wanted to stop now. And just as I was about to tell her that, her fingers found their way into my hair and her nipple grazed my cheek on its way to my mouth. 

I should have put a stop to things but the moment that incredible bosom reached my lips the desire to suckle outweighed everything else. I got lost in the connection between Mommy Claire and myself, suckling away, savoring the soft feel of her skin against mine. 

Nursing while mommy rubs your head is amazing, and when her hand slid down to my stomach, and pressed down on my abdomen once again, I don’t know what happened, I forgot to hold back, releasing my bowels as well as my manhood at the hands of Mommy Claire’s control. 

That loss of control signaled my end. There was no longer any way that I could deny my reality. 

“I knew we could turn you,” she cooed. 

I didn’t need to tell her. She already knew I had soiled myself and I think she also knew that I couldn’t control it. What I don’t think she knew was how much that scared me, and how worried I was about what my future would bring now that I could no longer exist as a grown man. 

Those questions seemed bad as I lay there nursing at mommy’s breast but they got so much worse when Lynne walked through the door and saw me in my soiled diaper. 

I didn’t mean to do it, but I began to sob, a sob that turned into an outright cry. The man I used to be was gone, and all that remained was a helpless little boy, or maybe girl, at that point I was so confused I couldn’t tell. 

“I’ll leave you two alone,” Mommy Claire said and before I knew it the comfort of her breast was gone and I was face to face with my college friend, and an uncertain future. 

“It’s ok,” Lynne assured me. Slowly she began to undo my diaper and clean my mess. 

I don’t know how she did it, or how she kept the smile on her face the whole time as she did, but when Lynne finished wiping me clean, dousing my pee-pee with powder and then rubbing it in, she explained. 

“Brad,” she said, “when I brought you here, I thought it was a great way for you to make some money. I had no idea you would be so submissive. Mommy Claire didn’t just break you, you indulged, and there’s no coming back from that. You’ll always desire to be little. It’s a part of you now.” 

I couldn’t deny it. Yes, the entire situation was messed up, but there were certain parts that were amazing, life altering. Now that I knew those things about myself, could I ever go back to the way things were? 

“I feel responsible,” Lynne added, “so whatever you need going forward, I’m here for you.” 

It was an incredible offer and I knew exactly what I needed. It took me a moment, but I gathered my resolve and said what I wanted to say. 

“Will you please make me cum?” I asked. 

Much to my delight, Lynne pressed down on my diaper, directly over my pee-pee and began to rub. The feel of the soft fabric against my pee-pee was nice and when she found that targeted spot, on the front of my shaft, I gave in to her ministrations and the moment, happy that I was finally going to get relief. 

The build-up was insane, those constant rubs on that sensitive spot, and when the feelings finally became too much I didn’t try to hold back, instead I looked to Lynne and she looked back at me and together we shared the intensity of the moment. 

I spurted inside the diaper, filling the previously clean fabric with a sticky mess, but it was the connection between Lynne and myself that put my mind at ease. She was in control of me now, a dominant position that I could not deny nor would I want to. I needed a firm and loving hand, to feed my little desires and fulfill my baby needs. Lynne was ready to assume that role, I only hoped she would keep our secret, so no one else would ever know. 


SCENE 10 


Mommy Claire 

I watched Brad leave with Lynne that evening, completely broken, entirely dependent on her for his existence. It was a classic domination tale but not that of a huntress. The traditional hunt would end, the prey would be used and discarded, but in this case, there was a higher calling for our submissive little. 

Lynne needed to fully learn the ins and outs of the male sex drive as well as the male psyche. And the only way she was going to get that kind of daily practice was with a broken man to call her own, one ready and willing to answer her every call. Brad would serve that purpose, at least in the short term, while she developed her skills. 

Eventually, she would tire of him, his weak submission no longer a challenge on her path to dominance, but until that time he could play the muse to her growing talents, helping her fine tune her skills and hone her craft. 


SCENE 11 


Brad 

Lynne and I left Mommy Claire’s estate to return to our dorm and our normal lives on campus. I worried what would become of me now that my body and my mind had experienced Mommy Claire’s world and understood the incredible ecstasy that went along with it. My brain had new expectations now, with regards to mental and physical stimulus, and once those thoughts were ingrained in my head it was impossible to be satisfied with anything less. 

Fortunately, Lynne had every intention of living up to her promise, helping me through my difficult time. 

We met every day for the next month, in private, to indulge my little desires while also realizing the incredible bliss of orgasm control. It was absolutely magical, right up until Lynne turned the tables on our arrangement. 

We were in her dorm room, me on my back, naked in the center of her bed, Lynne between my legs, providing long slow strokes on my pee-pee, the kind that made the little boy inside of me giggle with glee. Lynne’s skills had improved immensely, to the point she had complete and total control of my cock, and I was the happiest little boy on the planet, grunting and groaning with each blissful rub. 

Lynne spoke to me while she played, only I had difficulty processing her words when my body was reeling from such incredible ecstasy. 

“Brad,” she said, “it has been a lot of fun teasing and pleasing your submissive desires, but I need more.” 

I wasn’t sure what that meant but I feared the worst and let her know. “Please,” I whined, “I’ll do whatever you want.” 

The wry smile on her face as she responded should have let me know that her demands would be severe but her fingers kept rubbing my shaft and tickling my balls until I was not only satisfied but fully content, unable and unwilling to do anything to change the status quo. 

“I want more,” Lynne informed me. “I want you to set me up with your friends, so I can practice on them too.” 

It was a lot to take in, and my immediate answer was, “No.” 

I had Lynne all to myself and I had no intention of sharing. Besides, if my friends found out about Lynne, they would also find out about my adult baby proclivities and that was not an option. 

I thought Lynne had accepted my answer but then she did something that completely changed my view of her and our relationship. 

She leaned forward, hovering over my pee-pee and began a rapid-fire stroke of my shaft with one oily hand while tickling my balls with the other. My excitement quickly rose and while I prepared for the ultimate release, she prepared to push our relationship to the next level. 

The way she rubbed, soft yet aggressive, I expected it to be quite a blast. I braced myself for the ball draining explosion. Only, Lynne didn’t follow through with those fantastic caresses. Instead, just as I neared the pinnacle of my excitement, she pulled back, not enough to completely stunt my arousal but enough to stem the tide. 

My penis spasmed and throbbed and a small dollop of cum spouted from my tip, shooting a couple of inches and landing harmlessly next to my belly button. The pulse that accompanied the small spurt was pleasurable but then Lynne turned the whole situation upside down. 

“Ooh, you came,” she said, “guess you’re all done.” 

My pee-pee may have released a small amount of cum but my desire was not spent, if anything my lust was at an all-time high and it desperately needed to get out. 


“Please,” I wailed, “I’m not done.” 

“You’re not?” Lynne questioned, but the devilish look on her pretty face led me to believe she already knew. 

My pee-pee needed to get off. It wasn’t just me being a horny guy, she had started the process, taken me beyond the point of no return and then stopped. Someway, somehow, my body needed to complete the ride. 

“Do you want me to still play?” Lynne asked. 

As she said those words her hands returned to my pee-pee and I can’t explain the intensity of how good that felt. I had been teased before and while all of those other situations had me yearning, this time I was broken, neither my body nor my brain could function until my needs were fulfilled. 

The first couple of strokes pacified my angst and fortunately Lynne didn’t stop there. She continued those rubs, stroking away on my pee-pee while bringing her face close to mine. All I could do was look back into her eyes as she brought me nearer and nearer to the relief I so desperately needed and just when I thought I would finally have my way, she informed me of my fate. 

“I want you to set me up with your friends,” she said, her smile broad, a twinkle in her eye, “and if you do, I will reward you, but if you don’t, you won’t be able to see me anymore.” 

All at once, the choice became rather simple. “Please!” I whined, “I’ll do whatever you want.” 

There is no way to truly describe how broken and desperate I was at that moment. I would relive it in my head a thousand times and while I regretted my collapse, I could never think about that moment without reliving the intense physical bliss of her dominance and control. 

Lynne made me cum, a full long blast that completely drained my balls and sated my desire, but more than that she proved beyond a shadow of a doubt that she held all the power between us and that I was a slave to her and the insatiable demands of my lust. 

It was an incredible orgasm, one for the ages, but it signaled the beginning of a new era. Things between Lynne and I changed after that. Of course, I introduced her to my friends, and one by one I saw the change in each of them, the initial excitement of having a skilled artisan play with his sex, the heavenly bliss of being kept in a state of ecstasy way longer than the human body was meant to endure, and the crumbling defeat of the intense power exchange as Lynne broke down his defenses, rendering him submissive to her and her control. 

I’m not sure of everything that happened in those private sessions but I did run into one of my friends a few weeks later. 

Instantly, I recognized the change in Jeff’s behavior. He was happy, yes, but he was also different, a glassy look in his eyes every time I mentioned Lynne. I must admit, knowing that he was broken and submissive created many strange feelings inside my head, the biggest of which was jealousy, knowing it wasn’t me on the receiving end of her dominating games of lust manipulation. 

Lynne and I still get together every once in a while, and during those meetings she does give me special attention, taking the time to feed my desires, both the mental and the physical. And while those brief interludes are amazing, I miss the days when I was the center of her world and the sole recipient of her power and control. 


SCENE 12 


Lynne 

I made Brad spurt, just a little, and then pulled my hands away, as if he was done, as if he would receive no more attention. 

“Ooh, you came,” I announced, “guess you’re all done.” 

The wide-eyed look on his face instantly let me know that not only was he not done, but he was caught in mid-desire, his yearn far greater than ever before. And when he collapsed under that pressure, begging and pleading for more, I felt the strangest sensation inside my head and through my loins. 

“Please! I’m not done!” he cried. 

He was broken, truly broken, and I was the one who broke him. I had to hold back my laugh. 

“You’re not?” I responded in feigned surprise. 

I had taken control of Brad before but there was something different now. He didn’t just want to cum, he needed it, a core and integral bodily function that was completely under my control. His helplessness, the way he broke down, gave me a feeling of power, far greater than I had ever expected. He truly was a little boy and I his master, and now that I had experienced that feeling of omnipotence, nothing else would be able to satisfy my hungry mind. 

I made Brad turn over his friends, more playthings for me to practice on, to hone my skills, but more than that I learned something very valuable about myself. I truly longed to be in control, it was my rightful place in society, and not only did I desire that rank and position, I now knew exactly what it would take to achieve that goal, ensuring every man would bow at my feet. 


EPILOGUE 


Mommy Claire 

The road to becoming a huntress is long and not for the faint of heart. Lynne performed wonderfully on the first step of the journey but there were still many more hurdles to clear, lessons that would teach her the intricate details of a man’s desire, and the path to controlling his mind. 


TARGET #4 


PROLOGUE 


Mommy Claire 

It is so much more dramatic if the hunt is described with exotic details of a difficult tracking and challenging seduction, but sometimes the prey isn’t an ornery wildcat but instead a rare passive creature, a unicorn if you will. These unique targets may not be difficult to trap but that doesn’t mean they don’t have immeasurable value. So, when you come across one of them in the wild, there is no other option than to conquer that prize trophy and claim him as your own. 


SCENE 1 


Tony 

Ever since I was young my mother always scolded me over staring. Whenever I saw something of beauty, I couldn’t help it, I had to drink it in, to every last drop. As I grew older, I learned to control that desire, stealing glances but never outright staring, that is with one exception. For some reason, whenever I saw bare cleavage I couldn’t look away, no matter how hard I tried. 

That’s a pretty messed up thing to deal with when you reach your adult years, but it did lead me to meet Claire, and for that reason I will be eternally grateful. 


SCENE 2 


Mommy Claire 

There are people that will tell you, with absolute certainty, that they have gaydar and can spot a gay person from across a crowded room. If that is true than I have babydar, for I can spy the closet little no matter how hard he tries to hide his true calling. 

It all starts in the eyes and the moment he sees my chest. Now, all men, and women if I’m being honest, check out my breasts, they’re my best feature and they always get attention, but the way the guy responds at the sight tells me everything I need to know. 

There are two reactions that are most common; the popping of the eyes, trying to gather in the visual, and the shift of the hips, making room in his pants for the involuntary growth. Either of those responses lets me know my eager target is within range, has taken the bait and is primed for approach. 

There are other reactions as well, those that are less common but not necessarily rare; the snapping of the head in the opposite direction, actively avoiding the tempting view, and the touching of one’s own lapel, as if to subtly suggest that I should cover up. These folks are uncomfortable with sex, most likely because they know how weak they become when pushed into the moment. Quite often they can be a fun target, an entertaining afternoon luring one of them into a tempting world of physical delight. 

But the reaction I most revere is the glow of wonder that consumes the face of the closet little, the boy within the man, the one who secretly longs to return to the teat and a submissive life at mommy’s breast. It can be easy to miss, a brief momentary glimpse, and yet for those of us who know what to look for it is a neon sign, an alert to the ideal target for the wonders of adult baby play. 


SCENE 3 


Tony 

I met Claire while strolling the aisles at Target and I don’t know what it was but from the moment I first laid eyes on her I couldn’t get her out of my head. We passed one another several times and by the third pass I tried to work up the nerve to say something when she beat me to the punch. 

“We have to stop meeting like this,” she said, holding my gaze while adding an infectious little giggle that actually tickled my ear on the inside. 

She caught me off guard and I struggled with what to say. 

That’s when she pushed her cart close to me, placed her hand on top of mine and whispered, “It’s ok to be nervous. I know you want me to take control of you and if you’ll admit it, I’ll give the little boy inside of you exactly what he wants.” 

It was the strangest thing for someone you just met to say and yet the moment the words hit my brain it was like there was this instant connection between us. How did she know I liked a woman who takes control? And could it be that simple? Before I knew it, my head was nodding in agreement, confirming everything that this gorgeous stranger said. 

I would probably still be standing in that aisle if it were left up to me but Claire was assertive, pushing the moment forward. 

“I know what you want,” she said. “You want me to take all of your clothes and rub you until you’re begging like a little boy, and if you follow me to my place, I’ll give you all of that and more.” 

Now, you’re probably thinking I’m full of shit, that a gorgeous woman just propositioned me in the middle of Target, but it’s true. And she wasn’t subtle, for if she was, we might still be standing there, me trying to decipher the clues. 

So, there I was, following Claire back to her hotel, where this sexy older woman promised to take my clothes and rub my body. 


SCENE 4 


Mommy Claire 

Tony had “adult baby” written all over him and the craziest thing, I don’t think he even knew. He probably always liked older women, and easily gave up power and control, but never understood his true nature. It was going to be my pleasure introducing this unsuspecting male to his true and innate calling. 


SCENE 5 


Tony 

I took one look at Claire and knew she was the one. Not only was she absolutely gorgeous, but her attitude was amazing, the way she took control. She held a true and meaningful understanding of dominance and the direct impact it had on my brain. I was ready to have her hands on me, even if it meant I might lose control and forever be submissive to her command. 

“Be a good little boy and take off your clothes,” she ordered the moment we were alone inside her hotel room. 

She knew my predilection for a dominant woman, the one who would take control of the little boy inside of me. Sharing that little tidbit was the scariest and most amazing thing I had ever done, and now she was putting that knowledge to use, weaving her influence deep into my subconscious. In an instant, my dick grew to full size but more than that my mind was now on edge, anxiously anticipating what was to come. 

Some guys might have been shy about baring all while she remained clothed but not me. I had no reservations about submitting to Claire, anxiously anticipating the pleasure that awaited my compliance. The moment my clothes were gone she had me lay on my back in the middle of the bed, then she took position between my legs and the sparks began to fly. 

Her first touch was by a perfectly manicured nail and the way it skated ever so lightly over my shaft sent a shiver up my spine. Damn! I had been touched before but never like that, in an instant my whole perception of pleasure grew tenfold. She continued to skate that nail over my skin, finding ultra-sensitive spots that caused a relentless quiver to surge through my loins and out to the rest of my body. I thought it couldn’t get any better and then she increased the intensity by wrapping her hand around my hardened rod and exploring it from top to bottom. 

Her silky-smooth grip slid up and down my shaft with ease, gliding firm yet soft, sending pulses of electricity from my excited penis up my spine and into my brain. It was an amazing feeling but there was something more to the experience, a mental play that made the entire situation even more extreme. 

Several more strokes and my excitement piqued and several more after that and I was huffing and puffing, trying to remain calm despite the intense orgasm that was consuming every thought in my feeble brain. At no point in my life had I ever felt so incredible, the throbs emanating from my balls were not only euphoric but also all-powerful, inundating every nerve ending in a swell of ecstasy, and yet as amazing as it all felt, the orgasm that would signal the pinnacle of that erotic thrill ride remained just out of reach, tempting my submission but stunting my desired end. 

“It’s time,” she said as her fingers continued their magic, “beg mommy to diaper you and turn you into a submissive little boy.” 

The words struck me as odd, the reference to mommy, the diaper, the age regression dynamic, and I intended to resist, I really did, but the feelings that pulsed through my penis and throughout my body made that a fleeting thought, and before I knew it I was moaning and groaning for more. 

“Please!?!” I whined. 

The pleasure was intense, so much so that I actually lost perspective on where I was and who I was with. 

“Say it,” she coaxed, “tell mommy how much you want to give in.” 

The words were still weird to me but there was no denying the intense pleasure that coursed through my veins. The way her fingers massaged and caressed had me at the brink of ecstasy and yet the fact that I couldn’t cum created this insatiable yearn within that consumed every waking thought. I’m not sure why, but I didn’t want to give in, and yet the way she made me feel, amazing but also frustrated, had my mind confused and my body reeling. I never knew how debilitating orgasm denial could be, and then Claire emphasized that point with her very next words. 

“If you don’t do what I say I’m going to stop,” she informed me. “Do you want me to stop?” 

“No!” I blurted. 

The word came out before I could even think what it truly meant but that didn’t make it any less true. The thought of being denied at that moment was too much to bear. I wanted it to go on, I needed it to go on. 

“Beg mommy for the diaper,” she instructed. 

“Please,” I groaned. The thought of losing her touch was too much and the moment I thought she was going to pull away I completely collapsed. “Please diaper me!” I wailed, hoping I wasn’t too late. 

Her hands returned to my swollen penis in an instant and when she increased her tantalizing touches, I no longer cared about what I had to give, as long as the heavenly feel would continue. 

“I’m going to diaper you,” she said, “and once you make a sticky mess in that diaper, you’ll really know what it means to regress.” 

Claire had incredible control over my cock, her skills were unmatched in that area, but now she was inside my head, and if I’m being honest, her manipulative mind games made everything sound dangerous, but also exciting. 

I never saw her take the clean white cloth out of her bag but I was super aware when she wrapped it around my bottom. I don’t remember the last time I had a diaper on but the moment she got it in place, and began to squeeze my excited shaft through the thin fabric, I knew this wouldn’t be a one-time event. 

I loved the soft feel against my skin. I loved the way she stroked and caressed my hardened shaft, targeting all the right spots even though she couldn’t see, and when she pushed me to the edge one more time, I accepted my new role in life. 

“Please mommy,” I begged, and while I knew I needed sexual relief, I think I was also begging to move forward in her age play games, the diaper and the mommy imagery both driving my arousal way more than I could have possibly imagined. 

That’s when Claire rewarded my concession. 

She rubbed rapidly with her fingers, squeezing my shaft, tickling my arousal, only this time she leaned her body close to mine as she did it, so she could stare directly into my eyes at the moment my body piqued. 

The first spurt started deep in my balls and the way it shot through my shaft felt like a rocket leaving planet earth. The feeling was intense and my sticky discharge quickly filled the diaper, undeniable evidence of my loss of control. I might have been able to withstand the soiled mess, but then Claire pushed the situation even further and everything else just disappeared. 

“Oh my God!” she exclaimed, her eyes locked on mine, her presence deep in my soul. “I didn’t expect you to lose control, you really are a little boy.” 

All at once the moment became too much for my overworked brain. I wanted the pleasure, that was true, but did I want to fall into a life of submission? I wasn’t sure but the moment Claire seized control all other options disappeared. Once she was in command she wouldn’t relent and I was helpless to her overwhelming force. 

Her bare chest was next on the scene and the moment her erect nipple brushed against my cheek, something snapped inside of me. Despite all rational thought telling me I needed to remain strong, the incredible softness of her bosom and the firmness of her nipple had me tempted to take the next step in her adult baby games. 


Instinctively, I turned my head, gathering that succulent bosom near to my mouth. And when my lips found purchase, and began their involuntary suckle, Claire reaffirmed my little boy status, forcing the life-altering event to take root in my brain. 

“Such a good little boy,” she cooed, her nipple firm in my mouth, her fingers softly caressing my scalp, welcoming me into a life of infantilizing bliss. 

Perhaps I should have mounted a greater defense, to maintain my independence, but it felt good to submit, giving in to a woman who knew better than I on how I should live my life. And the more I allowed myself to indulge in that thought and the experience, the more comfortable I became until a strange shift started to take place inside my head. The entire scene affected me deeply, and when I opened my eyes, to chance a look at the ever-evolving situation, Claire was right there, next to my body and inside my head, letting me know what was in store for my future. 

“Don’t think,” Claire cooed, “just give in.” Her fingers wound through my hair, caressing my scalp as she added, “The more you give in the better it will feel.” 


SCENE 6 


Mommy Claire 

Tony may not have been a difficult conquest but I still got a tingle in my kitty when he completely broke down, succumbing to the feelings, turning over all control. His journey was only at the beginning but his opportunity to make any decisions was already past. 


SCENE 7 


Tony 

“I think it’s time you give in permanently,” she cooed, “I will be your mommy and you will be my little boy. Submit to me and you won’t ever have to worry about anything ever again.” 

You might think it was a difficult decision but the way I felt, all warm and comfortable snuggled next to her frame, I did the one thing that truly made sense. I looked up into Mommy Claire’s eyes and I nodded my consent, accepting her control over my life. What happened next will forever define who I am and who I will always be. 

Mommy Claire led me from her hotel bed and into the bathroom. She relished my submission as a little boy and if I’m being honest, I liked it too. There was something about turning over all control that was absolutely freeing. I wasn’t nervous about what I should do or anxious that whatever I just did was wrong, instead I felt confident, like having mommy in charge took all of the guesswork out of living. 

She helped me into the tub and I got a shiver of excitement up my spine. Was she going to give me a bath? The mere thought was highly erotic, and not only did my dick grow to full size but I actually felt a throb, starting at the base and shooting right up my spine. That all happened without even the slightest contact on my penis and instantly I realized how special time with Mommy Claire was. 

She had me lay back in the soaking tub, all the way back, with my lower legs hoisted up on either side. Once again, she was between my legs only now, she approached my dick and balls with a ball of cream in the palm of her hand. 

“This is no longer your dick and balls,” she informed me, using the cream to lather my cock, rubbing and stroking until every square inch was covered and my excitement was ready to be released. And just when I thought the rubs would become too much, she pulled her hands away and added to her instructions. 

“Once I’m done this will forever be your little pee-pee,” she explained, “and you are going to get so excited whenever mommy rewards this little pee-pee of yours.” 

Instantly, I knew she was right. I loved having her hands on my penis and I was more than happy to call it a pee-pee if that ensured she would continue to play. 

“Yes, mommy,” I agreed. 

She then proceeded to withdraw a long blade from her bag and held it up for me to see it glisten in the light. 

“I want you to sit real still while mommy does this,” she said, “do you understand?” 

Sitting real still while someone holds a knife close to my dick was something I understood. But what I didn’t understand was the way my brain would respond as I watched her remove all of my pubic hair. 

The first swipe took away a large amount of hair but it was more what it left behind, a clean smooth stretch of skin, that had the deep and meaningful impact. And she repeated that stroke, several more times, removing just about every bit of shaving cream and all of my hair. There were a few more swipes of her blade, to clean up any missed areas, and before I knew it, she was wiping me clean, using a warm wet cloth to finish her shaving project. She used a dry towel at the end and then gratuitously rubbed in some powder before letting me know of my fate. 

“Go ahead,” she said, “use your fingers to touch your little boy pee-pee.” 

I didn’t think it would be a big deal but that all changed the moment I felt that super soft skin. Instantly, I knew it. It was now my pee-pee and I really was a little boy. As much as I may have been willing to say it before, now I understood. 

“My pee-pee,” I cooed. 

My fingers caressed every soft spot and my pee-pee grew in response. I played some more and I grew even more and before I knew it, I was stroking away, a little boy finding the joy of his pee-pee for the very first time. I would have kept going but mommy was right there, guiding me along the way. 

“Polite little boys don’t do that,” she said. 

I heard her words but I couldn’t stop. My excitement was really high, I just needed to cum. That’s when Mommy Claire got back in my ear, her next words delivered in a firmer tone. 

“Little boys who do that do not get rewarded,” she said, “do you want mommy to rub that little pee-pee for you?” 

I may have needed to cum really bad but the moment she said those words I managed to pull my hand away, desperately wanting her sweet reward. 

“Please mommy,” I whined. 

I might have thought there would be a delay but instantly mommy’s hands were on my pee-pee; rubbing, stroking. She tickled and caressed my balls while my pee-pee came to life in her hands and I willingly submitted as my body began to buck and grind in time with her heavenly strokes. I offered no resistance and she took advantage of that weakness to keep me on edge until I was moaning and groaning for more. 

“Please, mommy, please!!!” 

The moment my prayers were answered was the pinnacle experience of my life. Mommy Claire didn’t pull back, instead she pushed my weary body over the brink and the way my balls exploded sent streams of cum spouting from my throbbing pee-pee. The first spurt zoomed over my stomach and hit me in the chin, just inches from my gasping mouth. The spurts that followed didn’t shoot nearly as far but dispelled a huge amount of white sticky goo all over my stomach and my newly shaven genitals. It was an incredibly blissful experience and I had Mommy Claire to thank for it. 

No sooner did the cum stop flowing and mommy shifted her body, welcoming me into her embrace. I accepted the position, cuddling into her frame, finding my place at the end of her bosom. She used her fingers to scoop up the cum from my stomach and used it to coat her nipples and breasts before taking me back at the teat. I suckled every last drop from her breasts, noticing her whimpers of delight every time I drew her nipple real hard to the back of my throat. 

I stayed like that, content, pacified, long after my orgasm was spent and my sexual desire gone. My connection with Mommy Claire went way beyond my need for sex and while I couldn’t explain it, I was ready to accept my new position in life, as a submissive adult baby to Claire’s dominant mommy. 


SCENE 8 


Mommy Claire 

I ended up spending the night with my new little, some boys are just too perfect to let go. Tony didn’t just submit. He fully accepted my dominance over his life. 

The natural order, with me and my femininity in charge, came easy to Tony and the feeling of power that came with that created a warm sensation all throughout my body; another man conquered, another submissive little boy for my growing collection. 


SCENE 9 


Tony 

If I thought it was a one-time fling with Claire, I was naive. I spent the night in her bed and awoke the following morning in a diaper, her fingers rubbing and squeezing my little pee-pee through the thin fabric, all the while her bare breasts dancing just above my lips, sometimes making contact but otherwise remaining just out of reach. 

I yearned to get back to the teat, shifting and cajoling my body, trying to regain that heavenly feel, fully aware that she was stroking my excitement but oblivious to the connection between the body’s human functions. 

I believe she knew what she was doing when she forced me to make a sticky mess in my diaper once again and I also think she knew exactly how it would impact my brain, that loss of control, that infantilizing act. Perhaps all of those things might have made me think she was devious but then she followed that event by showing me the epitome of mommy love. 

No sooner did the last throb pulse inside my spent penis and Mommy Claire was right there, unwrapping my dirty diaper, ready to clean my cum-stained mess. 

The care and attention she provided in cleaning me completely put a new perspective in my head. Meeting Claire was fun, submitting to her incredible strokes was exciting, but being on the receiving end of her motherly love was the pinnacle of my existence. She didn’t just wipe me clean, she showed me intense love, fondling, caressing, letting me know that I was special and the center of her attention. 

“Such a good little boy,” she cooed. 


Even those words, in that sweet voice, had a way of making me feel all warm inside. I knew she wanted me to play baby in her mommy games but I had no idea how much I would love and savor that role. Not only did she take away all of my responsibility, she smothered me in a swarm of her loving touch, until I couldn’t remember what I even liked about being a grown man. 

This is going to sound insane but I think I liked the baby play every bit as much as the sexual teasing but then she opened a flap on her blouse and presented me with her buxom breast, and the experience I thought was amazing grew once more. 

I’m not sure if it’s possible to actually remember what nursing at your mother’s breast was like as an infant but I can tell you that I zoomed back to that feel the moment her soft flesh came in contact with my cheek and her firm nipple found my mouth. No one needed to tell me what to do, instinct took care of that, and before I knew it, I was suckling like a small child, happy and content in mommy’s arms. 

The suckling motion truly is innate and I fully committed to the moment and my role, putting aside all rational thought and indulging in an act that thrilled my new mommy and gave me a sense of peace unlike any I have ever known. I would still be there right now, lying across mommy’s lap, gathering more and more of her succulent breast into my mouth, but Claire had a different plan in mind and when she broke our bond I was frustrated but only for a little while. 

No sooner were my lips yearning, searching to get back to that heavenly place and mommy was right there, pushing the moment forward, ready to take me on the next step of this fantastic journey. 

“It’s time,” she cooed in her sweet heavenly voice, “it’s time to take the next step.” 

I had no idea what the next step was but I was excited all the same. Every moment with Mommy Claire was amazing and I expected it would only get better. 


I could tell you that I remained calm but the moment Mommy Claire withdrew a long steel rod from her bag my heart began to race and the fear choked up in my throat. What did she intend to do? 

The question to that answer came quick enough when she also withdrew a cigarette lighter and began to heat the end of her brand. 

At no point in my life did I ever think that I would allow someone to brand me like property but my connection with Mommy Claire was different. My mindset about her totally changed and I was ready to commit to her and her world. 

She pressed that mark, a brand in the form of “MC” on the soft flesh just beneath my balls. It stung at first but she followed that with a healthy dose of cream which she proceeded to rub in with her magical fingers. 

“Such a good little boy,” she cooed. 

Knowing that I had pleased her made me feel all warm inside and when she placed a small bandage over the freshly burned skin and presented me with a diaper, I readily accepted my role and her control. 

Prior to that day I can’t say that the thought of returning to my youth, donning a diaper, submitting to mommy, had ever crossed my mind. However, the moment she swaddled me tight and gave my belly a raspberry kiss, my whole world opened up. This was where I was meant to be. There was only one thing that could make this experience any better and then, as if she could read my mind, mommy presented me with an opportunity to get back at her breast. 

There were many highlights to follow, intimate nursing, lost control, messy diapers, but one thing was absolutely certain, my world and my circumstance had changed dramatically and I couldn’t have been happier. 


SCENE 10 


Mommy Claire 

The savant. 

Tony was a natural when it came to giving up his independence and committing to life as a submissive little boy. It was beautiful to watch and even more intense to experience firsthand. When we first met I felt an obligation to help this little boy self-actualize, but now that he was there I wanted something more, and mommy always gets what she wants. 


SCENE 11 


Tony 

I gave up my apartment in Minneapolis and moved to Las Vegas and in to Mommy Claire’s estate. At first, I thought I would see her all the time and while that has not been the case, her domineering presence is with me always. Her voice is in my ear as I go to work five days a week, and when I do my chores around the mansion at night and on the weekends, and her controlling presence is especially felt when I deposit my pay check into her account, and when I turn over all of my existence to her command. 

It may seem like an extreme sacrifice but I truly love my new life, not only do I live in an incredible place among great people, but I no longer stress about all of life’s details, freely turning over my responsibilities along with my independence, in exchange for a life of blissful submission. 

And to top it all off, while my time with Mommy Claire is limited, it has not been cut-off all together. Once a month I get to meet with mommy and I work really hard to make sure I earn a good review during that meeting. Mommy rewards good reviews, granting good little boys delectable time at the teat and a happy ending sticky mess in his diaper. That might sound like a trivial reward to some but to me it is the realization and fulfillment of many lifelong needs all balled into one. 


EPILOGUE 


Mommy Claire 

Like I said, Tony was not a difficult hunt but he was a prize trophy for my mantel. Many men savor the submissive existence of adult baby play once they have been conquered, overcoming their preconceived notions about gender dynamics, power and control, but it is a very rare specimen that naturally accepts the rightful order, with me in charge, dictating and controlling every action. 

Unlike most of the targets in my hunting games, I made space at the mansion to take Tony in, to add him to my collection. While there is only so much time in the day and so many adult babies one can care for, there is never a limit when it comes to those that bow at your feet and obey your command. For a submissive little boy like Tony, there will always be room at the inn. 

For more Mommy Claire fun check out:

-          The Huntress 1

-          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
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