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PROLOGUE

Mommy Claire

Fair warning, this is not your usual Mommy Claire fare. This story comes from an earlier part of my life, when I was still in college, before I became the loving yet dominant adult baby diaper lover that I am today. Interestingly enough, the situation did include diapers, sensual domination and a pseudo alpha male being stripped of his power, but it was back when times were different, when I was different, before I knew and understood the true and meaningful me.


SCENE 1

Mommy Claire

There was a time in my life, before I self-actualized, where I didn’t understand the full scope of my needs, or my powers. I was still forthright and in command back then, but I wasn’t a dominant mommy. That wouldn’t come until later, when I had more experience and was prepared to take advantage of the opportunities that fell before me.

Back then, while still in college, I took an internship at a local business, to earn extra credit. It was during that stint that I met Nathan, my boss, a guy not much older than myself, who would teach me much about power exchange and the intricacies of the human mind.

It would be generous to call Nathan an alpha — although he certainly did hold a position of significant influence with regards to my internship at the company — but what he did represent was an education, a building block on my path to discovery. Nathan helped me get to where I needed to be. Not only did he unearth my need to dominate, he also fed loads of interesting ideas into my active imagination. Nathan wasn’t the sole genesis of my life as a dominant mommy, but he did shed a light of reality on a world that would one day become my own.

But my experiences with Nathan might never have come to fruition were it not for one very important person, my co-worker, Tim. You see, Tim was also an intern, with seniority, and he was first in line to go to the conference in Williamsburg, Virginia where Nathan and I would end up spending such meaningful time together. Those events opened my eyes to the wonders of male female relations and if Tim hadn’t so graciously offered me his spot, it might never have happened.


SCENE 2

Co-worker Tim

I worked at a tech firm in Philadelphia. It was an internship, finishing up my senior year requirements, but it was a foot in the door and I knew how important that was. The right connections can make or break your career, that’s why, when I was invited to attend the conference in Williamsburg with several of the higher ups, I knew the value of that opportunity. It also made me the envy of all the other interns, which was an added bonus, especially when the sexy Claire turned her attention my way.

Claire was a hot little vixen and all of us guys had a thing for her. She had a way of saying just the right thing, at just the right time, to make you forget you were in a work environment and think there might be an opportunity, a chance to get with the open-minded hottie from the all-girl’s school.

It was those exact thoughts that allowed her to get me alone, to set me up for the big take down.

“Hey Tim,” she said, approaching me at work, flashing a beautiful smile while allowing my eyes a wonderful gander at her gaping cleavage. She always wore something that showed off her magnificent breasts. Today it was a white blouse, with enough buttons undone to capture every eye in the place.

“What do you say we go out after work,” she said, “to get to know each other better?”

It was an enticing offer, one which I readily accepted. Claire was cute and sexy and her tits were amazing. When she extended the invitation, I immediately thought about the opportunity to seduce her, to charm her enough that I could get her back to my place and hopefully get lucky.

We met in the parking lot after work and she immediately set the tone for the night.

“Do you live close by?” Claire asked, flashing a smile and batting her eyes. “It would be nice to have a quiet, private place to get to know each other.”

I thought I had struck the mother lode. Not only did she want to get together, she wanted privacy. Instantly my mind zoomed to sex and the countless possibilities.

“Sure,” I replied, and before I knew it, we were on our way.

I’m not even sure what was going through my head, the ride was a blur and before I knew it, we were at my door, ready to go inside. That’s when Claire really set the wheels into motion. While we were standing at my front door, me fumbling with my keys, trying to get the lock undone, she pressed fast forward on the getting to know me plan; flaunting her delicious curves, rubbing her beautiful body up against me.

“Now that we’re away from the office I can be honest,” she said, “ever since I met you, I’ve wanted to get to know you better and there’s no better way than to get close, intimate if you know what I mean. I hope you don’t mind?”

Mind? Now what guy on planet earth would possibly mind a beautiful young co-Ed like Claire saying those words? I was in disbelief.

“Uh, uh, uh,” I stuttered, unsure how I was supposed to respond.

She giggled at my awkwardness.

“It’s ok to be nervous,’ she offered, “it’s just that I feel the best way to get to know a guy is to get all of the sexual tension out of the way. That way we can be honest and open with each other.”

Instantly, my nervous anxiety changed to rising excitement. Was she saying what I thought she was saying?

“Go on,” she coaxed, “take ‘em off.”

The moment she said those words everything changed in my head. It was really happening, I couldn’t wait. All of my reservations were gone and my body and my mind were eager to move forward in this erotic game with Claire. It took me all of two seconds to shed my clothes, dropping my pants, showing her my growing erection. I thought she might be impressed, I thought she might drop her blouse, but she did none of that. Instead, she directed me to spread out in the middle of my living room floor.

“Lay back on the floor,” she directed, “and spread your legs.”

Obviously, I did as she instructed, excited to be in the presence of a woman that held no reservations about sex. Before I knew it, she was upon me, between my legs, approaching my cock with supple fingers.

I have been with women before but none that were so brazen about the joys of intimacy as Claire. She wasn’t embarrassed, she wasn’t shy, she didn’t ask me to turn off the lights or hide under the covers. She intended to play, out in the light, to indulge my sexual desires, and she didn’t show an ounce of pause or hesitation.

The first touch from her magical fingers took me off guard, sending a shiver up my spine and a magnificent pulse in my cock.

“Oh, God,” I groaned, unable to contain my response.

Claire giggled once again.

“Calm down little boy,” she exclaimed, and the way she said it caught me off guard. She was younger than me, I was supposed to be in charge, and yet it was like she wasn’t going to accept that. And then, just when I was really questioning her need to control, she licked her lips and said, “Don’t cum too soon. We don’t want this to be over before we even get started.”

She wanted to play, and that was exciting, more exciting than I would have expected and instantly I found myself wanting to hold out, trying to make the experience last as long as I could.

The way her fingers felt, all silky and smooth, I couldn’t hold it back. Her strokes were too much for me and then, all at once, it was there, that uncontrollable pulse, the one that feels so good but also signals the end. My orgasm was upon me.

“You need to slow down,” I warned but she either couldn’t hear me or just didn’t want to stop.

Claire may have been very skilled with her hands but she didn’t realize when enough was enough. She was pushing me to cum and there was nothing I could do.

I didn’t want to cum too soon but it was still super exciting. In one way it made me feel weak, like I couldn’t control myself, and yet it also felt like my very first time, magical. The feelings Claire created inside of me were intense; my balls tightened, my penis throbbed, my orgasm was right there, ready to release. I didn’t want to cum prematurely, how embarrassing, but the pleasure was insane, overwhelming. It took every ounce of discipline I had to keep my body from succumbing, and just when I thought I couldn’t take it any longer, that the intensity was too much, Claire did the unexpected.

She stopped.

WTF!?!

I didn’t know what she was doing but she pulled away, breaking all contact, leaving me in a desperate state.

I tried to reach over with my hand, to finish the job myself, but she blocked me before I could.

“Ungh!” I grunted, but it was the way my body responded that really told the tale. Instantly my hips began to buck and I started this subtle grind from the inside, trying to fulfill the lust frenzy growing, growing, growing within. It was unbearable and yet I had no choice but to bear it. That was the first moment that I got an inkling that I was in over my head.

Claire was in charge.

Fortunately, it wasn’t her intention to make me wait. The moment the worst of the denial was over she put her magical fingers back on my dick and began to play once again, tickling, teasing, exciting my desire, tingling every nerve ending to the edge of ecstasy. I don’t know how she did it, but before I knew it, I was back in that special place, savoring the bliss but also fearful that I might lose control and cum too soon. It was quite a balancing act. One moment she had me yearning for more, and the next I didn’t know how long I could last.

Just to prove it was no accident, Claire did it to me several more times, building up my orgasm until I was grunting and gasping for breath, only to pull back at the last possible moment, stunting my arousal when I thought the battle was lost. I’m not sure how many times she did it, granting me the pinnacle of physical ecstasy only to take it away when I needed it most. It was incredible but also debilitating, and after the fourth or fifth time I couldn’t take it anymore.

“Please!?!” I moaned, more desperate than I ever thought possible.

That’s when the entire situation took a drastic turn.

“I want to please you,” Claire said, “but it doesn’t seem fair that I’m doing this for you and you haven’t done anything for me.”

Her strokes were amazing and I didn’t want them to end. Eagerly, I agreed with her assessment, happy to return the favor once my thrill ride was complete. However, Claire wasn’t asking for my sexual attention, what she wanted was much more extreme.

“Perfect,” she cooed, “I want you to give up your place at the conference, so I can go.”

Now you might think that was a small price to pay for her sexual bliss but the moment those words spilled forth from her lips I saw Claire in a completely new light. She was a manipulative bitch, and I wasn’t going to let her get away with it.

That is exactly what was going through my head when she built up my desire one more time, and when I reached that point of physical ecstasy, when my orgasm was ready for release, I no longer tried to hold it back. If I could cum, if I could bring the thrill ride to an end on my terms, I could regain my senses and put Claire in her place.

Only Claire didn’t allow that to happen. Just when I thought the end was upon me, she shifted gears, reducing the stimulus, placing my pleasure on hold. It was then that things became apparent, she was in control of my orgasm and it wasn’t going to see the light of day until she got what she wanted.

Her fingers started up again, continuing those magical ministrations, stroking my penis, teasing my desire, making my brain swoon with the pleasure chemicals surging through my body. It was paralyzing, the way those feelings completely took control and yet the euphoria was out of this world, better than anything I had ever known, until nothing else mattered except what it would take to finally gain relief.

I couldn’t take it anymore, I needed to cum, my body and my brain needed to get back to that place where I could think clearly once again and before I knew it, I was nodding my head, agreeing to anything and everything Claire wanted. I didn’t want to give up my spot on the trip but my horny dick didn’t care what my brain wanted. He had a mind of his own.

“I know you’re ready to give in but I need to hear you say it,” she cooed, her voice soft and gentle but her strokes strong and controlling. “You need to prove your obedience.”

I could tell you that her words of power and control scared me but all I could think about was the feelings in my dick and what it would take to finally gain relief. I needed it, more than air to breathe or food to eat, and once my brain came to that realization my mouth started spewing the words she wanted to hear.

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

The words spurted out before I could truly contemplate the full ramifications and yet I couldn’t stop them, the needs of my body way more powerful than I had ever imagined. Claire was in control and I was helpless until she decided otherwise.

I felt it in my balls an instant before it actually happened. The tingle started small but quickly escalated, zooming up my spine and into my brain, overwhelming the last cogent thoughts my head could manage. The moment my penis began to spasm and spurt I knew I had lost and yet I didn’t care, the pleasure coursing through my veins worth any and every sacrifice I had to make. I’ll never forget that experience, the intense physical joy combined with the weakening anguish of defeat. It was mind altering.

My orgasm exploded, more pleasurable than I could have ever imagined, and despite my loss I was instantly sated, thrilled at an event that would live on in my dreams for many years to come.


SCENE 3

Claire

All men become little boys when you rub their penis like the magic bottle with the genie inside, and I stroked Tim until every last ounce of resistance was gone and he was fully under my control. Once he was broken, it was only a matter of time before I had him pleading with management to let me take his place at the conference, and once that position was secured, it was time for me to move on to bigger and better prey.


SCENE 4

Nathan

I wanted to experience it, I fully admit it, but that doesn’t mean I gave her permission to do what she did. Claire knew I was hard-up, and horny, and she exploited that weakness to turn me into something I never would have agreed to, but couldn’t stop.

That probably sounds confusing but it’s really rather simple, I opened up to Claire, about my secrets, about my desires, and she used that knowledge to take advantage of me, in a way that I will never forget.

It all began on a seven-hour car ride to the historic city of Williamsburg, Virginia.

We didn’t know each other then, had only just met, but seven hours alone in a car will change all that, especially when the conversation turns to sex.

“Where’s the craziest place you’ve ever done it?” Claire asked before we even got onto the highway.

The question took me off guard, and I would have had to lie to make my answer even halfway interesting, but Claire wasn’t trying to get me to reveal. She was opening up a door so she could feed suggestive ideas into my horny little brain.

Before I could form a response, she added to the imagery.

“I once had sex with a guy under a waterfall,” she explained, “because he had always dreamed of it, and I think it’s sad when dreams go unfulfilled.”

Her words triggered all sorts of images in my head, exciting ideas that stimulated and aroused. Despite the fact that she was my intern, I decided to press the issue.

“You would really do that?” I questioned, “just to fulfill a dream?”

She laughed. “You say that like it’s a bad thing. Most guys are grateful when I agree to make their dreams come true.”

What guy wouldn’t? Claire was hot, and cool, and that combination was a win-win in my book, but still, I didn’t think she was being on the up and up. I decided to test that theory.

“So, if I just spout out a desire, you’ll do it?” I asked.

Claire shook her head. “It’s not like that,” she responded. “I don’t perform on demand. I like people, and if a guy has some deep-rooted desire, the kind that keeps him up at night because he thinks it will never come true, I want him to have that experience. Life is too short to miss out.”

That got me thinking. “So, if I have a fantasy, you’d help me live it out?”

Again, she laughed only this time her response wasn’t jovial, it was dead serious.

“I will,” she answered, “if it’s real.”

“Awesome,” I said, “because I’ve always fantasized about having bareback sex with an intern in Williamsburg, Virginia.”


SCENE 5

Claire

Yes, I introduced the topic of sex on our car ride, because we had seven hours to kill and I wanted to have some fun. Did I think it would lead to something more? Maybe. But I had no idea the full depth and breadth of that fun until I got Nathan to really open up.


SCENE 6

Nathan

She laughed at me, which was kind of expected, but what I didn’t expect was her flip response.

“If that’s your fantasy I feel bad for you,” she said, “kind of lame.”

“So, you won’t do it?” I pressed.

“No,” she replied, “I won’t, because that’s just a ploy to have sex. But if you share something real, I mean, don’t want anyone else to know about it real, then maybe I will.”

“Maybe?!?” I answered sarcastically. I could tell what she was doing, trying to get me to reveal a dirty secret so she would have the upper hand.

She sensed my skepticism and put me to the test. “I’ll tell you what, if you lay it all on the line, I mean really share from the vault, I’ll find a way to make your dream come true.”

“Find a way?” I answered back, doubt dripping off every word.

That’s when she did something that let me know just how serious she really was. While I drove the car down the highway, she reached across to my lap and squeezed my growing penis right through the fabric of my slacks. “Trust me,” she said, “I’m not shy. I will find a way.”

Her words and her actions caused a stirring in my pants and a picture-perfect image to form in my head. There was a fantasy I had been harboring for a long time, but it wasn’t one I would share, especially not with a co-worker, not someone I would ever see again.

My brain started cranking, wanting to seize on an opportunity with this sexy girl but not wanting to reveal too much about the inner perversions of my mind. She had already shown that a lame attempt would be unsuccessful, if I wanted to move forward. I needed to push out the edges of the envelope.

“I do have something,” I admitted, “but you have to promise this will stay between us.”

Her face lit up. “This sounds interesting, what is it?”

“First, you have to promise,” I replied.

“Fine,” she said, “I won’t tell anyone anything… unless you give me permission.”

Satisfied with her word, I began to lay out my lifelong fantasy, or at least a version I was willing to share.


SCENE 7

Mommy Claire

Men are just little boys once the topic turns to sex and their little pee-pees get excited. Nathan barely knew me, so he definitely shouldn’t have shared any intimate secrets, but once the prospect of sex was on the table, he forgot all about that, and gave me everything I wanted to know.

Guys share things with me. In part, because I’m easy to talk to, but the biggest part is because I understand them, and I don’t judge them for the things they think or do. Most girls act shy or disgusted when guys reference sex but not me, I encourage them to share their desires, the pathway to their lust.

All that made me very open minded, but still not ready for what Nathan was about to divulge.


SCENE 8

Nathan

“As long as I can remember I have always dreamt of being taken advantage of by an older woman,” I said. “Whether it was my teacher at school, a babysitter, or even a friend’s mom. Just the thought of being sensually dominated got me so aroused I couldn’t help myself.”

Claire looked me up and down only she wasn’t shaking her head. My story resonated with her, even if I wasn’t sharing all the sordid details.

“And what would these women do to you?” she asked, “How would they take advantage?”

The truth was, in every fantasy, the woman would stroke my dick until I was helpless and then make me perform sex acts on other guys. I don’t know why, maybe I held bi-curious fantasies, or maybe I liked the idea of feeling so good I couldn’t say no. But that image was core to my fantasy and drove me insane with lust. But I couldn’t tell that to Claire, I needed to come up with something else, something feasible, something that would convince her to make my dream come true.

“They would infantilize me,” I said. “They would take control and turn me into a submissive little boy.”

“Really?” Claire questioned. “And that turned you on?”

I didn’t expect that response. I had to scan my brain for an answer that would not only make sense but still keep me on a path towards intimate time with Claire. “It wasn’t so much that being diapered thrilled me,” I explained, “it was the loss of control while my sex was being teased.”

“And there were diapers?” she pressed. “Does it have to be diapers? Couldn’t she make you do anything you didn’t want to do?”

There it was, the question that could easily take me down a road I definitely did not want to travel. I had to put a stop to that train of thought. “No,” I stated, “I guess there is something about being controlled like that. Maybe I have pent up desires from an old babysitter or something.”

“Or maybe you have mommy issues,” Claire added.

Her statement instantly made me glad I didn’t tell her about sucking dick.

“I thought you didn’t judge,” I answered.

“Oh, I’m not judging,” she replied, “I’m just trying to flesh out the details, so I can make your experience real.”

WHAT?!?

“You mean you’ll do it?” I asked in disbelief.

The smile on her face let me know she would and all of a sudden everything changed. It was possible. I was actually going to have sex with Claire, and even if it didn’t end with a dick in my mouth, it was certain to be an exciting ride.


SCENE 9

Claire

My thoughts went to my neighbor back home, before college, Cathy, and the way she used to diaper her husband, Ray. She did it as punishment but over time it became symbolic to Ray, a direct connection to his sex drive. Cathy had done that, through trial and repetition, and he got to the point where he couldn’t see a diaper without getting excited.

I learned a long time ago that the fastest way to take control of a man’s brain is through his sex drive and the fastest way to control his sex drive is by stimulating the arousal in his brain. Not only did Nathan let me know exactly what mental stimulus excited him, he paved the way all on his own, leaving me a free runway to his soul.

It wasn’t my first encounter with the utilization of diapers in the build up to excitement. My previous experience was as an observer, a non-active participant, but I felt confident that I understood enough of the basics to make the power exchange very real.


SCENE 10

Nathan

We were only about forty-five minutes outside of Williamsburg and we couldn’t get there fast enough. That time seemed even longer when Claire let me know exactly what she planned to do.

“I guess we’re going to need to stop at a store before we get there,” she explained.

“A store?” I asked.

“If we’re going to make this real, we’re going to need some things,” she offered.

My mind immediately shot to condoms but she wiped away that train of thought with her very next words.

“You’re going to need some diapers and other baby supplies,” she said. “Unless... unless you already have some in your bag.”

Before I could respond she reached into the back seat, grabbed my duffel and opened the zipper.

“Do you already have some?” she asked.

I wasn’t worried about what she would see, at least not at first, but then she began to rifle toward the bottom of the bag.

“Get out of there!” I exclaimed but it was no use. I would have stopped her but the traffic on the highway was heavy and there was nowhere to pull over.

It didn’t take long for her to find the secret bag at the bottom or for her to reveal its contents.

Now it was her turn to exclaim. “Oh my God! You’re a pothead!” she exclaimed.

She found my stash.

I wasn’t embarrassed of my marijuana habit but it wasn’t something I shared, especially not with anyone from work. Who knew how upper management would respond if they found out? “You can’t tell anyone,” I said, partly stating but mostly asking.

“You have secrets,” she added. “I like that. It means you’re interesting.”

I struggled to see how revealing all of my secrets while she revealed none of hers could be good, and then she said the words that put it all in perspective.

“So, you’re a pot smoking little boy who wants to be sexually dominated by his babysitter... I can work with that.”

It was right then, as I let the reality of the moment sink in, that I knew Claire was a different kind of girl. Just how different? That I wouldn’t find out until much later, when it was too late.


SCENE 11

Claire

“You’re a pot smoking little boy who wants to be sexually dominated by his babysitter,” I said. I let the words hang in the air, to make him squirm, to let him contemplate everything he had already shared, and then I added, “I can work with that.”

The smile on his face was undeniable. He wanted to be dominated. I mean really wanted to be dominated and I’d be lying if I said I didn’t want to take advantage of him.


SCENE 12

Nathan

I pulled up in front of the All Night Save-Mart and parked the car. I looked to Claire, expecting her to get out, but all she did was look right back at me and say the words that would forever define our relationship going forward.

“Be a good little boy and go pick up a pack of cloth diapers for your babysitter,” Claire said. “I’ll be waiting right here when you get back, deciding how I want to dominate you.”

In my head I had envisioned her going in, or at a minimum us going in together, but she made it clear that she was in command and I would be doing things her way. And that was both scary and strangely exciting.

I found the baby department and made my way to the diapers. I had no idea there would be so many options. It didn’t take long to realize that none of them would be anywhere near my size. That’s when I noticed the cloth diapers and remembered what Claire had said in the car. A quick grab of the diapers along with some baby powder and oil and I was on my way, headed to the checkout.

I kept my eyes averted to the floor, avoiding making eye contact with the cashier. I did everything I could to seem like a normal guy buying diapers, and as soon as everything was paid for and bagged, I was out the door, packages in hand, headed towards Claire and the car.

No sooner did I get in the car and sit behind the wheel and she began to pepper me with questions.

“Did anyone see you?” Claire asked.

“We’re you scared?” she added.

“Did that excite your little pee-pee?”

I knew why she said those words, what I didn’t understand was why hearing those words, in her voice, actually did excite my little pee-pee. And what made that even more difficult to comprehend, was that she knew.

“It did!” Claire exclaimed, and before I could say anything she reached over and squeezed my growing pee-pee through my slacks, using her supple fingers to squeeze and play.

“Woah!” I jumped.

“You better get used to me touching you there,” Claire explained, “because I own you now.”

Obviously, that excited me but it also confused me. Claire was all about stimulating my sex, but with each action it became abundantly clear that all of the emotion was one way. I knew why I wanted to proceed but I started to wonder just what she would get out of it.


SCENE 13

Claire

We checked into the hotel and I quickly had Nathan change our reservations, giving me the master suite that was his and moving him to the standard guest that would have been my room. As my boss he would have had the better accommodations, but as his future babysitter I was quite certain he wouldn’t argue or complain. Besides, if all went as planned, we would be spending all of our time together, in the suite, and if it didn’t, I would have a very nice room for the remainder of our stay.


SCENE 14

Little Boy Nathan

No sooner were we inside the master suite and Claire laid the ground rules for our little game.

“From now on you are a little boy and I am your babysitter. You will do everything I say or else. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” I replied.

“Good,” she answered, “now get out of those clothes so I can see what I have to work with.”

You might think it would be embarrassing to disrobe in front of your intern, especially when she was staying fully clothed, but I didn’t care, I was more excited than I had been in years. In an instant my clothes were on the floor and my little pee-pee was bobbing from side to side, ready for Claire to begin our game.

She directed me to lay on the bed and took position between my thighs. I was excited and nervous but Claire seemed perfectly at ease, confident, as if she had done this before. And then she spoke the words that set my wheels into motion.

“I know you want to be dominated and diapered,” she said, her lips curling into a devilish smile as she spoke, “but the truth is, once I’m in control, I can and will make you do anything I want.”

Those words, and the danger of their meaning, were just registering in my head when she pushed the game into hyperdrive.

Her first touch sent a shiver of excitement throughout my whole body but the real intensity came when she wrapped her silky fingers around my shaft and began that glorious up and down motion. I had wanted sex, but Claire’s hands stroking my cock was every bit as fabulous at piquing my arousal. My excitement rose and my breath grew short.

Claire’s words just before we started still clung in my mind, foreshadowing a danger I knew was there but struggled to identify. How could anything that feels so good possibly be bad? Certainly, it would be ok to play for a little while? That is exactly what I convinced myself as Claire’s hands performed their magic on my cock. That is exactly why I let her go on as long as I did.

Up and down, up and down, her fingers were firm yet soft, driving my excitement with supple ministrations that kept me continually off guard. And then those touches expanded, fondling my balls, caressing my taint, even grazing my puckered little hole with a gentle wandering fingertip. No one had ever touched me there before and the tingle that followed both shocked and delighted me. She had me on edge, wondering where she would touch next, all the while hoping it would never end.

The build-up was wonderful and it brought on all those old familiar feelings. When I felt the orgasm approach, I knew what that meant, the end was near. A part of me didn’t want things to be over but there was also an element of relief, submission can be fun to think about but the reality of truly losing control is not so easy to accept. As much as I liked the game, I was ready for the resumption of control that would come with my orgasm and release.

That is the moment I found out just how skilled and devious Claire really was. At the exact instant that I thought I could take no more, that my orgasm was imminent, Claire moved her hands, taking the sensitive skin just below my balls and giving it a pinch between her finger and thumb, one that completely stunted my arousal. The shock to my body was intense but that was nothing compared to how my brain responded in the moment.

Before I knew it, my hips started a searching grind and my mouth verbally begged for more. “Please!” I whined, desperate for her to put her hands back on my cock. And for five very long seconds she held out, demonstrating her power, expanding her control, looking me in the eye and offering a knowing smile, one that let me know she could do it again and again for as long as she wanted. And she kept that up, that relentless tease, until she finally gave in, putting those glorious fingers of hers back on my swollen and neglected penis.

“Ahhh!” I gasped at the feel of her touch.

In an instant, my arousal was back at peak and I found myself shifting and humping with my hips, trying to add to the excitement.

Claire wouldn’t allow me any sense of control and soon I was back in that place, my dick desperate to get-off, her hands separated from my body. It was debilitating and I felt obliged to let her know.

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

That is when it dawned on me, Claire really was dominating me. I was ready to do anything and everything for more of her attention and that was exactly what I had asked for. And much like the rest of the experience, Claire knew exactly what to do at that moment to take me to the next level.

She presented me with a fucking diaper.

That was the moment when my fantasies had me sucking dick, but as far as Claire knew, my ultimate undoing was baby play, and she pushed me down that path like a skilled practitioner.

I had never been diapered before, at least not as an adult, but the way my penis felt, pulsing and wanting for more, I had no control whatsoever, and when she completed the swaddling, and looked down on me with that delicious smile on her face, I actually liked it, not just the submission but also what it signified; Claire’s dominance over me. That is when she placed the defining exclamation point on the event.

“Who’s a good little boy?” she cooed, and as she said it, her fingers slid beneath the soft cloth of my diaper, took my penis in hand and tickled me towards the final countdown.

Oh shit!

The feeling was amazing, both in my head and throughout my entire genital region. I had fantasized about losing control but in many ways the real thing was so much better. And that is exactly what I thought until Claire said her next words.

With her fingers dancing inside my diaper, bringing my orgasm to the fore, Claire looked me square in the eyes and made her one and only demand. “Give me permission to tell people about this,” she said.

No fucking way. That is what my conscious brain thought, but the rest of me, reeling from the pleasure of a thousand pulses coursing through my veins, couldn’t find the will to resist.

I had to hold out, I couldn’t give her permission to share my secrets, not with everything she already knew. With every ounce of strength I could muster, I steeled my resolve, maintaining my dignity. And just when I thought I was having success, she pushed the moment forward, increasing her strokes, tickling my desire, sending my body reeling with fantastic surges of ecstasy. The feelings were just too powerful. They consumed me, and before I knew it, I felt my mind slipping, compelling me to give in to her command. The first word slid from my lips before I could stop it.

“Y...Y...Yes!” I stuttered. And as if that wasn’t bad enough, a deeper confession emerged from my mouth. “Please, you can do whatever you want, just please help me!”

I couldn’t believe I said it and yet even more unbelievable was how everything actually felt the moment I did. It was as if submitting to her changed me, as if the mere act of giving in was stimulus in and of itself.

Claire stared hard into my eyes when she finally granted my wish, sending me over the edge in a euphoric pulse of ecstasy. “Ungh!” I grunted as my hips bucked and my balls felt the relief of discharge. God how good it felt to shoot that spurt, to finally let go. And each throb thereafter felt amazing, every spasm making me thank the heavens that I had agreed to her demands. And as the remains of my orgasm left my body, seeping through the thin fabric of the diaper, she was right there, by my side but also in my ear, securing long term residence as my new master.

“Did the little boy make a mess in his diaper?” she cooed; her voice soothing but the message cutting directly to the bone. She did it, she dominated me like I had asked, but she also made me relinquish all permission and that was way more than I had intended to give.


SCENE 15

Mommy Claire

I had him; eyes glazed, drool forming on his lips, desperate moans flowing from his mouth. Nathan was helpless, completely under my control, and while I had no doubt that he was feeling fine, what I didn’t expect was how incredible it would be for me.

Watching him crumble into submission at my hands didn’t just thrill my brain, it excited my body, and I felt it all the way to my loins with a tingle I absolutely loved. That’s when I pressed the moment, to see just how much power I really had.

“Give me permission to tell people about this,” I said.

The look on Nathan’s face was priceless. He had asked to be sensually dominated, he wanted it, and now that his control was lost, he wasn’t so sure how he felt about real and permanent power exchange. And while he may have struggled with the new revelations, I, on the other hand, was enlightened. I learned something very important about myself and what it would take to satisfy the dominant woman inside of me.

While Nathan struggled with his fate, I increased the stimulus on his cock, rubbing beneath the cloth diaper, bringing him closer and closer to the relief he so desperately craved. It didn’t take long for his weakness to rise to the surface, and soon he was saying the words I longed to hear.

“Yes!” Nathan agreed. “Please, you can do whatever you want, just please don’t stop!”

Hearing those words was music to my ears but the resultant exchange of power that happened in that moment caused my body to open up and release its own gush of unbridled lust. It was amazing, I had never felt anything so wonderful in my entire life.

I held Nathan’s gaze as I finally allowed his orgasm to find the light of day. His penis throbbing in my hand, his sticky goo staining and seeping through the thin white fabric of his diaper, like a little boy who lost control, who soiled himself.

As interesting as it was to take command in the moment, I felt compelled to push onward, to see just how much power I still retained. And so, I staked my claim to the spoils of victory with some well-chosen thoughts and one distinct action.

“I know you gave me permission to tell anyone I want,” I said softly in his ear, “but as long as you stay my good little boy, and do everything I say, I won’t have any reason to share.”

Before he had a chance to respond, I did the one thing that had been on my mind but seemed too bold for the moment. Despite my reservations, I lifted my blouse and rubbed my bare breast against Nathan’s face, completing his fantasy request.

What followed completely took me off guard.

Of course, I should have assumed that the conquered little boy would latch on to my nipple, but what I didn’t expect was the straight shot of adrenaline that would course through my veins with that very simple act, and how it would resonate throughout my entire body with a sense of thrill I had never experienced before. I liked it, the way his suckling lips drew every last ounce of pleasure from my sensitive nipple, and I longed to keep that feeling alive as long as humanly possible.

And so, we drifted off to sleep that way, Nathan sated, a sticky mess in his adult baby diaper, and me pleasantly relaxed, two suckling lips sending pulses of ecstasy through my breast, straight into my brain. This was all new territory for me, and while I didn’t fully understand it at the time, I knew I would be exploring it again in the not-so-distant future.


SCENE 16

Nathan

“I know you gave me permission to tell anyone I want,” she whispered in my ear, “but as long as you stay my good little boy, and do everything I say, I won’t have any reason to share.”

After the way Claire took control, forcing my orgasm inside a diaper, I was going to obey her anyway, but then she did something completely unexpected, something that changed everything I thought about the infantilizing experience.

Claire brought the wonderful softness of her bosom in contact with my face, and just as I was loving the feel of her skin against mine, her hardened nipple stroked against my cheek, sending a pulse of adrenaline straight into my brain. All at once, everything clicked. My lips formed around her beautiful nub and I suckled her flesh into my mouth. Everything that followed is a bit of a blur, except that I found my true self connected with Claire in that tender moment.

All along, I had yearned to be sensually dominated by a sexy older woman, and while Claire wasn’t older than me, she checked all the other boxes, completely dominating my sex, and taking control of my mind in the process.

At first, the situation scared me, the power Claire held, the weakness I felt, but the moment I learned to accept Claire’s control the quicker I came to find the complete inner joy of the experience.

The remainder of the trip was filled with repeated acts of diaper play and power exchange, and when we returned home, Claire kept true to her word, maintaining my secrets in exchange for my submission. It didn’t come easy, turning over control to my intern Claire, but I was heavily motivated, desirous to keep my submissive nature hidden from the rest of the organization while also pursuing my lustful needs at the hands of this beautiful young woman. And while Claire never did make me suck dick, she did teach me a lot about true power and my rightful place in the world.


EPILOGUE

Mommy Claire

That business trip with Nathan was years ago, while I was still in college working as an intern for course credit. And while I didn’t know it at the time, it proved to be an uncanny foreshadowing of the life I was destined to lead, teaching me about my true instincts and the inherent needs of my naturally dominant disposition.

My world is different now, there are very few things that can surprise me anymore, but I still get tingles in my head and in my loins when I think back to those early days and the excitement that came with every new discovery.

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:

-          Mark’s Age Play Adventure

-          The Huntress 1

-          The Huntress 2

-          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 Experience

-          Mommy’s Cure for Naughty Boys

-          ABC: Adult Baby Cuckold

-          The Cuck Request

-          Talk Dirty To Me

-          Mommy Domme: Mergers and Acquisitions

-          Manipulating Mason
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