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PROLOGUE

Mommy Claire

The request from my friend was unlike any that had come before. Laura wanted me to dominate and control her husband and the moment the offer was on the table, I wanted to say yes.

There’s something very special about our friend’s partners. From the moment we meet them they’re off limits but that doesn’t mean we don’t want to tease and play. Tom was a different sort altogether; a horny one, always fixated on my breasts, desperately searching for something more, but in the category of just out of reach. It was going to be a pleasure taking advantage of him, and teaching him a valuable lesson in the process.


SCENE 1

Mommy Claire

A very dear friend of mine, a pledge sister from my college sorority, recently sent me a letter. We had gotten together not too long before and I assumed it was a thank you, a follow up or some other formality. Laura was just that type of woman.

What I found when I opened that standard #9 envelope rewrote my understanding of the holy bonds of matrimony; and the limits to personal friendship.

Dear Claire,

It was so nice seeing you during the reunion weekend. Any time we get together is nice but this visit was particularly special. I hope you felt that way too.

I am writing now with two purposes, the first of which is to ask your advice and the second is to ask for a favor.

The counsel I seek is specific to your area of expertise, the exchange of power in a relationship. After sharing the details of our latest escapade with my husband, he has become very desirous of his own experience. He would like to be dominated, rendered submissive the way you controlled me.

He’s my husband and I want to grant him this wish but is it possible for me to see him crumble and submit and still hold an image of stability in my head? He’s my rock, my daddy, as much as I want him to have what his heart desires, I don’t want to lose the strong partner I have grown to love.

I guess, in a way, I’ve already answered my first question, about whether I could see him that way, which brings me to my second, the favor I would like to request.

You are one of my oldest and dearest friends and I wouldn’t ask if I didn’t think you were up to the task. Would it be possible and would you consider, dominating my husband? Would you give him the experience he desires in a private setting, away from me?

I know this is a lot to ask and I patiently and optimistically await your reply.

Your Sister,

Laura


SCENE 2

Mommy Claire

It was a conundrum.

The truth was, I could easily dominate Laura’s husband. I had met him before, I saw the way he looked at me, I saw the way he allowed me and my influence to slip into his brain, to the places that could easily control his actions.

I never would, out of respect for my sorority sister, but here she was asking, and he was very easy prey. Yes, the seduction would be simple, even as a married man, but Laura’s request went deeper, creating the all-important question inside my head.

Could I dominate my friend’s husband in such a way, that he could still remain strong with her, even after crumbling at my hand? At first, it didn’t seem possible, but then I started to think about the possibilities, conjuring the path to success.

There were issues, I knew that, but the potential reward was great, causing me to consider all of my options.

Would Laura really be ok with me having that intimate access with her beau? Would she be jealous after all was said and done?

The more I rationalized that it was her request, her idea, the more I realized I could actually do it and that everyone would be better off for the experience.

As quickly as I could, I penned my reply, sending my response via email, ensuring timely delivery of the message:

Hey Sister,

In receipt of your note. I can do it if that is what you want. You’ve seen and experienced what I can do. If you’re sure you’re ok with it, we can set something up.

Your Sister,

Claire

If this worked, her whole request would be the Genesis of a brilliant new idea, not only could I give him the experience he desired, I could send my friend’s husband back a new and improved version of himself.


SCENE 3

Tom

My wife has a friend from college who is crazy hot. I don’t mean you look at her and think, wow, she’s attractive, I mean she steps into your line of sight and you forget your own name. Claire isn’t just the woman with the awesome look, the beautiful face and the incredible body, she’s the ultimate femme fatale.

On more than one occasion, my wife has shared tales of the intimate times she and Claire had back in college, when they crossed the line in the privacy of the sorority house walls. Those stories of sexual experimentation were fascinating, the kind to arouse and excite, but the moment I met Claire in person they took on a completely new scope and frame.

After meeting the wonder of Claire James in the flesh, all of those stories took on new meaning. She was neither myth nor fictional character. If anything, my wife may have undersold the strength, confidence and power that exuded from every pore of her very dominant friend.


SCENE 4

Mommy Claire

I agreed to Laura’s request but I wasn’t taking the responsibility lightly. She was a dear friend and she had expectations, first that I would give her husband a domination experience and second that I would return him whole, as good or better than I found him.

I had no doubts about my ability to seduce, dominate and control, those things I had been doing my entire life. However, doing so without damaging the fragile male ego that lie beneath, that was going to truly challenge my credentials.

As I sat looking out the window, waiting for Tom to arrive, that old familiar tingle returned. It was subtle but it was there, signaling another new beginning, the unearthing of my deepest carnal needs.

The prelude to my hunting games was upon me, soon to be followed by the pursuit of my ultimate desire.


SCENE 5

Tom

I kissed my wife on Friday morning before heading to the airport and my trip to Las Vegas, Nevada. I was visiting my wife’s friend, Claire, for a very special weekend.

It was a birthday gift, a generous offering from my wife to experience alone time with her friend. I know what you’re thinking, what kind of wife arranges a thing like that? But it gets even better, not only would Claire and I be alone, but her intent was to sensually dominate me, to let me see inside the stories my wife could only share with words.

I was nervous, excited and scared all at once but more than anything I wanted to know, to see and experience how the other half lived.

It didn’t take long for the weekend to begin, there was a limo driver waiting for me at baggage claim, but the real fireworks went off when I stepped into the back of the limousine to find Claire waiting on my arrival.

“You don’t know how lucky you are,” she said the moment I slipped into the back of the car. She patted the seat next to her, welcoming me in.

I didn’t need to be told. Looking at Claire and knowing what was about to happen was all the proof I would ever need.

“Actually, I do,” I replied. “My wife is the greatest woman on the planet.”


SCENE 6

Mommy Claire

I’ll admit, my mind teetered back and forth on what to make of this entire arrangement. On one hand, I wanted to do it for Laura, my friend, but on the other hand it felt weird, like I was crossing a line.

To his credit, Tom started things off well, demonstrating the right attitude of appreciation and respect for his wife the moment we got together. If he hadn’t, things might have gone an entirely different way.

We made small talk on the ride, about the flight, about the weather. It was just to fill the time. It wasn’t like we were strangers, we had met before, but this was the first time we were alone and there was definitely an air of uncertainty between us.

I decided to address the elephant in the room.

“Tom,” I said, “there’s no need to put on an act. I’ve known you want me from the first moment we met and now, this weekend, you’re going to get to experience what I’m all about. It’s going to blow your mind and please your cock, maybe not in that order, and when I’m done, you’re going to be a submissive little boy who can’t think or act without my direction. Do you understand?”

His wide eyes and broad grin let me know he understood and also confirmed that I would have no trouble separating this man from everything that gave him strength.


SCENE 7

Tom

“Do you understand?” she asked.

To say I was shocked at how direct and forthright Claire was would be an understatement. She was always bold and confident but this was a whole new level. She put everything on the line and the truth was, she was one hundred percent accurate with every part of her statement.

Even with that seemingly simple conversation, I felt the change between us, the dynamic shift in power. Already she had the upper hand and I didn’t see that changing anytime soon.

The limo pulled up in front of a mammoth estate outside of Las Vegas and we climbed the steep steps to the front door of Claire’s home. As I took each step, Claire walked behind me and it was then that I first felt it, her hand on the back of my thigh, the gentle squeeze, the movement up to my buttocks, and the way her finger nestled gently between my cheeks, finding a welcome home at my anus.

In an instant, she was where no one had ever been before and the tingle of excitement that followed let me know this was only the first of many new feelings I would be experiencing during this weekend.

The house was palatial, and when we stepped across the threshold and I saw the sweeping staircase that led to the second floor, I felt like I was taken back, to a different place and time.

“Welcome to my home,” Claire offered nonchalantly, “I’ll give you a tour later, but for now let’s get set up in my office. We can start there.”

I didn’t know how you ‘start’ a weekend like ours, the get to know you in the back of the limo and walking up the steps was probably the beginning, but she had more to share and the moment the office door was closed she started to explain.

“There’s really no point mincing words,” Claire said, “you came here to be dominated and I have every intent of giving you that experience.”

Without asking a question or letting me know what she was about to do, she turned my body toward her and began to undo the buttons of my shirt. At first, I tried to help her but when she slapped my hands away, I let her have her way.

The disrobing had begun.

If I had known how incredible being undressed by Claire would be, I never would have lifted a finger. The moment she descended upon me I felt the temperature in the room rise. It wasn’t just her nearness, the closeness of her white-hot flame, it was the confidence she exuded with every step, making it clear from word one exactly who was in charge.

I had no intention of challenging her authority and yet the instant she undid the top button of my shirt, there was no doubt as to who was in charge.

Button by button my shirt came undone but it was the gentle touches from her supple fingers that told the true story. The slightest glide up the backs of my biceps started the tingle but it was every touch that followed that created the relentless flow. That subtle skate up the back of my neck and into my hair, massaging my scalp only to provide the gentlest squeeze at the base of my skull, one that made my entire body feel relaxed.

From there her delicate touch skated everywhere, finding sensitive spots on my skin with each removal of clothing. I might have been unnerved by my wife’s friend removing my pants but the moment her perfectly manicured nails skated up the backs of my thighs, I lost all frame of reference and focused solely on my breathing, which had grown ragged and unsure.

I’m not sure how she managed to make me hyperventilate but I can tell you that her calm words in my ear instantly pacified my mood. As talented as she was at driving my excitement, she was just as adept at soothing the wild beast that resided at my core.

All the time Claire was caressing my skin, finding my erogenous zones, she was simultaneously removing my clothes, and by the time I was down to just my socks and underwear, a distinct change had taken place between us.

Claire was my wife’s friend, and we had agreed to a weekend of sensual seduction, and while I was obviously excited to experience such an event with this sexy woman, I couldn’t deny a certain fear of the ramifications, the long-term effects of this type of power exchange.

Could I indulge these lust-filled relations and remain committed to my wife? Would such a carnal interaction forever taint my perception of sex and what it means to give and receive pleasure?

Those questions and more inundated my brain, causing me to think many wild and crazy thoughts, but the moment Claire laid it all on the line, offering me an opportunity to escape, I realized I was way past the point of no return.


SCENE 7

Mommy Claire

The initial disrobing allowed me to find every one of Tom’s sensitive spots, revealed by his involuntary heaves and gasps every time my fingers stimulated a new zone. He didn’t realize the valuable information he was just giving away, focused solely on the arousal building from my targeted touch.

I played for a while, driving the moment, building his desire, and when I was confident the pleasure pulses surging through his body were enough to consume his mind, I fed him the words to aid his journey.

“You want this,” I cooed in his ear as my fingers continued to dance and play. “You’ve made that clear, by the way your eyes linger on my curves, the way your mind drinks me in.”

My nails skating ever so lightly over his skin had every hair standing on end, and I continued to drip my thoughts into his ear, driving his excitement from within.

“You want me to dominate you, to take control,” I added, “but that isn’t how I work. Now that you are here it’s important that you understand, I will take all that you freely give, your strength, your control, but there is no exchange of power until we define your limits, and then together we step over that line.”

I continued my massaging rubs and he allowed me to roam, offering no resistance to my ever-growing command.

Tom moaned and groaned in response to my touch, savoring the feel, allowing those pleasure pulses to consume every waking thought. There was no doubt he was a willing participant, freely indulging every pulse and throb, and that provided ample opportunity for what I wanted to accomplish.

I gave him fair warning, and he said he understood, but those were just words. He was too caught up in my heavenly touch to say or think anything else, and that was just how I wanted him.


SCENE 8

Tom

Being undressed by my wife’s sexy friend was surreal. First off, I had admired her for a long time. Ever since my wife and I first got intimate I heard the tales from their days at the sorority house. Those were enough to get any man aroused but the combination of Claire’s look and Laura’s erotic stories had my mind on edge, and when Claire removed the last of my clothes, my boxer briefs, and then directed me to get up on the examination table in her office, I knew my experience was about to leave planet earth and enter all new territory.

Claire’s tantalizing touch while she removed my clothes was incredible but I soon found out that her skills went way beyond a simple seduction. The way her hands caressed my skin, building the blood flow, driving the excitement, was only the beginning, the moment she shifted, taking position between my legs, the real fireworks began.

The first touch of her manicured nail down the front of my dick sent an excited shiver up my spine but it was the way she wrapped her silky fingers around my shaft and began a gentle up and down glide that really got my attention.

“Oh, God!” I groaned uncontrollably.

The physical feel was much more intense than I had anticipated and, in an instant, my entire world was off balance.

From the base of my shaft to the ridge of my head Claire slid her hand up and down, gliding ever so light but grinding at just the right spots to create the friction I needed to perpetuate my arousal. It was amazing and I felt the oxygen leave my lungs as a result.

Claire was highly skilled, using her thumb to press against the sensitive spots on the front of my shaft, putting forth very little effort but providing just enough stimulus to create relentless waves of ecstasy pulsing through my core.

It didn’t take long for the excitement to pique. My breathing went erratic and my hips began a subtle grind, in time with her fabulous strokes. I couldn’t stop my physical reaction, my body on autopilot, and I allowed her free reign over my actions, gliding along with her blissful rubs.

It was all so incredible, making my body feel awesome and my head grow light. In all of the stories my wife had shared about the dominance of her friend, I had always assumed there was a level of myth to the tales, but as I succumbed to Claire’s amazing power on the exam table that day, I realized my wife may have undersold the effects.


SCENE 9

Mommy Claire

I probably didn’t need to tease Tom as long as I did but I wanted to be certain. He was about to be pushed beyond anything he had ever agreed to before and I needed to know it would work, that he wouldn’t have the strength to resist.

The way he crumbled under my touch was a great sign, as were his uncontrollable gasps and huffs. Tom’s body was fully indulgent in the bliss, and as long as that was the case, there was nothing his mind could do to stop the force that was about to overwhelm his life.


SCENE 10

Tom

I’ll admit, the way Claire made my dick feel, I was ready to obey her every command. It felt so incredible, not just in my loins, my balls throbbing, my penis pulsing, but also in my brain, my mind floating on a cloud with the euphoria from her fabulous rubs. And while I was in that glorious state, she began to drip ideas into my brain, suggestions on how I was to think and act.

“Such a good little boy,” Claire cooed, “tell mommy how much you like to give in.”

They were strange words, suggesting an idea that had never truly crossed my mind, and yet I found myself nodding along, happy to go along as long as the heavenly bliss continued.

She went on, “You like having your pee-pee teased,” she said, “that’s because deep down inside you want me in control, you know that’s how it should be.”

The way my body felt, pulsing in euphoria, floating on a cloud, I couldn’t dispute her assertion, and the more those thoughts wound their way into my highly susceptible brain, the less they seemed like suggestions and the more they seemed like statements of fact.

It was then that I realized that it didn’t matter what she asked, I needed those blissful feelings to continue, however just as I was about to tell her that, she pushed the moment forward, introducing me to another fun element of her games.

I was about to reveal my truth, to tell Claire that I loved her touch and would do anything to keep those feelings alive, when I felt the most amazing thing.

One moment my mind was focused on admitting my weakness and the next thing I knew I felt it, that little protrusion dragging ever so gently across my cheek. My conscious brain didn’t understand it at first but something deep inside knew right away. Before my mind could register or think, my neck snapped to attention, turning my head and my mouth, succinctly gathering her in.

If Claire had asked me to suckle at her breast, I would have gladly complied but my reaction to her efforts was purely instinctual, a natural response to her overwhelming stimulus, and as I got lost in that suckling connection, I realized she was operating at an entirely different level, one I could not comprehend.

I would have gladly agreed to each and every step of Claire’s seduction but at no point did I ever get the chance. She was always one step ahead of me, driving my bodily actions before my mind could catch up.


SCENE 11

Mommy Claire

When I undressed Tom, I was actively seeking and identifying all of his hidden zones, the sensitive spots that would be the key to separating him from any sense of control.

When I stroked his cock, I wanted him to see the pleasure that lie in wait for the obedient little boy who obeyed mommy’s command, the one who accepted that I could grant even more pleasure than he could give himself.

And when I fed him my breast, I wanted him to feel the connection, that special bond between mommy and son, the one that signaled a deeper level of bliss.

Now that the initial stages were complete it was time to push things forward, to realize Tom’s full potential as a submissive little boy.


SCENE 12

Tom

Claire continued to massage and play while introducing me to the subtle beauty of nursing. It was an incredible bond, the softness of her skin, the comfort of her touch. I will never forget how I felt in that moment, consumed by every pleasurable thought zooming through my elated brain.

I never even noticed the diaper, until it was wrapped around my bottom and Claire was helping me down from her table, inviting me and my glassy eyed existence to the next stage of her seduction.

It all happened so quickly, the way she took control; and I was happy to be an active participant, witnessing it all firsthand.

While Claire assisted my dazed and confused self from the table and out of her office, she whispered some very interesting words in my ear, words that probably would have broken my brain an hour earlier but in that moment fit the situation perfectly.

“I think it’s time you start calling me mommy,” she said, and when I looked in her eyes, the connection I felt let me know there was so much more we were about to experience.

“Yes, mommy,” I agreed and the mere act of obedience made me feel all warm inside.

The words slipped through my lips much more easily than I ever could have expected, and while I wasn’t sure if it was the submission or the infantilism that triggered the interest in my head, I was quite certain I would be testing the waters to find out.

Mommy Claire led me from her office and up the sweeping staircase to the second floor of her home. I followed dutifully, fully content with whatever direction she chose to lead.

There were many different rooms on the second floor but she took me into the first one, a guest bedroom with fancy furniture and a four-poster bed. I could have marveled at the fine antiques but the moment we were inside, Mommy Claire was on my, quickly removing my diaper, separating me from the only piece of clothing on my body.

I wasn’t embarrassed, I didn’t try to resist. Ever since my wife had spoken of the seduction at Claire’s hand, I wanted to experience it, and this was my time. Once my dick was free, all I could think about was her touch and I shifted towards her, hoping to get that attention.

“Look at your little pee-pee,” Mommy Claire cooed in a soothing tone and then descended upon me. Before I knew it, her hand was on my dick, gently squeezing my shaft, sending a bolt of blood to my nether region.

This is what I had been waiting for and I sucked in my breath, bracing myself for more.

The way her fingers tickled and teased made my erection grow, exciting my body, but the words she whispered in my ear made it clear that she was not impressed.

“Your little pee-pee is getting harder,” she said, “that means you like when mommy does this. You like when mommy rubs your little pee-pee.”

I didn’t like her calling my dick a little pee-pee but she didn’t stop, and before I knew it, those words started to take effect. I started to see myself that way. Mommy thought my pee-pee was small, like a little boy, how could I argue?

I was just coming to grips with those strange and powerful feelings when Mommy Claire pushed the moment forward once again.

“What do you say we take that little pee-pee of yours and give you a bath?” she asked.

Obviously, the thought of a bath with my gorgeous mommy was exciting and a pulse surged through that little pee-pee of mine, causing my breath to heave and my eyes to lose focus. I couldn’t stop the way my little pee-pee responded and that had me seriously questioning just how deep these thoughts ran.

Mommy was quick to notice.

“It looks like someone is excited for bath time,” Mommy explained. “Look at how excited your little pee-pee is.”

She gave my pee-pee a few extra rubs as she led me into the bathroom and helped me into the tub. There was definitely something about her mental wordplay. At first, her reference to my little pee-pee was demoralizing, but the more she said it, the more I came to acceptance, to the point I actually liked hearing her say the words.

I didn’t know what that was but there was no doubt that by the time I was sitting in the tub, ready for my bath, I wanted Mommy Claire to have full control over both me and my little pee-pee, no matter what I had to do to make that happen.

Fortunately, our minds were thinking in lockstep, and she was about to escalate things between us, in a very real and rapid way.


SCENE 13

Mommy Claire

The first few hours of our time together were sure to set the tone for our entire weekend. In that time, I managed to separate Tom from his clothes, tease his desire, introduce him to time at my teat and dress him in a diaper. To say things were progressing nicely would be an understatement.

Now, it was time to push things even further, so Tom’s thoughts would no longer be his own, and I could manipulate him anyway I pleased.

For that journey I intended to increase the pleasure while simultaneously removing any element of control.


SCENE 14

Tom

In all honesty, the moment my wife made the arrangements for my weekend with Claire, I fantasized about when I might see her in the nude, and let me tell you, my fantasies didn’t come anywhere near the reality of that heavenly event.

Mommy Claire had me naked in her tub, my mind fixated on how little my pee-pee was and what it would take to get her to touch it again, when it began. It was as those thoughts were swimming in my head that she began to disrobe.

Watching a gorgeous woman remove her clothes is like a naughty vision, a forbidden temptation that yields a highly tantalizing reward. But when the woman knows how to draw out the moment, to use her assets to tempt and tease every step of the way, it has the power to truly transform, to become a transcendent experience.

Let me tell you, Mommy Claire knew how to extend the moment.

The first few buttons of her blouse set the tone, creating the image in my head. Her clothes were coming off, the time was near.

And while the unbuttoning revealed a bit of her chest, a dipping view of her wonderful cleavage, she stopped short of the big reveal, leaving my mind to wonder, moving to the button and zipper of her pants.

Undoing the button of her pants and pushing down the zipper had the opportunity to arouse but it was the way she pushed the fabric over her shapely hips that caused my heart to race. She was perfection personified and every inch of her frame coming into view, reinforced that notion.

One by one the articles of her clothing came off and little by little more of her flesh was revealed. Oh, how I wanted to touch, to feel that silky smooth skin, but that was not to be, and as I stretched and strained my neck, trying to take more and more of her in, she introduced a new element to her erotic strip tease.

Mommy had just turned her back, revealing her full shape from behind, and as she undid the clasp of her bra, allowing the article to drop to the floor, I thought for certain I was about to be treated to the luscious view of her magnificent breasts, my life’s big wish finally fulfilled. But just as her hips signaled the turn, bringing her body in alignment with mine, she introduced something new, another level of tease.

The towel came out of nowhere.

Just as I thought I was about to be treated to the vision of heaven on earth, a big plush towel was blocking my view. To say I was disappointed would be an understatement but Mommy Claire wasn’t done, and when she continued her slow and erotic reveal, I moved to the edge of the tub, ready to drink her all in.

It was then, as she turned to the left and dipped the towel low, allowing me a fleeting glimpse of her bare shoulder and partially exposed breast, that I felt like I might be crossing a line. My wife had arranged a seductive experience but here I was completely driven by the arousal, carnal lust consuming my every thought?

Would my wife be ok with this? I wasn’t sure but then Mommy Claire dipped her towel even further and I couldn’t take my eyes off the incredible visual. Immediately, I started to play with myself, only to be scolded for my boyish indiscretion.

“Did you ever see your mommy naked when you were growing up?” Mommy Claire asked.

Sheepishly, I admitted that I had.

“And did you do that when you watched?” she asked.

Instantly, I was aware of the subtext and pulled my hand away.

“It’s ok,” she assured me. “You’re just a little boy with a little pee-pee. You can’t help yourself.”

Just as I was forced to accept her statement, about how I was little when it came to my sexual experience, and obviously my pee-pee was small too, when she dropped her towel and moved to the edge of the tub, ready to step inside.

My jaw dropped at the beautiful sight, the incredible vision of her, and even though I knew it was wrong, I couldn’t help it, I began to stroke my little pee-pee as mommy climbed into the tub.

I wanted her so bad and I would have gladly told her so but she had something to say before I could, and what she shared completely blew me away.

“You think you’re excited now,” she offered with a devilish smile, “but I’m going to make it so you’re really out of control.”


SCENE 15

Mommy Claire

I had Tom right where I wanted him; horny, desperate, and with nowhere else to turn.

It was the perfect trifecta and the telltale sign that he was ready to move on to the next stage of his transition.

It may seem simple that a man can’t think straight when his body is blooming in pre-orgasmic bliss, but what isn’t so cut and dry is how to use that helplessness to drive his actions; to effect real and lasting change.


SCENE 16

Tom

The moment Mommy Claire climbed into the tub my mind went wild. I’ll admit, I wanted to have sex, but I can also admit that there were many things I wanted to do with my sexy mommy.

Unfortunately, the decision on how things would proceed were not up to me and Mommy Claire had a different vision for how things should advance.

“You’re such a good little boy,” Mommy Claire cooed as she lathered her hands with soap and began to wash my skin. “You didn’t show any independence like a man. You just gave in, very submissive.”

She continued to caress with her soapy hands, adding more words that at first seemed gentle and kind but actually chipped away at my confidence and self-esteem.

“When you first came here, I was worried that you might try to dominate me, show me what it means to be a real a man, but you didn’t have any resistance at all,” she offered.

When I first arrived, I was excited to submit, but now I began to think that I may have missed out on an opportunity. That perhaps if I had asserted myself that I might have been able to take Claire for myself. That thought was pervasive but it proved to be fleeting as she introduced her next words.

“Can you imagine how things might have gone?” she asked. “We could have spent the whole weekend with you in charge? What would you have done to mommy if you had her all helpless?”

All at once, the idea surged in my head. Could it be? As much as I wanted a sensual domination experience, I couldn’t resist the thought of having Claire and that incredible body submissive to me.

For more than a moment that thought tickled my fancy and as the thought built up, so did my confidence, until I found myself preparing to make the move, to seize the moment and claim Claire as my own.

The idea was there, fully formed in my head, and as I steeled my nerves to make it happen, Claire wrapped her supple fingers around my shaft, pressed her thumb against my frenulum, and with three rapid strokes, sent my brain back to the real world.

One. Two. Three.

Three quick rubs and all the blood that was driving my thoughts left my brain and went straight to my pee-pee, to join in the fun. Instantly, any independence I thought I had was completely pacified, three more rubs and all I could make out was mommy’s gentle giggle and her words of wisdom as they whispered in my ear.

“You didn’t think a little boy like you, with a little pee-pee like this, could really take control of mommy, did you?”

In that moment, I realized the folly of my way. I was too small a boy and my pee-pee much too little to ever stand a chance against a woman as dominant as Mommy Claire.


SCENE 17

Mommy Claire

I’ll admit, I baited Tom into trying to stand up for himself. The truth is, he gave in too easily. I knew he wanted the seduction experience but somewhere along the line he needed to resist, to show some semblance of independent thought. It was imperative that he reveal his backbone if I was going to break his bad habits and create a new version to send back to my friend.

One way or another, I was going to win out, I was doing it for Laura, but it was going to be so much more enjoyable if I could find his hard limits first, so I could savor the experience of watching him question every boundary as I conquered his power and claimed him as mine.


SCENE 18

Tom

The mental dynamic in the tub shifted things between Mommy Claire and I and I have to admit, it had me confused.

Prior to our time in the bathroom, things were highly sexual, the rubbing, the teasing, and yet with the move to the tub, the relation took a distinct change, veering from the erotic into the maternal.

All at once, she truly assumed a motherly role, and every time my excitement rose, she immediately tied the experience to my little pee-pee and how much it was driven by my desire for mommy. I have to admit; it was very powerful imagery, and before I knew it, it began to take root, to the point where I felt the little boy inside of me yearning to connect with his mommy.

The Oedipal feelings were very real and very strong. I didn’t just want her, I needed her, and that insatiable yearn absolutely consumed me. I was so lost in those feelings I couldn’t even form a response when she pressed the moment forward.

“A little boy with a little pee-pee shouldn’t have all of this unsightly hair,” she explained. “Do you want mommy to help?”

I didn’t know what she meant but I was in no condition to dispute anything she might have to say and so I nodded my head and while my mind tried to contemplate just what was happening, my life took a drastic turn.

From a physical perspective, the shaving that followed was a simple removal of my genital hair, but the mental implications ran much much deeper. The intimacy of her touch, the sharpness of her blade so close to my skin, elicited feelings of submission in my mind that went way beyond anything I had ever felt before but it was that silky smooth feel when she was done, the one that immediately took my mind back to an earlier time, that set the wheels in motion.

In all of my discussions with my wife, we spoke about the sensual seduction and the disconnect from the real world as a result of Claire’s physical bliss, but at no point in time did we delve into the mental implications, the pervasive feelings of weakness that went along with relinquishing control. Those emotions were much more powerful than I ever could have expected, and impacted my mind in a way I was not prepared to accept.

All at once, I felt the need to resist, but the combination of the super soft skin of my freshly shaven loins and the gentle rubs of mommy’s supple fingers, placed my brain on an irreversible path, and if all that wasn’t enough to truly break my mind, she pushed things even further with her very next words.

“It’s time to beg,” she informed me, her fingers playing their magical tune upon my pee-pee as she dripped her instructions down my ear. “Beg me to turn you little, tell me how much you want to be my precious little girl.”

The word hit me hard and the instant it did, I tried to resist, I really did, but with each continuing rub it became more and more difficult, until I felt myself slipping, unable to stop.

Why was I so helpless? How was she able to control my muscles with that blissful touch? And more importantly, why did the pleasure get even better as my mind considered her request?

What she was asking for was so over the top, so impossible, and yet I wanted the reward for giving in. I rationalized that they were just words, but deep down inside I knew when I succumbed to her will that there was so much more taking place in the exchange.

It may have been a monumental step but somehow, I made it with ease, my body and my mind both wanting to make the trip.

“Please can I be your good little girl?” I blurted.

The words came out and I must admit, I felt broken the moment they crossed my lips. In all of my previous interactions with Claire, I indulged for my own reasons, my own desires, but she literally coerced me into saying the words, controlled by my own lust, and that revelation had me all sorts of scared, truly understanding that Claire’s control over me wasn’t just an erotic game. It was very real.

That sentiment became crystal clear with her very next words.

“You’re mine now,” she cooed, her eyes locked on mine, her words driving my thoughts, “and right now I could make you do anything I want.”

Her fingers continued to slide up and down my shaft, tickling, teasing, keeping my mind and my body on edge. It felt so good and even though I should have been concerned by what she was saying, my only thoughts were on that heavenly touch.

While I was consumed in bliss, she slid into a position of even greater power and control.

“Tell me your social security number,” she said.

It was very personal information, the kind I was taught never to share, and yet my brain answered her question without a moment’s pause. She did the same with my credit card information, yielding all of my secrets with no effort at all. It was scary how little control I possessed while her fingers played their tune and she was quick to point it out.

“I could drain your bank account,” she offered, “or make you dance like a trained monkey, but instead I’m only going to ask for one thing in exchange for all of this bliss.”

The feeling was incredible and the fact that she only wanted one thing was amazing. I needed to know what it was, so I could grant mommy’s wish.

“What is it? What do you want?” I asked.

“From now on your life’s mission is to service Laura,” she replied, “every need, no matter how big or small. Become her perfect husband in every way and I will be your mommy forever.”

“Yes, yes,” I agreed, happy for the opportunity, grateful for the chance.

What followed was the most amazing minutes of my life, Mommy Claire tickling and teasing my existence, sending my arousal to the moon and back. She kept me at the brink, sharing her message about my little pee-pee, and how I was meant to be the perfect husband. She dripped those ideas into my subconscious thought, until they took up permanent residence, becoming the core of my beliefs.

Mommy was locked on my eyes as she presented me with one final challenge.

“If you can hold out a little while longer, I’ll let you spend the rest of the weekend as my precious baby boy, would you like that?”

Of course, I said yes, there was nothing I wanted more, but then she showed me just why it would be so hard to comply.

While I tried to settle my excitement, to calm my arousal, Mommy Claire pushed the moment forward, sending my lust into overdrive.

The first couple of rubs felt good, long slow strokes that targeted all the right spots, but then she accelerated her motion and any sense of control I thought I had was quickly lost. Mommy was rubbing my pee-pee with her delicate fingers, stroking, massaging, and then her free hand found the back of my thigh; a tantalizing glance that sent a tingling surge straight up my spine. I didn’t mean to react but I couldn’t stop my bodily response, and once my back went stiff and my muscles froze, she seized on the moment to slip two fingers between my cheeks while picking up the pace on my hardened rod.

The way mommy rubbed my pee-pee was insane but it was the tickling presence of her fingers at my anus that sent my mind a whirl. She was right there, where no one else could go, and yet I liked having her there, the way the tip of her finger tickled ever so gently, showing me the wonders that lie hidden within the depths of my body.

I was supposed to hold out, mommy kept telling me so, and yet the combination of her heavenly strokes on my shaft and her burrowing finger at my rosebud, had my body blooming in a pleasure I could not control.

“Don’t you dare cum,” Mommy instructed, her fingers still plying my body with heavenly bliss.

I knew what she was saying but there was just no way to hold out. I wanted to indulge, to feel the full climax of these long teasing games. My body needed to release in the worst way and the moment my mind accepted that fact, there was no holding back.

The moment it became too much my balls burst and a thick rope of semen raced up my shaft and spouted from the tip.

“Argh!” I grunted, every ounce of energy leaving my body at the same time as my cum.

My lungs heaved. My body bucked. I thought I was spent but Mommy Claire’s teasing fingers coaxed several more healthy spurts from my balls, coating my stomach with a healthy glob of sperm. It was all so satisfying physically and yet mentally I wasn’t sure what it all meant.

Mommy looked down at me with an angelic smile and said, “You weren’t supposed to cum but I’m glad you did, now there are no limits to what I can make you do.”

They were the last words she spoke before I drifted off to sleep but they were extremely impactful. The truth was, she finally allowed me to realize my desperately needed climax and I was grateful, and yet I couldn’t help but be worried about what I had given up in exchange.

What exactly did she mean by no limits?


SCENE 19

Mommy Claire

Watching my little submissive drift off to a deep and peaceful sleep was very satisfying. We had come a long way on our first day, separating him from his power, introducing him to the joys of giving in. There was still more to accomplish but we were off to a great start.

My objective with Tom wasn’t just to strip him of his strength and take control of his mind, I wanted to produce a highly motivated little boy on the other end. That goal would be achieved through a lot of mental manipulation and mind games, but at its core there had to be something more, the ample reward at the end of the long journey.

At his core, every man is driven by his desire for sex. Tom was no different, and now that he knew the answer to that long held question, it was only a matter of time before I could use that need to truly modify his behavior.


SCENE 20

Tom

When I awoke in the morning, I was a changed person.

I could tell you that her words rang deep, that her message hit home, but the truth was I didn’t just hear mommy’s words the night before, they became my reason for existence. The moment she coerced me into begging to be a little girl, I realized that these games of power exchange were very real and I would be wise to heed their call.

The little girl imagery mommy planted in my mind blew me away. The way she made me beg for something so absurd was surreal. But then my mind drifted to her other demands, and I realized there was much more at stake than just being feminized.

Mommy Claire had given me intense pleasure, greater than I had ever known, and what she wanted in return was for me to be the perfect husband. All at once, I felt this insatiable need to get home to Laura, my wife, so I could begin to earn my next reward.

Somehow, Mommy Claire knew exactly what was going through my mind.

“I know you want to serve Laura,” she said, “so you can earn your next reward. And that’s good, but we still have more training, more for you to learn before you’re ready.”

The night before I had revealed my most personal of information; my social security number, my credit card info, and I begged to be turned into a little girl, I couldn’t imagine what additional training there could be.

Fortunately, the decision wasn’t up to me and what Mommy Claire felt I needed, was a whole lot more attention.

In a flash, she was on me, using her supple fingers to fondle and caress my skin. I liked the way her touch skated ever so lightly, creating a tantalizing feel.

The initial contact was nice but I wanted more and I let her know.

“Please, mommy,” I cried, squirming beneath her touch.

In an instant, her rubs became much more targeted, narrowing to the most sensitive spots on my body; the backs of my thighs, under my balls, the front of my shaft. The stimulus took my breath away, tiny little pulses of ecstasy shooting up my spine with each little rub.

Mommy Claire knew exactly where I liked to be touched, and the more I said the words, begging her to turn me into a good little girl, the more she teased and pleased those zones, until my heart began to race and my eyes lost focus on the real world.

Without a second thought, I shifted into a horizontal state, giving in to the moment, all pretense about what was happening between us completely gone. My body wanted to indulge and my mind was willing to give whatever it would take to get there.

“Please!” I whined again. “Please, make me your good little girl!”

I repeated the words as well as the sentiment from the night before and slipped deeper and deeper under her control in the process, and as I neared the gates of heaven, the blissful in between, I allowed her to gaze deep into my eyes, assuming her rightful place inside my mind.

It was an incredible way to start the day and when she spoke her next words, I was very ready to hear.

“At home, you are Laura’s loving and dominant husband,” she cooed, “and here you will be my submissive little girl. Do you understand?”

A week earlier, hell, a day earlier, and that statement would have seemed so strange and yet in that moment it was everything I wanted to hear. I don’t know if I actually verbalized my response but both of us knew what we wanted to happen next.

Mommy Claire didn’t just reward my submission, she showed me what it means to indulge in her world.

For several minutes she stroked and played, building my arousal, driving my lust. At times, I thought I might cum, but her control was certain and my will power weak. I would have given in, to profess my submission, but she made it clear that my orgasm belonged to her and she was more interested in the tease.

The massaging continued and there came a point where the intensity became too much. I couldn’t take any more. I needed to cum and I let her know, in no uncertain terms, that I might break if I didn’t get relief.

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

The look on her face and the gleam in her eye let me know that she wasn’t quite done, that I would need to endure. It was mind altering and I swear, I gave up all pretense in that moment, accepting Claire as my mommy and master.

“Please mommy! Please!”

I’m not sure if it was my outright begging or the complete collapse of my mental state, but Mommy Claire finally took pity on me, pushing me to the inevitable end.

The final tickle that sent me over the edge blew my mind. The eruption in my loins was quick to follow, and the way the energy zoomed up my shaft, spurting into the light of day, sent my mind whirling and my breath a gasp. A full body shiver consumed me as repeated pulses surged at my core, sending ropes of semen from my testicles and on to my stomach and chest. The distance I shot was impressive but not near as much as the pure volume, a quart of sperm discharged from my spent body and lying in a pool on my skin.

At the moment of climax and through every satisfying throb, Mommy Claire held my gaze, staring deep into my eyes as I experienced the most amazing orgasm, letting me know she was the one to grant me such bliss.

It was an epic eruption, one that satisfied me deep within and I couldn’t stop the torrential flow of ‘thank you’s’ that flowed forth from my lips as a result.


SCENE 21

Mommy Claire

I have dominated many men in my lifetime so I have witnessed the moment of capitulation as well as the instant of epiphany many many times. It is different with every individual but there are some things that always hold true, and it is those similarities that stimulate my arousal deep down inside.

Tom’s resistance was broken. He didn’t have a lot to begin with, but once I found his line in the sand, it was an absolute treat forcing him to cross it again and again. I did that through overwhelming sensual stimulus, the kind that made him question just what he valued most in the world.

In the end, Tom, like all men, prioritized the pleasure pulses in his penis, above everything else, even at the expense of his mental submission.

That was Tom’s moment of capitulation but there was still more to his journey. The conquering is fun, and I have savored that moment many times, but the entire experience is brought to the pinnacle when the subject moves past resistance altogether, and begins to pursue my wants in fulfillment of his own needs.

Tom was on the precipice of that moment and I was so excited to witness the epiphany.


SCENE 22

Tom

Mommy Claire gave me another bath and it was amazing how quickly I became comfortable with her touch. It wasn’t just my pee-pee, which I loved, but she was free to touch me anywhere and that was a totally new experience for my mind. My sphincter and my anus were revelations on the list as were several other spots on my body; my armpits, my belly button.

By the time the bath was done and mommy helped me from the tub, I must admit I felt drained, my strength gone, my mind weak. There was no doubt she was more powerful than I and as she dried me with her big plush towel, I let that feeling seep in.

I had asked for a domination experience and while there were parts I liked, the removal of power through sensual stimulation, there was no doubt the end result was much more pervasive than I ever could have expected. It wasn’t easy to reconcile in my head.

The feeling of Mommy’s hands still on me was incredible. I had had an orgasm, so I wasn’t horny, and yet I distinctly savored every touch, as if it was integral to my existence.

Normally, after coming, I would just want to shut off, but somehow with mommy I felt myself leaning in, like I wanted her touch, like I needed to feel the connection, and when she led me from the bathroom and told me what was going to happen next, I didn’t even mind.

“We’re going to play dress up,” she announced, “you the submissive little and me the controlling mommy. How does that sound?”

You might think that after my orgasm that her mental hold over me would be broken but for some reason it wasn’t. I wanted more from Mommy Claire than just attention on my pee-pee and the moment I realized that, I acknowledged something very special about our arrangement.

I allowed her to proceed with her dress-up games.

Of course, I wanted to experience more of the sensual seduction, that was amazing after all, but when I told my wife I wanted to experience everything, I truly meant it. Every event with Mommy Claire sounded incredible and I wanted it all.

Once I was dry, I followed her into the bedroom and laid myself in the center of the bed, just like she asked, and I offered no resistance as she doused my newly shaved genitals with powder and wrapped me in a diaper. I was her good little boy and I felt a tingle inside at the notion, and that tingle might have stayed a subtle feeling but for her very next words.


SCENE 23

Mommy Claire

I had Laura’s husband exactly where I wanted him. His first orgasm for the day was done, an epic release that drained all of his energy, and he was in that blissful post-orgasmic state, too relaxed to move, too sated to care.

It was time to take him into the rabbit hole and find out where he would go.


SCENE 24

Tom

At first, I thought I misheard, but then she presented me with the outfit and I knew it was real.

I could tell you I didn’t have the strength to resist, and there would be a lot of truth to that, I truly was spent, but if I’m being totally honest, she had just given me an incredible bath and even more incredible orgasm, the last thing I wanted to do was upset her, and so I agreed to her request.

The dressing that followed, and the words she used while doing it, deeply affected my brain, but not near as much as the first look in the mirror once I was all primped and preened.


SCENE 25

Mommy Claire

Tom’s body was broken, as was his mind, it was time to build him back up, to mold and shape him into the husband my friend deserved.

“While you are at home,” I said in his ear, “your reason for being is to service Laura, whatever will make her happy. Fail that and you have no future with mommy but succeed and I will bring you back, to receive many more rewards.”

The message was clear and I have no doubt that Tom received it, but there was more to his evolution, so as I dressed my prey for the next stage of the journey, I spoke the words to ensure the path.

“Little Thomasina,” I cooed, “you are such a good little girl and every time you come back, I’m going make sure Little Thomasina gets all of my attention. I’ll tickle and tease, fondle and caress, and make sure you’re the happiest little girl on the planet.”

The first couple of times I said the name, Little Thomasina, I could see the twinge on her face. She resisted the notion, the sound odd on her ear, but over time it would lessen, until acceptance of the name, along with the femininity it implied, would become second nature. And while I said those words, introducing her mind to the pending turn, I was actively bringing her outside appearance in line with that expectation.

My subject was willing to be turned little in exchange for the physical bliss and that open mindedness made it difficult to stop as the feminization was introduced, and as I slipped more and more of those suggestive thoughts into his highly receptive subconscious, the more the feeling took root, until I capped off the experience by presenting a mirror, and a look at the physical manifestation of the mental journey.


SCENE 26

Little Thomasina

Mommy Claire stood me up and straightened my outfit, making sure everything was in line, and then she turned my body, so I could look at myself in the mirror. What I saw in that look shocked me to my core. It was a dress, from head to toe, and I was overwhelmed by the vision.

I’m not sure why, but I got worked up at the sight, and I shifted behind mommy’s leg, to block the view. It was extremely impactful but once I got over the initial shock, I peeked out again, to see if what I saw was real, and the little girl staring back at me told me that it was.

“It’s ok, little girl,” Mommy cooed, “you don’t have to be shy. You can come out and look at yourself.”

Reluctantly, I did as I was told and couldn’t believe what happened to my thinking in the process. I had agreed to be infantilized, in fact I had outwardly asked for it, but turning me into a little girl? I wasn’t prepared for that, and was ready to object, when Mommy Claire put everything on the line.

“Is my precious little princess ready for more attention?” she asked, “because I have an entire day of fun activities planned for the good little girl who does as she’s told.”

There it was, my moment of decision. My wife told me that her friend Claire was controlling, and I wanted to experience that command, but it appeared if I wanted to peek behind the curtain into her world then I was going to have to pay a price, one much bigger than I ever could have imagined.


SCENE 27

Mommy Claire

Little Thomasina’s response couldn’t have been better if I had scripted it myself. Yes, I forced the situation through physical stimulation and mental manipulation but you never truly know how someone is going to respond until the moment of truth is upon them.

You might be wondering how things proceeded with Little Thomasina after that but once I saw that look in her eye there was never a doubt in my mind. She may have been able to resist the temptation before I showed what awaited her submission, but now that the information was out there, it would take more than heaven and earth could produce to keep her from going back to that place.


SCENE 28

Little Thomasina

I allowed Mommy Claire to remove my dress and put me in a giant pink onesie and then a fluffy set of pajamas that made me look like a giant bunny. It was silly, and infantile, but it added to the role and I happily went along.

Yes, it was ridiculous but no one else was there so I offered no objection, happy for our intimate time to continue.

Just like the loving caregiver she was, Mommy Claire proceeded to wash my face and brush my teeth, tending to my needs before getting me ready for the next stage of my development.

It was a separate nursery down the hall, an entire room dedicated to the adult baby experience, and I marveled at the oversized furniture and specific amenities that made up the environment. It was an adult baby world and that image played in my head, or at least added immensely to the one Mommy Claire had so deftly created.

The feeding that followed was an eye-opening experience, not just in being fed a diet of mashed and puréed foods, but also the bond I felt with mommy in the exchange, a truly nurturing connection.

I’m not sure what was in the mixture but I hadn’t even finished the small portions and already I began to feel tired. Fortunately, there was an extra large crib right nearby, with very soft sheets and a comfy mattress, and when Mommy Claire presented me with the bed and invited me to take a nap, she didn’t need to ask twice, the events of the day enough to have the peace of sleep calling my name.


SCENE 29

Mommy Claire

Putting your little one down for a nap is just as relieving for me as it is for any other mother. Sure, you’ll watch over your little one with a mindful eye, but there is a certain peace and serenity in knowing your charge is safe in bed.

My plan was coming along nicely. Not only had I welcomed my new guest, but the initial stages of the conversion process had already taken place, the more impactful events soon on our horizon.

In a short while, the effects would take hold and Little Thomasina would find out what it truly means to be submissive in Mommy Claire’s world.


SCENE 30

Little Thomasina

Ever since I turned a certain age, I have to get up in the middle of the night to pee. It’s annoying really but I’ve come to accept it.

At home, in my normal life, that means staggering to the bathroom in the dark and relieving myself. Being in a strange place with a strange pair of pajamas on my body, that activity took on a whole new meaning.

I awoke to that familiar feeling in my bladder and did what I always do, rolling from bed and staggering towards the door. My first acknowledgment that something was off was the solid wall that greeted my next step. I was in unfamiliar territory, without the benefit of memory or light.

For more than a moment, I stumbled in the dark. I felt the walls, trying to find an opening, but to no avail. I literally circled the room but all I found was solid walls, one after another. That couldn’t be and yet when I did it again, I was treated to the same results, my room had no entry or exit.

As improbable as that sounded it was my reality but it didn’t change the pressure that was growing in my bladder. That was very real and pushing me towards an uncomfortable future. I wasn’t sure what was happening but if I couldn’t escape from the room, I could at least separate myself from my clothing, and that is what I thought, at first, until I couldn’t find an entrance, or exit, for the confounded pajamas that were wrapped around my person.

What was going on?

It didn’t help that there was no light, the entire room darkened to pitch, but even then I would have expected that my wandering fingers would find some crack or crevice, a way to separate me from the confining clothes. The predicament was difficult but it quickly changed to dire when the pressure in my body reached the breaking point.

I needed to go and it was going up happen whether I wanted to or not.

In my last ditch effort, I banged on the walls, pleading for help.

“Claire!” I called. “Are you out there? I really need to go and I can’t find the door.”

The response I received came out of nowhere and it was difficult to understand.

“Be a good little girl and go back to bed,” the voice called.

I’m not sure why, but my initial reaction was to defend my manhood however I couldn’t bring myself to say the words and when she repeated her statement, I felt the futility in trying to resist.

Her words came again only this time they were delivered with more force, with authority.

“Be a good little girl and get back in bed. Mommy will change your diaper after your nap.”

Obviously, the moment the meaning of her words resonated in my head it felt like my mind had erupted. She was making it clear, in no uncertain terms, that a trip to the bathroom was not in my future. I would be soiling myself and it was time to come to grips with that reality.

Despite every rational part of my brain telling me otherwise, I found my way back to the crib, feeling my way in the dark. Once I was there, I laid down on the mattress and set my mind to the problem at hand.

I needed to get out of that room however with no door to exit and no light to see, my options were severely limited. Then, the thought of peeing in the diaper presented itself as the only logical choice.

The truth was, once my prostate swelled, working up a stream was difficult in the best of circumstances, but when I tried to overcome years of potty training, I found the task to be impossible. For the longest time I laid in the crib, thinking I should be able to tinkle and pee, but it wasn’t until I stood up, pretending to be standing at a urinal, that I was finally able to let myself go.

The first little bit, my initial piddle, dribbled from my pee hole and sat in the diaper, swarming around the head of my pee-pee. It felt odd at first, but when it began to recede into the absorption of the diaper, the feeling tickled my sensitivities, like someone was gently rubbing the head of my penis, and I found myself enjoying the experience.

Once that flow was gone, I tinkled a little more, to see if the experience was real, and it happened again although I have to admit, the second time didn’t excite me near as much as the first. Still, I had to get the remaining urine out of my bladder, so little by little I emptied by body and filled the diaper, enjoying that pleasant little tickle each and every time.

It was a unique experience but above all proved one indisputable thing; Mommy Claire was in charge and there was nothing I could do about that.


SCENE 31

Mommy Claire

In order to provide Laura with a submissive and dutiful husband, it was imperative that I not only strip him of his strength, but also separate him from who he used to be, bad habits and all.

Little Thomasina would need to be rebuilt anew, but before that could happen, he first needed to be freed from everything that made him who he used to be.


SCENE 32

Little Thomasina

Once I finished peeing, I got to experience the weight and discomfort of a saggy diaper, and that would be bad by itself, but inside a fully sealed pair of pajamas it was deep cause for concern. The feel was debilitating, accentuated by the impending moment when the absorbency of the diaper would give out and the entire mess would spread uncontrollably.

I lay in the dark, fearful of that moment.

Should I cry? Should I call out? I remained silent, unsure what to do, fearful of making a mistake.

Eventually, Mommy Claire came in to help me but not until I was forced to come to grips with my regression. I’d tell you it was demoralizing but there was something else, something that played with my mind at a much deeper level. Not only did mommy treat me little, but everything was from the feminine perspective.

“Such a good little girl, she cooed. “Who’s a precious princess?”

Her actions were loving, tending to my needs, but her words felt personal, teasing, cutting through my insecurities, forcing me to accept and acknowledge my little girl status. And if all that wasn’t enough to challenge my way of thinking, she teased and pleased my excitement once again, giving my pee-pee a really good rubbing before stunting my arousal before it was complete, shutting down my excitement and then wrapping me in a diaper.

The way she denied my need at that exact moment, truly demonstrated her control but then she dressed me in a new outfit, a fresh clean onesie, a fancy new dress, and a pink bow in my hair and all at once, the power between us was fully accentuated, leaving no doubt as to who was in command.

When all was said and done, I was very horny, I was very confused, and I was led out of the nursery wearing a frilly new dress to continue my day.


SCENE 33

Mommy Claire

The first part of Little Thomasina’s journey was all about showing her the bliss, the reward for her submission. Now that the seed had been planted it was time to move forward, to begin her training.

The time was upon us to teach Little Thomasina just what awaited her performance at home and what she would need to do to make those dreams a reality.


SCENE 34

Little Thomasina

Mommy Claire gave me a tour of the house and the grounds and I must admit, it was an impressive estate. I probably would have been able to appreciate everything even more but she had me dolled up in little girl attire, and I couldn’t help feeling self-conscious with everyone we met.

She introduced me as Thomasina, and no one seemed to look twice at my outfit or my diaper, but I was fully aware and the longer it went on, the more I started to notice it wasn’t just me.

Everyone was little in Mommy Claire’s world and just like on the playground growing up, it was clear that even in the little world, there are some of us who submit and others who are large and in charge.

Fortunately, those that were in charge had organized some games by the pool, and when mommy encouraged me to go out and play, I found that everyone was very welcoming, treating me very nicely albeit as a little girl.

Kelly, an older mom type with bleach blonde hair and a vibrant personality seemed to be in charge. She was dressed as a little, diaper, dress and all, but the way she barked out commands made it clear everyone was ready to follow her lead.

“Everyone get in a circle,” Kelly instructed, “we have a new little girl and we need to make introductions.”

Kelly took me by the hand and led me to a place in the circle, next to a very fit woman.

“This is Linda,” Kelly offered, “she can show you around.”

Linda turned to face me. “Oh, sorry,” she said, “Tyler was taking off his shirt and I wanted to watch.”

She directed my attention to a guy by the pool, a guy wearing nothing but a diaper but my eyes weren’t focused on what wasn’t there but instead on what was.

Tyler was ripped, muscular from head to toe, and if my outfit wasn’t already making me feel feminine, his appearance certainly would have emasculated me in a very deep and meaningful way.

It was interesting the way Linda spoke, treating me like a little girl, sharing insights, gossiping about the boys. I actually felt a shift in my brain as a result, a distinct transition from the old me.

We played for a while and I got to meet several of the other littles; Cairo, Alyssa, Mark, and it actually felt comfortable. That feeling remained, right up until Kelly, our group leader, got back in front of the group, to introduce the next game of fun.


SCENE 35

Mommy Claire

Thomasina was on a one-way trip to submission and I was happy to be her guide.

Soon, she would be faced with a life changing decision, the kind that would dictate her path going forward, and I intended to make sure she was helpless when that time came, so that her journey would lead straight into my controlling arms.


SCENE 36

Little Thomasina

We swam. We played games by the pool. We even had a barbecue with hot dogs, hamburgers and corn on the cob. But it wasn’t until Tyler flirted with me, that I realized how all of these activities were affecting my mind. Not only was I flattered by Tyler’s attention, but I actually found him attractive, his well-defined physique as well as his natural charming.

It was all so interesting and fun, and then, after the meal, as the sun began to set, Kelly, our leader, announced a new game.

“Settle down everyone,” Kelly called, “it’s time for the ABC game.”

I didn’t know that game and said as much.

“I’m not familiar with that game,” I offered.

Linda, my pretty friend with the muscular physique, was quick to explain.

“It’s a simple game really,” she said, “it’s designed to find the horniest little girl.”

As crazy as this is going to sound, Kelly directed all the guys to line up on one side and the girls on the other and I didn’t even hesitate getting in the girl’s line. All day long everyone kept referring to me as a little girl and over time it just sank in.

The true name of the game was Abs, Butt and Cock and it was a succession game, with each girl needing to go longer and do more with her partner than the girl before her. It seemed pretty basic and then we drew numbers to determine who would go first.

I drew number four out of the hat, which at first, I thought was good, because I wouldn’t have to go first, but in the end turned out to be a challenge, as I would need to outdo three girls before me.

There was a twist added at the last moment, with each guy being blindfolded and then challenged to guess which girl was his partner.

All the guys took their positions, lined up next to the pool, bathing suits and diapers gone, covers over their eyes.

The game was set to begin.

Mommy Claire drew ticket number one and she approached her partner, Mark, a guy not much older than me. He had an average looking body but a very large dick. Don’t get me wrong, he was attractive and all, but standing near Tyler and his cut physique, there was no doubt I got the better draw.

Mommy Claire drew close to Mark but didn’t make contact. Instead, she used a combination of heavy breathing and slight pecks to stimulate his abs. It was tame by my expectations and she followed with a very similar routine, blowing on his body before gently kissing his butt. I thought she would do the same with his penis but when she blew on it, it grew, and when it rose, she kissed the head, a succulent kiss that included the fleshy part of her lips.

Everyone cheered at the popping sound as Mommy Claire’s lips pulled from his scepter, the sign that contestant number one had completed her routine.

It was an exciting start to this erotic game and when contestant number two stepped forward, the muscular and beautiful Linda, and approached her partner, the real fireworks began.

Bull, the recipient of Linda’s advances, was a very large man but that didn’t stop Linda from swarming his stomach with kisses before moving around to his butt to give more of the same. She wasn’t shy about giving her attention and when she swung back around to his penis and engulfed the head in her mouth, I felt the temperature in the room rise as well as the bar of this game of challenge.

Linda’s fellatio certainly pushed the bar higher, setting a more difficult challenge for the next contestant, Kelly.

Kelly was definitely one of the leaders among this age play group and when she approached her partner, I could tell she didn’t have any inhibitions holding her back. Kelly was likely to go all out.

Her partner, Cairo, was already erect and sporting a healthy eight inches. Her assault on his abs, a hungry collection of open-mouthed kisses, did nothing to lessen his arousal, nor did her exploration of his ass, kissing both cheeks before narrowing to the center, grazing his sphincter with the very tip of her tongue.

It was all so over the top and then she slid around his hip to his hardened cock, where she proceeded to drag her open lips back and forth across the head of his penis, causing it to glimmer in the light.

The entire scene was so hot, leaving it up to me as to how I would take it to the next level.


SCENE 37

Mommy Claire

It was a huge step, not only did Thomasina spend the day as a pretty little girl but now she was faced with an even bigger challenge, to indulge the world of sexual exploration from the feminine point of view.

It was the jump you cannot unleap, and while I knew Thomasina would take the chance, the reward too great to resist, I wanted to make sure she would be ok on the other end, my ultimate goal still yet to be reached.

“I know it’s a big step,” I whispered in her ear, “but after this, no one will be able to say you’re not a submissive little girl. You will have proven yourself.”


SCENE 38

Little Thomasina

All day I was a little girl and all day long the whispers around the party were about whoever would be the lucky one, to land Tyler and his incredible body. Somehow, those thoughts combined with the inherent peer pressure of the moment, had me preparing to do the unthinkable.

It was time for contestant number four to play the game and that was me.

I can’t deny my nerves were a jumbled mess as I approached the blindfolded Tyler but that doesn’t mean I wasn’t every bit as impressed with his buff bod. His body was hairless and his physique sculpted but that was just the beginning. His skin was tan and soft with firm muscles and defined edges. I kissed his stomach but I had to do more, so one moment turned into two until I found that his skin was soft against my lips and I didn’t mind.

A little exploration went much easier than I expected and soon a little became a lot until I earned the praise of the onlookers.

Everyone cheered at my effort and when I pulled away, I realized had gone further than everyone before me, just as the game required.

I turned my attention to Tyler’s buttocks next and while the muscles were firm and the skin soft, I found it a much more difficult challenge. Kelly had flirted with Cairo’s anus; I think she may have even grazed his sphincter with her tongue, how was I going to top that?

I kissed Tyler’s butt, more than once, and moved closer to his hole, but as I drew near, I couldn’t do it, backing away, kissing the cheek several more times before pulling back altogether. The response I received was mixed, a few people clapped but the resounding reaction was that of disappointment. I hadn’t fulfilled the requirement, Kelly’s advance on Cairo was more advanced than mine.

I tried to ignore the feelings welling in my brain but knew I would need to step things up if I was going to satisfy the crowd. I wasn’t sure how I was going to do that and then I was presented with Tyler’s penis and the entire situation became very real.


SCENE 39

Mommy Claire

Thomasina would have submitted as a baby boy. In fact, he agreed to as much before he ever even arrived at my door. But the ultimate test wasn’t getting him to do what he wanted, it was coercing him to cross the lines he swore he would never cross.

The moment of truth was in front of us. Now it was time to see just how submissive he really was.


SCENE 40

Little Thomasina

The dick was large, larger than mine, and hairless, but it was the perfect symmetry that had me fixated. Is there such a thing as a perfect penis? I wasn’t sure, but as I looked at Tyler’s I thought if there was, his fit the bill.

You’d probably think that the first touch is the hardest but for me the curiosity just took over and I found myself nibbling at first, providing gentle kisses to the head, before opening my lips and drawing more of the shape into my mouth.

Before I knew it, I was doing it, sucking on the head, and as more and more of the ridge slid between my lips, I found myself enjoying the feel, the softness of the skin magic to touch.

It was the first dick I had ever had in my mouth but it felt so natural, filling the void as if it had been meant for that spot, and as I suckled and slurped, I got lost in the moment, transcending to a new time and place.

In an instant, I was no longer thinking about the game or the clock, solely intent on the experience, the glorious penis sliding in and out of my mouth.

For more than a moment I forgot about everything else, making love to Tyler’s beautiful penis like any good little girl would, and when I finally realized what I was doing, and sheepishly backed away, I was greeted by an overwhelming amount of applause.

The reaction was more of a shock than anything else. Not just the applause, one by one each person came up to me, letting me know that I definitely was the horniest little girl of the day.

It was both the best of situations and the worst.

It all left me highly confused.

While I was sucking on Tyler’s dick, proving what a good little girl I was, I had to pee really bad. I’m not sure why but I didn’t even bother asking if I could use the bathroom. Perhaps a part of me already knew the answer, but deep down inside I think I really wanted to tinkle in my diaper, to show once and for all that I really was ready to let it all go.

The piddle that flowed from my pee-pee came easier than the first time and when I finally managed to let it all go, filling the diaper, I actually felt a level of accomplishment. I was progressing down the adult baby path; in ways I never could have predicted.

It made for an interesting day and shortly thereafter, Mommy Claire had me say good night to all my new friends, to retire to her quarters for the end of our day.


SCENE 41

Mommy Claire

In our time together, Laura’s husband had successfully transitioned from horny husband to obedient submissive. Now, it was time to reward his submission with some positive reinforcement as well as some much-needed directives for his return home.

I had taken Little Thomasina about as far as we could go but there was still one more thing I needed to do. There was one more activity I had to experience, even if I wasn’t sure how Laura would feel about it.

It was the ultimate bond, the pinnacle act, and while I didn’t know how my sorority sister would respond if she ever found out, I needed it for me, to complete the dominant exchange.

Things between Tom and I were about to become personal, very very personal.


SCENE 42

Little Thomasina

I said goodbye to all my new friends and left the party with a full and wet diaper sagging from my body. Fortunately, Mommy Claire didn’t wait to clean my mess, setting to the task the moment we were alone.

I must admit, there were a lot of things I really liked about adult baby play but the one that surprised me the most of all was the diapers. First off, peeing in a diaper felt really good, but the attention I received at mommy’s hand afterward was absolutely sublime. She doted on me, tending to my every need, and in that exchange, I felt her love, with a passion I had never experienced before.

When Mommy Claire wiped me clean, I liked the feel of the cool air against my skin, and when she doused me in powder and proceeded to rub it in, I savored the softness of her gentle touch. But it all reached the extreme when she stimulated my arousal one more time but then cut me off, wrapping me in a diaper and laying me down in the center of her bed before I could achieve release.

“Aw!” I moaned, unable to hide my disappointment.

It was the end of a long day, and her pointed actions forced me to come face to face with the new trajectory of my life. I was broken, completely stripped of everything that made me a man and then, to top things off, left frustrated and unfulfilled.

All day, I submitted to her command, doing things I never would have expected and through it all she teased me relentlessly and now it looked like that was how she intended to end the day.

I didn’t know what to do. If I complained, I risked losing everything but I couldn’t do nothing.

As if she could read my mind, Mommy Claire shifted next to me on the bed, realigning her position next to my frame. It was a shock to my system but not as much as when she presented me with her bare bosom, welcoming me at her breast.

Needless to say, I accepted the invitation and while it took a little shifting and cajoling to find my proper home, when all was said and done, I had Mommy Claire’s succulent breast against my face and her protruding nipple in my mouth. To say it was blissful would be an understatement but then things got even better when her hands gained access to my diapered lower half, squeezing and fondling my arousal through the thin cloth.

I didn’t know it prior to then, but all my life I had been waiting for that moment.

The suckling that my lips performed at her teat sent my mind into a delightful state of calm, but it was the way her fingers tickled and teased my little pee-pee that made the entire interaction so intense.

Mommy Claire rubbed me relentlessly and while any other person would have made me cum, she had a way of teasing out the moment, until I was literally riding the brink, gleaming the edge between pre and post orgasmic bliss.

I’m not sure how long she kept me in that euphoric state, my body and my mind floating through heaven’s gate, but I savored every moment, fully indulging all that she had to offer.

When the moment finally came, I was ready, but that doesn’t mean the experience didn’t warp my mind for the rest of time. The build-up was so pleasurable, long slow strokes drawing every ounce of energy through my body, and the tingle went on, not just once but repeatedly, until I couldn’t distinguish when one orgasm ended and the next one began. It was all so euphoric and when the pinnacle moment came, Mommy Claire was right there, to gaze in my eyes and let me know she was the one granting me such bliss.

“It’s time to accept your fate,” she warned, “from this point forward you will always be mine.”

And with those words she squeezed and rubbed, sending my last connection with sanity right out the door.

The moment of burst was such a huge relief. My lust exploded sending wads of cum spurting from my dick and seeping through the thin cloth of the diaper, but it was the way my brain bucked and heaved that signaled the true impact of this experience. I had no control whatsoever, the force of the orgasm dictating my every action, claiming my every thought. Never, had I ever felt such ecstasy, and I pledged myself to Mommy Claire in the moment, happy to have made this trip, content in whatever my life was meant to be.


SCENE 43

Mommy Claire

I love attention on my nipples and feeling Tom’s suckling lips at my teat was my reward for a job well done. I fed him additional instruction while in that state, directives on what he was to think and how he should act, but the dye was cast, our futures set.

He would be going home to Laura soon, to fulfill his duties as her husband and her lover.

On occasion, I would have him back, for retraining, to reward the good and correct the bad, but my little one would be leaving the nest soon, our days of nursing almost through.


SCENE 44

Tom

There were words spoken during the incredible ride, promises made to Mommy Claire to keep the moment alive, and I meant every one of them, and when she finally brought the entire experience to its rightful end, I pledged myself exactly as instructed.

Mommy Claire’s directives were simple; at home, in the bedroom, I was Laura’s dominant stud, intent on pleasing her every physical desire, and outside of the bedroom, for the rest of our lives, I was her loving daddy; every waking moment dedicated to taking care of my precious princess.

I had my reason for being and I felt it at my core.


SCENE 45

Laura

My husband came back from his weekend with Claire a completely new man. Not only was he extremely grateful for the time away, he was fully fixated on anything and everything he could do to please me, both in and out of the bedroom.

It wasn’t what I expected when I arranged the meeting with Claire but I really liked the new version of him, and I sent Claire a note, thanking her for all she had done.


EPILOGUE

Mommy Claire

I was very curious how things were progressing at home between Laura and Tom. A part of me wanted to reach out but I didn’t want to overstep my bounds. They needed time to adapt to their new situation, Laura needed time to get used to the new version of her hubby.

Ten days passed before I received the letter in the mail, the thank you from Laura and an update on things at her place:

Dear Claire,

I wanted to thank you for receiving my husband at your house. It was a lifelong dream of his and while he hasn’t shared any of the details, I have no doubt the weekend was everything he had hoped for and more.

I told you from the beginning that I didn’t want to know the specifics of what happened between the two of you however some things have transpired since his return that have created questions in my head, odd behaviors to say the least.

Would you have any idea why Tom has become so dutiful? I can’t even mention a want or need without him immediately setting to the task. Not that I’m complaining, I’ve enjoyed the extra work, I’m just curious as to the cause.

I’ve also noticed that he has changed in the bedroom as well, insisting that my needs come first, no longer concerned with his own pleasure. Just like the errands around the house, I’m not complaining, I’m just curious as to this new perspective and if you are aware of what might have caused this change in behavior?

Please don’t get me wrong, I am extremely grateful for all you have done, but there is one more thing I would like to ask. You are one of my oldest and dearest friends and I wouldn’t share this with anyone else, but ever since his trip, Tom has begun to beg, but the object of his desire is unlike anything we had ever discussed before. No matter what we’re doing or where we are, he isn’t content unless he’s begging me to take another man. At first, I thought it was just a phase, but he’s very insistent, and actually sad when I will not agree.

I know these are some crazy questions but I don’t know who else to ask and so I patiently await your reply, hoping you can help me out, appreciative of whatever assistance you can provide.

Your Sister,

Laura

I answered her questions as best I could, without revealing the details of what had happened between Little Thomasina and I, and I even offered a few suggestions, as to how Laura could make the most of her new and improved spouse. My information was well received, as evidenced by the fruit baskets Laura sent in reply.

We still stay in touch, Laura and I, to reminisce about old times and plan new, and on occasion, I still see Tom, to reward his behavior and keep him on the straight and narrow.

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

-          The Huntress, The Awakening – Season 1

-          The Huntress, Hands-On Education – Season 2

For more Mommy Claire fun check out:

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles I

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles II

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles III

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles IV

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles V

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles VI

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles VII

-          Reunion Baby

-          Becoming an ABDL

-          Mark’s Age Play Adventure

-          The Huntress 1

-          The Huntress 2

-          The Mommy Claire Experience

-          The Cuck Request

-          Manipulating Mason
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