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PROLOGUE

Mommy Claire

I am a blessed woman and I know it.

My life revolves around the exchange of power that takes place between a man and a woman during sensual intimacy. More specifically, I like to take advantage of a man’s greatest weakness, manipulating his mind when both his body and his lust are at that most vulnerable state.

That may make me sound like a dominatrix, or perhaps an opportunist, but what I really am is a strong and confident woman, the kind who can’t rest until every man has been shown the rightful order and put in his proper place.

In some cases, my interactions have resulted in me making a man beg, desperate for a fulfillment only I can give, and in others it has ended with a submissive shell, a once dominant man completely broken, tamed at my knee, ready to do anything to serve my will. No matter the end result, I always enjoy the ride, the mere act of conquest enough to feed my hungry soul.

That enjoyment reached its pique on a recent encounter, one where I met a young man in need of education and I introduced him to the full depths of my domination and control.


SCENE 1

Mommy Claire

Recently, I was visiting a trade show for the textile arts, exhibits on display as well as vendors selling all the latest materials and gadgets. I was looking for some new fabric for a project I was working on when I noticed a young man staring at my chest, ogling really, and the image set me off.

He tried to be coy, looking away when I turned in his direction, but his efforts were in vain. His interest was obvious and despite the number of times I caught him, he wouldn’t relent.

Five times.

I saw him sneaking a peak at my cleavage five different times before I decided that something needed to be done.

Don’t get me wrong, I don’t mind men appreciating my breasts. In fact, I put them on display just for that reason, however what I saw in that young man’s eyes as he drank in the vision of me, let me know that there was a much deeper story at play.

The moment our eyes met, I motioned towards him, ready to educate, ready to put my plan into action. I was still five feet away when I started to speak.

“I can tell by the way you keep eying my breasts that you were weened too soon,” I offered. “You didn’t get to fulfill your need.”

It was a bold and brash statement but I needed to make an impact.

He shook his head side to side, as if maybe he didn’t hear what I said, but I could tell by the way the corner of his lips turned into a subtle smile that he heard every word, and I had more to say.

“It’s a common problem,” I added, “one that can cause concerns down the road if not properly treated.”

The moment I made reference to a problem, his disposition changed. Initially, he was perhaps embarrassed, but now, now curiosity had taken root and had become his driving emotion.

His mind began to whir, undoubtedly trying to come up with just the right words to say. Fortunately for him, he didn’t need to say a thing.

I was very near to him now, inside his personal space, and I lowered my tone, so my next words would be heard by him and him alone.

“I could help you with it if you’d like,” I offered, using my finger to draw his attention to the soft skin of my breasts before slowly tracing circles down my cleavage. “I could let you nurse, so you could finally fulfill those nagging needs.”

The mere offer had him beside himself. He was completely mesmerized and in no time at all, he was nodding along. His jaw dropped and that open gaping mouth let me know I had just found my next conquest, a young man in need of some tender mommy love.


SCENE 2

Charlie

Oh, shit!

Did I just hear what I thought I heard?

Was it even possible that a woman I didn’t even know would say such a thing?

I was working a part time job, temp security at a textile arts festival to earn some extra cash, when this lady came out of nowhere, saying all sorts of crazy shit.

Sure, I probably was checking out her tits, there wasn’t much else to do working security at an event full of women, but the things she said were over the top, enough to blow my mind.

“I can tell by the way you keep eying my breasts that you were weened too soon,” she said.

I swear to God, those were the exact words that came out of her mouth and I was floored.

Fortunately, she was one of the more attractive ladies at the event, pretty hot really, and when she drew closer, her voice as well as her message became crystal clear. She was hitting on me.

She continued, “It’s a common problem, one that can cause concerns down the road if not properly treated.”

I’m not lying when I tell you that she really said those things, about me being weened too soon and the potential problems that could cause. I didn’t really believe any of it, right up until she offered a solution.

“I could help you with it if you’d like,” she said. “I could let you nurse, so you could finally fulfill those nagging needs.”

I couldn’t believe my ears. She was propositioning me, just like the start of those sex stories I never believed were real.

All at once, this strange encounter seemed impossible, but if you think that did anything to deter my interest, you’d be wrong. With this older lady presenting all sorts of options to my horny mind, I felt my head nodding along, ready to take a very big step.


SCENE 3

Mommy Claire

His name was Charlie and the job working security at the textile arts fair was a temporary gig, to help pay the bills. He certainly wasn’t my usual fare, he was no alpha by any stretch or any means, and he could hardly be viewed as a challenge when it came to seduction and control.

To be honest, I like my men more independent, financially secure, overly confident, it makes breaking them that much more fun, but the way Charlie ogled my breasts, without an ounce of hesitation or remorse, I felt certain that he was in need of an education only I could provide.

All men are little boys when it comes right down to it, but some are more connected to that inner child than others, at least until I get to them. My job with Charlie was going to be to unleash the little boy inside of him and once he was free, nurture and caress him, encouraging him to remain visible, to become his defining light.

A quick escape to a nearby coat closet provided the opportunity to get things started, although for what I really wanted to do, it was going to take more than just one meeting. For what I wanted to do we were going to need a whole lot more.


SCENE 4

Charlie

I couldn’t believe my good fortune. Not only did this sexy older lady want to fool around, she was actually willing to wait for my break for us to be alone. Fortunately, the coat closet was empty and much to my delight, Claire didn’t waste a moment getting to the good stuff.

After everything she had said, I expected that she would shed her clothes, exposing her magnificent breasts, welcoming me to nurse, but that is not what happened. Instead, she went straight for my pants and by the time I realized her intent, the situation was already zooming into unknown territory.

My pants and drawers were around my knees before I could respond. I made no effort to stop her, what guy would, but the moment the cool air hit my skin, I felt a distinct change within. Claire was no ordinary woman and this was no ordinary tryst.

The first touch from her silky smooth fingers on my excited cock sent a bolt of adrenaline straight up my spine but that was only the beginning, the moment she set her attention on me in earnest, things truly escalated.

Claire was a very attractive woman, a sexy goddess with amazing breasts but I quickly found out that her greatest skill lay in her hands and her ability to handle my cock. Within a matter of seconds, her strokes on my dick had me panting like a dog in heat and just a few short minutes more had my eyes rolling to the back of my head.

Never had I ever felt anything so wonderful and a guttural groan escaped my lips as the ecstasy really began to surge.

“Argh!” I let out in between gasping huffs.

“Shoosh!” she admonished me although based on the smile on her beautiful face, I think she liked my helpless plea.

“Ungh!” I added, trying desperately to remain mum but failing miserably.

Her fingers continued their ministrations and I struggled to maintain any sense of composure.

When we first met, Claire spoke intimately about nursing, about giving me time at her breast, but now that didn’t seem to be her concern, and as my body reached the point of no return, she got right in my face, to let me know just where things stood.

“I really do want to nurse you,” she offered, her hands playing their tune on my member while she gazed deep into my eyes, “but I need to know that you can be a good boy, that you can abstain before I offer you that fun.”

It was an incredible moment. My body was piquing in ecstasy and it sounded like she was offering me even more, as if this might not be a one-time thing.

Obviously, I agreed, despite not knowing what she truly meant, despite not knowing what was in store, and the pleasure that followed was even more intense, pulses and throbs overwhelming every bodily sense. There would be time to discuss, but that would be later, after my orgasm was done.

What happened next, ensured that I would be quick to follow Claire’s every command and that this rendezvous would not be a singular event.

With delicate fingers, Claire’s tickling sent a surge of energy up my spine but it was the way she fondled my balls, and the relentless tingling that followed, that caused my brain to truly swoon. God, how good it felt, not just the strokes on my shaft but also the gentle caresses of my balls and taint, sending vast amounts of pleasure out to every corner of my world.

At one point, I felt like I might pass out, my breathing ragged and my connection with the conscious world short. It was arguably the greatest feeling of my life and I allowed the moment to go on, completely consuming every thought surging through my helpless brain.

Multiple spasms crashed all over my body, pulses of delight overwhelming every sense. They culminated in the most intense and powerful throb, an explosion in my testicles, pleasure zooming up my spine, flooding my brain, semen spouting from the tip of my cock, coating my stomach and chest. It was euphorically intense and I could do little more than lie back and coo, allowing the feelings to claim dominion over every waking thought.

“Ungh!!!” I let out, the guttural groan emanating from somewhere deep within.

To be honest, it was quite a thrill, the pinnacle climax followed by an intense sense of relief, and once all of my energy was truly spent, once my body came down from that delicious high, Claire was right there to let me know what it would take to secure another round, a session number two.

“I couldn’t nurse you today,” she explained, “for that you need to abstain from sex for a week. Then, I can give you the full ride.”

Needless to say, after the intense orgasm she had just given me, I was more than happy to agree, however she wasn’t looking to take my word for it, she wanted a commitment of a much grander scale, and the moment that became the case, I instantly realized how quickly things can spiral out of control.


SCENE 5

Mommy Claire

There are men that I have thoroughly dominated and controlled, guys that would obey my every command, no matter the ask. I could tell them to suck another guy’s dick, or hand over their life’s savings and they would instantly comply, my power over them absolute.

Charlie would get there one day but he wasn’t there just yet. That’s the fun thing about the domination journey, finding out exactly what it will take to truly assume control and then implementing that course of action until success is achieved. I had done it before, countless times, and I looked forward to doing it again.

Over the course of the next several weeks, I intended to identify everyone of Charlie’s weaknesses, breaking him down in the most delightful way and I had no intention of stopping until my all of objectives were complete.

For the time being, that meant a rather extreme measure. I couldn’t exactly take Charlie at his word, not with something as important as his chastity, so I pressed forward with a very big ask, a huge step in my encounter with the very horny young man. It was extreme, I knew that, but I also knew he was too consumed with desire to say no.


SCENE 6

Charlie

“What the fuck is that?” I asked, looking at the pink plastic device that Claire removed from her purse.

We were still in the coat closet and I was still reeling from the effects of her hand job, the release making me feel thoroughly at peace, although the contraption in her hand was quickly changing that state of mind.

“It’s a cock cage,” she replied. “You need to go the next week without an orgasm and this is the only way I can be sure that you won’t slip.”

Was she being serious?

One look at her stoic face let me know that she was.

It was a lot to take.

I had only just met Claire and even though she was sexy as hell, and had just given me an incredible sexual experience in a coat closet, it was a daunting task allowing her to cage my little guy. No one had ever asked that of me before. Hell, I didn’t even know such a device even existed. Unfortunately, if I wanted to move forward in her world, there was no other choice, and so with great pause, I considered my options.

“Are you sure about this?” I asked. “What if I were to promise to be really good?”

It was worth a shot, she wanted to put a lock on my dick.

She didn’t give a verbal reply however the smile she provided in response let me know she wasn’t going to consider any other options. If I wanted to move forward in her world, I needed to comply.

It was an unbelievable request and yet what choice did I have if I wanted to get back with the sexy Claire? It took a while, but reluctantly I gave in, and the smile that consumed her pretty face the moment I did, made me two parts excited and one part very very scared.

She was going to dominate me, I could tell, and yet the reward was so incredible I was still going to follow through. How messed up was that?

What followed was quite an education when it comes to a man’s penis and his brain, and I turned out to be a very quick learner, especially when it came to my cock and the use of her restraining device. Having just shot my load, my cock was flaccid, limp, which made it easy for Claire to feed my balls through the plastic hoop, however when she used her delicate fingers to work in the shaft, cajoling and manipulating my member, things changed and I felt my excitement beginning to grow.

“You have to stay calm,” she warned, “this device is fine while you’re soft, but it’s not going to feel so good if you get hard.”

Obviously, I wanted to heed her advice, but it wasn’t easy with her supple fingers playing their tune upon my penis. Fortunately, she really knew what she was doing and once both my dick and balls were pushed through the plastic pink hoop, she didn’t waste any time placing a hood over the head of my penis and latching it into place, securing my world with a tiny lock and key.

It was a surreal experience, one that truly challenged my understanding of the world and my place in it, and yet at no point did I ever resist. I’d say I felt trapped, and I was, but more than that it was exciting, a woman I had only just met taking complete control of my arousal.

It was so tawdry and yet it was real, and I couldn’t believe it was happening to me.

I left that place a short while later and believe it or not, I wasn’t even phased by the extremity of the circumstances. It wouldn’t be until later on, when I was at home and alone, that I would realize the full scope of what I had done, of what I had agreed to, and it would be much later still before I would learn just how much this woman, Claire, was still manipulating every part of my world, even as she was no longer there, and it was just me, alone with her tiny pink device.


SCENE 7

Mommy Claire

The cage I placed on Charlie’s dick could have easily been removed. He would have had to break it, leaving a noticeable sign, but there was no doubt he could easily set himself free if that was his truest desire. The only thing keeping him shackled and controlled was his horny little brain and his want and desire to move forward in my games of fun.

That was the beauty of the challenge. If the seal was broken, I would know right away that he was not the one but I was pretty certain everything would still be intact when Charlie returned. There are very few people who can savor my fruits and not want to indulge some more, and I had no doubt that Charlie wanted to take that incredible next step.

It only made sense. The next stage of his experience was going to be filled with a barrage of lust filled ecstasy, a part of the journey he definitely did not want to miss. That was the secret to my success. In every seduction I gave my subject exactly what he wanted most, granting each man his deepest desire. Once a man has savored that unending bliss, and learned to appreciate the all-powerful woman who has given it to him, submission quickly follows, the natural order for a man controlled by lust.

On the precipice of another power exchange event, my sensitivities bubbled over, replete with expectations and high hopes. The anticipation of another conquest was upon me, soon to be mine, and it made me feel so alive, my reason for being absolutely clear.


SCENE 8

Charlie

Claire told me I had to wait a week but in reality, it was a little more than five days from when I left her on Sunday evening until we were due to meet at her place on Friday after work. Even though it was only a bit more than five days, it was the longest and most difficult period of my life by far.

Not only was I forced to go an extremely long time without touching myself, but I also had to do that with the tempting memories of my time with Claire surging through my head. To say it was pure torture would be the understatement of all understatements. It was insane.

The memories of my time with Claire were so powerful, the way she tickled and teased, the way she stretched out the moment far longer than I thought possible. It made my lust boil, to the point I couldn’t keep my excitement down.

As crazy as this is going to sound, the cage actually helped me get by, it really did. It kept me from those odd times when I might touch or rub my cock. Of course, it also stopped me when those thoughts of Claire surged, and my mind wanted nothing more than to roam and play.

That was the upside of that tiny pink device however by no means was it all sunshine and roses. It was also quite messy, especially when it came to peeing. I never could figure out how I was supposed to take a piss, the pee holes of the cage never lining up quite right. I tried a couple of times, aiming for the little holes in the hood, but that created quite a spray. In the end, I did all of my peeing in the shower, allowing the water to wash me clean as best I could. It wasn’t the best option, never really getting my penis clean, and it also left me with leaks later, not quite able to fully dry inside the cage. Somehow, I managed.

Fortunately, I work from home, but that doesn’t mean I didn’t have my difficulties, and those didn’t end with urinating in the shower.

If I thought the peeing was the biggest downside, it was nothing compared to the chafing. For the most part, I learned to adapt, but when it came to the plastic ring, and the way it tugged and rubbed under my ball sack with every move I made, it became extremely difficult. After a while, I became very sensitive, to the point I actually considered breaking the rules.

Did people really do this? I asked myself. How was I going to get by?

Certainly, I wasn’t the first, but if there was an online forum, or somewhere to turn to for advice, I didn’t know where it was. In my current circumstance, I had no choice but to endure, trapped in my own personal hell, waiting to gain entrance to what I hoped would be heaven on earth.

It was difficult but I held out. I didn’t break the rules, and thank God for that. There was no doubt the challenge truly tested my resolve but I don’t know how I would have coped had I come up short.

It was all quite an experience, one I didn’t want to relive and by the time Friday evening came around and I was punching Claire’s address into my car’s GPS, I was ready to do just about anything to get the stupid thing off.


SCENE 9

Mommy Claire

Charlie arrived at my door and I must admit, I was impressed. He kept himself caged for the entire time, which meant he had to be dying to release. It takes a lot of commitment to abstain from sex, not just the chastity but also the submission, and I intended to reward that effort, in a way that he would remember for a long long time.

The first step was going to be releasing him from the cage and from there things would quickly escalate, until the needs of his body were the only thing that mattered. I had seen it before, I had done it before, and the anticipation had me tingling.

Charlie’s development was going to be all about intense euphoria the kind that pleases the soul and consumes the mind, and I intended to ply him with that ecstasy until he could take no more, until he was ready to hand over all power and control to me and my capable hands.

I had traveled the path before, only this time there was an added thrill, knowing how intent Charlie was in getting time at my breast, and how that would enable me to manipulate and control every step of his journey.

He was mine and soon he was going to find out exactly what it means to be dominated and controlled.


SCENE 10

Charlie

I pulled up in front of Claire’s house and I would have been overwhelmed by the size of her estate however she was already standing outside, wearing the sexiest shorts and halter top. The moment I saw her, all thoughts went to sex and the cage restricting access to my cock.

God, did she look incredible.

Claire may have been older than me by quite a bit but her body was to die for. Not only did she have amazing breasts, wonderfully displayed in her thin, tight shirt, but her legs were also long and silky, just begging to be touched. Needless to say, I was beside myself at the possibilities and jumped from my car, racing up the steep front steps to where she stood.

With a gentle peck on the cheek, Claire greeted me and then welcomed me into her house, taking me by the hand and leading me up the sweeping staircase to the second floor. Her hand felt amazing in mine and I swear, there was something magical in her touch, the mere softness of her skin relaying a soothing peace that I felt deep inside.

“I’m so glad you’re here,” she offered as we ascended the steps, “I’ve been really looking forward to our time together.”

Her words were music to my ears but it was my caged penis where the excitement truly took place. All of my struggles throughout the week were about to pay off and I was beside myself in glee and expectation.

No sooner did we reach the top of the stairs and she was guiding me through one of the doors, into one of the bedrooms. Once we were inside, she didn’t waste any time, setting to the task of removing my clothes.

“I trust you were a good little boy all week?” she asked with a smile.

“Oh, yes,” I replied eagerly.

I offered no resistance as she undid my belt and pants, excited to get to the touch and feel, and she did not disappoint taking special care to drive my excitement with the removal of each piece of clothing.

Claire found so many sensitive spots on my body, spots I had no idea held such wonder, and she returned to them often, until I was literally quivering in anticipation of where she would touch next. It was insane how weak it made me feel, and how much I savored every moment.

By the time I was practically naked, down to just the little pink cage, there was no doubt that she was in charge, and when she led me into the adjoining bathroom and started to undo the lock, I couldn’t have been more relieved.

To be honest, I had gotten used to the constraint, but that doesn’t mean I wasn’t desirous to get the thing off, and when I was finally free of the contraption, there was no calming my lust.

My penis sprang to attention, full of blood and ready for action, and Claire started things off by helping me into the tub where she proceeded to wash me down, paying special attention to my growing rod.

“Looks like someone is excited to finally be free,” she marveled.

There was no doubt about that. For the better part of five days, I tried to remain clean, however the cage made that near impossible. Not only did Claire wash every inch of me, she then proceeded to lather me up, using her fingers and some very soft cream to cover every inch of my dick and balls.

“Today, we’re going to make sure you get lots of attention,” she added.

In no time at all she had my cock throbbing and my mind humming. The feelings were intense and after such an extended period of restraint, I was fully ready to indulge. It was an amazing moment, and I felt the effects deep inside, accentuated by the fact that I couldn’t think for myself.

There was something about that incredible bliss, the way it made everything else disappear, including my connection with rational thought. One moment turned into two and then more, until it became apparent that I no longer had any element of control, rendered helpless by the overwhelming pleasure coursing through my veins.

Claire was in full control, driving every action, and I didn’t know her intent at first, although her objective became crystal clear when she withdrew a long straight blade from a black bag at the side of the tub and pointed it at my loins.

“It’s time to get rid of all that unsightly hair,” she informed me.

The sight of the sharp blade made my heart skip a beat.

“Uh, uh, uh,” I stammered.

There was no doubt that fear had crept into my world and yet I still couldn’t raise a hand to defend myself. Her touch felt so good I couldn’t say no.

That might have been ok but then Claire provided her response, and what she had to say, relayed so much information in one simple phrase.

“Mommy doesn’t like genital hair,” she said, referring to herself as my mother. “If my good little boy would be ok with me shaving him bare, I promise I’ll reward his submission.”

That single sentence said it all. Not only did she intend to take away all of my genital hair, but she also wanted to assume the role of mother in the process, with me as her submissive little boy. In a way, it was a shock to my system, and yet I found myself going along.

Of course, I didn’t want to be shaved, but the more powerful driving force came in her offer of reward. The moment she offered that incredible motivation, I was all in.

“Ok,” I agreed.

The smile on her face let me know she was pleased but it was the beautiful aura that consumed her essence as she began her routine that let me know she was truly in her element. She was so naturally pretty and yet also sexy as hell and that combination had me agreeing to things I would have otherwise rejected.

I didn’t have any experience to draw from, so I can’t really say what it’s like to have your genitals shaved bare, but the moment her blade came in contact with my skin, I knew I would never be the same. It wasn’t just the removal of the follicles, which was clear and absolute, it was also the surrender of control and the way Claire quickly assumed that throne.

One swipe of her razor sharp blade took away a huge swath of hair but she didn’t stop there, that was followed by another, and another, quickly removing every single strand until all that was visible was my silky smooth skin, all other remnants of my maturity completely gone. You might think it was emasculating, and it was, but it was also empowering, especially when I chanced a touch of that newly exposed skin.

There was something about that touch, that feel, it shot straight through my fingertips and into my brain, letting me know the meaning of true bliss. The phrase “soft as a baby’s bottom” has gained favor because of how delectably soft that feeling is. After shaving my genitals bare, Mommy Claire gave me that incredible feel, and the moment I felt it, I couldn’t get enough.

I was as soft as a baby’s bottom.

OMG!

This is going to sound insane, but that feel alone was worth a week in the cage. Of course, I wouldn’t have said that to Mommy Claire, at least not without the promise of a future reward, but it was still true.

Fortunately, the shaving was only the beginning, and once that was done, Mommy Claire set to bathing my entire body, providing exquisite attention with every pleasant stroke. She was free to touch me anywhere and everywhere she pleased and she did just that, taking her liberties with my sensitivities, very curious fingers exploring every part of my being. It was the most incredible bath and the way she dictated every moment, every act, I truly felt like I was her special little boy.

Mommy Claire completely took control of me in the bath but the truth was, I didn’t mind. By the time she helped me from the tub, I was sparkling, and when she wrapped me in a big plush towel to dry me off, I cuddled into her embrace, enjoying the submissive role much more than I ever could have expected.


SCENE 11

Mommy Claire

The bath time was nice as was the shaving but the truth was, they were just preliminary activities, foreplay to the main event. I was setting Charlie up for a much grander role, one in which he would be stripped of all of his power and rendered a submissive little boy.

For most men, that would require a major transition but Charlie wasn’t like most men. Based on the way he ogled my breasts, he wasn’t going to resist my games of regression, but instead lean in, accepting my age play world.

The shaving was well received, as was bath time, I only hoped he would continue to show such positive signs even as I stretched his boundaries to and beyond his limits. The next hour would truly dictate how things were going to proceed between us, the next steps vital in his infantilizing journey.

If all went as planned, Charlie was about to get a taste of the sweet sweet rewards of life as mommy’s good little boy.


SCENE 12

Charlie

The short walk from the bathroom to the bedroom was accentuated by Mommy Claire’s hands as they tickled and teased my sensibilities every step of the way. There was her delicate rub up the back of my thighs that sent an amazing thrill rushing up my spine, and the gentle squeeze at the base of my neck, before giving me the most incredible cranial massage. Those touches had me at the edge of anticipation, eager to experience even more of her wonderful touch.

The moment we were in the room, Mommy Claire directed me to lay in the center of her four-poster bed. I did as I was told, obeying her every command.

She didn’t waste any time sliding between my thighs, taking my penis in her hand and showing me the reward for my obedience. She was quite gifted when it came to stroking my arousal and as a result, it became easier and easier giving in to each additional command.

“Give in little boy,” she cooed, “let mommy have full control.”

The hand job that followed took me right to the edge of euphoria, but just as she was apt to do, Mommy Claire didn’t let that signal the end, instead, she drew out the moment with even more unending bliss.

In addition to the fabulous strokes coming from her right hand, Mommy Claire’s left hand slid under my bum, finding a welcome home at my anus, an ever present residence at my little puckered hole. She didn’t move a lot once she was there, but having her finger at that sensitive spot truly tested my resolve. It was exciting while also demoralizing, the slightest touch able to completely break me down.

As if those touches weren’t enough to render me impotent, Mommy Claire added to the experience by dripping sexy suggestions into my ear.

“See how your little pee-pee feels right now,” she whispered, “it has control of you and I have control of it. Isn’t this wonderful?”

It was a strange concept, the complete loss of self-discipline, and at first, I thought it was made up, fabricated, and yet when I tried to resist, to rise up against her, I quickly realized the reality of the situation. The pulses emanating from my genitals were completely debilitating, overwhelming, and they left me a feckless wreck.

All at once, her words took on new meaning, and a level of fear and uncertainty took up space in my brain as a result.

I was about to scream, or shout, or anything to express the frustration that I felt, and yet the moment I felt like I had the strength, Mommy Claire did something to set me back.

All along, there was one draw of Mommy Claire that kept me obsessed, one attribute that held my attention above all others, and the moment she lifted her shirt and introduced me to her naked breast, allowing me to feel the smooth comfort of her delectably soft skin, I gave up my last sense of independence, submitting to her and her command.

The moment I began to suckle in earnest, she let it be known.

“There you go,” Mommy Claire said the moment I gave in. “You want this. Your pee-pee wants this. Let mommy have control.”

That’s when she added to her explanation, revealing exactly what was taking place.

“The lust inside of you makes you weak,” she explained, “like a helpless little boy you need my assistance if you’re going to survive, and now that I’m in control, giving you what you want, it’s time to accept your new role.”

I’d like to think that I didn’t believe what she was saying, that I didn’t know what she had planned, and yet deep down inside, I think I did, and when she pressed even further, I not only went along, I welcomed her advance.

She didn’t waste any time proving who was in charge. The first stroke; the one where she was trying to get my attention, started at the base of my pee-pee and ran silky smooth, the full length of my shaft. It was absolutely delicious and when she followed that with several more, I allowed her to have her way, completely giving in.

That’s when she pushed things even further, letting me know the role she wanted me to play.

“You’re almost there,” she informed me. “Soon, you won’t be able to think for yourself.”

My dick was rock hard, there was nothing I could do. I didn’t want to give in, certainly not with the way she was dominating me, and yet I couldn’t stop the physical response. Perhaps, there was something about her demeaning words, the way she broke me down, but I think it’s more likely that it was a result of my chastity, the aching needs of my body accentuated by her incredible touch.

Instantly, I knew why she insisted that I go so long without an orgasm. Under normal circumstances, I might have been able to get my lust under control, however in that horny and deranged state, my desire for sex was so high my mind literally was ready to break free from my skull.

For what seemed like hours she teased my desire, pushing my body to the brink of physical bliss. I thought for sure that she would make me cum but that was the most vexing thing about being with Mommy Claire. She tickled, she teased, but when it came time for the climax she kept me at bay, tricking my lust into a circular conundrum.

At one point, I grew frustrated, and I let out a desperate plea.

“Please!?!” I whined. “I’ll do whatever you want.”

She must have liked my feeble request, for the moment I succumbed she let me know the price of relief.

“Agree to wear the cage for another week and you can cum. I’ll let you spray,” she offered.

Now, I was horny as can be, and her reference to my spraying served as a trigger in my mind, exciting me even more. Before I knew it, my head was nodding along, agreeing to her demand despite the rational part of my brain knowing it was a big mistake.

What happened next placed the final exclamation point on the exchange of power that was taking place between us.

The strength Mommy Claire demonstrated in lifting my lower body was impressive, the speed at which she inverted my position was overwhelming, but it was the finishing strokes of her supple fingers on my sensitive shaft, and the way they sent a week’s worth of sperm spewing from my cock, that made me feel like the helpless little boy.

Never before had I ever cum so intensely or shot so far. The lion’s share of that cum spewed forth like an erupting volcano, coating my chest, spraying my chin and even reaching my face. It was everywhere, seeping into my mouth and coating my nose, a giant exclamation point revealing just how helpless I really was.

It was a life altering experience and believe it or not, the relief of my orgasm was so incredible, I didn’t even care about the cum in my face, at least not until the goo really started to fill my nostrils, leaving an indelible image in my head.

Mommy Claire dominated me, causing me to completely lose control and ejaculate all over my own face, and she managed to do that all while making me pledge another week of chastity for the honor. It was absolute insanity and yet the craziest part was, I didn’t even mind. The experience was so unbelievably incredible I would savor it in my memories, reliving it in my head over and over again.


SCENE 13

Mommy Claire

My time with Charlie was amazing. The way he gave up all control, the way he submitted to my command, made me tingle with an energy I savored from head to toe. Of course, the orgasm denial played a huge part in his concession, his lust completely controlling him from within, but with Charlie there was so much more going on, things that set him apart from ordinary boys, things that made him special.

That belief held up when it came time to say goodbye, and he began to hem and haw. He was visibly nervous, not prepared to go.

“Don’t we have something else to do?” he asked, looking at me with big puppy dog eyes.

“I don’t think so,” I replied. “We’ve made arrangements to get together next weekend to resume our fun. I think we’re all set.”

I was content with our session, with the progress that we had made and the fact that we had our next meeting already on the schedule. Unfortunately, Charlie didn’t share my enthusiasm, he still had something more that he wanted.

“But,” he objected, “you said I could come back if I agreed to wear the cage?”

OMG!

I couldn’t believe I had forgotten and even more unbelievable, he took the extraordinary step of asking for it, unwilling to leave without first being prepped and caged.

All at once, I got this distinct thrill in my brain and in my loins. Charlie was requesting my chastity, pleading for it in fact, and that had my mind brimming with the possibilities.

“Of course,” I answered, trying hard to keep the smile from consuming my face.

If he was going to ask for it, it would be my pleasure to lock up his little pee-pee.

Once I set to the task, it didn’t take long. I obliged Charlie’s request, using the cage to lock up his little pee-pee, securing his penis from any tempting thoughts that might cause him to stray.

It made me feel all powerful, a surge of adrenaline accompanying the domineering act. For another week Charlie’s lust belonged to me and that ensured he would be just as submissive upon his return.

They were all extreme measures but also very necessary if Charlie was truly going to be my submissive and dutiful little boy. We hadn’t reached our desired destination just yet, but based on the look on his face when he walked out my door, we were well on our way.


SCENE 14

Charlie

On the ride back to my place, I had a chance to think about everything that had happened with Mommy Claire, and what would happen next should I choose to return.

The entire situation was emasculating and yet also incredible and when it came time to say goodbye, I found myself asking for more. The cage Mommy Claire secured around my dick ensured I could not masturbate but it represented so much more than that. For the next seven days I would not be able to make a move without thinking about her influence on my life, and that had my mind tingling in all sorts of new ways.

Needless to say, I obeyed her command, keeping the cage in place, however I must admit, living with it required some getting used to, and a whole lot of patience. By the time the following Friday finally rolled around, I was ready to return to Mommy Claire, for more reason than one.


SCENE 15

Mommy Claire

For a period of seven days, Little Charlie would not be able to touch himself nor would he receive any of the physical attention he so desperately desired. It was a necessary step, ensuring he was longing for my touch by the time he returned.

That period of denial would provide Charlie with the perfect counterbalance, the complete understanding of life without mommy’s touch. That was every bit as important to his development as the hours of relentless bliss, each tactic demonstrating just what lie in store, defining his fate.

While Charlie would be spending the week learning to appreciate the little things, I, on the other hand, had no intention of demonstrating any form of restraint. So, while he was gone, I got my fill of adult baby play with the numerous submissives I keep around the estate. There are so many things I enjoy about the age play world, the domination, the control, but most of all I like the attention on my nipples and the euphoria I experience when a little is suckling at my teat.

It was while I was nursing two of my subs, a little on each breast suckling away all content and close to mommy, that I decided to give Charlie a call, to see how he was doing and what I could expect upon his return.

He answered on the first ring and the moment I got in his ear; I knew exactly how things were going in his time away and how they were going to proceed the moment he returned.


SCENE 16

Charlie

I was doing pretty well, learning to adapt to life in a cage, when I received a call from Mommy Claire. It was Wednesday, a little more than half way through the week, and she was checking in, to see how I was doing.

“Hey, Charlie!” she said into the phone. “How’s my little boy making out?”

This is going to sound odd, mainly because they were just a few simple words, but I actually got a tingle in my loins when she referred to me as her little boy. Was it possible I liked her mommy play as much as I liked the sexual teasing?

The answer to that question came when she spoke her very next words.

“Mommy’s been thinking about you quite a bit,” she added, “thinking about ways to make you even more submissive.”

The moment she said those words, I felt a distinct change within. There was something about her reference to my submission, it actually made me feel all warm inside.

If that wasn’t enough to challenge my way of thinking, Mommy Claire certainly did when she continued to speak.

“I was thinking that from now on, in addition to the nursing, we should start to dress you in little boy clothes, with diapers,” she offered. “I think you’ll really like the way it feels.”

The fact that she led with the nursing put my brain in the right frame of mind for her new information. Not only did I not object, I actually started to contemplate just what it would be like, the feel of the soft cloth, the nearness of her skin. Would it be so bad to be her submissive little boy? The more I thought about it, the more I wanted to find out.

“Ok,” I responded meekly, unsure what else I could say.

She ended the call shortly thereafter but needless to say, it created all sorts of crazy notions in my head, the most insane of which was, was it really so bad to submit?


SCENE 17

Mommy Claire

The reason I called Charlie was to get inside of his head, to find out how he was thinking and to insert a few suggestive thoughts into his highly susceptible little brain. By the time our conversation was through, I had no doubt that his curiosities were piqued, the idea of submission as my little boy front and center in his head.

I could have taken control of him anyway, I didn’t really need to manipulate his mind, but life is so much more fun when you can get inside of someone’s brain, driving every thought and action. Charlie would thank me later, his brain the biggest erogenous receptor, eager to receive more and more of my stimulus.

All of this started because Charlie spent too much time gawking at my cleavage, trying to drink it all in. He had no reservations about objectifying me back then and while I don’t usually mind such things, in that particular situation I saw an opportunity, a lesson to be learned.

So, I took Charlie on as a special project, and now things were in full swing. By the time I was done, he was going to be so tied up in submission he would never be able to find his way back. I also intended to grant him so much pleasure along the way, that he wouldn’t even mind.


SCENE 18

Charlie

After speaking with Mommy Claire on the phone, I had a difficult time staying calm. There was something about the way she spoke to me, the way she took control. It was so forceful while also loving, I couldn’t wait to get back under her spell. Long days and even longer nights followed as my penis remained caged but my mind was free to roam the exciting thoughts of my return.

By the time Friday morning rolled around, I was beside myself, desperately ready to get back to her and her incredible world. All day long I literally bubbled in anticipation and when five o’clock finally rolled around, I raced out the door, ready to return to Mommy Claire’s controlling ways.

It was an amazing feeling, that mix of anxious anticipation and desperate yearn and it fueled my brain as I raced to her door.

When Mommy Claire and I first met, I was excited for the sex, and the chance to suck on her tits, but we never actually had sex, and the nursing, while nice, turned out to be a very small part of our time together. What was front and center in my mind however, was her manipulative ways, both the mental and the physical, and how much she was able to separate me from any semblance of control. All of that was a surprise to me, as was how much I had come to appreciate and savor the experience.

On the drive over to Mommy Claire’s estate, I couldn’t decide what excited me more, the inevitable undressing and playing with my cock? Or the thought of submitting to her command, her power over me its own aphrodisiac.

The answer would reveal itself soon enough. In fact, the moment I stepped into her presence, my truest desire rushed right to the surface, letting me know exactly how I felt.


SCENE 19

Mommy Claire

When Little Charlie walked through my door and got down on his knees, begging to do my will, I knew it was a good sign, but when he told me that he couldn’t decide what he liked more, the rubs on his cock or my control over his mind, things got exponentially better. If he was ok with my dominance and control, there was nothing to hold me back.

That little boy didn’t know it, but he was about to go on one wild and crazy ride.

Physical domination is fun, mental manipulation is exciting, but when you can put the two together it is absolutely amazing. I owned Charlie’s physical desire, that was clear, and little by little I was using that control to assume greater command over his thinking and that brought everything together in a perfect little ball of lust.

One moment of debilitating bliss turned into two and then three and even more until Charlie found it hard to keep his breath. Before he knew it, I had his body curling into my embrace, his eyes rolling to the back of his head and strange words spilling forth from his lips. He was helpless, although if I’m being honest, I don’t think he cared.

One thing about me is my need to fully separate a man from his power. With an alpha male, those lines are distinct, clearly defined, his strength and power on full display, but with a guy like Charlie, it wouldn’t be so simple. He didn’t possess any aggressive masculinity for me to target. With him, I would need to seek out his limits, finding just where I could make him cross the line.

That was a very important step, for no matter how obedient a guy may appear, no man is truly submissive, at least not until his last resistance has been found and his connection with that strength completely severed.


SCENE 20

Charlie

I was actually shaking as I approached the front door of Mommy Claire’s home. The last time I visited, she was there waiting for me with a smile and an incredible outfit, but this time she was nowhere to be found and that had my mind spinning and my brain nervous as hell.

Those feelings of uncertainty remained right up until she threw the door open wide and I saw her there in all of her glory, every bit as gorgeous and sexy as the first time we met. She welcomed me into her home, giving me a warm hug in the process and with that simple act my entire disposition changed. Gone was any sense of anxiety, replaced by a peaceful feeling of bliss.

There’s something very intimate about a hug, especially when it is provided by a beautiful, full-bodied woman, and Mommy Claire allowed me to savor the experience, every blissful connection with her wonderfully soft bosoms, until I felt like I could melt into her world.

Once I had truly enjoyed the hug, that tender loving connection, Mommy Claire took me by the hand and led me up the stairs, to the second floor of her home. Once we reached the upper level, she directed me down the hall, to the same bedroom as before.

“Let’s get you set up in here,” she cooed softly, “so we can have some privacy for our fun.”

Those words sent a shiver up my spine, one that had me more excited than I had ever been in my entire life. The anticipation of finally getting the cage off of my dick had me on edge but more than that I was intrigued by the entire situation. As much as I wanted to get to the sex, there was more going on, things that piqued my interest, specifically her need to infantilize.

No sooner were we inside the room and she addressed me, letting me know what I should expect.

“Have you been a good boy all week?” she asked, and the way she looked at me when she said it, actually made me feel small.

For more than a moment, I withered under that stare until I finally managed a meek, “Yes.”

Her response was quick and to the point.

“Yes, what?” she replied.

They were only two words but they were firm and I knew exactly what she wanted in reply.

“Yes, mommy!” I answered dutifully.

“Better,” she said, “Now, tell me about your week, was it harder to wear the cage this time?”

She was asking about my experience over the course of seven days wearing a cock cage and at first, I was hesitant to share my true feelings but once she got me going, I really gained a new appreciation for the process.

“The peeing is terrible. It makes a mess, even in the shower,” I explained.

Mommy Claire listened to what I had to say but if I expected pity, I received none.

“The reason you need the cage is because you’re a naughty boy who can’t be trusted alone with his own pee-pee,” she replied.

At first, I wanted to object, but one domineering look from Mommy Claire and I chose otherwise. I didn’t want to argue and furthermore she was right, and to emphasize her point she leaned over, giving me a bird’s eye view of her delectable cleavage, before slipping a few more words of wisdom in my ear.

“If you hadn’t been caged you would have cheated,” she said, “and if you had cheated you wouldn’t be standing here right now.”

I hung my head because I knew she was right and yet she wasn’t content with my silence.

“I want to hear you say it,” she added.

“Yes, mommy,” I replied sullenly.

But she wasn’t satisfied. “The whole thing,” she pressed. “Are you trying to tell mommy you could have gone the week without stroking that little pee-pee of yours until you were spent?”

The way she spoke, so direct, so on point, I couldn’t argue a single thing. The truth was, I might have been able to make it a day or two but without the cage I never could have gone a week, and just thinking that thought, made me feel weak.

Just as that idea washed over me, breaking me down from within, Mommy Claire moved closer, and with one hand on my shoulder, she let me know what I needed to do.

“Trust me,” she said, “once you give up all of your power to mommy, you’ll really understand what it means to be free.”

I wasn’t sure what that meant but I felt compelled to comply and the next thing I knew, I began revealing a part of myself no one had ever seen before.

“I masturbate all the time,” I started. “Any time I’m by myself I immediately begin to play. And after I met you, I wanted to jerk off even more, the things you’ve done; the way you’ve made me feel, but the cage stopped me, and now I feel like I could burst.”

Her answer, when it came, was very calm and cool.

“You’re thinking about the release,” Mommy Claire explained, “and I understand that. But I want you to think about the energy, the power that’s been building inside of you each moment you aren’t able to play.”

I thought about what she was saying. It was true; I did have more energy throughout the day. That revelation was just coming to light in my brain but she wasn’t done.

“Charlie,” she said, “from now on, I want you to focus on that energy, and whenever it surfaces, I want you to do things to make me happy. That way, when it comes time to release that energy, I will want to make you very happy.”

Her statement was bold, flat out telling me to work for her, and yet it made complete logical sense. I had played with myself for years but having her play was so much better, and those glorious breasts, God, how I wanted to get back between her boobs. That alone was worth a list of chores.

We made eye contact and I gave her a nod, an agreement to her terms, and the way her face lit up let me know it was the right decision, but before we could move on, I had one more issue to resolve.

“It started to chafe,” I complained, pointing to my nether region.

“We’ll have to do something about that,” Mommy Claire said as she moved in on me, preparing to take control of the situation and her good little boy.

The undressing that followed was every bit as exquisite as our first meeting however this time she left the cage on and that had me rather perplexed. Before I could ask, she was letting me know just what she wanted me to do.

“Get on the bed,” she instructed, “on your hands and knees, spread out on all fours.”

I did as I was told, assuming the position exactly as she directed, and then waited for her next move. I’m not sure what I expected next but I was shocked when I heard the vibrating hum and when I turned to see the dildo in her hand, my emotions quickly evolved.

This was different. What was she doing? And why was I beginning to feel scared?

Those questions bubbled in my head but they did nothing to stop or even slow her approach. Mommy Claire intended to introduce me to that vibrating dildo and I didn’t know what to do.

Her toy gave off a light hum as it first came in contact with my lower leg but that sound changed as it wandered over my skin, gently working its way up the back of my thigh. It felt good, nice, and it continued its exploration, over the curve of my bum and in between my cheeks.

Vroom!

I don’t know if she meant for it to happen but it landed directly on my rosebud where it stayed, finding a nestled home stimulating at my anus and sphincter. At first, it was intrusive, that relentless buzz where no one had touched me before, but then I got used to it, and I felt my mind ceding ground.

Was I supposed to be ok with mommy tickling my butt hole? I wasn’t sure but as I tried to work that out, she worked a little deeper, finding a spot just inside, one that felt really good, making my brain hum.

Ungh!

OMG!

I couldn’t believe how that tiny vibration felt at that spot, it was like magic and I allowed her to keep it there, even as she whispered her words in my ear.

“Looks like my good little boy likes mommy’s attention,” she cooed ever so softly.

Hearing her say it aloud was a bit debilitating, it made me feel weak, and yet I couldn’t deny what she was saying, nor did I try to get away. Mommy was stimulating my anus and I couldn’t get enough, making me wonder what else she was going to teach me.

Once Mommy Claire introduced me to that experience, holding that vibrating pulse directly against my prostate for what seemed an eternity, I quickly lost all sense of self, getting lost in the domination of my back end. Those wonderful feelings flowed and flowed, expanding throughout my body, and I did nothing to stop their advance.

Fortunately for me, mommy kept it there, and kept it there, causing the vibration to surge through my core, spreading to every inch of my world until I literally felt the jiggle in my jaw. It was crazy, and intense and I struggled to keep my mind focused as the feelings overwhelmed every conscious thought.

I still had the cage around my dick, so there was no way I could have a hard-on and yet my excitement was sky high. Somehow the energy was still surging in my mind and even though my penis could not respond, my body didn’t feel the same.

Looking down, my flaccid penis was still locked in the tiny pink device but there was a slick stream of grime leaking from the pee holes, dripping into a pool in the center of the bed.

Mommy Claire was quick to point it out.

“Look at your little pee-pee,” she marveled. “You’re not even hard and it’s letting go all of its baby batter.”

I couldn’t believe it nor could I stop it, she was making me cum without even touching my dick. And if that wasn’t enough to completely blow my mind, she just kept on working my anus with that vibrating tool, pushing my lust beyond any conceivable line. It all made me so helpless, all I could do was give in to the moment and to her.

By the time she was done, all of my energy was gone but I didn’t really have relief, not the kind I was looking for, and definitely no satisfaction. My mind still wanted sex but my body simply couldn’t comply.

That’s when Mommy Claire had me turn over, slipping between my legs to remove the cage from my dick. It was very slick and grimy and she spoke to me as she took it away.

“I know you like having mommy rub your pee-pee,” she said, “and I like that too, but as far as your spurts go, we’re going to save those for after you’re truly regressed.”

It was a lot to take, informing me that I wouldn’t be allowed to have a full orgasm, and yet I wasn’t even upset. If anything, I was mysteriously content, my desire still strong but the desperation lessened. That’s when she invited me to the bathroom next door, for a bath and a fresh clean shave, and I actually had a bounce to my step, understanding that I wasn’t in control, but I had a loving mommy to take care of all of my needs.


SCENE 21

Mommy Claire

The art of milking is all about drawing all of the sexual energy out of the body without granting the little boy the satisfaction of an orgasm. I milked Charlie dry because I wanted him tamed but not fully spent. I wanted to give him a reward, just not yet.

The confused look on his face when I finally took him to the bathroom and removed the cock cage said it all.

“What’s up with my pee-pee?” he asked. “I want to have sex but I can’t get hard.”

“It’s called a milking,” I explained. “I pressed a vibrator against your prostate and it turned out that your body really likes little girl sex, so I kept stimulating you there.”

The look on Charlie’s face was absolutely priceless. I had just dominated his anus and then equated the experience to his desire to have sex like a woman, the thoughts were bouncing around in his head like a pinball machine out of control.

Fortunately, Charlie was too far gone to mount any kind of resistance.

“Ok,” he replied.

I proceeded to fully wash my little boy, paying only minor attention to his pee-pee, finding other spots to stimulate his mind and arouse his excitement. He particularly liked the scalp massage, and when I lifted my blouse and welcomed him to my breast, he latched like it was second nature, effortlessly slipping into the little boy role.

For my part, I love having my nipples sucked and Charlie suckled hard, drawing my flesh deep to the back of his throat, sending pulses of energy through my breast and out to the rest of my body. It was blissful and I actually began to hum in response, the feelings so pleasurable. When those pulses finally reached my kitty, my entire body began to purr and I let loose with a full release.

I’m not shy about admitting the fact that I had several orgasms while Charlie suckled at my teat, and I intended to keep him there until I had several more.


SCENE 22

Charlie

From the moment we first met, the prospect of suckling on mommy’s titties was always front and center in my mind, and as much as I got to dabble early on, it wasn’t until I was fully submissive at her hand that I could truly appreciate the experience.

I was highly anticipating the moment, the connection, the bond, and when it finally came, it outdid all of my expectations.

First off, Mommy Claire’s breasts were amazing, full and firm but soft enough that I could draw her into my mouth, sucking her nipple deep to the back of my throat, but it was the connection I felt with her in the exchange that took the experience to a whole new level. It was an incredible bond; unlike any I had ever known. If I thought I enjoyed it, the way she responded made me think she loved it even more.

“Ah!” Mommy Claire let out the deeper I drew her nipple to the back of my throat. “Good boy, keep sucking.”

I did as I was told, I wanted to suckle, but even more than that I wanted to be hers, Mommy Claire’s good little boy.

This may sound odd, because our relationship started unlike any other in my life before, but I felt like she truly cared for me, even as she controlled my every move.

Is it possible that submissive is the best way to be?

The more I gave in to Mommy Claire, the better it felt, and so I doubled down on those feelings, completely accepting my role.

Mommy Claire groaned aloud with each suckle and when I really drew in earnest, she gasped and huffed in what sounded like the beginnings of an orgasm. I liked having that effect on her and so I continued, finding a connection with my mommy, finding contentment as her little boy.


SCENE 23

Mommy Claire

After the bath I dried my little boy with a big plush towel, making sure to rub and caress every sensitive spot on his helpless body. By the time he was dry he was purring in my arms and when I invited him into my bed, he was such a gracious little gentleman.

“Yes, please!” Charlie replied when I asked if he wanted to sleep with mommy.

Together we got into bed, each of us wondering if the cage should come into play.

I decided to address the issue head on.

“Charlie,” I explained, “from now on you are not allowed to play with yourself unless mommy gives you permission. Do you understand?”

He nodded his head, although his glassy eyed look told me he would have agreed to anything.

“If you get the urge, you can wake me but do not play by yourself!” I reiterated.

While Charlie cuddled into my embrace, I left the pink cage on the nightstand but I did diaper his bottom, wrapping him in a soft clean cloth. He offered no objection and while we laid in bed, he shifted his body to get under my shirt, searching with fervent lips until he found what he was looking for, suckling my breast deep to the back of his throat, bringing my body to countless more orgasms.

It was an amazing event. His suckling was preternatural, he continued all through the night, even after he fell asleep. I had never experienced anything like it. It was the most delightful night and I relished the discovery of my new baby boy.

There was still more I needed if Charlie was going to stay in my world, certain elements of submission, but I had no doubt he would comply, the connection between us just too perfect to deny.

Next, I would press him to relinquish more of his power, to give up even more control, but in order to truly achieve that goal, I needed to know where he drew the line, just how far was too far to go?


SCENE 24

Charlie
 

“Whenever you are here, you’ll be diapered like a little boy,” Mommy Claire informed me.

She said the words as if they were the most natural thing in the world and the craziest part, I actually accepted them. Sure, I was suckling at her breast at the time, comforted by the soft smooth feel of her skin against mine, but I actually agreed to let her diaper me, all the time.

Just to be sure I knew what I was getting myself into, she clarified her request.

“No more using the potty,” she explained, “whenever you are here it’s diapers only.”

I knew what she was saying, which is why it was so hard to process, and yet the moment I agreed, and I saw that angelic look on her heavenly face, I knew I had made the right decision.

Nursing at Mommy Claire’s breast while she played with my pee-pee was everything I had ever desired in life, and if wet and messy diapers was what she wanted in return, then who was I to complain?

That is exactly what I thought when she first asked me to take that monumental step but as I would soon find out, while an image in your head can be easy, reality can be a much more difficult path to take.


SCENE 25

Charlie

To be honest, the situation with Mommy Claire was extreme but it was also beyond my wildest fantasies. Yes, she wanted control, in a way that I wasn’t comfortable with, but what she offered in return was so amazing, I found myself going along.

I was a willing participant when she shaved me bare, enjoying the feel of that super soft skin, and I was just as willing, even as she wrapped my freshly shaved loins in a clean white diaper.

You might think being diapered as a grown man would be off putting but when Mommy Claire cinched the last of the straps and proceeded to give my stomach a raspberry kiss, I actually felt her love, from the bottom of my soul to the very tip of my head.

“Such a good little boy,” she cooed.

I was rather proud of myself for going along and actually shocked by how much I liked the feel of the soft cloth against my skin but then Mommy Claire raised the stakes, informing me of just what was in store for my day.

“Now that you’re diapered,” Mommy Claire explained, “you won’t have to worry about any messes, the diaper will catch everything.”

She patted my bottom to ensure I knew exactly what she meant.

What she was saying was that I would be using the diaper for its real, intended purpose and that should have been the sign that my world was about to completely open up but I was too caught up in her and her teasing to really take notice, and so I went along, pushing my body and my mind into an experience that would forever shape my brain.

This may sound odd, because going to the bathroom is the most natural thing in the world, but I had difficulty letting go with the diaper on. I guess it makes sense, you spend your most formative years learning restraint, that doesn’t just go away because a beautiful woman teases your sex. It did however give me plenty of motivation and before long, I overcame the obstacle in my head, forcing the first bit of pee out of my body and into the diaper.

Mommy Claire picked up on it right away.

“Do you smell that?” she asked. “It’s not a lot, but someone just peed himself.”

The way she said it, and the smile on her face when she did, let me know that she was pleased and there was something about her joy that made me open up, releasing more of my urine, as well as my maturity, out into the world.

Admittedly, it was a relief to let it go, no longer needing to hold back, but at the same time, I felt a certain part of me go with it, an element of power and strength no longer mine to hold. It made me feel weak and but for Mommy Claire’s tender words, I might have fallen apart.

“It’s ok little boy,” Mommy Claire offered, “you just had an accident. Mommy can make it all better.”

In an instant, she was hard at work, separating me from the wet and sticky diaper. It was a relief when she peeled back the wet and saggy cloth, and when she proceeded to wipe me clean, I shivered from the feel of the cold wet wipe but I did not try to get away, fully content as mommy’s muse.

It didn’t take long for her to change my wet mess, wiping me clean, dousing me with powder before wrapping me in a fresh clean diaper, and when she was done, I actually felt closer to her, as if the act had made us one.

Mommy Claire must have felt it too, because the moment I was up, she was smiling from ear to ear, ready to take things to the next level.


SCENE 26

Mommy Claire

Even though my time with Charlie as well as our interactions were limited, I knew that he would be open to the diaper play. First off, he was absolutely enamored with my breasts, most little boys are, but the way he liked to suckle at the teat let me know that he truly had unresolved feelings in that area, that his age play needs were very real.

I would take advantage of that little tidbit of information while also indulging his deepest desire, a combination that was sure to have Charlie fully regressed, in no time at all.

It was a perfect storm of seduction. In addition to the infantilization, Charlie liked having me in control, and there is no more subservient role than that of helpless child to his dominant mommy.

It was a wonderful beginning but it was only that, the beginning. I intended to push Charlie even further, to find his limits and completely shatter them, bringing him face to face with a truly submissive world.

Once he had that transformative experience, he would truly be mine, separated from his old way of living, focused solely on the life that only I could provide.


SCENE 27

Charlie

After a huge meal with all of my favorite foods, I would have been content to lie in Mommy Claire’s arms and suckle at her teat. To be quite honest, it was where I longed to be and even though I think she wanted that as well, she directed me down the hall for the next step of our journey.

“We’re going to have a play date,” Mommy Claire explained, “so you can see what it’s like to be with others.”

I wasn’t sure what that meant but then Mommy Claire opened the door at the end of the hall to reveal a magic world inside.

I had never seen anything like it. Her home had a gymnasium inside but it wasn’t just any gym, this room was filled with all sorts of toys and the floor was covered in a very soft mat, the kind that made it hard to walk but fun to fall. I hadn’t even taken two steps and already I was on my knees and from there I began to explore, my inner child truly set free.

There was so much to see and do. I climbed the ladder into the castle and slid down the big red slide into a giant ball pit. It was so much fun, made even more delightful when I found three mounds on the floor, tiny hills that vibrated when I got on top. Those were very interesting and I found myself exploring more and more.

I could have been content to roam and play all day but then the door opened and the entire situation changed. Where before it was just mommy and me, now there was someone new to join in on the fun and that made everything much more complex.

The woman who walked through the door wasn’t much older than me but the outfit she wore made her present much younger, like a little girl. It was a frilly little dress and the way it made her look, all little and immature, I actually felt ok wearing only a diaper. Sure, I was exposed, but she was too, and the parts I could see were very nice to look at.

“Charlie!” Mommy Claire called. “Come over here, I want you to meet Alyssa, your play date.”

I’ll admit, I was excited to play with Alyssa, not only was she really cute but she also had a sexy body, scantily clad in her little girl attire. I didn’t know if we would get to fool around, that was never discussed, but I was more than happy to run and play.

Alyssa had obviously been to Mommy Claire’s gymnasium before, she wasn’t at all phased by the bouncy floor and she definitely knew her way around, running directly up the castle ladder before launching herself down the slide and into the pit of colorful balls. It took me a little bit to catch up with her but once I did, Alyssa and I were inseparable.

It was fun having a partner in crime and I grew to like Alyssa very quickly. She showed me all sorts of interesting things and when we got to the vibrating mounds, she didn’t waste any time getting on top, straddling the bulge with her legs, allowing the vibration to snuggle in between her thighs. It was sexy hot and I marveled at how easily she let herself go, even with me right there.

“Ungh!” Alyssa grunted.

She shifted her body on top of the mound, pressing herself against the vibrating pulse, letting go as each new wave washed over her body. For quite a while, she stayed there, enjoying every spasm and throb.

I had never watched a woman have an orgasm before but I got to see Alyssa enjoy hers up close and personal, and when she was done, she grunted before sliding off of the mound to offer me a chance.

“That was awesome! Do you want to go next?” Alyssa offered. “It’s a lot of fun.”

I turned her down, I wasn’t ready to do that, not in front of her anyway, but that didn’t stop her from pressing.

“You don’t have to be shy,” Alyssa explained. “Here at Mommy Claire’s, we share everything.”

I’ll admit, it was tempting, not arousing myself while she watched but the intimacy of it all, knowing how free she was about sex. It opened my eyes to a new part of life, one I definitely wanted to explore more deeply.

I might have had more time to ponder such things but I had to go to the bathroom. In our previous discussion, Mommy Claire made it clear that I was to use the diaper when the time came but that was before Alyssa was there, before I had an audience.

I raced to Mommy Claire, to see if I could go use the facilities. Her response shocked me to my core, leaving an indelible mark on my brain.

“You have a diaper on silly,” Mommy Claire replied. “You don’t have anything to worry about.”

But she was wrong, I was worried. I didn’t want to relieve myself, not in front of Alyssa. I tried to find a place to hide, to let it go in peace, but Alyssa followed me everywhere; up the ladder into the castle, down the slide into the ball pit. She wouldn’t give me any privacy and finally I had no choice, I had to let her know.

“Listen,” I said, “I really have to pee, can you give me a second?”

Alyssa’s response was not at all what I expected and will stay with me always.

“I want to watch,” she replied, “I want to look into your eyes as your mind regresses.”

The way she said it made a cold shiver run down my spine. In all of these games I had contemplated the sex, the reward, but not once did I truly consider the ramifications. Was it possible I might truly regress? Not just playing along but actually losing control?

The idea gave me chills but did nothing to stop the pressure on my bladder. Despite Alyssa wanting to watch, to take in all of my weakness in real time, I still had to go and the situation was only getting worse.

Finally, I had no other options, I had to give in. We were in the ball pit, just Alyssa and I, and it was obvious she wasn’t going to give me any privacy.

“Ok, ok,” I relented. “If I do this for you, do you promise not to make fun of me?”

The way Alyssa agreed I actually believed her and together we shifted positions so she could gaze into my eyes while I relinquished my maturity, soiling the diaper wrapped around my bottom.

This is going to sound messed up, because I really had to go, but the moment our eyes came together I found it impossible to relax. Peeing in a diaper is hard, your body and mind have been trained to hold back, but letting it all go while a woman you barely know gazes into your soul is unbelievably difficult, an impossible feat.

It was true that I couldn’t let go but that did not do anything to relieve the pressure I was feeling inside, and when Alyssa said she could help, I didn’t know what to say.

“I could tickle you,” she offered, “I usually can’t hold my pee while I’m being tickled.”

It was a nice gesture, I think, but I wasn’t prepared to go there. However, while we were having that conversation my body did begin to relax and I actually felt like I could maybe make it happen.

That’s when my life veered off into a whole new direction.

The first little piddle that escaped my pee hole was a monumental effort. I managed to get a tiny bit out but it did nothing to provide relief. To say it was frustrating would be an understatement and I struggled trying to make things work. It wasn’t until Alyssa followed through on her offer, shifting over top of me, using her fingers to tickle my body, that I really let go and the rest came streaming out.

She was using her fingers to squeeze at my sides, sending a jolt into my brain, when the transition happened.

“Oh, God!” I exclaimed the moment I felt the rush.

Before I knew it, the urine gushed from my pee-pee, forming a warm puddle in the gusset of the diaper. It happened so quickly, there was nothing I could do, and that added to my feelings of insecurity. As the warm flow formed against and around my skin, the fabric clung fast to my body, making me feel truly regressed, little from head to toe.

That alone might have been enough to alter my entire disposition but then that warm puddle began to recede into the cloth, and when it did, the tingle that ensued gave me a whole new appreciation for adult baby play.

“Ah,” I let out, unable to hold back my response.

Alyssa was right there to take it all in. “You like the tingle,” she giggled, “I liked that my first time too, the way it tickled my lips.”

Hearing her say those words aloud made it difficult to figure out just what was going on.

The odd feelings taking place inside my diaper were both strange and fascinating. Was I supposed to like wetting myself? I wasn’t sure but the moment it happened; I knew my whole world had changed.

In Mommy Claire’s bed, I peed in a diaper and I thought it was my first time, but when the accident happened with Alyssa, I quickly realized there is a huge difference between voluntarily letting go and when your pee escapes your body in an uncontrolled rush. One is a conscious act and the other is an outward sign.

With that single act I moved into all new territory, transitioning from a man who made a choice into a boy who was helpless about his needs.

The impact on my brain was cataclysmic. My entire world turned upside down as all the urine from my bladder flooded my diaper, leaving me a sodden mess. It was demoralizing, and debilitating, and I didn’t mean to do it, but I started to cry.

For her part, Alyssa called Mommy Claire for help however she kept giggling the entire time, adding to my weakened state.

“He’s crying!” Alyssa called out. “And he wet his diaper.”

Fortunately, Mommy Claire got to me quickly. Unfortunately, Alyssa didn’t turn away, intent on watching every single moment.

“Did mommy’s little boy make a mess?” Mommy Claire asked.

Her words as well as the soothing tone she used to relay them truly reflected a mother caring for her child. Mommy Claire was in control, and in my current state, I needed her more than ever.

What followed turned out to be a very tender event, Mommy Claire showing me intense love with every act, however I had difficulty keeping things straight in my head, a mix of infantilizing weakness and horny desire confusing my addled brain.

Was this meant to be sexual? Everything about Mommy Claire made me think of sex and yet the diaper, and the baby talk, had me totally confused. Nevertheless, she finished cleaning my mess and then wrapped me in a fresh new diaper before letting me know how things were going to proceed.

“You’re progressing very nicely,” Mommy Claire informed me, “giving up your sense of independence, letting go of the old you. Keep this up and there will be a very big reward waiting for you.”

Obviously, that had my mind brimming with possibilities, the lure of her reward enough to get my mind over any and all hurdles.

The moment Alyssa and I were alone, she started in.

“I bet you’re excited for mommy’s attention,” she said, “but you know you’re not going to get it until you really regress, right?”

I didn’t know that but as she said it, it made sense. Every step, every reward, was the result of me delving deeper into her games. If I wanted to move forward in Mommy Claire’s world and receive her rewards, I was going to truly need to regress, not just a little, but a complete infantilization.

It was a lot to process and yet the moment I thought about mommy rubbing my pee-pee, making me feel all good inside, I desperately wanted that reward, regardless of what I would need to do to get it.


SCENE 28

Mommy Claire

I knew Charlie was upset, I could see it in his face and I could hear it in his voice, the tremor with every spoken word. He wanted my reward, that was obvious, but just what was he willing to give up to get it? The answer to that all-important question was still being decided.

It is the pinnacle moment of every seduction, when the subject is forced to make the choice between independent freedom and submissive bliss. Sure, I overwhelmed every one of his senses, plying him with so much pleasure that he was prepared to agree to anything and everything that I asked, but my desire with Charlie was different. I wanted him to find his own way in my world, to savor the baby play as much as my sensual reward.

We would get there, Charlie was too horny and helpless not to follow through, but it was going to take some time, the young man still holding dear to his connection with the responsible adult world.

I needed to sever that last bond, to make him relinquish all of his power, including his belief that he could still be a man in my world. Those things were integral to the success of my plan and in order to do that, I gave Charlie the most incredible physical experience, more than his little boy mind could process, and then I regressed his thinking, until he had no choice but to crumble and fall.

Once those feats were accomplished, everything would change; heaven would be his and victory would be mine.


SCENE 29

Charlie

Mommy Claire changed my diaper in front of Alyssa and to be honest I was one part horny for every two parts embarrassed. Sure, Alyssa saw me naked, but that actually brought us closer together, in a way that made sex a real possibility.

Those thoughts were just bubbling beneath my surface when the door to the gymnasium opened and in walked a rather large guy pushing a catering cart. It was our meal and everything looked delicious.

Needless to say, I was hungry, all of the action definitely gave me an appetite. The moment Mommy Claire let us know the food was ready, both Alyssa and I were ready to dive in.

The menu consisted of barbecued spare ribs, mashed potatoes and corn, some of my favorites, and I was ready to absolutely binge when Mommy Claire let me know how things were going to proceed.

“Remember,” she said, “in order to get your reward you have to submit, and in addition to wearing diapers, little boys don’t make their own decisions and they definitely do not feed themselves.”

What followed was quite an education in the age play world, one that proved to be much more enjoyable than I ever could have imagined.

First off, Mommy Claire really was very attractive, so looking at her was a treat, but once she focused all of her attention on me, things got even better. There’s something very intimate about being fed, each spoonful a mini act of foreplay and add to that her singsong voice, speaking to me as a little child, and I really did feel the part.

Those feelings remained through every delicious bite, and even through the revelation she dripped in my ear just as the meal was coming to an end.

“I made sure your meal had a very special ingredient,” she informed me, “to help you move down the adult baby path.”

I didn’t know what that added ingredient was, at least not at first, but I would quickly find out as soon as my bowels began to respond.


SCENE 30

Mommy Claire

It is one thing for a man to willingly give up his independence but it is quite another to have it stripped from him. While Charlie would have gladly given in to my demands, it was more important for him to be turned, to feel the transition as it completely took over his mind.

At first, he wiggled and squirmed in response to my touch, then he humped and jerked, but in the end, he froze at the spine, spreading his legs and presenting himself for my amusement, allowing me to have my way. I kept up the assault, tickling and teasing in the most tantalizing way, until his eyes rolled to the back of his head and he lost contact with the mortal world.

“Ungh!” Charlie groaned and a stream of saliva flowed from his open mouth.

I loved seeing him like that and doubled down on my efforts, stroking even faster, pressing him deeper into my world.

It wasn’t enough to get Charlie to agree to my instructions, I needed to go even further. I wanted him helpless, so there would be no choice in the decision. The only element that would be important to Charlie was need and of that there would be no shortage of supply. Once he was fully desperate, yearning from every pore, every decision would make itself and I would have full control.

We were getting close, and as soon as the laxatives kicked in, we would take another giant leap in the journey, his regression furthered, his infantilization complete.


SCENE 31

Charlie

After our big meal, Mommy Claire gave Alyssa and I more time to play. We got right back to our games and it was a lot of fun, right up until I felt the stir in my stomach and in my bowels.

What was that?

It only took a moment for me to recognize the shift, the movement inside of my intestines that signaled something wanting to get out. From there, those feelings quickly escalated until it became apparent that holding it back would not be an option.

I raced to Mommy Claire’s side, pulling at her leg, letting her know of my need.

“Mommy,” I said, “I really need to go.”

Her response should have been expected but it still just about broke my brain.

“It’s ok,” she replied, “you have a diaper on.”

She obviously didn’t understand. As discretely as I could, I let her know my concerns.

“It’s not pee this time,” I explained, “I need to poop.”

I wanted to keep it private, just between mommy and me, but Alyssa heard and the moment she did, she was right by my side, ready to follow me wherever I might go.

“Is he going to do it?” Alyssa asked excitedly. “Can I watch?”

I couldn’t believe this was happening.

Realizing Mommy Claire wasn’t going to provide any assistance, I looked for somewhere, anywhere for a little privacy to take care of my business. Unfortunately, that was not part of Alyssa’s plan.

“I know you need to poo,” she said with a giggle and a smile. “You may as well just let me watch, cause I’m not going to leave you alone.”

This is going to sound crazy, but I actually agreed, the pressure becoming way too much to handle. I had neither the strength nor the patience to argue or to run. Despite how I knew it would affect me, I let Alyssa get real close, right in my face, so she could watch while I relieved myself. As expected, it completely broke me down, although the feelings were much different than I had anticipated.

It was such a mind fuck, staring into Alyssa’s eyes while my body let go. It was like she could see straight into my soul at my weakest moment, every fragile corner, and it wrecked me from within.

It affected me deeply and I actually began to cry, tears forming in my eyes before running down my cheeks. Even before the ickies began to slide up my back and down my legs I was broken, beyond repair.

In no time, Mommy Claire was right there and was quick to change my mess with loving attention to detail but the damage was already done. I could no longer hold my head high let alone look in the mirror.

All the while, Alyssa kept making comments, about the way I succumbed.

“He really is helpless,” Alyssa said. “Is he really doing all of this so you’ll play with his pee-pee?”

When she said it like that, it made me sound so pathetic, but then Mommy Claire added to the account, making it even more unbearable.

“He also wants to nurse at my breast,” she explained. “In fact, I think he likes to suckle more than he likes to cum.”

Alyssa was amazed.

“He would do all this just for some attention from mommy?” she asked.

“Uh huh,” Mommy Claire confirmed, “and now that he’s done it, I intend to reward his submission, so he’ll never want to go back to the way things were.”

Prior to that moment, I was confused, manipulated, but the instant Mommy Claire mentioned my reward, everything changed. All at once, infantilism seemed like a small price to pay when matched against the heavenly bliss of time in mommy’s hands and at her breast.


SCENE 32

Mommy Claire

The laxatives helped bring Charlie’s regression about in much quicker fashion but it also made for quite a mess. Fortunately, I am experienced with such things and made short work of wiping him clean and getting him ready for the next stage of my plan. It certainly helped that I had already shaved him bare, no unsightly hair to get in the way.

They were all of the details that made adult baby play so much fun and ensured I would always want to be a dominant mommy. The seduction, the transition, the submission, the joy, all of it made me appreciate my life and even more importantly the little that made it all possible.

Charlie was another in a long line of conquests and now that his transition was well underway, it was time to push things even further, and in order to do that, I needed to remind him of just why he was willing to make the sacrifice in the first place.

The next step was going to include a lot of lust filled pleasure and I had no doubt that Little Charlie was going to savor and enjoy every moment.


SCENE 33

Charlie

Ok, ok, I did some things I’m not particularly proud of all for alone time with Mommy Claire. That may make me sound weak but the truth is, there weren’t ladies lining up to go out with me let alone take me to heaven. What Mommy Claire offered was true ecstasy and there was no way I could pass that up.

The moment my messy diaper was changed, she took me by the hand and led me out of the gymnasium, down the hall and back to the room where it all started, the one that offered privacy and a comfortable bed.

It was our time to shine. Everything else was just build up, this was my real reward.

Despite what I knew was coming, it was still difficult shaking off what I had done to get there. Peeing myself was awkward, causing me to battle some strange forces inside my head but pooping in a diaper, in what came out as a liquified mess, was absolutely debilitating. Even the promise of great sex wasn’t enough to wash that unforgettable experience from my brain.

As much as I felt like I knew what I was doing, it caused me to break down, shivering at the core, and the moment Mommy Claire noticed, she cuddled me into her embrace, a warm and welcome hug that actually washed away all of those fears. It was an amazing event. While her warm embrace granted me a sense of strength and stability, the kind that made me think that everything would be ok, it also let me know that I needed help, that I could not survive on my own. It was transformative and I gained a very deep appreciation for Mommy Claire in the exchange.

The next thing I knew, things escalated even further, to a point I had been waiting for quite some time.

I felt the wonderful feel of her glorious nub as it tracked across my cheek on its way toward my lips. It was her nipple and the way that tantalizing touch teased my mind heightened every sense and took my excitement to the brink of insanity. I knew what she was doing, furthering my infantilizing journey, and yet I wanted it more than ever, ready to embark on the trip.

I can admit, at one point in time I was afraid of what would happen if I fully indulged but as the moment grew near I felt my mouth opening, ready to take the step. I couldn’t resist, and when her skin formed against mine and her nipple entered my mouth, I fell into the most natural suckling state, the bond between us pure bliss.

My lips gathered in her flesh, drawing more of her succulent breast into my mouth and I clamped down on her nipple, really drawing her in.

Mommy Claire gasped as I pursed down on her but she did not try to get away, and when she let out a long guttural groan, I knew I had found her pleasure center.

“Ahhhh!” she let out. “Such a good little boy.”

I loved hearing her words, knowing I had granted her joy, and yet I knew there was more in store for my actions.

Mommy Claire rewarded my efforts by taking my pee-pee in hand and stroking it through the thin cloth. It was absolutely glorious and my hips began to move in time with her touch, first a gentle grind before slowly building to a relentless hump.

The sexual build up was amazing and it led to even more suckling, my lips churning in time with my body’s hum.

We teased each other like that, me sucking mommy’s nipple deep to the back of my throat, her stroking my arousal, stimulating my excitement, and it went on, well into the night. When the time finally came to get some rest, Mommy Claire pushed me over the edge with just the right mix of excitement and tease.

Her fingers went wild on my shaft, targeting the sensitive spot on the front, just below the crown, and after several minutes of relentless tease, I felt like I could take no more.

“Please, mommy!” I wailed although I don’t really know what I was asking for.

Fortunately, Mommy Claire understood my need and with several targeted strokes she took the engagement to a whole new level, my orgasm ready to be released upon the world.

I’ve experienced many different orgasms, some quick and some stretched out over time but none had ever achieved the full satisfaction and relief that I felt at mommy’s hand that evening. I didn’t just shoot and explode, I erupted, draining my balls of every last drop.

It was amazingly intense and by the time it was done, there was no doubt that I would be returning to Mommy Claire’s door. I loved making a sticky mess in the diaper and loved even more the way she spoke to me afterward, letting me know what a helpless little boy I really was.


SCENE 34

Mommy Claire

When Charlie made a mess in his diaper, he did it because he wanted my reward. That would have been fine if it was just the two of us playing the game but with Alyssa there, it created all sorts of confusion in little Charlie’s head. With her as witness, his regression went beyond fantasy role play into something very real.

I saw the effect in real time. I saw it in Charlie’s eyes and in the subtle quiver of his lower lip. I took him by the hand and led him out of that place, to a room where we could have some privacy but the damage was already done.

The truth was, in order to infantilize him I had to get him out of his comfort zone. He gave in to everything else, the nursing, the shaving, the diaper. I had to find his point of resistance in order to finally break him down and the messy diaper did all that and so much more. But a soiled mess wasn’t enough to complete the transition which is where Alyssa came in to play, the final piece in my complex puzzle of seduction.

Charlie was ok submitting in private but losing control in front of Alyssa truly made him feel weak, and when she was right there to point it out, using her words to describe his monumental collapse and defeat, that is what absolutely broke him down.

It was a beautiful site, his insecurities laid out bare before us, and I seized on the moment, drawing him into my comforting embrace.

There is incredible healing power in a tactile hug, the feel of warmth, the closeness of another heartbeat, but it goes even further when delicate flesh is pressed against delicate flesh, providing the soothing connection that only skin on skin can provide.

The moment our bodies came together as one, I felt the change in Charlie.

When I first took him in my arms he shivered and shook but as I held him close his heartbeat settled, his breathing calmed, his demeanor returned. He appreciated my comfort and I pushed the moment forward, introducing him to my breast.

From the moment we first met, Charlie was enamored with my bosoms, obsessed, a result of him being weened too soon as a child. So, when I gently traced my nipple along his cheek, drawing nearer to his lips, I could see the innate reaction inside his head and knew we were about to enter hallowed ground.

He turned and latched on instinct alone and the moment we connected I let out a heaving sigh.

“Ah!!!” I gasped, a combination of excitement and joy flooding my brain.

I absolutely love attention on my nipples, an erogenous zone unlike any other for me, and as he got lost in that intense sucking motion, I allowed multiple orgasms to wash over my body, savoring each one at my core.

I enjoyed that feel for more than a little while, allowing my mind to truly appreciate my little boy’s actions but I couldn’t be content for too long, the motherly need to reciprocate inherent in every act.

As Charlie suckled away, I began to squeeze his erection through the thin cloth of the diaper. He remained hard the whole time, a testament to the erotic nature of the activities, from the bare hug to the nursing event. All of it aroused us both, proving we truly were a very good match.

For hours we remained in that glorious state, me teasing him, him teasing me, each of us indulging the lust until I knew we would finally need to get some rest. It didn’t take much to push Little Charlie over the edge, he had been teased to the brink for longer than I had ever planned, and when the climax finally came, it served to add to little Charlie’s transition.

He buckled and bucked, his body heaving with the release, and the discharge that followed spurted from his tip, filling the diaper with a gallon of his sticky seed.

The discharge was intense. It had been quite some time since I had seen so much cum, the way it filled the bulge of the diaper and began to seep right on through, but even more amazing was how completely satisfied Charlie was as a result, and the way he responded at the end.

“Thank you, mommy! Thank you, mommy!” he huffed, gasping aloud, the widest smile consuming his handsome face.

It was music to my ears and even though Charlie was a very easy conquer, it was still a distinct thrill. There is something very special about the ones who appreciate what I have to offer, and Charlie loved me with every fiber of his being, all the way down to his little core.


SCENE 35

Charlie

After the most incredible night, filled with memories that would last me a lifetime, I drifted off to the most amazing slumber, the deepest most peaceful sleep I ever could remember. However, that feeling quickly changed when I awoke in the morning to an unexpected mess.

WTF?!?

My diaper was wet and full, and the way it sagged, it felt like it could hold me down.

I had been in Mommy Claire’s world for a little while so I was no stranger to accidents but the messes from the previous day were planned, accepted, this was truly involuntary and to say that had me unnerved would be an understatement.

What was going on with me? Did I really regress? And what would happen when I tried to return home?

I didn’t even have a chance to ponder any of those questions before Mommy Claire walked in, acting as if it was no big deal, lovingly attending to my mess.

“Did someone make stinkies?” she cooed in the sweetest singsong voice.

She was acting like it was no big deal but I knew that it was. And the tone of her voice, that loving coo, I don’t know if it was meant to make me feel small but it did, real small, like a little child and I felt myself breaking down as a result.

In an instant, my whole world felt like it could fall apart.

Mommy Claire took one look at me and could read every thought. She didn’t say a word, instead drawing me in, offering comfort in her embrace.

“It’s ok little one,” she assured me. “Mommy’s got you. It’ll be ok.”

Her hug instantly pacified my nerves and while that made me feel better in the moment it also brought a certain level of uncertainty to the situation. What would happen when these feelings arose and she wasn’t there to hug them away? Would I be able to collect myself? Or was my life about to spiral out of control?

Before I could leave, before I could be on my own for an entire week, I needed to bring it up.

“Mommy,” I said, “what’s going to happen when I go home, if I have an accident?”

Her response did little to resolve my concerns.

“It might be best if you start wearing a diaper full time,” Mommy Claire suggested. “You might even want to move in here, so I can keep an eye on you.”

It was an incredible offer but I wasn’t sure I was ready for that. I loved my time with Mommy Claire and absolutely loved her sweet rewards, but a part of me knew if I didn’t have some separation, I might never be able to recoup. I was trying to work that out in my head when she offered even more of her insights.

“Obviously, you’ve really started to regress, so it is possible that you will have an accident,” she explained. “I could send you home with your own supply of diapers, but then you’d have to change them yourself. Or, you could move in here and I could tend to you full time.”

There it was again, her offer to move in, only the second time around, it started to make sense. It was a lot to process and I’ll be honest, I instantly fixated on her rewards more than what she was asking me to give in return. It was all so intriguing and tempting, and before I knew it, I found myself nodding along, agreeing to her terms.

The conversation quickly turned, into a discussion about ways that I could prove my commitment, and I found myself surrendering more and more of my independence in the process, until she was in total and absolute control.


SCENE 36

Charlie

I never thought twice about handing over all of my company credentials to Mommy Claire, her IT guy needed them if I was going to be working from her estate and I really wanted to move in, to complete the transition from independent man to submissive little boy.

It was one thing to spend a day with Mommy Claire, another to spend the weekend with her, but moving in to her estate on a permanent basis made me hers and that was a very special feeling, one I simply could not resist.

What followed was an entirely new life, one that would open my eyes to many new and wonderful things.

The first days were very exciting, the newness of it all, it didn’t even dawn on me that Mommy Claire owned my company’s biggest competitor. That information would remain a secret, at least until well after the scandals about our executive team had broken, about how their malfeasance and mismanagement had damaged the company and its value.

The information was undoubtedly learned from the access I provided to Mommy Claire and her team and I couldn’t help but feel somewhat responsible for my company’s demise, even though, as Mommy Claire explained, if there had been no mismanagement there would have been nothing to find.

Nonetheless, the acquisition was completed for pennies on the dollar, adding to Mommy Claire’s tremendous power and wealth while also providing me with a stable future as Mommy Claire’s live-in boy.


SCENE 37

Mommy Claire

I dominate men.

First off, I do it because they need it, a woman’s strong guiding hand necessary for any man to understand his proper place in society, but more than that, there’s something I want in return, a need.

In some cases, it is the guy’s strength and his power that I desire, but just as often there is something else that he possesses, something that will prove useful in my quest.

In the case of Charlie, it was unfettered access to his company’s personnel files that I coveted. I had been trying to acquire the organization for quite some time but could never quite come to terms. With the newly acquired information, everything quickly fell into place, providing me with a great reward for my domination efforts.

It was all part of a very fun project, one that started with a little boy who had been weened too soon.


SCENE 38

Charlie

The truth was, I didn’t really care for my old company, it was just a job, but I absolutely loved my time with Mommy Claire. That was truly a transformative experience, one that I would treasure for the rest of time.

Some at my old company would consider me a traitor if they ever found out what I had done but Mommy Claire treated me like her little hero, and that was the only role I ever wanted to play. Her reward ensured I would submit over and over again, granting her whatever she desired.

For quite a while, I got to fully indulge Mommy Claire’s intense physical bliss however once all of the details of the merger and acquisition were finalized, my time at her hand was drastically reduced, relegated to just one time a week. It was a tough transition going from flavor of choice to one of her loyal stable, but I have learned to love my role, including the special time I get at mommy’s teat.


EPILOGUE

Mommy Claire

There are many men with an absolute obsession with breasts. In the case of Charlie, his passion originated from being weened too soon, not ready to end his time at mommy’s teat.

The way Charlie ogled my breasts when we first met, quickly revealed his secret. That knowledge, combined with a little seductive skill, allowed me to gain access to his life, to resolve his internal issues by granting him the time at the breast that he so desperately craved and desired.

Men in that situation hold a very special place in my heart, not just because they are easy to seduce and regress, but also because they have the most to gain from my mommy play experience.

Introducing Charlie to the world of age play and infantilism was fun for me but for him it was life altering. Never would he look at a diaper the same way again, and as far as my breasts were concerned, now that Charlie understood his true nursing needs, there was nothing that could keep us apart.

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

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles VIII
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