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SCENE 1

Mommy Claire

I’m sure it’s true for everyone, but when I was younger, I absolutely idolized the older girls in my neighborhood. They were so mature, and sophisticated, I couldn’t imagine anything better than being them. The leader of the pack, Lucy, was also my babysitter, so I got an up close and personal look at the real her and let me tell you, she was just as fabulous in our private conversations as she was strutting about the neighborhood making all the boys go crazy with desire. 

I learned a lot from Lucy back then, in our intimate conversations, watching her interact with the others. She was more than just a sitter she was a friend and a mentor, and I was thrilled that our relationship didn’t end when I no longer needed to be cared for, but carried on into our adult lives. 

Even though our stations in life may have changed dramatically, every time we got together, I still saw the brazen and brash teen that taught me the rules of dealing with boys and set the bar for what it means to be a strong and dominant woman. 

My latest get together with Lucy allowed me to see a different side of my mentor, a side I didn’t care to see, one that exposed the weakness and frailties we all face in growing older. 


SCENE 2
Lucy
  


Like all girls of my time, when I was younger, I made extra money babysitting the little children in the neighborhood. Most of them were brats, self-absorbed, over-entitled kids that thought the world owed them something, but there was one girl, Claire, that really stood out. Claire idolized me, which I loved, but she was also different, even as a nine-year-old, I could see that she was going to be special. 

Yes, Claire was rich, her family had money and all the proper etiquette that came with it, but it was the way she interacted with the other kids, particularly the boys, that let me know she was not someone to be messed with. One time, on a warm summer evening, when all the kids were outside playing flashlight tag, one of the boys was caught cheating, not staying frozen as long as he was supposed to. All the other kids whined and cried, but not Claire, she looked him stern in the eyes, scolded him soundly and then proceeded to pull down his pants and smack his bare ass with the palm of her hand. With anyone else the boy might have fought but not with Claire. He took one look at her, accepted his punishment and never cheated again. In fact, he ended up having a crush on her. She was that kind of girl, the kind that assumed control without ever asking, just by her presence alone. 


SCENE 3
Mommy Claire
  


Lucy and I met for cocktails one Friday evening and she wasn’t her usual self. She didn’t want to gawk at the men at the bar and had no desire to play the flirting games with our waiter like had become our custom. 

“What’s the matter?” I asked, sure there had to be some rational explanation for the change in her behavior. 

The way Lucy looked at me, all sullen and somber, I thought someone had died. And when she described what was wrong, I realized someone had. 

“I have a new tenant,” Lucy explained, “a Freshman at the University.” 

“Ooh, that sounds like fun,” I cooed. Every four years Lucy would bring in a new young stud, one that she would manipulate and control for his four years of study and then start the whole process over again. 

“Usually this would be the funnest time,” she lamented, “when I would drive his lust and twist his desire, until he was mine, but something is different this time. I can’t seem to catch his eye. I think I’m too old.” 

“Nonsense,” I replied, “you’re just as gorgeous and sexy as when we met.” 

“You’re sweet,” she answered, “but back then I could turn all the boys’ heads and all the dads as well. Now, I’m lucky if the old men take a second look.” 

“Maybe he’s gay,” I offered, “kids today are all confused about their sexuality.” 

“I thought of that,” Lucy responded, “that’s why I put in the hidden cameras, but not only is he not gay, he plays with himself non-stop. He can’t get enough.” 

“You put cameras in his room?” I questioned. 

“I had to,” she explained, “I couldn’t figure out why I couldn’t turn him on. Now I know.” 

I don’t know why, but all at once I felt this animosity toward Lucy’s new tenant. Not that he did anything wrong, but by ignoring her advances he damaged her ego, and for that he needed to be taught a lesson. 


SCENE 4
Mommy Claire
  


I arrived at Lucy’s house at exactly two o’clock. Her car was nowhere to be seen and the back door was unlocked, just like she said it would be. I entered into her kitchen which provided easy access to the back steps and the second floor. 

Lucy was a smoker, always was, and the stale stench of smoke turned my nose as I entered the house. There were little tchotchkes everywhere, a volume of knickknacks collected over a lifetime of travel. It was all so busy, overwhelming the small room. It made me wonder how anyone could live like that, in such disarray. Regardless, I had a job to do, a debt to repay, and so, I went up the stairs, to the second floor. 

As I quietly made my way down the hall I listened to hear if my prey was making any sound. Just like Lucy had predicted, the bed springs were creaking with huffs and groans from a young man actively pleasuring himself. Lucy’s video monitors told her that her tenant played with wild abandon at this time every day, and I was using that knowledge to secure a favorable position. 

Now, I am not in favor of recording people without their knowledge, but Lucy’s cameras did provide all the intel I needed to catch the young man in the act, and set him up for my sensual mind games. 

The moment I reached his door I turned the knob, thrust it wide and stormed into the room. “Lucy, girl, where are you hiding?” 

As expected, the sexy young lad that was Lucy’s tenant just about jumped out of his skin, scrapping and scraping in search of something to cover his bare ass and the evidence of his masturbatory games. The moment caught him completely off guard, and I made the most of the opportunity. 

“What do we have here?” I asked, moving forward, closing the distance between us until I was at the edge of his bed, just a few feet from him and his naked penis. 

He shrieked. “Who are you? What are you doing here?” his voice shook, his eyes flew wide. 

“I’m a friend of Lucy’s,” I explained. “Just got back to town and stopped by looking for her. Thought I would find her up here but instead I find you... doing all sorts of things with your body. What’s the matter, handsome guy like you can’t get a girl to play with his pee-pee?” 

“Uh, uh, uh,” he stuttered. 

I had him right where I wanted him, insecure and unsure. “You have been with a girl, right?” 

“Uh, uh, uh,” he balked. 

I had planned an entire story, a mental manipulation to get him out of his clothes and into my hands, but I quickly realized I wouldn’t need it. The way he stared at me, his eyes wide, his smile broad, his erection never fading, he liked having me there, he wanted me. 

“I’m going to make this real easy for you little boy,” I said, taking command of him and the situation. “How would you like me to rub that little pee-pee of yours?” I leaned forward, granting him a bird’s eye view of my gaping cleavage and added, “Mommy can make you feel so good you’ll want to stay my good little boy forever.” 

You may wonder what happened next but to me it was certain, that horny little boy was mine and nothing was going to change that. 


SCENE 5
Brad
  


This woman burst into my room right while I was in the middle of jerking off. She was a friend of my landlords only hot, and when she leaned forward, flashed her cleavage and offered to stroke my cock, I just about lost it. It all happened so fast it I wasn’t sure how to respond, fortunately the woman wasn’t looking for an answer, she knew what she wanted and wasn’t going to be denied. 


SCENE 6
Mommy Claire
  


The moment I got my hands on that little boy’s pee-pee it was all over. He may have thought he had some level of control, but that was only because that is what I wanted him to think. He was on a fast track to submission and I was driving the train. 

One, two, three strokes and any sense of resistance, if there was any to begin with, was gone and the little boy began to wriggle and moan beneath my touch. He liked what I was doing and was quite content to let me have my fun. 

I teased and played for a while, finding Brad’s sensitive spots, learning his tells, all the while building his lust, like the crescendo of my masterpiece. And when Brad reached that pinnacle moment, the point of bliss where the pleasure emanating from his little pee-pee became all-consuming, his entire body shivered and he let out a long, guttural groan. 

“Ungh!” he wailed. 

It was music to my ears but not as much as the next words that came from his mouth. 

“Oh God, oh God,” he moaned, “please, I’ll do anything.” 

I had taken many men to that point of submission but that did nothing to deter the wonderful feelings that surged through my brain knowing that I was about to conquer one more helpless little boy. And as Brad edged closer and closer to his fate, my own feelings of pleasure welled up within me. 


SCENE 7
Brad
  


Damn, for an older lady she was not only hot but quick. Before I knew it, her hands were on my cock and the way she rubbed me, aggressive yet gentle, created a warm sensation all over my body and a throbbing pulse in my brain. Of course, I like hand jobs, who doesn’t, but this was different, the way she tickled and teased, the pleasure wasn’t just in my dick, it shot all the way to my brain and back. I have to admit I liked it, a lot. 

I had scored with chicks at school but none of them stimulated me the way Claire did. It felt insane. I didn’t want it to end. That’s why, when she spoke her next words, I gave it some very serious thought. 

“Brad,” she cooed, “I love playing with your pee-pee, but if I’m being honest, I need something more. If I’m going to do this for you, I need you to do something for me. Would you be open to making this a regular thing?” 

“Oh God yes,” I huffed, trying to maintain my breathing while her hands continued to stroke and play. My penis felt incredible. If she was offering to do this more often, then I was quite happy to oblige. 

“Good,” she replied, “we’ll meet here every night at eight, I’ll play with you until you can’t take anymore, then I’ll make you cum and you’ll drift off to a peaceful sleep. How does that sound?” 

To be honest it sounded too good to be true. Was she really offering to use those fabulous fingers of hers to jerk me off every night? I nodded my consent and hadn’t even heard what she wanted in return. 

Her ministrations slowed. Her hands were still there, sliding up and down on my shaft, tickling just beneath my balls, but the pace was different. For the moment my mind could think, and when I looked at her, she looked back with those beautiful brown eyes and said, “Will you be my good little boy?” 

I was excited for the opportunity. Not only was she attractive but she was also skilled. It was hard to believe this was happening right in my own home. “Ok,” I replied, “but what do you want in return?” 

Claire laughed, a real laugh, from deep within. “You and I are going to hit it off wonderfully,” she said. “That is what I want.” 

That’s when her fingers picked up the pace and that pervasive feeling returned, the one that seized every muscle up my spine and made resistance impossible. I don’t know how she did it but before I knew it, I was splay on my back, helpless as the day I was born, begging for what I wasn’t sure. 

“Oh God, oh God,” I moaned. The words slipped uncontrollably from my lips, as did my ill-timed confession. “Please, I’ll do anything.” 

Claire didn’t miss the moment. “Anything?” she repeated back. 

I wanted to defy her, to say no, that I wouldn’t do anything. The problem was I couldn’t get my muscles to work how I wanted and that included my voice. The way she made me feel, it was so great nothing else mattered and before I knew it my hips began to buck all on their own, searching for more and more of her wonderful touch. I don’t know how she did it but she had my body yearning with a need, one that came from somewhere deep within, one that drove me from inside like a primal force. And while I may have resisted saying the words out loud, I was pretty certain I really would, in fact, do anything for her. 

That’s when she laid the ground rules for our relationship. “From eight o’clock on I am in complete control,” she said, “you will be my submissive little baby and I will be your mommy. Do you understand?” 

“Oh God, oh God,” I moaned. I wanted to agree. I wanted to give in to her but I still couldn’t make my voice do what I wanted. 

That’s when she repositioned her face, so she could look directly in my eyes, and said, “Do we have a deal?” 

I stared deep into her eyes and with every ounce of will power I could muster, I nodded my consent, submitting to her demands. The pure act of submission to a woman I hardly knew felt weird but when she rewarded that obedience with several highly targeted strokes, I left this earth and experienced true heaven. 

My body bucked uncontrollably. My penis pulsed with pleasure. And not once did Claire lose her grip, using her thumb to stimulate that spot on the front of my shaft, over and over again. At one point I wiggled to the side, to try to get away, to grant myself a moment of relief, but her thumb never left that spot, continuing to tease, continuing to rub. And then I twisted and shifted again, with some hope that I might separate, just for a moment, to regain my senses, but she was too quick, and too strong, and that thumb kept stroking that sensitive spot until I could take no more. 

Claire held me and there was nothing I could do. I looked to her for help and when I did, she leaned in close, gazed deep into my eyes, to the depths of my soul, and said, “Give yourself to me.” 

She didn’t wait for my response before sending my lust over the edge. 

My penis spurted, repeatedly. I couldn’t stop the pulses or the throbs or the spurts and throughout every single one Claire was right there, connected with my eyes, deep in my head, burrowed in my soul. The euphoria that pulsed through my brain was highly memorable but I will never forget the way Claire was with me, partaking in the moment at every step. I had never experienced anything like it and I pledged myself to her, confirming my agreement to her and to her demands. “I love you Claire.” 

She leaned in close, gave me a soft kiss on the cheek and said, “It’s Mommy Claire. Say it.” 

“Yes mommy,” I replied, happy to concede whatever she wanted in exchange for such bliss. “I love you Mommy Claire. I love you Mommy Claire.” I would have kept repeating it but true to her word, before my mind could process another thought, my body succumbed to exhaustion and I drifted off to the deepest and most peaceful sleep. 


SCENE 8
Mommy Claire
  


The first night was all about securing my place inside of Brad’s mind and I achieved that objective. He loved the experience and was about to have the best night’s sleep of his life. Since we were playing these games on his home turf, I decided it was best to sensually dominate and withdraw, rather than infantilize all at once. By giving him some time to think over each and every step, I could ensure his commitment to the regression and my long-term goal of securing an obedient and submissive little boy for my friend and mentor. 

Brad may not have known it then but my power was growing and it would become more and more difficult to turn back with each passing step. 


SCENE 9
Brad
  


I awoke the next morning feeling refreshed and revived. This may sound weird coming from a guy in college, but I felt younger, and more alive than ever before. Normally, after an incredible night, I would feel like shit, hung over, ready to sleep the day away. This was different, I was highly productive, getting to all of my classes and even completing my homework. All the while, dreaming of my upcoming rendezvous with Claire, er, I mean, Mommy Claire. 

I didn’t know exactly what to expect, I only knew not to jerk off all day, because Claire, er, Mommy Claire, wanted my orgasm all to herself. That thought excited me immensely, and the way she commanded my obedience intrigued me as well, but it was the way she rewarded my compliance that ensured nothing would stop me from being at my place at exactly eight o’clock. 


SCENE 10
Mommy Claire
  


I had a lot to prepare for my night with Brad. You don’t realize just how many supplies are involved in taking care of a little one until you need to take that show on the road. And all that was true when going to a hotel room, where all the basics were provided, I had no hope that this college guy would have even the most rudimentary supplies. And so, I packed all of the necessary equipment to not only ensure my dominant position but also infantilize his body and mind. 


SCENE 11
Brad
  


In college life, eight o’clock is early, real early, and that was something I told Mommy Claire. “Can we start later?” I asked. “Either that, or can I stay up after, so I can still go out?” 

Mommy Claire smiled, a condescending smile that let me know she knew something I didn’t. “Of course,” she replied, “you were here at eight, like I asked, and I will play with you, like I said I would, and when we are done, you are free to do with your time as you will.” 

I felt great relief in hearing those words and yet I shouldn’t have. Everything she said was true, it was the story she didn’t tell that painted the real picture. 


SCENE 12
Mommy Claire
  


I really didn’t care what Brad did after I left. The only thing that mattered to me was that we established a routine, one that shaped his dependence and desire. 

Brad wanted to cum and once a man gets to that state, he is very easy to manipulate and control. I intended to take advantage of that weakness, simultaneously breaking down Brad’s defenses while introducing Lucy into our intimate games. 


SCENE 13
Brad
  


My first full night with Mommy Claire, the one where I knew in advance and had an entire day to build up my anticipation, completely changed everything I thought I knew about the human sex drive. Prior to that experience, I thought the most erotic things in life were tits and ass. By the end of that singular event, I found that something as simple as a straight blade, if presented in the right way, could drive your lust to insane levels. 


SCENE 14
Mommy Claire
  


My secret to dominating the male of the species is neither complex nor elaborate. In fact, it’s really rather simple. Stimulate the erogenous zones to maximum capacity, withdraw stimulus to inform subject of punishment for non-compliance, insert mental suggestions, continue tease and denial efforts until desired level of submission is attained. 

It may sound rudimentary, but the truth is it works. 

Every. Single. Time. 


SCENE 15
Brad
  


As I waited for Mommy Claire to arrive it was a struggle to not touch myself. Of course, I wanted her full and complete attention, and didn’t want to do anything to lessen the excitement, but still, I was horny as hell, and couldn’t wait to get started. 

The moment I heard the creak of floorboards out in the hall I knew she was near, and when she flung open the door and stepped across the threshold, I couldn’t wait for my night of fun to begin. That’s when Mommy Claire taught me a very important lesson. 

“Brad,” she said, her voice sweet and soothing, like the way you would speak to a small child, “you like having your little pee-pee rubbed and I’m going to do that for you, but there’s something I want in return.” 

I knew it was coming. I had expected it the night before, when Mommy Claire was first laying the ground rules for our relationship, but back then she was vague, with only mention of me being her good little boy. Now, she was going to lay it all on the line. 

Mommy Claire directed me to sit on the chair by my desk and took a seat on the floor, at my feet. From that position I towered above her, and had a wonderful view of her gaping cleavage. It was a sight to behold and did more than a little to prime me for the night’s events. 

She placed her hands on my knees, slid them slightly up my thighs, enough to get me thinking about her touching my dick but not quite there. Then she said, “You’re probably wondering what I want, and yesterday I told you, it’s just that today... today I’m going to show you.” 

I wasn’t sure what she meant and told her so, “All you said was that you wanted me to be your good little boy.” 

“Exactly!” Her face lit up and her hands went from my thighs directly onto my bulge. It was over my shorts but exciting nonetheless. “So, you’re ok with playing?” she asked, “You’re ok if I play?” 

She squeezed my shaft, it was a firm yet gentle grip and it was accompanied by a devilish smile that let me know this woman was not shy about sex or the things she was willing to do in the privacy of my room. The entire situation had my mind piquing and when she prompted me for a response, I couldn’t nod my head fast enough. 


SCENE 16
Mommy Claire
  


I knew as long as Brad was horny, he was going to agree to everything I asked. But as much as I wanted him to agree, it was more important that he take each step on his own, for his own reasons, for his own needs. That would ensure his long-term submission. The next few hours were critical to our quickly evolving relationship and I needed to make the most of the opportunity, to break down his defenses and prepare his mind for the inevitable end. 


SCENE 17
Brad
  


Mommy Claire undressed me and it was sexy as hell. Not just the way she let her fingertips graze all my sensitive spots, up the back of my leg, in between my thighs, just beneath my taint, but also the way she spoke to me, controlling yet kind, setting the tone of a loving mommy caring for her helpless little boy. It was all so maternal, yet erotic, and those conflicting ideas had me both horny and confused. 

When my cock first popped into the picture, I thought for sure she would stroke it, or fondle it, or at least touch it in some way, but she didn’t do any of those things. In fact, what she did affected me even more deeply. She ignored it. I tried to brush up against her, I tried to wiggle it near her face, and at first, she was patient with my advances, then, all at once, she turned on me. 

Mommy Claire grabbed me at the waist, bent me over her knee and gave my bare ass three sharp whacks with the palm of her hand. Then, she wrapped me in a diaper saying, “If you think I’m going to play with your pee-pee when you act like that, you are sorely mistaken.” 

I can’t tell you that the spanking hurt, it didn’t, but I can tell you that I peed a little in the diaper when she wrapped it around me. I didn’t mean to, and never would have admitted to it, but Mommy Claire noticed right away and was quick to point it out. 

“Don’t think I don’t smell that,” she said, “I can regress you either way. It’s up to you whether it’s with dick rubs or discipline.” 

Oh shit! Was that true? If she could infantilize me either way I definitely wanted to be on her good side. All at once I felt like the naughty little boy, the one who disappointed his loving mommy. I’m not sure why but it made me cry. There was something very deep rooted in the experience. I regretted my behavior and I pleaded for her forgiveness. 

“I’m sorry mommy!” I exclaimed. “Please forgive me.” 

I’m not sure why the emotions affected me so deeply, I only knew that I had this pit in my stomach that just wouldn’t go away as long as mommy looked at me with that disapproving stare. 


SCENE 18
Mommy Claire
  


The infantilization process is so much more effective when combining the mental and the physical. Taking control of Brad’s body was easy, he was so desperate and needy, but it seemed he was pretty susceptible in the mind department as well, crumbling beneath the weight of my manipulation at the very first step. It was a good sign but it was early, we still had a ways to go before Brad would truly be ready. 


SCENE 19
Brad
  


It is just me and my landlord who live in the house, and she hardly ever comes to the second floor, but when Mommy Claire led me out into the hallway in just a diaper, and led me by the hand down the long corridor to the bathroom, I was absolutely mortified. If I’m being honest, all the baby games with Mommy Claire were a lot of fun in the privacy of my bedroom, but the thought of someone, anyone, seeing me like that, was more than I could bare. 

Thankfully, we made it to the bathroom unseen and once there, Mommy Claire was quick to dispense with my diaper. For the first time that evening, she took my pee-pee in hand. I don’t say this lightly, I shivered from head to toe when she touched me, and I immediately fell to the floor and spread my legs to grant her free and easy access. 

Mommy Claire laughed aloud. “Looks like Little Bradley is learning how to be a good little submissive,” she said. 

I was glad to hear her approving words and even gladder when she used her thumb to provide several targeted strokes to the front of my shaft. I giggled in response, and hoped she would continue, but Mommy Claire had her own plan in mind. 

I’m not sure how she did it, but the tub was already full, overflowing with warm water and bubbles. I hadn’t taken a bubble bath in a long long time and it instantly brought back images of my carefree youth. 

Mommy Claire used her left hand to steady my balance as I stepped into the water, and she used the fingers on her right hand to slide up the back of my thigh and gently cup my balls, tickling them gently as I slowly lowered myself into the tub. From there her left hand moved on to the front of my cock while her right slid to my anus and in an instant, she was stimulating me in both places. 

It felt good, so I let her play, even shifting my body to give her better access, but she didn’t stop until she had me brinking at the edge of ecstasy, my heart racing, my breath running short. “Oh God,” I moaned as the feelings overwhelmed my body and caused my brain to swoon. I was going to cum and I couldn’t stop it. I’m not sure why but all at once I felt weak and afraid. 

I knew Mommy Claire was gifted with her fingers, which is what had convinced me to submit to her in the first place, but I had no idea that those feelings could be so all-consuming. It was then, in my moment of infatuated awe, that she forced a giant step in my transformation. 

With my penis throbbing and my mind riding a euphoria I had never known before, Mommy Claire grabbed her travel bag, undid the zipper and slowly removed a white can. I didn’t know what it was at first, until she dispersed a small dollop of cream in the palm of her hand and began to gently lather my cock and balls. At first, I thought it was lubricant, enhancing her silky glide over my genitals, but then she presented me with a long, straight blade and instantly everything became super real. 

The hardened steel glistened in the light as Mommy Claire directed that sharp blade toward my family jewels. That did nothing to calm my nerves and they didn’t relax, not after the first swipe nor the second, but with each removal of hair I became more accustomed to the experience, until I actually began to enjoy it, the gentle feel of mommy’s fingers as she held me close, the cool air that washed over the freshly shaven skin with each new swipe. 

I never would have thought that I would be the guy shaved bare like that, and then I touched it with my fingers. The newly exposed skin literally felt as soft as a baby’s bottom, and as I felt that softness something happened deep within my head. I can’t explain it, other than it made me feel weak, like I had no strength in the world. 

As much as that feeling scared me, for some reason I couldn’t stop fondling the newly bare skin, and with each touch those feelings escalated until my manhood left me, only to be replaced by something much less mature, borderline infantile. 

“You’re such a good little boy,” Mommy Claire said reassuringly. “Mommy is going to give you such a special reward.” 

That thought was nice to hear but I was still struggling to come to grips with the situation, with my cleanly shaven genitals, and with my still hard dick. And as I stepped from the tub, Mommy Claire gave me even more to think about. 

“The way you feel right now,” Mommy Claire offered, “is only the beginning. By the time I’m done with you, you won’t remember what it means to be a man.” 

That was the moment of my epiphany. Mommy Claire told me exactly what she was going to do to me and how she was going to do it, yet even with that information there was no way on earth I could possibly stop her. 


SCENE 20
Mommy Claire
  


There are times to push the moment forward and there are times to hold back. When Brad stepped out of the tub he was weakened, no doubt, but I needed him broken, so I dropped a little bit of information in his ear, just enough to rattle his fear and shake his foundation. 


SCENE 21
Brad
  


I was actually grateful that Mommy Claire put the diaper back on my bottom before we exited the bathroom and made the long walk back to my room. Still, I shivered and shook, uncertain of the lasting implications these games would have on my psyche. 

We made it into the room and during the long walk I had made a decision; I couldn’t take this stress, this uncertainty, as much as I liked Mommy Claire and the wonderful feelings she created, I couldn’t continue down this path. I couldn’t continue her baby games. I was about to tell her so, when those magical fingers of hers found their way inside the waistband of my diaper once again. 

It was then that I realized the full scope of Mommy Claire’s power. I had made up my mind, I was ceasing these games between Mommy Claire and I, and with three supple strokes of her thumb all those thoughts went right out the window, replaced by ideas of how I could commit myself more deeply to her and her games. But she didn’t stop with those three little strokes, she continued to ply my pee-pee with stimulus, until the pleasure coursing through my veins was so all-consuming the only thing that made sense was complete and absolute submission. 

“Give in little boy,” Mommy Claire cooed, and those wonderful words were accompanied by even more gratifying pleasure. 

]It all felt so amazing I couldn’t imagine anything better and then my mind began to think thoughts that just minutes ago were completely unfathomable. “Would it be so bad to be mommy’s good little boy? Would it be so bad to give up my manhood?” 

Under any other circumstance those questions would have been unconscionable and yet as Mommy Claire’s fingers continued to tease my lust, the picture of my new reality came into focus. 

And then she performed the act that sealed my fate. 

With my legs spread wide and Mommy Claire tickling my balls and stroking me penis, I closed my eyes, allowing the full effect of the pleasure waves to pulse to every part of my body. And while I was in that Uber-relaxed state, I felt the warmth and comfort of her skin next to mine, and then the firmness of her protruding nipple on my cheek. 

There may be a scientific explanation as to why I instantly turned my head, suckled the nipple into my mouth and began to nurse at the succulence of Mommy Claire’s bosom, but in my reality, it wasn’t a choice, it was instinct, the little boy inside of me finding a home at mommy’s breast. And while I got lost in that connection between mommy and I, Mommy Claire never stopped teasing my lust, stimulating my little pee-pee, pushing me deeper and deeper into her world. 

It was then, as she drove my lust to its absolute peak, that I realized how futile it would be to resist her advances. Mommy Claire was more powerful than I, she had proven that, time and time again, and the quicker I came to acceptance the easier it would be for my transformation. 

That was the thought going through my head as she turned on me with that devilish grin, the one that said she was about to do something very naughty. I should have been scared but before I could react, she increased the pace of her strokes, taunting my very existence. 

“The decision is no longer yours,” Mommy Claire informed me, “it’s too late, no matter how hard you try you can’t stop it.” 

Her words were meant to challenge me, to make me give one last stand. Something inside of me clicked. It couldn’t possibly be true, as nice as all of it was. Mommy Claire wasn’t omnipotent. She wasn’t a God. I mounted my resistance, to prove to her and to myself that no woman, no matter how beautiful and sexy, was that powerful. For the slimmest of seconds, I was successful, euphoria still dripped from every pour but some semblance of rational thought returned to my brain. I could think. And then she leaned in close, looked deep into my eyes and spoke the words that would forever define my fate. 

“Did that feel good?” she asked. “Did that make you feel like a man?” 

The funny thing? It did. 

Standing up for myself made me feel strong and I was about to tell her so when she repositioned her hand on my cock, and provided several piston-like strokes to my rod that changed everything in an instant. 

I was no match for Mommy Claire and my penis was no match for her incredible stimulation. I tried to hold it back, with all my might, but the first burst shot through like the blast from a cannon, and once that happened, I was helpless to stop the remaining pulses from overwhelming my senses and dispersing every drop of seed from my well-worn body. My hips bucked, my penis spasmed and my brain reveled in the satisfaction of the lust that had been teased for hours, finally being realized. 

Mommy Claire laughed as my world turned upside down. 

The orgasm that filled my diaper had the effect of infantilizing my mind, seeping through the thin fabric, letting me know that I had lost control, but the true regression came when my sphincter opened up and my bowels let go of their responsibility. It was then, as I felt the warm and sticky ooze slide up my back, that my manhood was no longer a choice, but a distant memory, fading into the ethos, never to be seen again. 


SCENE 22
Mommy Claire
  


Brad was conquered, he gave up his independence and was fully indulging in adult baby play. It was time to prepare him for the next stage of his development. 


SCENE 23
Brad
  


It became routine. Each night I would sit on my bed waiting for the clock to turn eight so I could have my intimate mommy - little boy time. I didn’t realize the deep impact it was having on my brain until one particular session, when Mommy Claire decided to show me just how weak I had become. 

As her fingers glided up and down my shaft, stimulating the nerve endings, teasing my orgasm closer and closer to the surface, she gazed into my eyes and spoke the words I didn’t want to hear but had no choice but to accept. 

“Brad,” she cooed, “you’re becoming dependent on these sessions, your little pee-pee needs special attention every night.” 

She was right and I readily agreed however there was more to what she was trying to say, information that would be much more difficult to process. 

“There are times when I need to travel,” she added, “times when I will not be able to come visit with you.” 

The thought hit me like a ton of bricks. I had become accustomed to her nightly visits, I didn’t just want them, I needed them. I wasn’t sure what I would do but fortunately for me, Mommy Claire had a plan. 


SCENE 24
Mommy Claire
  


It takes a lot to convince a man to do something that he doesn’t want to do, that is unless you have control of his cock. If you control his lust you can make him do just about anything you want. 


SCENE 25
Brad
  


I walked down the stairs, the soft cloth of the diaper the only thing covering me and my birthday suit. Mommy Claire gave me explicit instructions; if I was going to move forward in her world, I had to admit my weakness in front of my landlord, pledging loyalty to my dominant mother in the process. When I agreed to her demands it seemed simple, the way Mommy Claire made me feel I would have said yes to anything, but now that the moment was before me, when I needed to step into the kitchen, in front of my sixty year old landlord, wearing nothing but a snug fitting diaper, to profess my desire to be infantilized and become a permanent baby to her best friend’s dominant command, one singular thought came to mind. “Was this all part of some elaborate plan, to make me the fool in their manipulative games?” If so, it worked, because there I was, walking down the stairs, obedient to Mommy Claire’s demand. I would obey her just as assuredly as I wanted to play her games again, and again, and again. 

I stepped into the kitchen, before my landlord, in nothing but a diaper, and said, “Excuse me, Lucy, could I have a couple minutes of your time?” I tried to play it non-chalant, as if it was the most natural thing in the world, but she wasn’t having it. 

“What do we have here? Is this some kind of college prank?” she asked, looking me up and down, taking another drag from her slim cigarette. 

Lucy’s eyes lingered on my loins and the thin cloth that separated my bulge from her hungry glare. I wondered what she would think if she knew I had been shaved down there but then I remembered my mission and Mommy Claire’s explicit instructions. 

“Lucy,” I said, “I met your friend Claire last week. She caught me playing with myself and got rather aggressive. I tried to put up a fight but she rubbed my pee-pee until I couldn’t take it anymore and then taught me a lesson about little boys and the way we should behave around beautiful women.” 


I said the words exactly as Mommy Claire had instructed and then waited for Lucy’s response. Lucy had a look of bewilderment on her face but said nothing, so I went on. 

“She put me in my place,” I admitted, “and now she would like to make me her good little boy, and since I live under your roof, she thinks it’s important that I get your permission.” 

“Is that right?” Lucy replied, “and what exactly does that mean?” 

I wasn’t sure how to respond to that but I didn’t need to, Mommy Claire stepped into the kitchen at that exact moment, taking command of the situation. 

“You would be his baby sitter when I am not here,” Mommy Claire informed Lucy. “He would obey you and you would have full control of him.” 

“Full control?” Lucy questioned, turning toward me, undressing me with her eyes. 

She took the words right out of my mouth. Was Mommy Claire really giving me to her? 

“Full control,” Mommy Claire replied, “with one exception, his orgasm belongs to me.” 

I shivered at the thought. 


SCENE 26
Mommy Claire
  


It was time to transfer control. A part of me mourned the loss, my little one leaving the nest, but when I saw the look of appreciation in Lucy’s eyes, I knew it was all worthwhile. 


SCENE 27
Brad
  


Lucy could do anything she wanted and there was nothing I could do, at least, not if I wanted to stay on Mommy Claire’s good side. I might have wondered about the full scope of Lucy’s privilege but at that exact moment she pushed me to the floor, ripped the diaper from my body and began groping and stroking my cock, bringing me to a full erection. 

“Would you look at this,” Lucy gasped as her fingers caressed and stroked every intimate, sensitive spot. “He’s hairless like a little boy. It feels so soft I could rub it all day.” 

Her fingers performed their magic on my cock and I had no choice but to beg her to stop. “Please,” I moaned, “my orgasm belongs to Mommy Claire.” 

I’m not sure if she didn’t hear me, or perhaps she didn’t understand, but the roller coaster that followed completely broke my spirit. I thought Mommy Claire was good at teasing my lust but Lucy was a master. Perhaps it was because I feared losing control, that I didn’t want to cum, but Lucy broke me down much quicker and with much greater authority than even Mommy Claire had. Within just a few little strokes she had me writhing beneath her touch, and several more targeted advances had me whining for mercy. 

“Please, please,” I yelped. 

But Lucy didn’t relent. 

Instead, while her fingers controlled my orgasm, she brought her face close to mine and snarled in my ear, “I’ve been waiting for a chance like this.” The stale stench of cigarette smoke on her breath filled my nostrils. That odor zipped inside my brain, tying intimately to the experience and the moment. 

Despite the fact that Lucy was dominating my cock, controlling my every move with her supple ministrations, Mommy Claire just looked on, allowing it to happen, seemingly amused by the turn of events. I pleaded for help but she made it clear that Lucy could do whatever she wanted. 

With Lucy all over my dick, stroking up and down to delicious effect, and Mommy Claire content to let things play out between us, I had no choice but to mount my own defense, to secure my rightful place in the food chain. Mommy Claire was smoking hot, so her being in command made sense, but Lucy was old and past her prime, certainly I had to rank higher in line than her. 

I was about to turn the tables, to shift control in the power dynamic between Lucy and myself, when that little vixen ramped up the stimulus on my dick and sent my orgasm into overdrive. All at once, my muscles seized at my spine. My entire body went splay, an involuntary response to the stimulus emanating from my core. And if that wasn’t paralyzing enough, Lucy used her other hand to tickle and tease every sensitive nerve ending in my nether region, sending pleasure waves throughout my body like I had never experienced before. 

The build-up was intense. Her hands flew everywhere, stimulating me to the brink. I couldn’t stop her, my muscles no longer my own, and before I knew it Lucy threw her leg over my hip, engulfed my cock and took every inch of my manhood deep inside her luscious womb. That single act secured her position of dominance in our new relationship. The moment it happened, the way the warm velvety folds of her love nest swallowed me whole, overwhelmed my little brain and I succumbed to the pressure. She consumed me, massaging my penis to the brink, and my little pee-pee responded in spastic fits of joy. 

“Oh God, oh God,” I moaned, unable to keep the words from flowing from my mouth. 


I couldn’t allow it to happen. I couldn’t cum, bareback, inside my landlord. I used every ounce of focus I could muster to hold it back, and thought I was having success, until Lucy tangled her fingers in my hair and completely altered the dynamic between us. She pulled back my head, looked deep into my eyes, squeezed her vaginal muscles tight around my swollen cock, pumped her hips several times to create the most amazing vibrations in my core and then grunted her words of conquest. “Try to resist, I dare you.” 

That moment will live with me forever. 

Lucy humped with wild abandon and the singular thought she placed in my head pounded over and over again. If I lost it, if I came, would I forever belong to Lucy just like I already belonged to Mommy Claire? The idea should have terrorized me to the bone and yet the way I already felt, combined with the rapid-fire pulses coming from Lucy’s magnificent love nest, spelled my doom. 

I may not have wanted it to happen but it was never really my decision. “Ugh!!!” The first spurt erupted from deep inside my balls. I pulled Lucy close, holding her tight as spurts two, three and four wracked my body and caused my whole frame to vibrate and hum. There was an undeniable energy between Lucy and I, and together we shivered and shook as the natural process between us played out. 

There was nothing I could do. My little pee-pee, helpless to Lucy’s masterful ministrations, held out as long as it could but in the end, I was no match for her superior skills. I don’t regret cumming inside of her, or submitting to her control, but as good as the orgasm felt it came with insecurity and guilt. I had defied Mommy Claire, disobeyed her command. 

I held Lucy a little longer, expressing my gratitude for her gift but also my fear in not knowing how this climactic event would affect my relationship with Mommy Claire going forward. If I thought I knew how Mommy Claire would react, I was drastically mistaken. 

“If it’s not with me then that is the only place you are allowed to have an orgasm,” Mommy Claire laughed. “inside of your baby sitter, Lucy.” She chuckled aloud; a satisfied laugh that made me think that this had been her plan all along. 

“Do you understand?” she asked, forcing me to come to grips with my new reality. 

I nodded. “Yes,” I replied. 

I understood and was oddly content in the drastic change my life had just taken. Did I just become fuck buddies with my sixty-year-old landlord? And was that better or worse than being an adult baby for the sexy Mommy Claire? 


SCENE 28
Mommy Claire
  


It was incredible seeing the smile on Lucy’s face as Brad succumbed to her control and I actually had a mini orgasm when she mounted him bareback and completely dominated that helpless little boy. It wasn’t what we had planned, we had intended to take it slow, but Brad was conquered and Lucy was happy so it was all good as far as I was concerned. 


SCENE 29
Brad
  


From that point forward Lucy inserted herself deeply into my life. Any time I made a move in the house she was there, fondling, touching. Some of the things she did made me uncomfortable but I was afraid I would miss out on time with Mommy Claire if I objected so I went along. It started small at first, with little comments here and there, but before long Lucy became more aggressive, making a habit of sliding her hand up my shorts whenever I came into the room, rubbing my inner thighs with the delicate tips of her manicured fingers, stimulating my arousal beyond my point of self-control. 

I responded the way any man would, my penis tenting my shorts, and Lucy would use that as an excuse to further her advances. “Oh my, you’re swelling,” she’d say and just like that her hands would unzip my fly and lower my pants. “We better inspect you little boy, make sure you’re ok.” 

I should have stopped her. It was early, too early to be my foreplay for time with Mommy Claire, and I didn’t want to be teased for hours on end, but I didn’t know where I stood in the triangle between Lucy, Mommy Claire and myself, so I allowed her to have her fun, at the expense of my own independence. 

Lucy had her own plans and they included tickling my balls, stroking my cock, and bringing my arousal to the fore any time we were alone. I should have been more resistant but in some ways, I liked it and by the time I realized what a precarious position I was in, Lucy had my body piquing in ecstasy and my mind forever grateful to her for taking me there. 

Under any public situation I would be hard pressed to admit I even knew Lucy, her tired and worn appearance, the way she dressed, too slutty for a body that couldn’t keep up. And yet every afternoon I found myself in her living room, taking care of her chores all in hopes she would massage and caress my sex later in the evening. 

In this game I found myself in, it was easy to see Lucy as the sexy beauty she had once been, and the incredible sexuality she still possessed. I rationalized that that is why I allowed her to get her hands on my dick in the first place, but the truth was, once her hands were there, and they were performing their magic, I was helpless to anything and everything she wanted. 

Lucy edged me for a while one particular evening, stringing along my lust, making me stare deep into her eyes while I professed the virtues of her dominance and strength. And as I edged closer and closer to the inevitable end, it finally dawned on me, how much my life had changed since I first came to school, as an eighteen-year-old Freshman. 

In the beginning I was so naive, clueless as to the ways of the world. Lucky for me I found someone, and not just one person but two, two lovely ladies willing to take care of me and protect me from the big bad world. And as I gave my orgasm to Lucy that evening, in exchange for her loving dominance and control, I realized just how important college is to the evolution of the young male mind. 


SCENE 30
Lucy
  


Ever since I was an eighteen-year-old baby sitter I knew how to give the best hand jobs. I could make them last as long or short as the guy wanted and always gave an explosive finish. I even took care of half the dads in the neighborhood, ensuring I was the most popular girl on the block. No phrase excited a middle age man more than, “Its late dear, can you give Lucy a ride home.” That ride home meant two things, that middle aged man was about to have the greatest orgasm of his life, and I was about to add another loyal man for my ongoing games. 

You might think that I blackmailed the horny husbands into doing what I wanted but the truth was I didn’t need to. Those ignored and under-appreciated men needed me and my attention every bit as much as they wanted my eighteen-year-old body. That led to many wonderful opportunities for a girl who knew how to exploit a man’s weakness. 

Fast forward forty years, and while I still possessed all the skills of handling the male member, I was lacking in the attributes I once held, the ones that ensured my opportunity to play with a young man’s jewels. But with Claire’s help, Brad was already under my touch, and I knew exactly how to play that instrument to produce the music I wanted to hear. 


SCENE 31
Brad
  


I’m not sure exactly when Mommy Claire stopped showing up, I only knew Lucy was satisfying every sexual desire I had, and was even fulfilling my adult baby needs as well. Fortunately, I regained my ability to control my bowels however what I couldn’t shake was my internal need to suckle at the teat. Those warm tender moments with Mommy Claire became an integral need, one that Lucy aptly filled, often after I had given her my orgasm, and we had we settled in for the remainder of our evening. 

It became a nice routine for Lucy and I. I still managed to get to class and do my work, maintaining a three point five GPA, but every evening by four o’clock I was at Lucy’s lap, ready to fulfill my lustful desires. It was a nice relationship, one that satisfied Lucy’s needs every bit as much as it met mine. 

Much to my surprise, in our intimate downtime moments, Lucy confessed that I was not her first, that there was a long line of innocent young men who sewed their wild oats in Lucy’s grazing pastures. But as I looked toward graduation and my life going forward, I didn’t want to move on, to be replaced. I was happy living with Lucy and playing our sex filled games. Why would I want to leave? And so, I made a conscious decision to offer my submission to Lucy on a permanent basis, in whatever form pleased her needs. 


SCENE 32
Lucy
  


When Brad pleaded to stay on beyond his graduation, I couldn’t believe my ears. I had no idea how I was going to secure the services of my next tenant but it turned out I didn’t need to, Brad was begging to be my sex slave as long as I was willing to have him, and that was a very long time. 


EPILOGUE
Mommy Claire
  


I don’t get many fruit baskets which is why, when the large collection of tropical fruits showed up at my door, I knew someone was very grateful. It turned out to be from Lucy with a brief note that read, “My tenant has decided to stay on. Thank you for all that you have done. You have truly changed my life.” 

For more Mommy Claire fun check out:

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles I

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles II

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles III

-          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
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