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PROLOGUE

Mommy Claire

Dominating a grown man, conquering his lust and rendering him submissive to a life of infantilizing bliss is fun for me. Usually, I would claim the broken soul as my own, adding him to my growing collection of obedient adult babies. But sometimes the situation presents itself, where my skills are needed to assist another, to render and break, but then leave the pieces for someone else to gather and collect. 

That is exactly what happened when Sally came to my door, looking for the ideal gift for her husband’s fiftieth birthday. As much as I would have loved to add Jason to my collection, there was already a woman who cared for him, who loved him, and it has never been my intention to get in the way of that. And so, I set out on a new project with a different destination in mind, even though the journey to get there would follow a very familiar path. 


SCENE 1 


Sally 

“My husband and I have been married for almost twenty-five years and in all that time I have never gotten him the great birthday gift,” I explained. “I’ve tried, believe me I’ve tried, but somehow I always miss the target. Which is why I need this one to be just right, it’s his fiftieth.” 

That’s what I said over the phone, what I told her assistant in order to gain an audience with the famed Mommy Claire. I wanted to find the perfect gift, the one that he would remember for all time, and I had no doubt that time with her would meet and exceed his wildest expectations. 

Mommy Claire agreed to meet with me, which I took as a great first step, but I would still need to convince her. I showed up early for our meeting and was escorted to an office just inside the entrance to her stately home. It was exactly as I had pictured, hardwood cabinets along the back wall, a fancy desk to one side and an exam table on the other, the one that was featured in just about every book. I couldn’t believe I was there, and just as those thoughts bubbled inside my head; the entire situation grew in intensity. 

Mommy Claire herself walked through the door. 

“Good morning, good morning,” she said, strolling by me to take a seat behind the large desk while looking down at her computer screen. “I see you’re here about a special request, for a fiftieth birthday?” 

I was in awe. It really was Mommy Claire, right before my eyes, speaking to me. She was every bit as elegant as I had imagined. “Th... th... that’s right,” I stuttered. “My husband and I are big fans, and I would love for him to meet you.” 

The way she looked at me, all bright eyed and attentive, made me feel special and when she waved a hand, encouraging me to go on, I couldn’t contain myself. 

“Jason and I have a great relationship,” I said. “We’ve been best friends for forever and there isn’t anything we don’t share. That may sound like a wife’s naive belief but it’s true. He even shared with me his deepest secret, the one he was afraid to tell.” 

“Is that so,” Mommy Claire replied. “And how did that make you feel? His unique needs?” 

“It wasn’t easy in the beginning,” I admitted. “Hearing about his mommy desires, trying to wrap my head around that unique fetish. But over time I learned to adapt, and actually loved the fact that he was willing to share that with me, not knowing how I would respond.” 

“And how did you respond?” Mommy Claire pressed. 

I had to laugh. I actually thought I was the coolest wife in the world with the way I responded, although I didn’t tell her that. 

“I played along,” I said. “We even made a nightly ritual out of it, me reading to him from your books and then helping him live out some of the naughtier scenes.” 

“So, you’ve infantilized him?” Mommy Claire questioned, “broken his spirit and turned him little?” 

“Um...” I hesitated, unsure how to answer. “That is why I’m here,” I explained. “I can’t do what you do. I’ve put him in diapers, I’ve let him suckle at my breast, but it’s not the same. There’s something missing.” 

“I see,” she replied. “And what exactly do you want from me?” 

I took a moment to contemplate exactly how I wanted to say what it is that I wanted to say. It took a little while but I finally came out with it. “It all seemed so wonderful, our naughty little secret, but now I want him to have the real thing. I want it to be his gift, for a fiftieth birthday he’ll never forget.” 


SCENE 2 


Mommy Claire 

Sally made her plea and I have to admit I was moved. A woman who loves her husband so much she would turn him over to my control just so he could live out a fantasy was beyond my comprehension. And then, as I let the full scope of the situation settle in, I came to a realization, about what I could do, to give Jason what he wanted and still keep Sally whole. 

“Dear,” I said, “I’ll grant your request on one condition…” 

“Anything,” she replied. A bright smile consumed her pretty face. 

I looked deep into her crystal blue eyes, establishing a connection between us, but also letting her know how serious I was, then added, “I’d like to take you as well.” 

The words hit her hard. 

“Me?” she questioned. 

It was absolutely adorable, that surprised look, the confusion, the bewilderment, as if she couldn’t understand why I would want her as my precious little. 

“I’m happy to do it,” I added, “but those are my terms.” 


SCENE 3 


Jason 

“Tell me,” Mommy Claire said, “what is it that you like about adult baby play?” 

There it was. The root of what drew me to her, what made every word on every page so tantalizing in my mind. I was there, face-to-face with the real Mommy Claire, if there was ever a time to be true to myself, that was it. 

“It’s sexual,” I replied. “All of it, the nursing, the diapers, the shaving, all of it turns me on and I want to experience it.” 

Her response was straight and to the point. 

“That’s not really true,” she said, her tone not that of a loving mother but scientific, like a therapist. “If that we’re true you wouldn’t be here right now. Your wife has diapered you. Your wife has nursed you, but there’s something more that you want. Do you know what that is?” 

Her question was direct and I had to think about my response. It didn’t come to me by myself, Mommy Claire had to point it out, but the moment she did, all the gears fell into place, everything made sense. 

“You want to be dominated!” she stated. 

I was still sorting it out in my head when she pushed the moment forward. 

Mommy Claire, ever the picture of wisdom, laid out her terms. “I will take you on the journey you desire, however your needs do not lie in baby play but in being submissive, pliant to my dominant control. You need to have your power taken from you and there’s only one way I can do that.” 

Her words excited me but there was something more, the way she spoke, what she said, in addition to her effect on my arousal, she also piqued my curiosity. 

“And that is?” I asked. 

“In addition to infantilizing you I am also going to cuckold you,” she replied. 

That single word, cuckold, hit me like a ton of bricks. I was quite content to accept Sally’s birthday gift and enjoy the ride with Mommy Claire, but I didn’t want other men touching my wife. That was a non-starter. My head started shaking before I could even form the words, “Uh, uh. No.” 

Mommy Claire smiled. 

She didn’t shake her head or try to correct me. She smiled. And that singular act had me completely unnerved. What did she know that I didn’t? Of course, I wanted to experience her world, but as an adult baby not as a cuckold. That was a huge distinction, one I couldn’t overlook. 

“Do you like when your wife reads you my stories?” Mommy Claire asked. 

“Of course,” I replied. 

“And would you like to be in one of them?” she added. 

“Yes,” I replied, “but not enough to share my wife.” 

“Oh, it wouldn’t be sharing,” Mommy Claire corrected. “You’d be giving her up.” 

I balked. “That’s even worse.” 

“Is it?” she replied. “What do you think happens to a man once I break him down and turn him little? Do you think he becomes a dominant stud in the bedroom?” 

I hadn’t really thought about it. I was always so fixated on what drove my desire I didn’t really think about how that would affect my wife. “Couldn’t she enjoy it too?” I asked. 

Once again, Mommy Claire smiled. 

“I enjoy it,” she explained. “I love the feel of a mouth suckling at my breast. I love the feeling of power I get when I’m completely in charge, fully in control. Those things stimulate me, but I’m not like other women. Other women crave a strong hand, a real man. If your wife is willing to give you what you want, sending you here, shouldn’t you allow her to get what she needs as well?” 

I couldn’t believe we were having this conversation and yet what was even stranger was that her words made sense. I wanted to be turned, to be broken down by Mommy Claire and rendered submissive, and I was at the cusp of that experience. But what would happen when we were through? Did I really think I could revert back, to give my wife what she truly desired? At one point I probably thought I could, but now I wasn’t sure. And that uncertainty created a crack in my veneer, one that Mommy Claire was quick to exploit. 

“Let’s just put those thoughts on the back burner for now,” she offered. “Why don’t you get out of your clothes and up on the table. I’m sure you’ve been wanting to try out the stirrups from the moment you walked through the door.” 

She was right. I had read about the exam table and the stirrups in so many of her stories, how they spread the man’s legs, how they granted Mommy Claire prime access. In a flash our previous conversation was out of my mind, replaced by a desire to fulfill my birthday wish. 

I shed my clothes and hopped up onto her table, placing my legs in the crooks of the stirrups. 

Much to my delight, Mommy Claire approached, but before she did, she undid the top three buttons of her blouse, allowing my excited mind a gander at her incredible breasts. Her cleavage was amazing, everything that I expected, and when she leaned forward and I got a bird’s eye view down her shirt, I felt the first of many uncontrollable throbs in my penis. 

Mommy Claire really was awesome. She had yet to make contact and already I was rock hard and pulsing. This birthday present was sure to be the greatest ever and I sucked in my breath in anticipation of what was to come. 

The first thing I felt wasn’t Mommy Claire’s fingers or her breasts, instead it was a squirt of warm oil, poured over my hardened rod. That alone wasn’t enough to drive my passion but what followed next certainly did. 

In an instant, Mommy Claire’s hands were everywhere, and the way they squeezed and rubbed made my balls tighten and my breath grow short. Holy shit was she good with her hands. Before I knew it, an orgasm was quickly approaching. 

The feelings were intense, starting in my testicles, rising up my shaft, stimulating every nerve ending along the way. But they didn’t stay in my genitals, they spread, to every part of me; up my back, through my arms and legs, into my head. I couldn’t believe it was real, the way the pleasure seized every muscle, rendering me weak. It was all happening, right before my eyes, and the impact on my brain was every bit as intense as the euphoria pulsing through my blood. 

I felt compelled to tell Mommy Claire that I wasn’t young anymore, that my orgasm was about to shoot and there would be no second rise. That was the naive part of me, the part that didn’t truly believe every dominating and controlling word of her stories. And yet, just like every one of her victims, the moment I thought I could take no more, that my release was inevitable, she brought me back from the edge, to show me just how great the experience could be, and how helpless I was to stop it. 

I would have loved to savor the moment, when my brain succumbed to the ecstasy of Mommy Claire’s control, but that was also the instant she chose to remind me of my fate, completely shattering my expectations and my world. 

“So, now that you’ve been primed,” she cooed, “let’s talk about who wants to be a good little boy, and who’s willing to be a submissive cuckold to get there.” 


SCENE 4 


Mommy Claire 

Sally was a loving wife, willing to give anything to grant her husband his deepest desire. She had no idea everything his deepest desire entailed, and despite my repeated warnings, she sent him along, on a one-way path to an entirely new existence. 


SCENE 5 


Jason 

I had had enough experience with Mommy Claire’s stories to know they weren’t just words when she made her victim turn over control. While I knew the reward would be fantastic, that didn’t mean I wasn’t scared as hell to verbally give up my wife for more of her unending bliss. 

Despite all of that, the needs of my body were way more powerful than I had anticipated, and as much as I wanted to hold out, I didn’t possess the kind of self-control necessary to remain strong. 

I succumbed. Like a helpless little boy, I gave in to her advances. 

“Please make me a cuckold,” I wailed. 

The words came out much faster than I had expected but there was something within them that went way beyond a simple sentence or phrase. That outward act of submission, giving up the one thing I thought was beyond reach, should have been my moment, when I would savor being turned, and yet all it did was make me feel weak. In contrast, what followed, Mommy Claire’s love and caring, made me extremely grateful that I had given in. 

Mommy Claire increased her efforts, turning all of her attention on me; stroking, rubbing, teasing, morphing the entire situation into a love fest between her fabulous fingers and my sensitive penis. Before I knew it, the feelings within became so intense I doubled down on my offer, willingly giving up my wife in exchange for mommy’s undivided attention. 

“Please, please, please,” I gasped. 

She responded exactly as I wanted, with more and more of her stimulating love. The strokes increased, sometimes erotic and slow, other times fast and direct, but always right there, targeted at my most sensitive spots, from the base of my balls to the tip of my head. She didn’t stop, not when I moaned, not when I groaned, not when I thought I could take no more. 

I’m not sure how long I was throbbing in her hand, losing all connection with the real world, when the door to her office opened and in walked a young man wearing nothing but a loin cloth. His muscular frame was impressive but that did not faze me until Mommy Claire introduced him. 

“Jason,” she said, her hands still working their magic on my member, up and down, gently stroking away any resistance, “this is Tyler and he’s going to be Sally’s first lover. Can you politely ask Tyler to take your wife?” 

Under any other circumstance, I would have responded with a string of expletives, but with mommy stroking away, touching every sensitive spot, making me feel better than I had ever felt before, I struggled to make my brain think. And in my hesitation, Mommy Claire increased her efforts; teasing, fondling, caressing, until I literally couldn’t see straight, my eyes crossing and my brain floating on a cloud. The feelings were amazing, not just in my dick and in my balls but throughout my whole body, and when those wonderful pulses surged into my brain, there was nothing on earth that could compare to the overwhelming high that consumed me. 

I swore I would do anything to keep that feeling alive. 

The only thing that made sense was to obey her command, and soon I found myself complying with her every word. 

“Please will you take my wife?” I pleaded to the stranger standing before me. 

Holy shit! 

Did I just say that? 

What was happening to me? 

Tyler didn’t seem the least bit surprised by my capitulation or my request. He nodded his agreement, which should have scared me, but at that exact moment, Mommy Claire changed the pace of her ministrations, targeting the sensitive front of my shaft with rapid strokes from one hand while simultaneously using the index finger on her other to slide down my taint, over my ass, and softly onto my virgin hole. That incredible feeling, at that sacred spot, caused every hair on my body to stand on end, and each circular motion that followed, narrowed closer and closer to my anal center until the stimulation became so intense, I thought I had left this world and entered the gates of heaven. 

“Oh, God,” I moaned, not out of conscious decision but out of involuntary response. I had never felt anything so wonderful in my entire life and I didn’t want it to end. 

The combined stimulus, on my dick and in my ass, rewrote everything I thought I knew about sex, sending another surge of pleasure-inducing chemicals into my brain, flooding every conscious thought. Before I knew it, I was moaning and groaning, savoring the ecstasy of a bliss I never thought possible. 

It was during that rubbing that the entire situation escalated. While I tried to remain calm, to keep my excitement at bay, Tyler’s loin cloth was pushed to the side and I was presented with another man’s cock for the first time in my life. It was large, bigger than mine, and hairless and the way it bobbed back and forth before my eyes was absolutely mesmerizing. 

I might have stared at it all day but for Mommy Claire’s next words. 

“That’s the cock that is going to pleasure Sally,” she said, “go ahead and kiss it. Ask Tyler to put it inside your wife.” 

I should have said, “Fuck no!” I should have jumped down from the table and run away. But I didn’t do any of that, in fact, I didn’t do anything at all. I just laid there, allowing Mommy Claire to dominate my sex, allowing her to take control of my life. 

All the while her strokes continued, up and down my shaft, tickling the undercarriage of my balls, teasing the rim of my tight little rosebud, taking my desire to astronomical levels. The feelings all over my body were amazing but it was the effects on my brain that had the lasting impact. Rational thought drifted away, no longer tethered to the moors of reality, my mind pleasantly adrift, oblivious to anything and everything happening beyond Mommy Claire and her magical touch. 

I don’t know what possessed me to do what I did next, but I didn’t just lean forward and give the penis a kiss like I had been instructed to do. Instead, I took the entire bulbous head between my lips, suckled it into my mouth, and swirled my tongue around the crown several times, savoring the soft feel of his skin against mine. And once I felt I had properly adored his scepter with my lips, I pulled my mouth from his cock, looked up into his eyes, and pleaded for him to complete my descent into cuckold land. 

“Will you please service my wife?” I asked. And as much as those words should have frightened me, with Mommy Claire’s hands still working their magic on my pee-pee and my mind slipping into permanent submissive baby territory, I never felt more right in my entire life. 


SCENE 6 


Sally 

I was alone in the security room watching Jason submit to Mommy Claire’s control and I was glad I was. It was difficult. I knew what he wanted and it pained me to know that I couldn’t give it to him. It wasn’t that I didn’t try. There were plenty of diapers, and lots of nursing, but there was still a disconnect. And as I watched Mommy Claire completely dominate my husband’s sex and his soul, I realized what it was. 

Ever since the day we said, “I do,” Jason and I were partners, equals in our marital bliss, but what he needed, what Mommy Claire was able to give but I couldn’t, was an absolute domineering presence. At no point was it unclear as to who was in charge, and never did he question her, not when she stroked him, not when she made him suck dick, and definitely not when she coerced him into begging a young stud to pleasure me, an act that rewrote everything I thought I knew about submission. 

I’d tell you that it was exciting to watch, my husband’s descent into helplessness, but that part wouldn’t come until later. At that point, I could only describe it as confusing, the power that Mommy Claire held, and the way she wielded that godlike control. 


SCENE 7 


Jason 

I sucked Tyler’s dick but I didn’t make him cum. That would have to wait until he was with my wife, when he could satisfy his lust on her beautiful body. It pained me to think about another man pleasuring Sally, but then Mommy Claire started up with her ministrations once again, driving my lust to the brink, making my brain swoon. All other thoughts quickly vanished, replaced by a singular focus, the intense physical joy emanating from my core. 

Her strokes were amazing, sometimes soft and targeted, other times firm and direct, but always right there, breaking me down, driving my desire. At first, I was hesitant, but soon I allowed those feelings to escalate, offering no resistance at all, indulging in the physical bliss. I knew the sensual domination was only the beginning, and as much as I enjoyed her controlling presence, I actually looked forward to the next step, when she would use that control to separate me from the man I used to be. 

Mommy Claire didn’t disappoint. 

The moment my hips began the uncontrollable grind, the involuntary search for more and more of her touch, she seized the moment, introducing me to the next evolution of adult baby play. 

“It’s time to take you upstairs,” she cooed, “are you ready?” 

Based on her stories, I knew what awaited me upstairs and I had never been more ready for anything in my entire life. Like floating on a cloud, I followed her up the sweeping staircase, yearning to experience more of her mind-altering transformation. 

The Victorian furniture and four poster bed in her master suite were exactly like I had expected but when she led me into the adjoining bathroom and I saw the soaking tub filled with warm bubbling water, I actually felt a tingle inside, a pulse that reverberated all the way from my balls to my brain and back again. 

This was really happening. I was about to have my Mommy Claire experience. 

I dipped my toe into the warm water but it was the way Mommy Claire’s fingers grazed the back of my thigh, just below my butt, that sent the electricity in the room soaring. And she didn’t stop with just one touch. She caressed everywhere, finding spots on my body that absolutely tingled in response. It was a whirlwind of pleasure and by the time she finally guided me into the water, my pee-pee was bobbing with excitement and my brain was ready to give anything and everything to complete the journey she had so masterfully started. 

I wanted to cum, I needed to cum, but release was nowhere in sight. In fact, based on my knowledge of Mommy Claire and her ways, relief would not be mine for hours, at least not until she had conquered my existence. 

In every reading with my wife, we found the tease and denial to be the most exciting part, but as my body succumbed to the lust coursing through my veins, and my mind tried to comprehend just what Mommy Claire intended to do to break my spirit, I began to question whether I really wanted to be tamed at all. Being stripped of your power and rendered submissive is very erotic on the printed page, but the reality of that moment, and the full debilitating weight of that experience, had a completely different effect when presented in the real world. I needed to cum and once that prevailing thought was in my head, I could think of nothing else, to the point I felt weak, very weak and extremely vulnerable. 

You might think that the mental realization of my demise would have been significant however it wasn’t. It didn’t matter how I felt, once Mommy Claire had her sights set on new prey there was no escape. And there I was, in the middle of her seduction, unsure if I really wanted to be conquered, unable to stop the freight train that was taking over my life. And while I knew the time for my decision was past, I still held out hope that I would be able to maintain some semblance of myself when all was said and done. 

What followed next only served to push my body and my brain even further down the path of helpless submission. 

Mommy Claire lathered my pee-pee with shaving cream. 

The act was subtle at first, just a dollop of cream in the palm of her hand, but then she began to rub it in, and the feelings on my body and in my head quickly evolved. She took her time, delicate while also stimulating, maintaining my throbbing erection while also keeping my orgasm at bay. I tried to remain calm, to enjoy the moment and the experience, but it wasn’t like reading it in a book. As Mommy Claire used the long straight blade to strip away my genital hair, a part of me went with it, and the weakness that filled the void was absolutely terrifying. It was then, as the needs of my body overwhelmed every waking thought in my brain, that I made a very important decision. I couldn’t go on like this, as great as the pleasure was, the feelings of weakness and the loss of discipline were too much to bear. Once I was able to regain control, I was going to put an end to these games, to put a stop to this warping of my mind. 

That is exactly what I told myself however, in the meantime, I struggled to control even the most basic impulse. With each new touch from mommy’s magical fingers my lips quivered and my body quaked but it was the way my mind felt, broken and small, that had me trembling with fear. And just when I thought the uncertainty couldn’t get any worse, Mommy Claire was right there, to take me in her arms and shelter me from anyone or anything that might do me harm. 

The effect was instantaneous. 

The moment I felt her warm embrace I was instantly soothed, pacified by her love and bolstered by her motherly strength, the kind that provides a small boy comfort and safety in an unpredictable world. The transition was mind altering. One moment my entire body shook in a lust filled carnal frenzy and the next thing I knew everything was calm, a peace welled within me, one I savored deep down to my core. 

I am convinced that were it not for that tender moment with Mommy Claire, her strong presence, the soft feel of her skin against mine, I would not have survived the experience. But the way she pulled me from the wreckage of my broken spirit and granted me serenity in the moment, let me know that she was my anchor, my safety in the storm. It created a bond between us, one that transcended time and space, one that made me feel all warm inside. 

It was then that the reality truly sunk in; I could survive and thrive in these infantilizing games, as long as I had Mommy Claire to cling to. 

That was the first time I felt her nipple. It was firm and it poked through the thin fabric of her blouse, and when it grazed against my cheek, the little boy inside of me instinctively felt the need to gather it into my mouth. I turned my head, to complete the act, but Mommy Claire denied me, pulling away before I could purse my lips. 

“You, naughty little boy,” she scolded. 

I wasn’t sure what I did wrong. I wanted, I needed, and I tried to fulfill that need but was turned away. It was confusing and I could think of no other way to express my uncertainty than to gasp and cry, yearning to complete my destiny. It was a monumental event, the little boy inside of me finding his way to the surface. 

“It’s ok little one,” Mommy Claire cooed, and while she pulled me into her warm, comforting embrace, she still wouldn’t allow me to find a home at her breast. 

It was frustrating, made even worse when she separated from that embrace to dry me, using a large plush towel to caress every sensitive inch of my newly shaved body. I had a bird’s eye view of her gaping cleavage while her fingers danced and played all over me, and while my mind fixated on those delectable bosoms, Mommy Claire teased my lust once again, deftly taking control of my arousal. 

The distraction of her breasts allowed her to dominate my pee-pee all over again, using highly targeted strokes to bring my excitement to peak. I swore I wouldn’t grant her that power again yet with a few simple tricks she had me pining, yearning for more and more of her touch. Only this time, she didn’t stop at the first sign of arousal, instead she continued those magical strokes, sending my body on a pre orgasmic thrill ride, fondling and caressing, until I was writhing and moaning on the bathroom floor. Her touch was relentless, tickling and teasing all the right spots, keeping me off guard, never letting me know where she would stimulate me next. Soon my body began to hump and pump in response, desperately trying to complete the carnal fulfillment I so desperately needed. 

My hips bucked and my body pumped, wailing about, trying to fulfill the lust beast coursing through my veins. But it was no use, satisfaction wouldn’t be mine until the man inside of me was gone, replaced by the submissive little boy Mommy Claire wanted me to be. And all the while, she giggled and laughed, amused at my weakness, pleased by my body’s uncontrollable yearn. 

In all of the nighttime readings with my wife, we had always assumed there was an indulgence in the moment and then an unspoken recovery afterward, when the victim would regain his conscious thought. But as I felt the strength within me vanish, and realized the cataclysmic change taking effect deep within my head, Mommy Claire didn’t stop. There weren’t any moments of pause when my mind could recoup, there was only the incessant pleasure, until my brain and my body became so consumed in lust, I was rendered helpless like never before. 

And in that moment of absolute weakness, when thoughts and actions were no longer my own, I couldn’t help but think that this was not a singular event but instead a battle of epic proportion, to secure dominant and lasting control. And as that thought waged war within my head, Mommy Claire increased her stimulus on my body once more, securing the loyal support of the only thing that mattered, the insatiable needs of my sex. 

The physical feel was incredible; nerve endings tingling, lust pulsing, pleasure surging, but it was the mental impact that created the lasting change. The feelings were so intense my brain no longer wanted to resist, it wanted to indulge, and once that thought took root, there was nothing I could do to deny its inevitable rise. 

From that point forward my participation was no longer voluntary, every thought and every action fully under the control of Mommy Claire and her wonderful skills. Nothing was going to stop her from her quest, and what she wanted most of all was my submission. 

She swaddled me in a diaper. 

I peed the moment the fabric was cinched at my waist. 

She presented me with her breast. 

I submitted to the role, happily suckling my way to an infantile state. 

I had longed to nurse at her teat and now that I was there my future and my destiny were clear. There was no point to resistance, my strength was completely gone, and the more I gave in, the better it became, until the old me slipped away, replaced by this new being, this helpless little boy, content at mommy’s breast, happy to give up my wife and whatever else was asked of me, in exchange for this wonderful bliss. 

It’s hard to explain the peace I felt with mommy’s bosom in my mouth, the soft skin of her breast soothing against my face, her succulent nipple perfectly formed between my lips, but it was the complete loss of self that made the experience so unreal. I never expected the feelings to run so deep that I would actually lose myself to the moment, but once it happened, there was nothing I could do. Regression seized my brain and its hold was way stronger than I could have ever anticipated. 

A million times I had fantasized about that moment, when the little inside of me would win out, and the man I used to be would be gone forever. But I had no idea how overwhelming the reality would be, that complete loss of control, the full knowledge that I might never get it back. 

I was happily sucking away, gathering more of mommy’s delectable breast into my mouth, savoring the feel of her soft smooth skin against mine, when my body did the unthinkable. I opened up. It was only a little, but it happened and when it did, everything inside came spilling out. That infantilizing moment caught me off guard, the involuntary loss of discipline and control, and it broke down my defenses in a way that I can only describe as unreal. I was no longer a man and the more that thought burrowed through my brain the weaker I became, rendering me submissive to her and the life she wanted me to live. And while I was trying to decide if I loved the blissful freedom or hated the debilitating weakness, a very powerful exchange took place. This was no longer a game, this was very real, and as my diaper filled with my weakness, and I needed Mommy Claire’s attention to remedy my sticky mess, I realized just how impactful true age regression really was. 

Never again would I be able to face my wife as a man, Mommy Claire assured that, and I began to doubt if I would even be able to face her as an equal. I didn’t just lose control of my bowels and soil my diaper, I regressed, in body and mind. It was a once in a lifetime moment, that I savored deep down to my core, to the point I didn’t know if I would ever be able to find my way back. And if I’m being honest, despite the fear and uncertainty that went with it, there was a part of me that enjoyed the transition; the loss of responsibility, the submission to mommy’s control, leaving doubt as to whether I would even want to return to my old way of life if given the opportunity. 

That’s when Mommy Claire inserted the image in my head to foretell my future existence. 

“We’re at that point,” she informed me. “If I push forward, I can truly infantilize you, help you see the real beauty of age play. But if I do, you’ll never be able to be the man your wife needs in the bedroom. What do you say?” 


SCENE 8 


Mommy Claire 

Jason hadn’t cum yet and until he did, I was free to mold his mind however I saw fit. The bath and the shaving were nice, as was the fondling of his soul during the drying process, but it would be the activities on the bed that would forever shape his understanding of what it means to live in Mommy Claire’s world. 


SCENE 9 


Jason 

You may think that it was a brutal position to be in, tempted to the edge of ecstasy and then forced to give up my wife in exchange for the bliss. But as crazy as it sounds, I didn’t see it that way, not at that time, not in that moment. I saw it as an opportunity to move forward with Mommy Claire, to fully indulge in the adult baby play that had consumed my thoughts for so long. 

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

In my head, that was enough, I had given in, I should have received the attention I was longing for, but Mommy Claire had a different idea in mind, she wanted a bigger commitment, an outward act. 

While I was writhing beneath her touch, moaning and groaning for a satisfaction that was just out of reach, she invited two people to join us, to witness my descent into a lust filled frenzy. 

The first person through the door was my wife, Sally, in nothing but a string bikini. I hadn’t seen her so scantily clad in the longest time, and while it was exciting to see her sexy shape fully exposed in that little bathing suit, my eyes and my thoughts immediately zoomed to the person that followed her in, Tyler, the buff lad that I had met earlier, wearing nothing but a plush robe. 

It was a monumental event, me on Mommy Claire’s bed, a soiled diaper around my bottom, and my wife with her soon to be lover, watching my regression first hand. I might have been inclined to resist, to maintain some semblance of my manhood in front of my wife, but just as those thoughts came to mind, Mommy Claire brushed her hardened nipple against my cheek, and the moment I felt that wonderful feeling, the totality of my regression fully took root. 

I remember suckling mommy into my mouth and I remember the gasp from my shocked wife as she watched. She was right there to witness my collapse, my fall from independent husband to submissive little boy. But the deeper I felt in my connection with Mommy Claire, the less I cared about anything else, including my wife, until I was presented with a choice on exactly how my story was going to play out. 

“Ok, Jason,” Mommy Claire cooed, “are you going to give up your wife and move forward in our games? Or is this the end of your birthday surprise?” 

The moment was upon us and the choice was mine. I had already experienced age play with Mommy Claire and yet I wasn’t ready for my time to be done. I wanted to delve deeper into these regressive games. “Please,” I moaned again. 

Despite my admission, Mommy Claire wanted more, and I think Sally and Tyler did as well. All three looked to me with eager eyes. I wasn’t sure what I needed to do, I only knew that my manhood was gone and without it I was more dependent on Mommy Claire than ever before. With all the mental strength I could gather, I looked hard into Sally’s eyes and confessed my true state of being. 

“I like this,” I admitted, “I don’t ever want it to end. Please?!?” 

The smile on my wife’s face was undeniable, and I might have thought I was the one who put it there, but the moment that thought crossed my mind, Mommy Claire was right there to set me straight. 

“Tell your wife what that means,” Mommy Claire said, “tell her how you want your life to be.” 

Now, the weight of the situation really grew. I wanted to indulge my adult baby fantasies with Mommy Claire and it seemed a part of that experience was letting go of the man I used to be, and that included my wife. Despite how much it pained me to give her up, the lure of Mommy Claire and her infantilizing bliss was too much to resist, and before I knew it my mouth was spouting the words that everyone longed to hear. 

“I want Tyler to service you,” I confessed, “I want him to be your man.” 

“And not just him,” Mommy Claire added, “tell her. Tell her what you really want.” 

There it was. I wasn’t going to escape the situation without fully relinquishing every part of me. My status hadn’t changed, I desperately wanted to move forward with Mommy Claire and there was only one way that was going to happen. 

“Please,” I begged, “I want any man to have you, whatever it takes for you to be satisfied.” 

I would have thought that I would have experienced relief, finally confessing my secret, but instead all I felt was dread, especially when Tyler dropped his robe and began to rub his hardened body against my beautiful wife. And as much as I would have thought that that was a distraction to her, Sally ignored the hunky stud rubbing up against her and instead fixed her attention solely on me. 

“I don’t need that,” she replied. “I can be happy with just you.” 

I would have loved to accept her response but one look from Mommy Claire was all it took. I knew it couldn’t be. Without any prodding, I corrected Sally and her erroneous thinking. “I want to be a good little boy and the only way that can happen is if you turn me. You need to take control and I need to know that your needs will be satisfied.” 

It was a lot to get out and the moment the words crossed my lips, Tyler took my wife in his arms, bent her back and kissed her deeply on the lips while his powerful hands fondled and caressed her succulent body, undoing the strap of her bathing suit, allowing her bikini top to fall to the floor. That alone was enough to tell me my wife was no longer mine, but he didn’t stop there, continuing his advances until Sally was on the bed next to me, her lover removing her bottoms, spreading her legs and diving into her love nest with an eager and excited tongue. 

All at once, the situation took on new weight and while I would have expected feelings of regret, or jealousy, instead what I experienced was helplessness, my body opening up once again, releasing years of training, soiling my diaper in a way that truly defined who I was and who I would forever be. 


SCENE 10 


Mommy Claire 

I find the moment of capitulation, when the alpha relinquishes control, to be the pinnacle of the domination experience. The instant Tyler spread Sally’s legs and pushed his tongue inside Jason’s wife, on the same bed where Jason lie in his diaper, I actually succumbed to my own battle with self-control, creaming inside my panties. 

It was a whole new level of domination and control, and it took me several minutes to come down from that physical high. And when I finally did, Jason was a soiled mess too, overwhelmed by the situation, losing every last aspect of his connection with adulthood, fully indulging in his new life as a regressed baby boy. 


SCENE 11 


Jason 

Tyler pulled his tongue from my wife, helped her off of the bed and led her from the room. I had no doubt he intended to go somewhere more private, where he could fully appreciate the gift of her body, and I would have followed, to watch, to adore, but Mommy Claire made it clear that I had a different role to play. 

“Your wife is about to experience the greatest sex of her life,” Mommy Claire informed me. “Now, it’s time for you to find out just how helpless you’ve become.” 

The sticky mess seeping from every opening of my diaper emphasized how helpless I had become, but that feeling escalated when Mommy Claire began the changing process and my wife’s screams of ecstasy from the room next door reverberated through the thin walls. 

How could I concentrate knowing what was happening just a few feet away? And yet when I looked up at Mommy Claire, and saw the beam of light in her eyes, everything else disappeared, replaced by an absolute need to explore the full depths of submission to her adult baby world. 

Sally screamed for more of Tyler’s massive cock but all I could think about was my diaper, and the way the poopies slid up my back. How had my life changed so quickly? And what would become of me when I left Mommy Claire’s estate, and moved forward in my new life? 

Those questions should have stayed front and center in my mind, however once mommy cleaned my dirty mess and doused my pee-pee with powder, she began those long slow strokes, from the base of my balls to the tip of my shaft, and once those feelings started to kick in, I struggled to do anything more than grunt and groan my appreciation for Mommy Claire and her adept skills. 

A new world was opening up, one I never could have predicted, and as the gravity of that situation enveloped me, I felt the soft smooth skin of mommy’s bosom against my face. That feeling instantly pacified my angst, soothing my fears. I suckled that beautiful nub into my mouth, gathering it deep, sucking the nipple all the way to the back of my throat. The feeling was amazing and I got lost in the moment as well as the bond. 

I suckled with fervor, drawing mommy’s nipple hard to the back of my throat and when I did, she exhaled an exhaustive sigh. It was a hearty gasp accompanied by a wonderful smile and I realized as I looked up at her beautiful face that she liked the feeling, she liked having me nurse at her breast. All at once I wanted to please her and began to suckle in earnest, aggressively working her delectable nub between my lips, past my tongue, and deep into my mouth. She responded, with outward gasps that turned into huffs and eventually groans of delight. My efforts pleased her, which encouraged me to suckle even harder. 

Mommy Claire returned the favor, increasing the pace of her rubs on my pee-pee, driving my lust while I continued to suckle deep, causing her juices to flow. Soon the sexual energy between us grew. I felt it. She felt it. We both knew this was a different place altogether. The beauty and bliss of regression was taking root deep inside of me. And as that thought became crystal clear in my head, Mommy Claire brought the experience to peak, pressing her thumb firmly against the front of my shaft and providing several rapid-fire rubs to the sensitive spot on the front of my penis, just below the crown. 

Before I knew it, my disposition changed, suckling was no longer an option. I couldn’t suckle when my mouth was gasping for air, my lungs hyperventilating, overwhelmed by the experience. My hips quickly followed, humping with a mind of their own, grinding for more and more of her touch. The way mommy rubbed me was too much, I knew my time was near. She was finally going to make me cum. 

The moment was upon us and I wanted to be locked onto her eyes at the point of climax, submitting to her ministrations and her control over my life. And as that inevitable feel hit, I turned my head, to face my dominant mommy, however what I saw was not what I expected. 

Instead of Mommy Claire’s beautiful face, I was greeted with a video monitor, one that showed my wife, Sally, sucking on her lover’s dick and then climbing up on top of him, riding him up and down. That image repeated on the screen, surging through my brain while mommy’s fabulous fingers teased my orgasm to the brink, sending euphoric pulses of pleasure into my helpless little brain. Each buck and spasm that followed was incredible ecstasy and each delectable action was accompanied by the intense visual of my wife servicing another man’s desire. There was no escaping it. I don’t know how to explain the effect it had on me, how powerful it was and how weak it made me feel. If only I could cum, if only I could release the lust coursing through my veins, but Mommy Claire wouldn’t allow it. She was in complete control and she had a different plan in mind. 

At the exact pinnacle of Mommy Claire’s erotic experience, I was deftly reminded of the price I had agreed to pay. Her pleasure pulses and throbs continued to overwhelm me, as did the images on the screen, and all the while she was right there, in my ear and in my head, informing me of my fate. 

“Who’s a good little boy?” she cooed, her voice absolutely delightful, the melody smooth in my ear. 

“I am,” I confessed, the intense needs of my body controlling every thought, leading every action. 

I answered without a moment’s pause. Despite the cataclysmic change my life had just endured, the inescapable truth was right there before me. I had always wanted to be infantilized and Mommy Claire did that and more. She completely dominated me, broke me down, made me give up my wife, sent my body into a truly regressive state, capping it all off with the most mind-blowing physical ecstasy anyone could possibly imagine. Of course, I still needed to cum, and that made me question whether the effects of such an experience would have long term consequences, a point made especially clear when Mommy Claire gently squeezed my thigh and my body had another slip, out of me and into my diaper. I didn’t mean for it to happen, she just kind of caught me off guard, but I couldn’t help but wonder if she could do that at any time, make me lose control? 

I looked to Mommy Claire, to ask the question, and it was like she already knew my thoughts, like she could read my mind. 

“I told you it was permanent,” she said. “I gave you several opportunities to back out. You chose to move forward. In fact, you begged for it.” 

She was right. I did beg for it, but at the time I was so horny and confused, I couldn’t think straight. And then, as those thoughts consumed me, my body opened up again and this time I didn’t just let go a little, I completely lost it, filling the diaper with a sticky, sodden mess. 

Oh, no! 

I quickly turned to Mommy Claire, and the moment I looked in her eyes and saw her response it dawned on me, the full scope of my regression. I didn’t mean for it to happen but I couldn’t help it, the thoughts too powerful to process. 

I began to cry. 

Mommy Claire was quick to take me in her arms, cuddling me tight, comforting my anxiety. I’d say she was calming my fears but I think what she was really doing was showing me how helpless I had become, and how much I needed her if I was going to survive this tumult in my life. She changed my messy diaper, applying a healthy dose of baby powder once I was all cleaned up. And then she put me at the end of her breast once again, to suckle and nurse at her teat. 

It was highly maternal but also erotic, causing my head to grapple with the conundrum. I was locked into a submissive baby frame of mind, one I couldn’t break, and when Mommy Claire cooed her next words, I had no choice but to listen and accept. 

“Sally is going to be your master and your mommy at home,” Mommy Claire informed me. “She will take care of all your needs but in exchange you must beg her, every day, to find a daddy to satisfy her desires. Do you understand?” 

Just a few hours ago and I would have struggled with that notion, but in my current state I quickly agreed. “Yes, mommy.” 

“Good,” she replied, “and as long as you’re good, I mean really good, I’ll let you come back here for more time with Mommy Claire. Would you like that?” 

She accompanied those last instructions with several targeted strokes through the soft cloth of my diaper, directly on my pee-pee. It didn’t take much stimulation to get me right back to that submissive state of mind and before I knew it, I was agreeing to anything and everything she asked. 


SCENE 12 


Mommy Claire 

At one point, when Jason was suckling hard on my bosoms, I came repeatedly. I have always had sensitive nipples, which is why I like nursing so much, but Jason’s deep throated suckle caused a response in me I had not experienced before. It was a delightful surprise on my way to dominating the little boy, one that I intended to explore more deeply at a later time. 


SCENE 13 


Jason 

Even with mommy’s help I struggled to get up from the four-poster bed. My legs shook with each step, the strength I was used to gone, replaced by an uncertainty of life and my place in it. 

There was a fresh clean diaper wrapped around my bottom and mommy’s hand firmly held mine, providing me with an anchor in the storm brewing through my brain. I can say with absolute certainty that I had wanted this. I had looked forward to the experience, being diapered by Mommy Claire, and yet as the scene unfolded, I wasn’t sure how far I really wanted to go. 

I had always wanted to feel Mommy Claire’s sexual bliss and submit to the overwhelming force of her control, but I had no idea of the real ramifications of tease and denial, and now that it was upon me, the helplessness of that experience, the fear of that unknown, it was much more powerful than I had expected. 

Would I be ok with all of the results after my time with Mommy Claire was done, when regular life with my wife moved forward? And how would I feel about another man servicing Sally’s desires once rational thought returned to my weary brain? 

As my head battled those contradictions, Mommy Claire did what she does, squeezing my pee-pee through the thin fabric of the diaper, aggressively rubbing until my arousal was piquing once again and all thoughts were off of my wife and focused clearly on my dominant mommy. And in that process, as my brain struggled with indecision, Mommy Claire took my sex to a whole new place, pushing my desire to the brink once more, wiping away all cogent thought, as well as any resistance to her control. 

Mommy Claire followed that intense arousal by leading me down the hallway and into the room next door. There, my lovely bride was actively riding up and down on her new beau. I had been where he was, I knew the bliss of that carnal act, and yet when the jealousy started to form in my weary mind, Mommy Claire was right there, whispering in my ear, placing perspective on the events unfolding before me. 

“It’s important that she remains happy,” she said, “that way she’ll be content to bring you back here, over and over again.” 

The words Mommy Claire used had a very powerful message, one that resonated deep within, but it was the way her fingers continued to tease that had the real transformative effect. 

“You tried but you couldn’t resist,” she added in a sweet, singsong tone. “You really are a little boy now, that was sealed when you lost control, and if you soil that diaper again, while another man is taking your wife, you’ll never be able to turn back.” 

That scared me. 

As far as I had already gone, I had severe reservations about becoming a permanent little boy cuckold. But as much as those ideas floated in my brain, my body was too lost in sexual frustration to do anything more than submit to Mommy Claire and her relentless strokes. And then, when her rubs through my diaper increased in intensity, I no longer cared about resistance but instead hoped beyond hope that this time I wouldn’t be teased, that I would finally get to experience the rise to excitement and the reward of release, even if it meant a future life as a submissive cuckold. 

The moment it happened was the absolute pinnacle of my life. The feelings throughout my body were intense but it was the extreme relief within my brain that made the entire experience so all-consuming. I let out a long guttural groan when the long-sought joy finally found its way to the surface. The first spurt from my balls was incredible, granting me a huge amount of physical bliss, but it was the large amount of cum and the way it seeped through my diaper, that defined my new state of mind. 

“Look who’s a submissive little boy,” Mommy Claire cooed. “You wanted to give in. You wanted to be turned.” 

I couldn’t deny that I wanted it. The struggle was just too great. And when she pushed me onto my back and lovingly undid my diaper to clean my sticky mess, I couldn’t help but find a certain level of peace in the moment. 

Yes, my wife was no longer my lover, a new stud taking my place, but even more importantly I found true joy in age play, and a new mommy in the process, and as long as I could continue to submit to that life and her control, there was no price I wasn’t willing to pay. 


SCENE 14 


Sally 

Tyler and I watched on the screen as Jason descended into a life of submission. I was dumbfounded, amazed that Mommy Claire could dominate him so thoroughly. 

But Tyler on the other hand, he expected it, actively stroking his cock in anticipation of the moment when I would accept him as my lover and my new role in life. 

I honestly thought it would never happen, but as I watched my husband crumble beneath the sensual advances of his new dominant mommy, my own perspective changed, until sex with the young stud next to me seemed like the rational next step. 

The moment Jason said the words aloud, begging for me to take another man, I did just that, sliding between Tyler’s muscular thighs, approaching another man’s penis for the first time in almost three decades. It was about the same size as Jason’s, maybe a little bigger, but it was completely hairless, bald, and I loved the way the skin felt as I touched and explored. And when I kissed that bulbous head, allowing my lips and tongue to savor the feel and appreciate the shape, my own excitement grew until my inner juices began to flow. 

Never during my married life had I ever even considered being with another man, yet in that instant I went from interested explorer to indulgent slut, rising above my sex partner, throwing my leg over Tyler’s hips and sliding the head of his beautiful penis between my pouting lips. The initial entry shocked me, the shape of his head spreading me wide, but slowly but surely, I worked more of his love rod inside of me until the full length began to slide in and out with ease. My juices coated the full length of him and he used that lubricant to increase his pace until our two bodies began to writhe as one, humping in wild abandon, searching for a satisfaction that lie hidden somewhere deep within. 

I didn’t mean to cry out, but the way the feelings bubbled inside of me completely took control. My body temperature rose, my muscles pulsed, my kitty throbbed and all at once my body opened up, years of pent up energy spurting from my core. The first orgasm felt so good it made my back arch and my toes curl. I desperately wanted to feel it again and ground my hips hard against Tyler’s pelvis trying to achieve that goal. Fortunately, my lover was up to the task, pumping with that beautiful cock of his, the ridge of his head rubbing deliciously against my sensitive nub, sending me bucking into another orgasm, and then another, and another, until my entire body was one huge spasm, releasing fluids all over his wonderful body and the bed. 

I would have thought it was one of those events that I would keep secret, never to tell my husband, but when I looked up, he was right there, staring at my lust filled frenzy, receiving his own carnal reward at the hands of Mommy Claire. I know he made a sticky mess in his diaper while watching Tyler and I have sex, and I also know that Mommy Claire changed that diaper, all the while telling Jason how lucky he was that I would be taking over the responsibility as his mommy. But what I didn’t know at the time was just what all of this meant for our future, nor did I have any idea what would become of ‘us’ after we left Mommy Claire’s estate. 


SCENE 15 


Mommy Claire 

Jason was broken, my mission accomplished. 

Despite the wonderful experience of our afternoon together, saying goodbye was difficult. Sure, Jason would be coming back, of that I was certain, but there was something about the way he submitted, and the way he suckled at my teat, that made me jealous of Sally, of what she had in such an obedient and submissive little boy. But a deal is a deal and so I sent Jason on his way, even if Sally and I still had some unresolved business of which to attend. 


SCENE 16 


Sally 

“You were serious about that?” I asked, hoping I could leave with my husband without paying the ultimate price. 

“Yes, dear,” Mommy Claire replied, “and I expect you to honor your commitment.” 

The entire scene with Jason and Mommy Claire was nothing like I had expected. Yes, from her stories I knew she was going to tease his sex, and I accepted that, but I had no idea how deep things would go until I saw it firsthand, and now things were about to delve even deeper. 

My mind cranked, looking for a way out, but just like every other situation with Mommy Claire, she had every option figured out, fully controlling every detail. It was then, as I realized the futility of defiance, that I made my decision. 

“I’ve seen what you can do,” I said, “the way you broke Jason down, even when he tried to resist. But I’m not like him, as much as I have enjoyed reading your stories to him, I have never desired to be the subject of your games.” 

“Be that as it may,” Mommy Claire replied, her manner calm, her tone low, “a deal is a deal. I helped you fulfill your husband’s birthday wish, now it’s time for you to pay up.” 

She was right of course. I did make a deal and not only did she live up to her end of the bargain, she exceeded my expectations, in more ways than one. Despite how much I did not want to partake in baby games with a grown woman, I didn’t see how I had any choice. And so, I nodded my head, granting Mommy Claire the permission she sought. 

“Excellent,” she said, and this may have been my imagination, but I swear she licked her lips as she moved towards me, ready to take me on her journey. 


SCENE 17 


Mommy Claire 

Sally was a delectable beauty, not only in her physical appearance, but also in her personality and attitude. She truly understood what it meant to give a mother’s love, to extend oneself completely, without reservation. Now, she was going to be relinquishing control, granting me the opportunity to share my own brand of unconditional love. 

I only hoped I would be up to the task, so this loving wife and mother could finally see and understand the joy that total submission can bring. 


SCENE 18 


Sally 

Mommy Claire led me from her office, across the foyer and towards the sweeping staircase. "Do you really want to understand why this is all so important?" she asked. "Or do you just want to pay your debt and get out of here?” 

We walked up the stairs towards her master suite, her leading the way, me a few steps behind. There was no doubt as to her physical appeal, especially from that angle, where every incredible curve was fully on display; those long slender legs, that amazing hourglass posterior and how could anyone miss those breasts. She was a pinup of a pinup, and no real woman could possibly look at her without some level of envy and jealousy rearing their ugly heads. 

Despite those thoughts raging in my mind, I contemplated what she was asking, trying to understand her point. The events with my husband were significant, life altering, and a part of me needed to know more, even if the rest of me was screaming, “Stop! Run! Hide!” This world of hers was way more intimate than I ever imagined, and that was with me as an observer, things were about to take on an entirely new perspective with me in the spotlight. 

Mommy Claire invited me in, as a favor for my husband’s birthday, and I didn’t want to seem ungrateful but things kind of spiraled out of control. I wasn't ever looking to exploit her, I knew she wanted something in return for the favor, but now that I had seen what she was all about, the way she completely dominated, that was a much bigger ask. And now, in addition to my participation, she wanted even more, for me to move forward in her baby games with an open mind. 

I was trying to reason all that out in my head, when she led me into her bedroom suite on the second floor. I have to admit, what I experienced when I walked through that door made it easier to open up my mind. 

Everything was so romantic; the fine Victorian furniture with the delicately embroidered doilies on top, the flickering glow of lit candles perched on sconces along the wall, and at the center of it all, a fabulous four post bed, ornate spindles at every corner and wonderful lace curtains draped on every side. My heart actually skipped a beat with this retreat back in time, the thoughts of a simpler era soothing my nerves, transforming my disposition. 

This was a welcome respite. Mommy Claire understood my anxiety and took every effort to help me cope, to pacify my fears. I had a debt to pay, I knew what I needed to do. 

"I really want to understand," I said, “and I will try to keep an open mind,” I added, accepting her offer with a caveat 

"Delightful," Mommy Claire replied, her smile undeniable, her face lighting up like the sun. “Take off your clothes and let’s get started.” 

I thought I was ready but the reality came much quicker than I had expected. Mommy Claire wanted my commitment to the experience, or at a minimum my submission, and that started with getting undressed in front of a virtual stranger; not an easy thing to do. It took me a moment to settle my nerves, but somehow, I managed, and soon my clothes were shed, revealing all of my very imperfect body. 

As quickly as I could, I scurried into the adjoining bathroom and stepped into the tub, grateful for the cover of the bubbles. 

Mommy Claire cooed, “It's ok baby girl. Your body is beautiful. There's no need to be shy.” 

Her words hit home. I was feeling nervous and that simple phrase put me at ease. Then something amazing happened, something that completely changed my focus. 

Mommy Claire began to disrobe. 

I don't know if I was supposed to watch but it was hard to look away. The way she undid every button, slowly, purposefully, and the way she flashed sections of skin at a time without ever revealing the whole of her beautiful body. She created a want where previously there was none and I likened it to an erotic form of performance art, one that had my attention glued at every turn. She teased me, her actions titillating, making me want to see more, and by the time she finally revealed her wonderfully perfect breasts I actually gasped aloud. 

I may never have had sexual thoughts about another woman prior to that moment, but I can tell you with absolute certainty that something stirred inside of me as I watched. The beauty of her form was undeniable. Seeing more and more of her smooth soft skin come into view was highly erotic. And when she climbed into the tub with me, I swear the temperature in the room rose ten degrees. 

When I told Mommy Claire that I would be open to the experience I didn’t think that meant becoming her lesbian lover. Yet there I was, on the brink of crossing lines I never thought I’d cross. 

“This is your first lesson of adult baby play,” she said. “Mommy is going to give her good little girl a bath." 

What followed next certainly blurred the lines between adult baby games and erotic foreplay. 

Mommy Claire used her silky soft hands to lather me with soap. It was sensual, touching every last spot on my body, but not sexual. She caressed me all over, her fingers grazing lightly up the backs of my legs and then providing a targeted squeeze when she reached my inner thigh. It continued like that, gentle glides on sensitive soft spots accompanied by targeted squeezes just when I least expected it. She stimulated my excitement in a way I had never experienced before and I could feel her love with every contact. 

It was amazing being the center of Mommy Claire’s attention and I have to admit, I began to see a different side of the experience. That was the first moment where I began to understand why people turned to adult baby play. It was soothing and peaceful and I have to admit, I liked it. 

That’s when mommy whispered the words that placed perspective around my regression “Many people like submitting to mommy, savoring the healing effects of mommy’s caresses. Do you like this?” 

"Yes," I admitted. 

But Mommy Claire wasn’t satisfied with my limited response. She wanted more. “Yes, what?” she cooed. 

Immediately, I knew what she wanted and had no problem giving in. “Yes Mommy," I said and the moment the words left my mouth, the full scope of the moment dawned on me. I had just called her mommy, and it wasn’t forced, it came naturally. 

Mommy Claire smiled in return, happy in my response. 

"You know, Sally,” she said in her sweet soothing voice. “I think it’s time we move things forward. What do you say I shave you?” 

Her words were spoken in a soft calm voice but the effect they had on my brain was anything but. Could I let her shave me? To touch me in such an intimate way? Was that really necessary? Couldn’t I experience age play some other way? 

Those thoughts burrowed through my brain but all the while Mommy Claire never stepped caressing my skin, finding stimulation points I didn’t know existed, slowly building up my desire through not so subtle erotic ministrations. And then, when her magical fingers wound their way through my hair and into my scalp, I permitted myself to savor the connection, falling into her embrace, allowing my mind to drift into a trancelike state. 

Mommy Claire was quick to seize on the momentary lapse in my defenses. 

“A real baby girl doesn't have all that unsightly hair,” she whispered. “Don't you want to be all clean for mommy?" 

The combination of her gentle massaging of my scalp, and her calming voice in my ear, was more than enough to overcome my resistance. I could see how anyone, man or woman, would want to experience this kind of love and attention. Indulging in age regressive bliss had its merits; I could see that. The only question that still remained was, how far was I willing to go? 

With a simple nod of my head I agreed to let mommy shave me. It wasn't an easy decision but I decided if I wanted to truly understand my husband and his needs, then I needed to delve deeper into this world, and if that meant letting Mommy Claire shave my kitty then I needed to follow through. 

This beautiful, sexy, naked woman took position between my legs and slathered my kitty with a healthy dose of shaving cream. No one had ever had such unfettered access to my flower, not even my husband, and it was scary at first, but as her fingers gently massaged and caressed my most sensitive zone, I opened up, both mentally and physically, until my disposition slowly changed, and I actually began to yearn for mommy and her gentle touch. 

The straight blade that mommy used was very sharp and kind of scary, but she was very delicate. She slid that razor close to my skin, taking away swaths of hair, leaving a trail of soft skin in its place. That sharp blade took every last strand, leaving only a little girl’s bald kitty in its wake, and I could instantly feel why this was such an important part of the infantilization process. There was no doubt it made me feel little and there was an undeniable shift in the power dynamic between Mommy Claire and myself as a result. 

A couple of times mommy’s fingers slipped inside of me during the shaving process, and a part of me thought to say something, about how she had crossed a line, but for some reason I no longer felt like I could, that my position in our relationship had changed. Mommy Claire picked up on that submission and seized on the moment, expanding her reach, inserting more of her finger inside of my hole. She caressed my lips. She massaged my button, and then she curled her finger to my sacred spot while simultaneously turning my head to gaze deep into my eyes. 

I have to admit the entire situation excited me, the way she took control, and it made me wonder if she could tell the effect she was having on my body, and more importantly, on my brain. 

By the time all of my hair was gone, I felt a distinct change within me, something that went way beyond the physical, delving into the back recesses of my brain. It was a powerful feeling; a deep-rooted emotion and I didn’t have time to consider what it truly meant as Mommy Claire finished the shave by gently wiping my bald kitty with a soft washcloth. 

She helped me from the tub after that, her hands free to wander and explore every inch of my skin in the process. There was no more resistance on my part, that part of me was gone, replaced by someone completely new. I never intended to become submissive, there was just something about Mommy Claire, her dominance, her control, she made giving in easy. 

The thick towel that mommy used to dry my skin felt nice. She wrapped it snugly around my body and held me tight, making me feel all warm and safe in her arms. This was new territory for me, this deep intimacy with another woman, and I found each new experience enlightening, encouraging me to take another step. 

Mommy Claire was still naked from the tub and I have to admit I was disappointed when she threw on a thin nightgown, that is until I saw the way the see-through fabric clung to her semi wet skin. It highlighted every last shape and curve completely blowing my mind. The visual was absolutely naughty, bordering on obscene and yet somehow it was all so natural, a little girl savoring an intimate connection with her mommy. 

And therein lie the point of confusion. 

Mommy Claire was supposed to be taking on the motherly role and yet all I could see was her voluptuous body on full display. I had never experienced such feelings for a woman before, but being in her presence was unlike any other person I knew. And then she led me out of the bathroom, to the room next door, where a cloth diaper sat in the middle of the four-poster bed, just waiting for a bottom to swaddle. 

This was really happening. Not only did I submit to being shaved bare like a helpless baby girl, but Mommy Claire was about to diaper me, and that put the entire situation in a whole new light. 

Despite the reservations that were forming in my head, I allowed mommy to coat my freshly shaven kitty with powder and she aggressively rubbed it in, focusing on my sensitive lips and excitable button. Her fingers were gentle but definitely there, touching and caressing, until I felt myself open up and a thin rivulet of juice begin to flow. 

This was all so new and about to get a lot more exciting. 

I thought Mommy Claire was seductive in the bath but that was nothing compared to what she did to me on the bed. She worked my body, just like I had seen her work my husband’s cock; stroking, caressing, teasing. It was every bit as delightful as I had imagined. Then, when she lowered her mouth to my excited flower, the real fireworks began. The moment her mouth came in contact with my skin, I swear I saw God. Her lips and tongue were everywhere; nibbling on the outside, flicking directly on my button, darting deep within and then swarming me in a flood of rubs and caresses. She was relentless the way she continued to stimulate me and the ringing didn’t stop in my love nest, expanding in euphoric waves to every part of my body. 

Before I knew it, the involuntary responses began; humping and grinding against mommy’s face, writhing and squirming about, wanting more but unable to hold still. Through it all, she never lost contact, continuing her onslaught with her mouth and tongue until my juices began to gush from my body and my hips began to buck like a woman possessed. 

How could anything feel so good? And why was my body moving like it was, shifting to gain more of her attention while also seemingly trying to get away? Those questions surged through my head but the biggest of all was how she was able to hold my ass so tight, matching every move I made, until I had no choice but to give in to Mommy Claire and her control of my insides. 

It was an amazing experience, unlike any other in my life, but before my mind could register everything that was happening; Mommy Claire pulled away from my sex and swaddled my bottom, wrapping me in a diaper for the first time in my adult life. And, if I’m being totally honest, I would say that the feel of that soft cloth against my skin, and the accompanying smile on Mommy Claire’s face, were absolutely delightful, even if my body and my mind were still reeling from the onslaught of her erotic thrill ride. 

There was definitely something unique about the way Mommy Claire approached these events, the way she overwhelmed while simultaneously taking control. She made giving in easy, the stimulation of bodily desire distracting me from the age regression that was also taking place. 

Mommy Claire completed the infantilization process, dressing me in an adult sized onesie and then a pretty pink teddy. My breasts were much too large for the tight little outfit, and my sensitive nipples pushed right through the thin fabric, a point that Mommy Claire was quick to point out. 

“Based on the way your kitty keeps dripping and your nipples are poking through, I’d say you like being mommy’s good little girl,” she said, a delicious smile on her beautiful face. 

How could I deny it? The way she massaged and caressed was absolutely wonderful, and she just kept on doing it, rubbing my erogenous zones until it was a struggle to breathe let alone speak. And the more I gave in the better it felt, until all of my resistance completely went away. If this was adult baby play with Mommy Claire then I wanted it, and I could see why Jason wanted it too. Finally, I managed to push out my response 

“Yes, mommy,” I squealed, my voice not that of a grown woman but instead of a submissive little girl. 

My transition was complete. I now understood the true joy of age regression and the bliss of submitting to mommy’s control; but if I thought that was the end of my journey I was mistaken. The moment I gave in, the moment I verbalized my submission, Mommy Claire turned the tables once more. 

"You've been wonderful," she informed me, “and you’ve satisfied your obligation, but if you’d like to move on, it would be my pleasure to introduce you to the next stage of the process.” 

Holy shit! Her words caught me off guard. 

The way my body felt, the way my thoughts floated, I forgot that I was paying a debt for my husband’s birthday. And now, with the promise of even greater bliss right on the horizon, the decision was mine, no more obligation, no more requirement, if I said yes to moving on to the next stage, it was for me and me alone. 


SCENE 19 


Mommy Claire 

I could have continued on, our agreement never stipulated just how far we would go, but I wanted Sally to make the choice, to move forward of her own volition. As much as I love taking control, it is always more fun to let your target think they have a choice in the matter. 


SCENE 20 


Sally 

This was crazy. I had agreed to submit to Mommy Claire’s baby games in exchange for my husband’s fiftieth birthday gift, but now that my obligation was paid, I wasn’t sure I wanted to stop. It seemed a rather steep price at the time, turning over my life to live as an adult child, but in the midst of the experience everything took on a new light, and now I had an interesting decision to make. Mommy Claire offered me the opportunity to move on, and if I’m being honest, it was tempting. I wanted to learn more but I had also seen what happened to my husband, the way she broke him down when he submitted to her games. 

“I’d like to move on,” I admitted, gathering confidence as I spoke. “But I don't want to be forced to do anything." 

Mommy Claire got a surprised look on her face. “I would never force any of my littles to do anything they didn’t want to do.” 

That was hard to hear, after what I had witnessed with her and my husband. “You made my husband beg me to take another man,” I objected. 

“Dear,” Mommy Claire replied, “it may take you a while to understand this, but your husband loves you and wants you to be happy, to have all your needs fulfilled. Once I took control, he wasn’t going to be able to do that anymore, he needed to find his replacement.” 

I still believed that Mommy Claire manipulated him, but I also believed that she saw me differently and would be happy to mother me, to give me the full mommy treatment. And a part of me wanted to experience it, to be the recipient of her love and attention. 

And then, as if she could read my mind, she said the words I needed to hear. 

"Everything in this world is consensual," Mommy Claire explained. “We do this by choice, me and my babies. We satisfy each other’s needs." 

I wanted to hear her say it and the moment she did I felt my head nodding up and down, agreeing to move forward, submitting to more of her adult baby games. 


SCENE 21 


Mommy Claire 

I saw the way Sally looked at me and the way her mouth made small suckling motions every time my breasts came into view. She watched me with her husband and knew how much time we spent nursing. She wanted that, more than she would ever admit, which is why I intended to make her come face-to-face with her own truth. 


SCENE 22 


Sally 

Mommy Claire began to describe the next stage of adult baby play but it wasn’t at all what I wanted. 

“Next, we’ll go down to the playroom where you can try out the playpen and the toys that are just your size,” she offered. “Then we’ll put you in the high chair and feed you mashed peas and bananas.” 

She took me by the hand, and began to lead me out of the room, but I couldn’t go along. I’m not sure why, perhaps I really was regressing, but I stopped right there and felt a tantrum coming on. Before I knew it, I was on the floor, flailing about, crying and whining aloud. “No, I won’t go.” 

I’m not sure what I expected, but Mommy Claire looked me stern in the eyes and said, “Do I need to take you over my knee and teach you a lesson?” 

The moment she mentioned taking me over her knee I felt a tingle inside. Did I want to be spanked? Just asking myself that question sent my arousal zooming and all at once I realized the truth. 

Fortunately, Mommy Claire was always one step ahead. She knew what I needed, and before I knew it my diaper was down, my body was across her lap and the first firm whack of her hand came down across my bare bottom. It stung and I peed a little, but the effect it had on my brain was undeniable. 

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

All at once, the situation turned. I was no longer playing a role. I became the submissive little girl. I was ready to do anything and everything mommy told me to do, and much to my delight, what mommy wanted was to take me at her breast, to nurse me at her teat. 

I crawled into mommy’s lap and looked up at her beautiful face. She opened the flap of her nightgown and presented me with her voluptuous bosom. I couldn’t get it all in, suckling as much of the nipple and the soft smooth skin as my mouth would allow, and in that act, found an inner peace that had no equal. Mommy’s breasts were amazing, I knew that from the beginning, I just had no idea how much I had longed to be on the receiving end of that nurturing connection. The comforting feel of her soft skin against my cheek, the contoured shape of my lips around her succulent flesh, it all felt so wonderful, so right. And as I lie there, regressing deeper and deeper into an infantile state, I felt a certain gratitude for her and the experience, never wanting it to end. 

I suckled and I slurped but most of all I bonded with Mommy Claire. All of the other baby games were mere fodder, build up to this, the main event. The special time at mommy’s teat, that was the real deal. I would allow her to have her way with me, even my husband, all in exchange for this, the helpless little girl safely nursing at mommy’s breast. 

And to top it all off, placing the exclamation point on my transition, at that exact moment, I let go of my last connection to the responsible adult world, peeing in my diaper, losing my independence and securing my future as Mommy Claire’s submissive little. 


SCENE 23 


Mommy Claire 

I like to think of Jason and Sally as my two for one special. They came in my door to satisfy his outward needs, but in the process, she learned quite a bit about herself, and I added two new members to my fold. 


SCENE 24 


Jason 

Mommy Claire was always going to turn me and deep down I knew there would be no coming back. Once the transition was complete, I wouldn’t be able to service my wife anymore, or so I was told, which is why Mommy Claire coerced me into the role of cuckold. Little did I know, that wasn’t the only change on my horizon. Mommy Claire didn’t just turn me little, she also took command of my wife as well, claiming us both in her dominant quest. I can’t say it is all bad, I cherish every opportunity we get to visit Mommy Claire’s estate, but I do miss the days where I was able to be a man with my sexy, beautiful wife. 


SCENE 25 


Sally 

When I first went to see Mommy Claire to arrange Jason’s fiftieth birthday gift, I had no idea things would turn out the way they did. But looking back, I wouldn’t change a thing. 

Jason is still my best friend and partner in life. Our relationship has changed, in ways I never could have expected, but thanks to Mommy Claire we have found a satisfying routine, one where he is a happy and content little boy, and I am free to explore and satisfy all of my desires, both baby and adult. 


EPILOGUE 


Mommy Claire 

Jason and Sally are a lot like many couples out there, each with their own unique desires, struggling to find the common ground to satisfy those needs. I’m glad I was able to assist, helping Jason on his journey while aiding Sally to find a path suitable for her own needs. In the end, it worked out for everyone. I conquered new souls in my adult baby fun and Jason and Sally found their rightful places in the world. 

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

-          Mommy Domme Business: Mergers and Acquisitions

-          The Huntress

-          Mommy’s Cure for Naughty Boys

-          Mommy’s First Adult Baby

-          #HimToo: Correcting His Point of View

-          Snowflake Baby

-          Tricked Into Diapers

-          Too Much To Resist
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