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PROLOGUE

Mommy Claire

I was feeling rather randy one Wednesday morning when I spied the strangest thing on my security cameras. At the back entrance to my estate, a young man was delivering a newspaper to my door. I had no idea newspaper delivery still existed, and wondered just what type of young man gravitated to such a position.

A plan was quickly crafted, to meet this young man, or more importantly, to ensure he met me.


SCENE 1
Mommy Claire
 

Have you ever let him ‘accidentally’ see you naked? The way his eyes light up, the way his pee-pee gets hard, the way his excitement becomes too much to handle. It is a pinnacle experience, one that will forever shape his future, and one that can easily allow you to take control of his existence.

You see, I don’t just let him see, I let his imagination run wild and then do everything I can to fulfill each and every fantasy that arises in that horny little brain of his. He never complains, in fact, if you ask him, he’ll swear it’s the greatest experience of his life. And as for me, it is the vital nectar that keeps me young.

Allow me to tell you the story of Craig, and how I manipulated his lust to make him the happiest little boy on the planet.


SCENE 2
Craig
 

I have a paper route. That is how I make money. One of the houses I deliver to is a fancy estate. It is way out of my way, I have to ride my bike an extra forty-five minutes to get there, but I always get a big tip so I never really mind. That was in the beginning, but now, now there’s another reason I don’t mind; the lady that lives there.

There is a very specific process to deliver her paper; I have to arrive at the back gate, go into the security shack, enter a code provided just for me and place the folded paper on the desk of the small office just inside. It only took me a couple times before I had the process down and the code memorized, so for the most part the only difficult thing was the long bike ride.

I had made the trip every day for a week when something different happened.

After entering the shack and punching in the key code, I entered the small office to find a woman there, and not just any woman, it was the master of the house, and she was naked. I dropped the paper and averted my eyes, backing out as quickly as I could.

I wasn’t fast enough.

“Stop right there,” the lady of the house exclaimed.

I froze in my tracks, my eyes still directed to the floor.

“Get back in here!” she commanded.

Sheepishly I stepped back into the office, hoping I was not about to lose this delivery.

I expected to be admonished but I did not expect it to happen the way it did.

“Look at me when I’m talking to you,” the lady said.

When I looked up, all I could see were her bare breasts. I couldn’t take my eyes from them. They danced before my eyes. I was completely enamored. I tried to look to her face as she spoke but I struggled to keep my eyes from wandering.

“Didn’t anyone ever teach you to knock?” the lady asked.

She didn’t even give me a chance to respond before adding, “Or were you trying to sneak in on me? You like to do a little peeping do you?”

“Uh, no,” I replied, trying not to stare at her beautiful nakedness.

“I’m not sure I could ever trust a naughty little boy like you,” she said. “Even right now, you keep looking at the floor, like you’re guilty of something.”

She raised her hand to my chin and lifted my head, forcing me to look at her. I couldn’t help seeing her body as she did it and unfortunately, I began to respond in a way that was highly noticeable.

“Is your little pee-pee getting hard?” she asked. “Is this all a game to you?”

“N...n...no,” I replied. I was really nervous. I didn’t want to be reported. I didn’t want to lose my job.

“Do you know what I would do with a naughty little boy like you back in my day?” she asked. “I’d take you over my knee and teach you a lesson.”

I didn’t know how to respond or what she wanted me to do.

She didn’t wait for an answer. Instead, she gave me an ultimatum. “I think that’s what we’ll do. If you want to stay on as my paper boy, I need to spank you. It’s the only thing that will make me feel like this is settled and that I don’t have to report you for breaking in on me.”

I couldn’t believe she said that and yet even more unbelievable was that she sat down on a chair, naked as the day she was born and invited me to lay over her lap, like I would allow myself to be spanked.

Then, she said the words that made my decision crystal clear, “Are you going to take your punishment or do I need to report your behavior to the authorities?”

“T…t…to the authorities?” I questioned.

“What you did is very serious,” she answered.

You might say that you would never allow yourself to be spanked but you weren’t there. I couldn’t lose my job, and the thought of being arrested was really scary. Despite my reservations I crossed the floor to the woman’s chair and laid myself over her bare knee.

That’s when she pushed the scenario even further. “Drop your pants,” she instructed. “Come on, I can’t exactly spank you through those shorts, you won’t even feel it.”

My situation hadn’t changed, I still needed to comply.

It was a big deal to drop my pants but I had walked in on her naked, I guess to her that seemed fair. Turning my body to shield the view of my penis, I lowered my drawers and bent over her knee. The feel of her skin against mine was highly stimulating and as much as I didn’t want it to happen, my body responded to those good feelings.

I expected the sharp whack of her palm against my bare ass but she didn’t do that. The first touch was on the backs of my thighs and it was gentle, skating ever so lightly over my skin, causing every hair to stand on end. It was highly erotic and I struggled to keep from getting aroused. She continued that teasing touch, stimulating every nerve ending, riding higher and higher up my thigh, until the tips of her fingers found the underside of my butt, slipping between my legs and lightly stimulating my taint. What happened next, I couldn’t control. My dick didn’t just get hard, it began to shiver and wiggle, practically pulsing. It felt good, but as good as it felt, I couldn’t stop it, and that feeling of helplessness scared me.

Those were the thoughts racing through my head when her fingers first made contact with my testicles, gently fondling and caressing the nerve endings to a wonderful effect. That touch created a highly pleasurable feeling that shot straight up my spine, seizing every muscle in delicious ecstasy along the way. I couldn’t move but I didn’t care, the repeating pulses more than enough reason to give in to the moment.

While I couldn’t move, my body did groan, a long grunt that came from somewhere deep inside.

“That’s it,” the lady said, “take your punishment.”

If this was punishment I was confused, it felt amazing

And if I thought those feelings were incredible, they were completely outdone by her next action, the wandering finger that circled my puckered hole, nearer and nearer to my core. I never knew my anus could be the source of such pleasure and yet she turned my body into an instrument of desire, stimulating my lust from both ends until I was lost to her control, flailing helplessly over her lap.

It was a strange spanking to say the least, nothing like I expected, and when the tip of her finger burrowed into my rosebud, I completely lost all sense of time and space.


SCENE 3
Mommy Claire
 

Craig was so shy dropping his pants, I had no doubt that he wouldn’t have even gone along if I hadn’t threatened to get him in trouble. I love that about little boys, how quickly they concede when they think they are going to get punished.

Now that I had his pants down and his body primed, it was time to teach Craig that lesson I had been talking about.


SCENE 4
Craig
 

The hand that was caressing my bottom and tickling at my sphincter had my mind completely fixated. I had no idea that a finger inside of me could feel so good, and then she did something that completely rewrote the book on what I thought good feelings were all about.

While that finger on her right hand danced around my hole, her left hand slid beneath my body and wrapped firmly around my penis. No woman had ever touched me there before and I couldn’t stop the excitement from bubbling up inside of me.

“Oh, please,” I wailed uncontrollably.

She stroked and tickled, a feeling that was way more intense than any time I had ever touched myself, and I knew I was going cum, I felt it, and I felt obligated to tell her.

“Oh God!” I moaned. “I like that, that feels good. I’m going to cum.”

That’s when she did two things that completely blew my mind. First, she stopped that orgasm, just when I thought it was inevitable, and second, she repositioned me, still with one hand on my dick and the other on my ass, so she was now able to look in my eyes, to feed her words directly into my brain.

“Give in to mommy,” she said.

While her words were strange the feeling pulsing through my body was incredible and I did as she said. “Yes, mommy,” I agreed, spreading my legs, granting her full and complete control.

That’s when her directives became more specific.

“Beg to be my good little boy,” she said.

Her fingers never stopped their magic, making my orgasm feel like it was right there, ready to emerge, only to be held back by her wonderful ministrations.

I had no idea anything could feel so wonderful and readily exchanged my independence for more of her incredible gifts. “Please can I be your good little boy?” I begged.

She was happy with my submission, it was obvious, and she rewarded me by smothering my face with the softness of her breasts. The skin against skin feel was amazing but it paled in comparison to what happened in my brain when her magnificent nipple found my cheek.

There are moments in your life that you will remember until your dying day and I have no doubt that nursing at mommy’s breast falls into that category. It wasn’t just the incredible softness of her skin against mine, or the way her nipple formed perfectly between my lips, it was the pervasive feeling of calm that made every other care in the world disappear. She took me to a place I never wanted to leave, and seemed quite content to keep me there as long as I was willing to submit.

As much as I never wanted the experience to end there comes a time when the body can no longer absorb anymore stimulus. I reached that point, where the needs of my body were too powerful to ignore, and I pleaded to mommy for help.

“Please, mommy,” I whined.

“Do you want to make spurts?” she asked.

I had never called it that before but I had no problem agreeing. “Yes,” I groaned.

I expected that she would increase her pace and send me over the brink but she had a different plan in mind. With her fingers skating lightly over my skin, rubbing my cock, bringing my orgasm closer and closer to release, she brought her face just inches from mine and informed me of my fate.

“Tomorrow, when you come back, I am going to please your pee-pee even more,” she said, “and I am going to turn you into a helpless little boy.”

This may sound odd, but as incredible as her fingers felt, her words stimulated me even more. She wanted to turn me into a submissive little boy and I think I actually desired that every bit as much as my orgasm.

I was staring hard into her eyes when the first spurt overcame my defenses and shot from the tip of my penis. The physical feel was insane, draining my balls with the powerful release, but it was what happened between us mentally that had the greatest impact. While the semen shot from my dick, all of my strength and confidence went with it, transferring from me to her. I could say it made me feel weak, but helpless would be a better description, and as I contemplated the full ramifications of what had just happened, she was right there to guide me along the way.


SCENE 5
Mommy Claire
 

“You just came and now you feel relaxed,” I informed him, “but once you get excited again your mind will come back to this moment and you will want to be back in mommy’s arms. When that happens, come back and beg me to turn you little. If you can convince me that you really want to be infantilized, then I will welcome you back.”


SCENE 6
Craig
 

I hadn’t even gotten half way home and already my pee-pee was hard and I couldn’t get the vision of Mommy Claire’s naked body out of my head. There may have been consequences for returning to her lair, but there was no doubt I would be doing it, the draw was just too strong.


SCENE 7
Mommy Claire
 

The first time is always the best, especially when someone is dominated and turned. There is no substitute for that exact moment of capitulation, when the male mind collapses under the extreme pleasure and submits to his new master. Craig had been properly prepped and primed, if he made the conscious decision to return, he would find out what it means to be truly conquered and tamed.


SCENE 8
Craig
 

I was so freaking horny I was up at five in the morning, ready to get to Mommy Claire’s as soon as possible. Sex is incredible but sex with another person is amazing. The way she touched me absolutely blew my mind. As many times as I touched myself, I could never do what she did. Just thinking about it caused my little pee-pee to grow.

The newspapers get dropped off at my house every morning at 6:10. Usually, I would set my alarm for 6:09, roll out of bed and scuttle along, completing my tasks in a zombie like state. But things were different, I felt awake and alive, ready to get my work done, ready for my reward.

It took seventy-two minutes to finish my route, a record by far. I headed out to Mommy Claire’s estate. That ride took twenty-three minutes, also eclipsing my personal best by a considerable margin. Inside the shack at the back gate, I fumbled with the keypad, excited beyond belief to be back with Mommy Claire.

It took three tries before my nervous fingers were finally able to get the code right, but when I stepped through the unlocked door, I couldn’t have been more disappointed.

The office was empty.

Well, not entirely empty. There was a desk, a chair, a camera and a note. The note read, “Convince me.”


SCENE 9
Mommy Claire
 

Breaking an alpha and rendering him submissive to my will is one of my favorite pastimes.

Craig was no alpha.

Craig was a different type of person altogether. It wouldn’t be fair to call him a man, he hadn’t earned that status, but he was also too old to be a boy, the passage of time had assured that. What he was, was an eighteen-year-old body controlled by the mind of an innocent and confused individual, one who didn’t know where he stood in the vast depth and breadth of the world stage. He held no power to strip, but he did hold innocence, and sometimes that is reason enough to want to take control.


SCENE 10
Craig
 

Mommy Claire wanted me to convince her that I really wanted to be her good little boy. That made me laugh. I had never wanted anything more.

I looked into the camera, pressed the button and spoke clearly. “Hi, Mommy Claire, it’s me, Craig. I came back because I want to be your good little boy. Let me know when we can get together.”

I let go of the button and waited.

And waited.

And waited.

Nothing.

Perhaps she didn’t hear me. I gave it another try. “Hi, Mommy Claire, this is Craig. I really enjoyed being your good little boy yesterday and I would like to do that again. May I please come in?”

I let go of the button and waited.

And waited.

And waited.

What was I doing wrong? I thought about what Mommy Claire had said, how she wanted to be convinced. That shouldn’t be difficult, I really wanted this. I decided to take a different approach.

“I am a little boy,” I said into the camera. “I didn’t know it before yesterday, until you showed me, and now I’d like to learn more. Please.”

I let go of the button only this time I didn’t need to wait. A voice sounded over the intercom, “Go on.”

The response excited me. I was on to something. I pressed the button and spoke into the camera. “I loved you playing with my pee-pee but it was the way I felt when you let me suckle that I will never forget. I’ll be your good little boy if you’ll let me do that again. I’ll do whatever you want.”

Again, the response over the intercom was quick. “That was only the first step. If you go on, the next stages will be permanent, you won’t be able to come back. You’ll be little forever.”

That shit scared me.

And yet I didn’t run.

I sat there, looked into the camera, pressed the button and said, “I don’t know about permanent and all that. And that is quite a big deal. But what I experienced yesterday changed everything I thought I knew about being a man. And I may regret this later, but right now I want to go through with it. I want to be your good little boy.”


SCENE 11
Mommy Claire
 

Craig gave me everything I wanted, convincing me of his desire to move forward, begging to be turned. I recorded every moment of that interview, for posterity’s sake, but you probably already know I was wet with excitement at the prospect of another adult male turning over his power to my control.


SCENE 12
Craig
 

The answer took a while to come, but when it did it provided the words I wanted to hear.

“Take off all of your clothes, put them along with all of your other belongings in the box in the corner and lock it up. Someone will be there shortly.”

I did exactly as I was told, stripping away all of my clothes and putting them, along with my wallet and keys, into the lockbox. The full weight of that action didn’t hit me until I was standing there naked and alone, with no way to get my stuff if needed.

It was three minutes and thirty-eight seconds until someone finally came but it seemed an eternity, and then, when I was facing a stranger in only my birthday suit, all sense of time really got distorted.

She was a cute blonde, not much older than me, and she was topless with only a clean white diaper on her lower half. It was a very nice way to be greeted and when she spoke, I was very attentive.

“Put your hands behind your back,” she instructed, “I will lead you by your pee-pee.”

When she spoke, her voice was like that of a little baby, and when she pulled at my pee-pee I quickly followed wherever she wanted to go.

She led me back outside, her in just a diaper, me in nothing at all, and led me through a gate and across the compound towards the main house. I’m not sure if anyone could see us, I was more fixated on this beautiful girl and what she had in mind for my pee-pee.

“You have a lot of hair down here,” the girl said, squeezing my pee-pee to let me know what she was talking about. “Mommy will take care of that.”

The entire situation was so exciting, not just the half-dressed girl, the thought of being shaved bare by Mommy Claire had my mind reeling.

The girl went on. “After she’s done with you, and you’re little like me, I hope she makes you my little brother.”

I didn’t know what that meant. “What does that mean?” I asked.

We made it to the door of the main house before she had a chance to respond. As she opened the door, I fired off one last question, “If you were me, what would you recommend?” I asked.

Her answer was very direct.

She smiled and said, “Have fun.”


SCENE 13
Mommy Claire
 

Craig is a horny little boy who could easily be dominated through tease and denial and lust manipulation, but there was something more to him, another level that I intended to explore.


SCENE 14
Craig
 

I walked into Mommy Claire’s office, complete with examination table. She was seated behind a desk wearing a white lab coat. The first thing that struck me was how beautiful she was. In our previous meeting, with her clothes off, I never truly looked at her face. But now that I could see her, she wasn’t just attractive, she was gorgeous, and I let her know.

“You’re beautiful,” I said.

“Aw, that’s sweet,” she replied, “is the little boy horny for mommy sex?”

OMG! Did she just say that? I was confused. I looked at her, hoping she would help me out.

“It’s ok,” Mommy Claire assured me, “there won’t be any mommy sex. But if you’re really good I’ll let you play with your pee-pee.”

It wasn’t what I expected, especially after the previous day when she absolutely dominated my sex, but I was in her presence and excited to move forward, so I readily agreed.

“Great,” she replied, “do you have any questions before we get started?”

I thought about it and one question was in my head and I just couldn’t let it go. “The girl who brought me over, she said that you might make me her little brother, what does that mean?”

Mommy Claire laughed. “Alyssa has a tendency to get ahead of herself. She’s young with a one-track mind, if I made you her little brother you wouldn’t be a little boy, she’d make you her private fuck toy.”

The way she said it, as if we were talking about the most average and mundane topic, made me think she was being serious, and that if I was turned over to Alyssa, that I might be in for a rude awakening about the true nature of sex.


SCENE 15
Mommy Claire
 

Craig was naked, horny and sitting in a cold leather chair when I decided that his transition to adult baby was going to be one for the ages. There was something about him. Sure, he was horny, but his desire wasn’t rooted in his pee-pee. He wanted more.


SCENE 16
Craig
 

I followed Mommy Claire up the sweeping staircase and I liked the way my hand felt in hers. She was in control, guiding me where to go. When we reached the top of the stairs, she directed me into the first door on the right. It was a bedroom, with a four-poster bed, and that is where she let me know everything that was about to happen.

“Craig,” she said, “I love how horny and desperate your pee-pee makes you. I could literally make you do anything just with the promise of rubbing that little guy of yours. But I want to truly infantilize your brain. I don’t want it to just be about your orgasm, by the time I’m done I want you completely helpless. How does that sound?”

I answered her as directly as I could. “To be honest that wasn’t what I was expecting. Not that I didn’t like the baby play, I did, but I like when you rub my pee-pee too.”

She smiled. “I’m glad you communicated that,” she replied, “and I don’t usually say this, but since it is important to you, I will allow you to play with yourself while I am babying you. That way, if you get too excited you can self-manage.”

Again, it wasn’t what I wanted to hear, but I figured if it got that far I would deal with it then. Mommy Claire then led me into the bathroom where it immediately went that far.

No sooner were we inside the bathroom and Mommy Claire began to take off her clothes. That was a brand-new experience for me and I’ll admit I sat down in the empty tub, took my pee-pee in hand and stroked myself to bliss while Mommy Claire revealed more and more of her sexy body.

I had seen her before, so it wasn’t like I didn’t know what to expect, yet that did nothing to calm my desire. If anything, knowing the pot of gold at the end of her incredible rainbow made everything even more incredible. And then, when she bent over to grant me a heaping view of her hanging bosoms, I lost any semblance of control and ejaculated all over my stomach.

I didn’t mean to do it, but the way Mommy. Claire responded made me glad I did. “Aw, did little Craigie make spurts?” she asked.

She dropped the towel, the last item blocking my view of her wonderful body, and got on the floor next to the tub. With my eyes surveying every inch of her landscape, she scooped up my cum with her fingers, smeared the white sticky goo all over her breasts and proceeded to direct her sticky nipples toward my face.

I already told you how much I loved sucking at her breasts however that did not include my semen all over them. But as she brought her succulent bosom nearer and nearer to my face, I did the unexplainable, opening my jaw, allowing her cum soaked breast into my mouth.

My cum tasted salty but there was something about performing the submissive act that stimulated me immensely. I doubled down, sucking more of my seed from her skin, and with each overt act my excitement rose.

“You like having me in control,” Mommy Claire informed me. “That’s why it feels so good giving in.”

She was right. I absolutely loved having her in control, and that was after my orgasm, when my lust was sated but my desire, my desire was every bit as strong.


SCENE 17
Mommy Claire
 

Craig didn’t need a lot of prodding. He was zooming on the fast track towards adult baby land and I wasn’t even controlling his orgasm. He would have completed the journey on his own, but I had my own plan for his destination and how I intended to direct him to that end.


SCENE 18
Craig
 

Mommy Claire was very honest and open. At no point did she hide what she was doing. If anything, she let me know what to expect and then made me beg for it. The hardest part was when she told me that she wasn’t going to play with my pee-pee, but then she started taking off her clothes. Nothing else mattered once she was nude.

“Little Craigie,” Mommy Claire cooed, “you’ve already had your orgasm and are probably a little confused right now. That’s ok, it’s tough for a little boy to think when his pee-pee isn’t telling him what to do. So, listen to me, from now on I’ll tell you what to think and what to do.”

Those words were music to my ears. With each interaction with Mommy Claire, one thing became abundantly clear, when she was in control, I was happy. That didn’t change after my orgasm, that didn’t even change when she made me eat my own cum.

“Yes, mommy,” I said, “please infantilize me. I really want this.”

I’m not sure if she was waiting for me to say those words, but the moment I did, she lifted my lower body by the ankles and fit my asshole with a tiny plug. It fit snugly and began to vibrate when she pressed a button. My immediate reaction was to force it out, but when she stared hard into my eyes and asked me to keep it in place, I willingly obliged.

Anal stimulation can be very nice but a relentless buzz on your prostate has the ability to completely change your perspective on life. That intense feeling didn’t just stay in my ass, it began to travel and soon the magical buzz spread all over my body until I literally became a little boy, completely letting go, forgoing any and all ties to adulthood.

When Mommy Claire removed the plug from my ass a stream came out with it. I couldn’t control it, it just happened, but she seemed very pleased.

“Did you feel that?” she asked. “You just lost control of your bowels, soon you’ll forget how.”

Was that true? If so, it was pretty fucked up, but then her nipple found my cheek and shitting myself became secondary.

“Good boy,” she cooed. Her fingers found their way inside my hair and began to gently massage my scalp. While I got into the rhythm of nursing at her breast my body did the unthinkable, letting go of eighteen years of training.

I can’t truly describe what it feels like to lose control of your bowels. It isn’t a game, it’s real to the core and it makes you question if you will ever be able to hold it again. Mommy Claire did that to me, and for the first time I began to regret going down this path, but then she smothered me in her love and her warm caresses wiped away any and all fears. I may not have been able to control myself but I had Mommy Claire so nothing else mattered.


SCENE 19
Mommy Claire
 

Craig completely let go and I didn’t even have a diaper on him. His potty training skills had been properly regressed, it was time to bring the rest of him in on the infantilizing fun.


SCENE 20
Craig
 

I lost it and it was a mess. Fortunately, we were in the bathroom but that didn’t change the fact that I had forgotten how to control my bladder and my bowels. Would I ever get that back? That thought scared me, and I began to fight the moment, but then Alyssa’s words came back to me, “Have fun.”

Mommy Claire was going to have her way with me, there was no way I could stop her, that was clear, and if the result was going to be the same either way, I may as well enjoy the ride. Those were the rationalizing thoughts that caused me to change my approach.

The moment I gave in, the moment I really let go of all inhibition and truly bought into the experience, adult baby play became way more than just a game. It became my new way of life.

Mommy Claire shaved me bare, leaving a swath of smooth clean skin in her wake. I touched it, to see if it was real, and when I did, the feelings I thought were too overwhelming to handle increased tenfold. I couldn’t fight the draw of age play any longer, I needed to experience the wonder of the adult baby world and I was willing to give anything to get it.

“Please,” I whined.

“You’re almost ready,” Mommy Claire informed me, “the moment I get the diaper on, you’ll see.”

That may seem like an exaggeration, but the moment she sealed the Velcro strap in place, securing the diaper around my bottom, the feelings hit me. The fluids flowed from my body, the thoughts left my brain and the baby lifestyle became very very real.

Infantilism was no longer a choice. I may have wanted to play the role of Mommy Claire’s little boy in the beginning, but that decision was fast becoming history, the picture of my future growing clearer with each passing moment.


SCENE 21
Mommy Claire
 

Once you’ve broken his spirit the man he used to be is gone, forever. The former Craig was conquered, it was now time to rebuild.

There used to be a time when I would never relinquish control of one of my adult babies to another. It was against my core values. But I made the exception once, for a special circumstance, and then again, to help a friend, and soon I realized there could be great benefit in this form of delegation. I could still maintain dominance, provided I selected my charges properly, but with the added bandwidth of mommy help, I could expand my field of prey, increasing the number of new entrants to my fold.

Craig was at that point, where I could turn him over to someone else’s control. The only question? Who would be a good fit for the submissive and compliant little boy?

The alpha male, the traditional target for my adult baby games, requires a firm hand, dominant control to keep him in line. Craig was no alpha, and would need a more subtle skill set to meet his needs. I thought through the potential list of matches until I came to the perfect fit.


SCENE 22
Craig
 

Mommy Claire told me I would get input as to the selection of my new mommy but all I could think about was her, and how I didn’t want to lose time with Mommy Claire.

“You won’t lose me,” Mommy Claire explained. “This will allow you to still receive attention and be cared for, even in those moments where I have other obligations.”

Still, I wanted her, but then my mind went back to Alyssa, the cute blonde that guided me to the house, and I realized I could be quite content with her as my mommy.

As if she could read my every thought, Mommy Claire shot down that very notion.

“I know you’re thinking about Alyssa,” she said, “and I have no doubt you would have fun with her, she’s a beautiful young girl with a sexy little body. But I think if you look inside, and are completely honest with yourself, I think you’ll realize that you have needs, needs that go beyond that little pee-pee of yours.”

She was right of course, as difficult as it was to turn down an opportunity to have sex with Alyssa. That is exactly what I thought, right up until I met my other options.


SCENE 23
Mommy Claire
 

I have dominated men and turned them over to their wives. I took control of one young man and made him submissive to his step-mother, but Craig would be the first time I would be claiming a young man as my own and then relinquishing him to the command of another member of my flock. That is a unique distinction, akin to adult grand baby play.


SCENE 24
Craig
 

Mommy Claire gave me an address and told me what time to meet the first candidate for the role as my new mommy. It was a tall condominium building just outside of town with a doorman and a swanky decor. I was expected, so I went straight to the elevator and to the eleventh floor where Tina X was there waiting.

First impression, I didn’t like her.

Tina X was a slight woman, that wore baggy clothes, but there was something about the way she looked at me, like she was better than me. I was going to go through with the interview, because Mommy Claire asked me, but she and I were not a match.

Before I even got to her door, she pointed her finger at me and said, “Get inside little boy, it’s time to teach you a lesson.”

That scared me, and I was about to say something, but the moment I crossed the threshold she slammed the door and got very aggressive.

“Let’s see what we’re working with,” she said.

She pulled at my buckle and in no time my shorts and boxers were down around my ankles. I was about to yell at her when her fingers wrapped around my pee-pee and instantly everything changed.

Her fingers were silky soft and they glided over me in the most magical way. The shiver she created with that simple touch caused my whole body to quake and before I knew it I was prostate on the floor, helpless to the onslaught of stimulation that followed.

Tina X’s hands were everywhere, teasing nerve endings I didn’t know held such joy, bringing a heightened level of excitement that overwhelmed my little brain, and she didn’t stop, even when I begged for relief, even when I offered every ounce of my existence for her mercy.

The feelings were pleasurable but the dominating control was not. I may have liked what she was doing to my sex but not at the expense of my submission. I couldn’t grant a stranger that position, and yet when I tried to raise my voice in dissent, I struggled to make myself heard.

“Please,” I moaned, vacillating between enjoying the ride and fearing the destination. It was confusing to my mind and to my body and the longer she kept me in that precarious state the more overwhelming it became.

The stimulus on my pee-pee was intense, bringing me to the edge of bliss but not allowing me to indulge, and Tina X was relentless in the way she applied that delicious brand of torture. At first, I thought it was incredible, the feelings so pleasurable, but soon the helplessness became consuming, to the point I just wanted it to end, no matter the cost.

That’s when she pushed the moment another step further.

With my pee-pee pulsing in her hand and my body bucking in response to her ministrations, her free hand found my bottom and the tip of her finger circled my puckered hole before gently burrowing in. At first, the tip of that finger was intrusive but then, all at once, my insides began to melt, and the combination of her strokes on my pee-pee and her finger inside my asshole became the pinnacle experience of my life.

God how good that felt, and how easy it was to let those feelings take control.

I was moaning and groaning in delight when she finally shared her words of wisdom, letting me know the price for this form of dominance and control. Tina X slowed down her pace, to the point she was only using the tip of one finger to drive my desire. And yet that one finger still had my body brinking in ecstasy and my mind riding the edge.

And while that single finger controlled my existence, she leaned close to my face and said, “Craig, I want you as my submissive little boy, and when you come to live with me, I will tease and please your pee-pee like this every day. And as for the rest, it won’t be what you’re used to. You’ll have chores to do and I will continue to make you do things, to push your limits, just to prove that I can.”

Those words should have scared the shit out of me but all I could think about was that single finger and the way it was making me feel. I had never felt anything so incredible. She was completely controlling me with no effort whatsoever. And when she increased the stimulus, to not just include more fingers, but both hands, the pleasure became so intense I swear I saw God.

“Ungh,” I grunted as a wave of euphoria crashed over my body. My pee-pee began to shoot and spurt but it was the vibrating pulse that started at the base of my balls and ran straight up my spine that felt so incredible and made the entire experience so unbelievable. I had never felt anything like it. How did she do that? And how did she make it last so long?

It took a while to come down, my mind and my body both wrung out and twisted, thoroughly exhausted from the experience. I was altered by the time she was done. Tina X broke my spirit and recreated me in her own image. She was my new master, there was no doubt, my body and my mind were trapped in her control, and there was no way I could possibly do anything to disobey.

Fortunately, it wasn’t Tina X’s intention to keep me there, otherwise I never would have met any of the other mommies. Instead, she said goodbye, gave me a swat on the bottom and sent me on my way. It was a very interesting ride home, filled with a variety of new and interesting things to think about.


SCENE 25
Mommy Claire
 

Tina X and I go way back. She is not a mommy and does not appreciate the subtle nuance of the adult baby experience but she is an absolute master when it comes to controlling the male of the species. I owed her a favor and offered Craig as her reward, but more importantly I offered Craig an option, should he choose to pursue his lust in lieu of the adult baby world.


SCENE 26
Craig
 

OMG!

That is what I thought when Mommy Claire introduced me to Molly, the second potential match for the role as my dominant mommy. The blonde haired, blue eyed beauty was probably in her late twenties, maybe thirty, and she had the most amazing body accentuated by the low-cut tank top and high riding mini skirt she wore. Any little boy would be lucky as hell to have her as his mommy.

“Molly first came to me on a research assignment,” Mommy Claire explained. “She has been learning all about age regression, mostly from the baby side, but I think she’s ready for a little of her own.”

Molly walked over to me and sat on the floor, right at my feet. I could see down her shirt and while her bosoms were small in comparison to Mommy Claire’s, I thought they looked amazing. Then I looked in her blue eyes, and felt like I was floating on a cloud.

“Hi Craig,” she said in the sweetest, most soothing voice. “My name’s Mommy Molly. How are you today?”

She was absolutely beautiful. I couldn’t believe my good fortune. “I’m good,” I replied.

“Ooh,” she cooed. She placed her hand on my thigh and gave me a gentle squeeze. “I’m here to see if you might want to come home with me, as my little boy. Do you think you might like that?”

“Yes,” I answered.

“Good,” she replied. “To see if we will be a good fit, I need to ask you some questions, would that be alright?”

“Ok,” I agreed.

“Good. So, first, we need to see what kind of little boy you are. Can you tell me what you like most about age play?”

“I like the nursing,” I replied.

“Ooh, I like that too,” she said, “the intimate time with mommy.”

She was accepting of my answer so I decided to push forward. “And I also like the pee-pee play.”

“Tell me about your pee-pee,” she prodded.

“Mommy Claire rubs it,” I said, “and she makes it so I can’t think.”

“And you like that?”

“Oh, yes,” I agreed.

She slid her hand up my thigh and over my bulge. “Would it be ok if I see it?” she asked.

“Yes, Mommy Molly,” I responded.

Her delicate fingers undid my fly and pushed down my pants and underwear. My pee-pee sprang to life and she quickly wrapped her supple fingers around the shaft and began a gentle gliding motion.

“Do you like it when I do this?” she asked.

I nodded my head feverishly. The way her hand moved she had my orgasm approaching in no time. It felt incredible.

“If I understand correctly,” Mommy Molly said, “you like to be rubbed like this... is that right?

“Oh, God yes,” I groaned.

Then, out of nowhere, she pulled her hands away. “Well, I like well-behaved little boys,” she said, her tone different, severe, “and I limit this kind of reward for very special behavior. Are you a well-behaved little boy?”

Now there are all sorts of expressions that have been tossed my way to say that I’m not the sharpest tool in the shed, phrases like ‘just fell off the turnip truck’ and ‘last one to the feed stall’, but I learnt right quick just what Mommy Molly wanted.

“I’m a good boy,” I exclaimed, and just like that her hands were back on my thighs, inching up my skin. “I’m a good boy, I’ll do whatever you say,” I offered and she rewarded me by sliding her hand under my shorts and on to my pee-pee.

Mommy Molly was very good at pleasing my pee-pee. Several times it felt so good I began to hyperventilate, and she was right there to calm me, her fingers in my hair, her ample frame next to my body. It was nice being next to her and I considered what it might be like to be hers; to be Mommy Molly’s little boy.

The connection with Mommy Molly was intimate and real, it was easy getting lost in the moment, so lost that I forgot Mommy Claire was still there, that is until she interrupted.

“I don’t mean to spoil the fun,” she said, “but this is an interview, to see if the two of you would be compatible. What do you guys think?”

Mommy Molly removed her hands from inside my shorts and turned to face Mommy Claire. “I like him and if he is willing to be my good little boy then I will welcome him into my home.”

That was exciting to hear, I liked Mommy Molly, but before I could say so, Mommy Claire cut in, “Craig has a few more interviews to complete before he makes his decision. We’ll let you know.”

No sooner had Mommy Molly left the room than Mommy Claire began to share her wisdom. “Molly has never been a mommy before but I have no doubt she would take good care of you, she has been training a long time, however, Molly’s style is different than mine. She will reward your good behavior but she won’t dominate, that’s just not who she is.”

Those words were baseless at first, I didn’t understand the need to be controlled, I could only think about Mommy Molly’s reward. Fortunately, Mommy Claire was looking out for me, and wasn’t going to let me rush my decision.


SCENE 27
Mommy Claire
 

One thing I love about men is how silly and weak they get when their little pee-pees are excited. But as much as I love and exploit that weakness, I didn’t want Craig making a rushed decision based on his next orgasm, I wanted to connect him with the mommy that would best meet his needs.


SCENE 28
Craig
 

The next mommy to be interviewed was Alyssa and I couldn’t have been more excited. She entered the room and didn’t waste a moment of time. Instantly, she was on top of me, and seconds later my diaper was gone and my pee-pee was in her hands.

I had never experienced sexual intercourse before and Alyssa wiped away my virginity with one swift sweep of her leg and a plunging of her hips. It all happened so fast and yet I will remember every single moment, in exquisite detail, for as long as I live.

The connection was soft yet firm and the way she gilded over me was like silky smooth satin. But it was more than just the point of insertion, where my pee-pee was throbbing, it was every part of my being from head to toe. We were intertwined, in a glorious mound of pulsing flesh, and every moment that we stayed connected like that the more intense it became, until my eyes rolled to the back of my head and my connection with consciousness came into doubt.

It was amazing. Having Alyssa wrapped around me was the single greatest experience of my life. I had never felt anything so wonderful and I gladly let her know.

“Oh God, oh God,” I wailed. “Please mommy, I’ll do whatever you want.”

I didn’t last long, the stimulus, both mental and physical, too much for me to take. I didn’t know if I was allowed but the release came sooner than expected and I found myself pulsing and spurting bareback inside of her, our bodies locked in a human pretzel that made pulling out impractical if not impossible.

It all happened so fast; the rise, the build-up, the expectation and the release. I would have wanted to stretch it out if I could, to make it last, but the feelings overwhelmed my little pee-pee and I was spurting before I knew it.

I thanked Alyssa profusely, kissing her open-mouthed on the lips while expressing my gratitude. “Thank you. Thank you. Thank you.”

As much as I may have fulfilled my climax, Alyssa wasn’t finished. While I was coming down from the high, she was still humping away, grinding on me, continuing to satisfy her longing desires. I might have thought that we were coming to an end but as I watched her enthusiasm, and felt her lust, my own interest piqued once more.

It was amazing feeling my pee-pee grow inside of Alyssa. With each upward motion she squeezed her muscles, contracting around me, drawing more and more pleasure from my core, and with each delicious downward stroke she brought our bodies back together as one, fulfilling the carnal cycle. I loved the way it felt and gladly told her so.

“I love you!”

My first orgasm shot quickly, putting a decisive break in the middle of the glorious thrill ride, but now I was able to savor every moment, to indulge every inch of her flesh. Soon we settled into a rhythmic pulse, the strength of my rod filling the hole of her essence. In and out, in and out, our bodies pulling apart yet staying close together in a wonderful display of lust driven desire. We continued that erotic dance right up until she ground down on me one last time, squeezing tightly, releasing a flood of juices all over me and the floor.

“Ah!” Alyssa wailed.

As she completed her thrill ride, I took matters into my own hands, grabbing her tight little ass, pulling her close, and pressing my cock to and past her cervix. It was there, in the depths of her being, that my body grunted and my penis experienced the most incredible throbs, spasming uncontrollably, pulsing repeatedly and dispersing its seed deep inside her warm and welcome love nest.

“You see!” Mommy Claire exclaimed. “The two of you would make great incest buddies, but I just don’t see you as mommy and son.”

I didn’t know what to say. At first, Alyssa was overwhelming, but as my pee-pee began to stir, getting ready for round number three, I desperately wanted to play the role of incest buddy, or whatever else I needed to do to keep her in my life.


SCENE 29
Mommy Claire
 

Alyssa begged me for an opportunity to become a mommy, and despite my better judgment I gave her that chance. What followed was a horny fuck fest, driven by her insatiable desire. I had no doubt Craig enjoyed every moment, the smile on his face plastered for all to see, but we were no closer to finding his match, if anything, the way Alyssa drained his lust, we would need to wait another day before we would be able to continue the interview process.

I did have an ulterior motive in putting the two youngsters together. After his time with Tina X, I knew Craig was changed, influenced by the intensity of her brand of orgasm control. That is a very powerful force inside the workings of the susceptible male mind, and I needed Craig to know that there were options, other ways to satisfy the cravings that lie deep inside his head.


SCENE 30
Craig
 

First off, sex with Alyssa was amazing, better than I ever imagined, and second, while I loved every minute of it, I understood why Mommy Claire said she wasn’t a fit for my little boy needs. I only hoped that if I chose another mommy, that I would still get additional chances with my loving sister.

Just before the last interview was about to begin, Mommy Claire dropped some wisdom in my ear.

“Craig,” she said. “You’ve had a chance to interview three mommies so far. Women with completely different styles. Now you are about to start your last interview, and I want you to think about life as a little, not just being pleased on your pee-pee, but everything that you like about mommy play, the attention, the nursing, the changing. That’s how you’ll know the best mommy for you.”

It was difficult not to think with my pee-pee when everything seemed to revolve around the intense feelings coming from that area, but then I thought about my time with Mommy Claire, submitting to her control, suckling at her teat, and I realized there was so much that I loved about adult baby play.

Those thoughts were actively streaming through my head, when the most gorgeous woman walked through the door.

Alyssa is a sexy young girl, beautiful by all standards and measure. Mommy Molly is undoubtedly hot, very pretty face and sexy body. But what I saw when Mommy Kelly walked through the door rewrote everything I thought I knew about real beauty.

Mommy Kelly stood about five foot seven with bleach blonde hair, done in an updo fashion, polyester pants that clung snug to her shapely thighs and a white button down blouse that strained to maintain her more than ample bosoms. She was the American homemaker personified, right out of a 1950’s magazine, and I had never seen anything more beautiful in all my life. Right away, I wanted her to be my mommy.

“This must be Craig,” Mommy Kelly said when she first saw me.

I was sitting on the floor at the time and she came right over and got down next to me.

“Such a handsome young man,” she offered.

She placed her hand on my back. The contact felt nice, and then she slid her fingers up to my neck. That touch sent a tingle of excitement down my spine and a warm feeling coursing through my head. And when those fingers wound their way into my hair, gently massaging my scalp, I thought I had died and gone to heaven.

I closed my eyes, to fully enjoy the moment, and when I did the feelings escalated, making everything else disappear. There was something special about her touch, it made me feel welcome, it made me feel loved. I didn’t mean for it to happen but I began to purr, an involuntary response to the wonderful feelings she was creating in my body and in my mind.

Mommy Kelly pulled me close and allowed the full length of my body to rub up against hers. I don’t know if it was meant to get me aroused but it did. My penis started to grow and soon the intimacy and sensuality of the interaction became undeniable.

“I see your pee-pee getting hard,” Mommy Kelly cooed, “but I have to warn you, if I start to play, I become very controlling.”

I didn’t know what that meant and told her so. “I don’t understand,” I said. The words came out in baby talk, and I wasn’t even intending to regress at that moment.

She smiled, and when she did the lines around her eyes became more pronounced. I found a beauty there that was only eclipsed by her response.

“Craig,” she cooed, “I really like you and I’d like to make you my little.”

It was exactly what I wanted to hear, but then she spoke the words that made all of that so difficult to accept.

“I want to make you my little,” she explained, “but I already have a boy. If I’m going to bring you in, I’ll need to feminize you.”

She said that, and at that exact moment her hand slid under my shorts and onto my pee-pee. It was a gentle squeeze to start, followed by caressing strokes that quickly teased my excitement, bringing my lust to the surface. I liked the way it felt, and would have gladly told her so, but then Mommy Kelly presented me with a pair of frilly pink panties.

No way! This wasn’t really happening.

At first, I thought it was a joke and laughed at the notion, but then she continued those supple strokes, targeting all the right spots, until my eyes went cross. The feeling was amazing, adding to the intimacy and connection between us, and also making it impossible to stop her advances, which included a pair of frilly pink panties.


SCENE 31
Mommy Claire
 

I didn’t know that Kelly wanted a little girl when I introduced her to Craig, and by the time I realized what she was doing to him it was too late. She offered him exactly what he wanted and in his submissive state, feminization seemed like a fair trade.


SCENE 32
Craig
 

The soft feel of the fabric as she slid the panties up my legs was just the tip of the iceberg. Mommy Kelly wasn’t just looking to infantilize me, she wanted to take away my manhood. And as scary as that sounds, I had an even bigger concern; what would happen when I was no longer playing, what would happen when things turned real?

“It will become easier with each passing day,” Mommy Kelly informed me. “After a while you won’t need to act, it will come naturally.”

That’s what I was afraid of, and I would have told her so, but in addition to the sexy feel of the soft pink fabric sliding over my hips, she was still keeping my orgasm at the brink, only willing to release it at the moment of her choosing. I was hoping she would make that decision quickly however by all measure she seemed to be drawing out the experience, breaking down what little defenses I had left.

I couldn’t allow it to happen, as much as I wanted to be babied, feminization was too much to give. I needed to defend my manhood, I needed to keep some semblance of dignity.

It was then, while my body was pulsing and my mind was desperate for relief, that she escalated the situation. While I struggled to hold on to my masculinity, Mommy Kelly presented me with her bare breast.

I already told you how much I loved the nursing experience and that was doubly true with the ultra-motherly Mommy Kelly. The moment I felt the softness of her skin against mine I was instantly soothed, and when her nipple grazed my cheek, I instinctively suckled it into my mouth.

Once again, I was on the fast track to heaven.

I suckled, I nursed, I became one with the little inside of me, savoring the connection between me and my loving mommy. The feeling was perfect bliss but I don’t think that description does it justice. I didn’t regress in the moment, I soared to new heights. My spirit flew to the heavens and I realized something very special about myself, and about how I was meant to live.

It was then, as my mind truly realized the distinct power Mommy Kelly possessed over me, that she placed the last nail in my coffin. With her breast formed perfectly in my mouth and her nipple between my lips, her fingers increased their manipulation inside the panties, driving my lust to the pinnacle of desire. I knew what she was doing, forcing me to lose control of my orgasm inside of the frilly pink panties, and in effect, compelling me to accept a new reality going forward. But as much as I may have known and understood what she was doing, I was powerless to stop it, the pleasure emanating from my genital region way too much to resist.

The point of holding out was done, any strength I may have possessed washed away with each delicious stroke, and when she looked into my eyes, and told me what to expect, my limits were stretched to the brink one more time.

“Give in to mommy,” she cooed, “you’re going to love being my good little girl.”

The words struck my ear. I needed to stop what was happening, I needed to put an end to these games. Those were the thoughts streaming through my head but I was powerless to do anything about them as she increased the stimulus on my pee-pee once more, teaching me the true meaning of power and control.

My body began to buck wildly, my hips jerked and plunged, my mind got lost in a swirl of delicious ecstasy. The feelings were so intense everything else swooned away. I needed to cum, I needed to bring some level of sanity back to my addled brain, and yet the decision wasn’t mine, it belonged to Mommy Kelly.

It is in those odd moments of life that you truly learn who you are and what you are made of. I tried to hold out, but the lure of Mommy Kelly’s love was too much to resist.

The orgasm spurted from the tip of my pee-pee and filled the soft fabric of the panties. That loss of self-control was accompanied by a long guttural groan that vibrated to my very core, letting loose any remaining elements of my manhood; rendering me submissive to whatever fortunes Mommy Kelly held for my future.

I don’t think I ever verbally agreed to be feminized, but my actions made it clear that I was going to obey Mommy Kelly, whatever she asked, whatever she wanted.


EPILOGUE
Mommy Claire
 

In today’s society, sex is common and virginity rare. That is why I place such a high value on the young men who reach the age of maturity with their innocence still intact. In fact, one might say, these harbingers of faith represent the holy grail of the adult baby game; the opportunity to maintain and preserve for all time, the innocence of youth.

I always try to have fun in life and the seduction and coercion of Craig was a very pleasant distraction. True, he did not pose much of a challenge, freely handing over all control at the first sign of sensual stimulus, but what he did possess was uniquely his own, and in many ways just as valuable.

For more Mommy Claire fun check out:

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles I

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles II

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles III

-          Tricked Into Diapers

-          Seduce, Dominate, Diaper

-          Grounded with a Twist

-          Mommy’s First Adult Baby

-          #HimToo: Correcting His Point of View

-          Sorority Baby

-          Taming the Ultra Male

-          Frenemies

-          Billionaire Alpha Baby

-          Snowflake Baby

OEBPS/image_rsrcHN.jpg
TOO
MUCH
TO

UWettr Love,
Mommy Clacre

RESIST





