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PROLOGUE

Bill

Do you believe in love at first sight? I didn’t, not before, but now, now I’m not so sure.

My opinion changed based on a recent meeting, a chance encounter with an incredible woman, a woman who showed me the true power that first encounters can bring.

The moment I met Claire and drank in the vision of her; those alluring curves, that sexy shape, I was forever captivated, transfixed by the lure of her beauty.

Maybe lust at first sight would be a better way to describe the way her lurid temptations twisted my mind but no matter what name it was given, it took my life by storm and never let me go.

Does all that sound a little hard to believe? Lend me your ear while I share the story of when I first met Claire James and how that event stripped me of everything that made me a man, and introduced me to the awesome powers of one extremely dominant woman.


SCENE 1

Mommy Claire

I had been spending quite a bit of time back East, in the Greater Philadelphia area, visiting with old friends, when I returned home to Las Vegas and my internal clock was all out of whack. I found myself up very early, when everyone else was still asleep, lamenting the effects of modern-day travel.

Under normal circumstances, I might have snuggled up with a good book, or penned a letter, but in this case, I had a lot of pent-up energy so I decided to head out, to see what the early morning world had to offer.

It was shortly before five and I was in Las Vegas so there was no shortage of places to go, but I wasn’t looking to gamble or party, so I headed for my favorite diner, to see what the early hour would provide in the way of people watching entertainment.

I expected I might find the hungover remains of a bachelor party or better yet, bachelorette, but when I entered the restaurant there was slim pickings for the active imagination; a young couple fully engaged in themselves, three older gents, one the big winner the other two licking their gambling wounds, and three heavy set waitresses, each eyeing the other two, waiting for her next cigarette break.

It was a total bust in the people watching category save for one individual, a single gentleman sitting at the counter all by himself, a magazine in his hand, a vacant expression on his not so handsome face.

He wasn’t much to look at but he held potential and based on the other options in view, I intended to let his story fill my time.


SCENE 2

Bill

I was sitting alone in a diner, minding my own business, when it happened. Her name was Claire and from a physical perspective she was a total bomb shell; sexy shape as far as the eye could see and the personality and attitude to accentuate the thrill of those very dangerous curves. The truth was, she was the kind of woman every guy wanted and I felt lucky that she chose me.

That was in the beginning, when all I could see was the vision of carnal delight, the anticipation of what could be, but fulfillment would never be mine, at least not in a way that would satisfy the lust beast growing beneath my skin, and that would create a problem, one far greater than I was prepared to take.

But alas, I’m getting ahead of myself, for it all began with a trip out for breakfast, to enjoy some early morning pancakes.

I’m a creature of habit and when my work gives me a rare Saturday morning free, I like to get up early and go out for a good breakfast; pancakes, crisp bacon and a hot cup of coffee. It reminds me of special occasions when I was a kid, and it’s a great way to start the day.

I usually bring a magazine with me, it can be awkward sitting in a restaurant alone, and that Saturday I had just gotten the latest issue of my favorite baseball card magazine. As a collector, it was good to stay up on the latest news and I was excited to see what the sporting world had to offer.

The diner I chose wasn’t very busy, no one at the counter, so I grabbed a seat and the waitress was quick to bring me a cup of joe. There are many things I look for in a diner but a good cup of coffee is tops on that list.

Next came the menu and I didn’t even need to look.

“Pancakes with bacon,” I said with a smile, “and if I could have the bacon nice and crisp, please.”

The waitress was off to submit my order and I took a sip of my coffee. It was hot and fresh brewed, exactly how I like it, so after another sip I reverted to my magazine, to see what the collecting world was up to for the month.

No sooner did I get into the first article, when I felt the lightest tap on my shoulder and when I turned to see what it was, I was treated to quite a visual surprise.

There before me, trying to get my attention, was a rather striking woman, with beautiful auburn hair, big brown eyes and the most warm and welcoming smile. I’d say I was immediately smitten; and I was, but so many different thoughts jumped through my head all at once, it was difficult to pick just one.

Instantly, I felt this connection between us and when she spoke, that feeling grew even stronger.

“Excuse me,” she said, “would you mind if I sat here?”

I looked up and down the counter, there were plenty of empty seats but for some reason she wanted to sit next to me, right next to me.

“Sure,” I replied.

She was still holding my gaze and I have to admit, maybe it was just because it had been a long time since I had felt a true connection with anyone, but it felt like there was something special between us, chemistry and I wanted it to go on.

She sat down on the stool next to me and in her nearness, I felt a certain energy, it was electric, and when she spoke, I hung on every word.

“My name’s Claire,” she offered. “Whatcha reading?”

“Oh, this,” I replied, “it’s nothing.”

I tried to hide my magazine, instantly feeling childish for reading a magazine about collectibles but she wasn’t deterred.

“It’s not nothing,” she replied, “let me see it.”

She reached across, extending her hand in an expectant way. There was something about the way she spoke, her no nonsense approach, I felt compelled to give her the magazine and the moment I did, she confirmed that I did the right thing.

“Good boy,” she said.

She took the magazine from my hand and opened the cover, fanning through the first couple of pages.

I’m not sure why, but I liked hearing her praise, then, she opened the pages and looked inside and I actually got nervous, wondering what she might think.

Baseball and collecting cards have been a part of my life for as long as I could remember but it wasn’t something I shared with anyone, least of all, a beautiful woman on our first introduction. When she finally looked up from the pages to look at me, I was anxious to hear what she would say.

Much to my delight, she asked, “Have you been collecting long?”

It was music to my ears. No judgment, just genuine interest.

“Ever since I was a little boy?” I answered, trying to contain a level of excitement I felt growing inside of me.

I wanted to talk about baseball cards, and collecting, and I felt myself light up within when she asked her next question.

“Does looking at the cards you collected as a boy take you back to that time? When life was simple and carefree?” she asked.

It was an astute observation; one no one had ever mentioned to me before.

“Yeah!” I replied in shock, amazed at how she understood. “It does,” I replied. “There are certain cards that immediately take me back.”

Her face lit up as I said those words. She was so accepting of my collecting, not at all judgmental. Perhaps she had the same inclinations.

“Are you a collector?” I replied.

Her answer was not what I expected but did shed quite a bit of light on why she was so open.

“I’m not a collector but I am fascinated with the things that connect us to our youth,” she replied. “I think there is wonderful healing power of reverting back.”

That’s when she looked at me, really looked at me and added, “Did your mommy give you any of those cards?”

There was something about the way she said those words, while gazing into my soul, they brought back these very powerful memories and while those amazing thoughts surged through my brain, this woman I had only just met, placed her hand on my shoulder and then slid to my neck and onto my head, massaging my scalp. They were the most soothing rubs I had ever felt and while I’ve never been one to let people touch me, in that situation I did not resist.

It was a transcendent moment, accentuated by the way I subconsciously melted into her embrace, involuntarily accepting what turned out to be a very reassuring hug.


SCENE 3

Mommy Claire

It wasn’t my intent to find a grown man to seduce and infantilize when I went out in the morning, but what can I say, when opportunity doesn’t just knock but she also opens the door, I can’t say no.

This guy was practically throwing his regression in my face, holding on for dear life to the connections to his innocent youth. He didn’t just want my attention, he needed it, in a true and meaningful way.

I’m not saying that collecting is an age play activity, but what I am saying is that the feeling Bill got when he held those cards from his youth, that was the same blissful connection that makes regression so much fun, and the moment I realized what a trigger those cards would be, an idea came to my mind, about how I could help make Bill’s regression even more fun and impactful.


SCENE 4

Bill

I couldn’t believe how willingly I allowed a woman I had just met to touch me, intimately, but when Claire began to run her fingers through my hair it felt so relaxing. I instantly realized it had been a long long time since I had connected with anyone like that.

Human contact is a need, we all have it, but the longer you go without, the less you think about it, right up until that soothing feel permeates your entire being and you find yourself slipping into an Uber-relaxed state.

Fortunately, I caught myself before sliding too far, collecting my thoughts, straightening at the spine. Unfortunately, my new friend was very interested in my response; so much so that her very next question focused on the very impetus for my thinking.

“Do you still have those cards?” she asked, “your first ones, the ones your mommy gave you?”

I’m not sure how she knew what was going through my head at that exact moment but when I confirmed that notion, letting her know what she wanted to know, the situation quickly changed.

“Would you mind showing them to me?” she asked. “I have a theory about objects and the memories that take us back to our youth. I’d really like to learn more.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.

This may sound crazy, but I had actually been waiting a long time for someone to want to see my baseball card collection and so I agreed, inviting this beautiful woman back to my home to see the cards that started my collecting journey.


SCENE 5

Mommy Claire

When it comes to the human mind, there are many things that drive our thoughts and influence our actions. However, the ones that affect us the most deeply are the ones rooted at our core, most closely connected to our true center.

Bill may not have known it but he had just revealed a very powerful trigger, an object and a memory that would not only draw a direct correlation with his innocent youth but also with his mother, the perfect combination if I wanted to explore the effects of regression and age play on his mind.

We were both headed towards quite an event and I have no problem admitting how much that aroused my body and excited my mind.


SCENE 6

Bill

Claire followed me back to my place and I kept checking my rear view mirror the whole way, certain she was going to change her mind and turn away. She didn’t, and when we reached my front door, I was actually nervous, the image of bringing a beautiful woman back to my place much different than the reality.

Fortunately, she sensed my nervousness and said something to put me at ease.

“You don’t have to be nervous,” Claire said, “I’m here because I want to be and I’m not going to run off.”

I’m not sure how she knew exactly what I was thinking but not only did she hit the nail on the head but she instantly calmed my fears, saying just the right thing at just the right time.

I didn’t want her to run off and now that I knew she wasn’t headed for the door, I felt my nerves settle.

“Do you live here alone?” she asked.

I let her know I did and then led her into the house and my living room. No sooner were we inside and Claire made her intentions known.

“Do you have those cards?” she asked, “because I’d really like to try something.”

This is going to sound odd, because she said all along that she wanted to see the cards, the very first ones from my collection, but in my mind, I think I wanted something more. That’s when she introduced a new part of her interest, a part I hadn’t sensed before.

I had just returned from my guest bedroom, the original cards in my hand, a small stack, highly worn. They had all been read and studied many times. I held them up for Claire to take but she turned me down to say the strangest thing.

“I want you to page through the cards, play with them” she said, “just like when you were a little boy.”

She didn’t want to look at the cards herself, which I thought was odd, what she wanted was to observe me as I reminisced. It was an odd request but I didn’t mind, so I did as she asked, sifting through the pile, looking at the pictures, thinking back to all those times I had done it before. It was easy enough, a pastime I enjoyed, but then Claire moved in behind me, to take the experience to a whole new level.

While I looked at the cards, Claire moved in close to me, real close, and then she gently placed her hands on my shoulders and began to massage.

The way she rubbed up against me felt nice, her body close to mine, and when her fingers moved to my scalp, I allowed those feelings to spread, relaxing me from head to toe. It was easy giving in to Claire, something about her effortless flow, and when she cooed sweet nothings into my ear as I flipped through the cards, something otherworldly happened, changing my perception of this seemingly innocent act.

“Such a good little boy,” she cooed.

The words were soft and the way they melded with the images before my eyes, the baseball cards, the distinct connection to my youth, I really did feel like a little boy, and when her soothing fingers wound their way through my hair, massaging deep into my scalp and putting my mind at ease, I allowed myself to slip, accepting a journey into the unknown.

I had looked at those cards a thousand times before but somehow, they looked different with Claire’s voice in my ear and her fingers in my hair, and when she encouraged me to close my eyes and delve even deeper, I did as I was told, submitting to her touch.

“Close your eyes and give in little boy,” she whispered, “mommy is in control.”

Closing my eyes came easily, a level of trust between us that I felt at my core, and when I melted into her embrace, savoring her gentle touch and those blissfully soothing sounds, it felt right, so right I offered no objection to her next advance.

When I chose to go out to breakfast in the morning, I had no idea my day would turn out the way it did but when the woman I met at the diner opened her blouse and ran her soft breast and hardened nipple against my cheek, I responded on instinct, turning into a titty sucking momma’s boy without a second thought.

It was fucked up if I’m being honest but that didn’t stop me from indulging the moment.

One instant I felt this nub dragging softly against my cheek and the next thing I knew my head turned and I found my lips forming around the most perfect breast. I nursed on instinct, innately drawing her in, and the moment her soft flesh swarmed my cheeks I was rewarded for my efforts.

God, I’ve always loved beautiful breasts but now I realized how much I liked to suckle too, not just the skin-on-skin contact, but also that heavenly draw, the way her nipple drew to the back of my throat. I didn’t want it to end, and when Claire began to moan and groan in response to my efforts, I realized she liked it too.

It was quite a mind-bending experience, accentuated by the very next words she dropped into my ear.

“You can call me Mommy from now on,” she cooed, her fingers running through my hair, the intimate connection between us better than at any other moment in my life.

It was all so soothing and as I offered my response, I contemplated just how I got to this time and space.

Sure, I was looking at my baseball cards, my very first collection, the one my mommy gave me when I was young, and Claire was rubbing my shoulders and massaging my scalp, making me feel real good, and then she encouraged me to close my eyes, which I did, indulging the sweet sound of her soothing voice but somehow things took a turn, to the point I was about to call her mommy.

I had no idea she would introduce her naked bosom, and when she did offer up her nipple to nurse, I didn’t expect to respond so naturally, acting on instinct, suckling involuntarily at the teat, and I definitely didn’t know I was a helpless little boy, until it was too late and she was already in control.

It was quite a transition and the strangest part of all, was that I never tried to stop things, even as they went even further down a very crazy and slippery path.


SCENE 7

Mommy Claire

Bill was sitting on the floor, flipping through his stack of baseball cards, and I could just see the little boy inside of him fully connected with his blissful past. It was exactly what I expected when we first spoke at the diner and seeing it live only brought out my full desire to tease and play.

I started with a slight massaging of his shoulders and head, making him feel relaxed. He didn’t stir from his childhood obsession, which I took as a positive sign, and when I cooed in his ear, he allowed those soothing sounds to fill his mind without distracting his focus.

It was a bold move on my part but I knew that Bill was a different sort of man, already connected to his inner child through his passion, his hobby, and when I chanced to free my bosom from the confines of the blouse, and playfully danced my nipple against his cheek, he responded exactly as I had hoped, latching on with determination and fervor.

Bill suckled at my teat and I nursed that little boy, allowing him to fully indulge every ounce of the regressive ride.

Things could have progressed in a lot of different ways from that point forward but I have learned that once a man has relinquished control the best thing to do is seize on the moment, so that is exactly what I did.


SCENE 8

Bill

One moment I was showing Claire my baseball cards and the next thing I knew I was sucking on her tit. I’m not complaining, I just had no idea how it happened; and when she pushed me into a horizontal state, I fell into that submissive position without a second thought.

What was going on?

I didn’t know but then she slid her hand under the hem of my shorts, while still feeding me her soft breast, her nipple at the back of my throat, and any sense of trying to put a stop to things went right out the window.

OMG!

The tips of her fingers grazed my inner thigh, under my shorts, and the nearness to my privates had me all sorts of excited.

Was she going to touch me?

I didn’t know but all at once I wasn’t sure where to put my focus. My mind had only just gotten used to the idea of her bare breast, now my legs were spreading wide, desperate for whatever was going to come next.

Fortunately, Claire, Mommy, did not disappoint, sliding even further up my thigh, making the slightest grazing contact with my testicles.

It was barely the lightest touch but it sent a jolt of excitement up my spine and when she drew near again, I sucked in my breath, holding my lungs as well as my anticipation.

“Do you want mommy to play?” she cooed. Her words were ever so kind, her breast still soft against my cheek.

The mommy name confused me but God how I wanted it.

“Yes!” I huffed.

“Say it!” she commanded.

“Please, mommy!” I said, happy to comply, not just for the reward, but also for the connection it implied.

There was something about the moment, the connection with my youth, the images of the baseball cards, and when her hand slid further up my thigh and her fingers made their first contact with my penis, the whole situation exploded in my mind.

“Oh, God! Please, mommy!” I wailed. The words came out uncontrolled, just like my actions from that point forward.

I can’t explain what happened in my head other than I wanted attention on my dick in the worst way, but I also didn’t want to lose the bliss of mommy’s nursing breast, or for that matter, the joy of my innocent youth. Somehow Claire wrapped all those things into one, skillfully indulging every one of those desires.

It was strange at first, I can’t deny, the pure maternal connection of the suckling bond and her constant referral to me as her little boy, add to that the sexuality of her hand on my penis, squeezing, massaging, creating an intimate bond. The entire experience transferred a lot of power from me to her and while I sensed it made me weak, for some reason I really didn’t mind.

No woman had ever held me like that before and the more I allowed mommy to fondle and caress, the less control I had, until I was quickly approaching what is man’s inevitable end whenever it comes to sexual arousal.

Somehow, it was like Mommy knew the exact moment it became too much for me and she gazed deep into my eyes to let me know.

“Such a good little boy,” she cooed, “let mommy have full control.”

I didn’t want to do it but I also knew I couldn’t resist her control and the moment I gave in, she pushed me over the edge.

Mommy’s touch was highly targeted, her thumb pressed firm against the front of my shaft, applying rapid rubs to the sensitive spot just below the head. It felt amazing, the way my excitement rose. In an instant, my breathing when ragged and my spine went stiff.

The first rumble felt so good I couldn’t stop my full body groan.

“Ungh!”

The second vibration started at the base of my balls and shimmied up my shaft, bringing with it a huge amount of pulsing pleasure.

“Argh!” I grunted.

All at once, it was too much for me, and I succumbed to that awesome force.

The eruption didn’t just blow my mind, it took over my entire body, rattling at my core, spasming up my shaft, spurting inside my boxers. The discharge was fierce and my body recoiled when it was all done, ready for a break. It was an incredible orgasm, the best I had had in a long time, and when it was done, I continued to quiver in mommy’s arms, spent from the release.

Mommy held me firm, massaging and squeezing me through it all, coaxing every last bit of energy from my spent body, and when it was all done, she cuddled me into her warm embrace, keeping me safe from the world.

“Looks like mommy’s little boy made a sticky mess,” she cooed softly in my ear.

I couldn’t deny it. My splooge was seeping through my underwear and shorts, evidence of my loss of control. I had no defense and when Mommy set out to removing my messy clothes, separating me from the sticky mess, I didn’t have the will or the strength to resist.


SCENE 9

Mommy Claire

The events with Bill came so naturally, not only for me but for him as well. His mind was halfway to regression before we even met, making him a rather easy target.

The play time in his living room was fun and I’m certain he enjoyed the attention but I wasn’t just looking to please that little pee-pee of his. There was something more that I wanted. I wanted to create an opportunity.

What kind of mother would I be if I saw my little boy soil himself and I didn’t step in to help? So, in that moment, I stepped in to lend a helping hand, tending to the little boy in need.

Little did Bill know, by the time I was done, his regression was going to be pushed a whole lot further.


SCENE 10

Bill

When Mommy took off my clothes it was weird. I had already had an orgasm so there wasn’t anything sexual about it; and yet once she had the sticky clothes off of me, wiping me clean, it became a highly intimate affair.

She touched me everywhere, I mean everywhere, and when I didn’t stop her the first time, I felt like I couldn’t say no after that.

The way mommy’s fingers danced between my thighs was arousing but she went even further, finding a home at my rosebud, assuming dominion over my nether hole. In a way it was emasculating, debilitating, but just as those feelings threatened to overwhelm my mind, the silky-smooth fingers of her other hand brought me back to the here and now; tickling my balls, wrapping around my shaft, providing a heavenly glide.

“That first orgasm made such a sticky mess,” Mommy said as she gently played with my arousal, “what do you say we get you cleaned up before the next one.”

I can’t tell you how incredible it was to hear her say those words. Not only did she offer to clean me up, but she was already talking about my next orgasm, as if there was more fun to come.

Needless to say, I allowed her to keep one hand on my dick with another nestled between my cheeks and her power over me grew, even as she showed me what it means to clean up in her world.


SCENE 11

Mommy Claire

I took a risk letting Bill have an orgasm.

I could have strung out the moment, teasing his desire, until he was helpless and moaning, and if I had, he certainly would have succumbed to my will, ready to do anything I asked for that moment of release. But with Bill I saw something more. When I looked in his eyes there was a deeper need, not just the answer to his next orgasm, but the love and attention of a loving mommy.

That is the ultimate draw for me, my irresistible desire, and so I intended to give my little boy the attention he needed while pleasing every naughty thought along the way.


SCENE 12

Bill

Mommy Claire removed her hands momentarily as she led me to the bathroom. I didn’t mean to react but my body heaved with the lack of contact.

Just minutes earlier, I wasn’t sure I could let her fondle my anus and now I was saddened when that touch was no longer there. It was an amazement to my mind but not as much as the next words out of her mouth.

“Little boys shouldn’t have all of this unsightly hair down here,” she offered, her hands returning to my genitals, “I’m going to shave all of this off of you so the next time I tickle your pee-pee it’s nice and smooth.”

Now, she had my dick in her hand as she said those words, so she had my complete and undivided attention, and her words were distinct and clear, perfect diction and annunciation, so there was no doubting the message, but it didn’t make any sense to my frazzled mind and it stayed that way even as she asked for a razor and cream.

“Do you have a straight blade and some shaving cream?” she asked. “I only have my small pocket book.”

She looked to me for an answer but I was still trying to process everything.

“Come on,” she prodded, “Razor? Cream? Where is it?”

Responding on auto, I pointed to the medicine cabinet. Mommy was quick to grab the supplies and return to me, guiding my naked body to the floor, preparing to change my world.

As stunned as I may have been that this woman, a person I had only just met, wanted to shave me bare, not once did I do or say anything to make her think that she couldn’t, and she went right along, as if it was the most normal thing in the world.

Mommy Claire had already touched my penis and made me cum. She took my messy clothes and became quite familiar with my sphincter in the process, so maybe it wasn’t that extreme to let her lather my cock and balls with shaving cream, but when she put that sharp blade close to my family jewels, I lost my breath and my heart skipped a beat.

Was a standard face razor meant to shave your balls? I had no idea and before I could ask, Mommy Claire took a huge swipe with the blade, leaving a clean smooth swath in its wake.

I couldn’t believe she really did it but she didn’t stop at one, using that blade several more times against my skin, separating me from the vast majority of my genital hair. It was all so surreal, and by the time she finished the detailed areas, getting every last follicle, I can’t deny I felt different, a change in my body to go along with the change in my mind.

“Go ahead, little boy,” Mommy Claire teased the moment she was all done, “touch it.”

She removed her damp cloth, having just wiped me clean, and I chanced a simple touch with the tips of my fingers. What I found when my skin came in contact with that newly shaved area impacted my thinking just as much as my sense of touch.

The skin was smooth, super smooth, too smooth. It felt softer than a baby’s bottom and it made me wonder if she did something more than just remove the hair. That thought was percolating in my head, gaining steam, when she offered the words that truly tipped the scale.

“Such a good little boy,” she cooed, “soon you won’t remember what it means to be a man.”

In all of our interactions, Mommy Claire was very direct about her desire to infantilize me, and with the shaving I felt it, not just my desire to submit to her nursing and her hand jobs, but the secret residing in the deep recesses of my mind, where I truly liked her motherly control.

It was all so impactful, and when she invited me to the next stage of her evolutionary journey, I readily accepted. Although, I must admit, at the time I didn’t truly understand what a slippery slope it would turn out to be.


SCENE 13

Mommy Claire

I really don’t like genital hair. It’s unkempt and unsightly and I believe that every little boy looks so much better once all of it is gone, completely shaven. The end result creates congruence as well, a matching of the exterior with the overwhelming thoughts inundating the little boy’s brain, and as Bill was coping with his regression, I made every effort to hold his hand, guiding his descent.

Little Billy was at a very fragile state; weak, susceptible. He needed comfort in his time of need and so I fondled and rubbed his little pee-pee, not only pacifying his existence but also showing him the reward that awaited the submissive little boy who obeys mommy’s command.


SCENE 14

Little Billy

Damn! Mommy’s hands felt good.

Once my dick and balls were shaved, Mommy Claire went wild. She couldn’t get enough of that feel, fondling and stroking my dick, touching and caressing my privates at every opportunity. At one point, I thought for sure she was going to make me cum, but that wasn’t her plan. In fact, it seemed all she really wanted to do was to get me as excited as humanly possible and keep me there, dangling without relief.

Let me tell you, at first it was incredible, the intense pulses, the heavenly throbs, but then something happened and the situation quickly turned. Before I knew it, the teasing became too much and I struggled to maintain my composure, unable to reconcile what was happening to my body and inside my head.

Is it possible to receive too much physical stimulus? I wasn’t sure but if so, I was nearing that point, my eyes losing focus on the real world and my mind succumbing to this feeling, this insatiable yearn; the kind that consumed me, controlling every thought and every action.

It was right about then, as I lay in the center of her bed, my dick being teased with the most incredible rubs, that I realized the absolute futility of resistance. Mommy Claire was in charge and she was too powerful for me. The quicker I accepted that fact, the better off I would be.

With that thought in mind, I gave up all pretense and submitted to Mommy Claire.

What followed was the education of a lifetime.

To say that submitting was the best decision of my life would be the understatement of all understatements. The moment I gave in, Mommy Claire’s heavenly touch escalated, tantalizing rubs all over my body until I was literally floating on a cloud, every sense pulsating, riding the edge between orgasmic ecstasy and true nirvana.

It was blissful, in a way I had only ever dreamt about, and it went on, far longer than I would have thought humanly possible. At one point, my entire body was in the midst of one long pulsating hum and while that was happening, she repositioned herself to gaze deep into my eyes. The feeling I experienced in that exchange rewrote everything I thought I knew about lust, pleasure and power exchange.

I don’t know how she did it, but Mommy Claire tickled and teased, giving rise to my excitement without overwhelming my senses, and I literally indulged those feelings, allowing them to consume every waking thought. Ten minutes of that bliss and I knew that Mommy Claire was the greatest woman on planet earth and ten minutes more and I was moaning her name, expressing my love in no uncertain terms.

“I love you, Mommy!” I wailed, the intense pleasure coursing through my veins controlling every thought.

“I love you too,” she replied, her voice angelic in my ear, her magical fingers still playing their symphony upon my excited member.


SCENE 15

Mommy Claire

I love that moment when the man completely disappears, replaced only by the desperate little boy from inside, longing to be free. It is my reason for being and knowing that Bill was about to experience his moment of transition had my entire body tingling.

It was time for him to accept his reality, to verbally acknowledge his rightful place in my world.


SCENE 16

Little Billy

I’m not sure how long she kept me in that euphoric state, but I knew the exact moment she offered me relief. It was all I wanted and I felt myself succumb to her control the moment the offer was extended.

“Beg to be my good little boy,” Mommy Claire cooed. “Beg me to put you in a diaper.”

What followed had nothing to do with conscious thought. My actions were solely a response to her heavenly touch and the powerful needs of my aching body.

“Please, mommy!” I wailed, “please put me in a diaper and make me your good little boy.”

I said the words exactly as she requested, and she smiled in reply, however the greater response was the feeling in my loins, and the excitement that came from submitting to her awesome force.

I gave in and she was quick to seize on the moment, wrapping my lower half in a thin white cloth, showing me the fruits of her labor.

“Look at you,” she marveled, “so desperate, so helpless.”

She had diapered me, and while that might have been a shock before, all I could really think about was my excited pee-pee. God, I needed to release. I needed the tease to be over and finally have my sanity back. When she began to fondle and rub me through the thin cloth, I thought it was finally my time. It was then, as my arousal piqued, that Mommy Claire gave me the biggest challenge of all.

She was rubbing away, squeezing my pee-pee through the thin cloth with delicate fingers, driving my excitement through the roof, when she relayed the message that would just about break my brain.

“I just put a clean diaper on you,” she informed me, “and it’s the only one I have, so don’t you dare make a mess.”

It was a rather simple statement however abiding by such a command was near impossible, especially while my dick was being teased so relentlessly. To be honest, it was downright overwhelming. When my excitement reached an all-time high, all I could think about was how good the orgasm was going to feel when it finally did come.

I didn’t know what to do.

“Please!?!” I whined.

Mommy Claire must have known what an awful predicament I was in because the moment I collapsed she instantly showed me pity, offering me a way out.

“Ok!” she relented. “You can cum in the diaper but only if you’ll eat every last drop.”

I couldn’t believe what I just heard.

I needed to cum in the worst way but I couldn’t eat my own splooge. I was just wrestling with that conundrum when Mommy Claire picked up the pace, squeezing and rubbing at all the right places, sending my excitement through the roof.

I tried to wiggle free, I tried to escape, but she had me, and then she rubbed that sensitive spot several more times and all hope was lost. I tried to hold out, I really did, but something happened and I felt my entire world collapse around me. I can’t explain the feeling other than the pleasure became so intense every muscle seized at my spine, and when she pressed me on what I really wanted, I couldn’t work up the energy to provide anything but the truth.

“I need to cum,” I confessed, and even though I knew it meant I would need to eat my own discharge, I submitted to her control, accepting my fate.

Mommy Claire didn’t offer a verbal response, but her lips did curl into a smile as she increased her efforts one more time.

I knew what it meant, that devious smile, it was a deep satisfaction in having overcome my resistance but I didn’t care, I needed relief more than I needed my dignity.

Fortunately, now that I had surrendered my independence, there was no longer anything holding Mommy Claire back, and once that was the case, the bliss coming from her fingers magnified a hundredfold.

Prior to that moment, I thought she had swarmed me with the most intense pleasure, but the instant she ratcheted up her efforts, I realized I was only at the beginning. Soon, my entire world would be caught up in a delicious hum, a vibrating electric energy transferring from her to me with every blessed rub.

I knew those incredible feelings couldn’t last long but while they did it was the epitome of heaven on earth, and for every moment they were there, I indulged the bliss, allowing it to consume every ounce of my being.

The final tickle, the one that pushed me over the edge, sent a barrage of pulses rattling through my core and an incredibly delightful shiver straight up my shaft, but it was the way Mommy Claire held my gaze through every last spasm and throb that ensured I was truly transformed by the events and would follow through on my commitment, no matter the cost.

I may not have wanted to eat my own cum, but the pleasure coming from Mommy Claire’s fingers owned me and there was no way I could deny that bliss, not when there was a chance I might get to experience it all again.


SCENE 17

Mommy Claire

Watching Little Billy make a sticky mess in the diaper was a thrill but knowing what he had given up in exchange for that experience thrilled me to my core. He agreed to eat his own discharge and that was exciting beyond belief.

It is one thing to dominate a man sexually, but when you can break his will at the same time, rendering him submissive and coercing him into unspeakable acts, it holds a special level of thrill.

I used Bill’s lust to control his actions and, in the moment, he tried to resist but, in the end, the sexual feelings won out. That was an important distinction, one that would grow more influential with the passage of time.

When Bill would think back on our time together, to that moment of epiphany and the experience with me, the lust filled thoughts would return, and they would win out, until he was back at my door, begging to submit all over again.


SCENE 18

Little Billy

Ok, I’ll admit it, when I was caught up in the heat of the moment, there was nothing I wouldn’t have agreed to finally have relief. It was overwhelming, to the point of emasculating and it left me no choice.

Afterwards, once my orgasm was spent and the surge of lust was no longer controlling my brain, the reality of the situation settled in.

It was then, as I realized the full scope of my capitulation, that Mommy Claire handed me the diaper, letting me know what I needed to do.

“You know what you agreed to do,” she offered, and then she waited as I looked at the pool of cum sitting in the diaper.

Could I do it? At that moment, I didn’t think so.


SCENE 19

Mommy Claire

I have to admit, my time with Bill turned out to be quite a surprising treat. Not only was he a fun diversion on a Saturday morning while everyone else was asleep, but he was really quite submissive as well, surrendering to my touch, submitting to my control.

Bill truly reveled in the life affirming aspects of adult baby play, connecting with his inner child in a way few people would understand.

It isn’t often that I find someone so dually suited and I must admit, it had my mind considering alternative arrangements.

Could my baseball card collecting friend have greater value beyond just a one-time fling? I didn’t truly know the answer and while it was a shame to say goodbye, we needed to part ways. If he wasn’t going to follow through on his promises, we couldn’t have a future together.

So, I gave my good little boy a raspberry kiss on his belly for fun, collected my belongings and made my way towards the door, saying my goodbyes along the way.

“You can keep that diaper,” I offered, “as a memento.”


SCENE 20

Little Billy

The entire time with Mommy Claire was so over the top. At times, it was the greatest experience on earth, the physical pleasure unmatched by any other part of my life, and yet at others it was completely debilitating, showing me my true weakness.

All of that had me completely off balance, unsure of my next step, and yet when she motioned toward the door, threatening to leave, I immediately felt the pangs of loss.

I couldn’t live without her.

She hadn’t even gotten outside and already I couldn’t bear to see her leave. Before she could get any further, I chased her outside to her car.

“Please mommy,” I wailed, “please don’t go.”

I don’t know where it came from but in an instant, I was filled with desperation. The thought of her leaving me alone had me quaking in my boots.

Fearing the worst, I altered my plea.

“Please, can I see you again?” I whined.

For a moment she didn’t reply and I felt the terror rise within. This couldn’t be. I looked to her with hope.

“Please?” I added.

Finally, she relented.

“Ok,” she said, “but you know what you need to do. Go inside and make a video showing me that you know how to obey Mommy and next time we’ll meet at my place, where I’m really going to show you what it means to be my good little boy.”

It was a lot to take but there was opportunity in the offer, a chance to see mommy again. I watched as she pulled away and then raced back inside, to make the video and earn my second chance, curious as to just how far she would make me go the next time around.


EPILOGUE

Mommy Claire

When I first woke up on that wonderful Saturday morning, I lamented the effects of traveling across time zones, unhappy to be awake while everyone else was sleeping. However, the remains of the day turned out to be quite fabulous. During that time a new plaything was identified and a new subject conquered, two very important events in my life.

Bill wasn’t what you would call a challenge, these days few men are, but he was a fun and educational diversion, allowing me to delve beyond the sensual and physical manipulation, into a part of the human psyche visited much less often but impactful all the same.

The truth is, every person savors regression in his or her our own unique way, and connecting with that individual motivation is the key to infantilizing their minds and dominating their souls. I was happy to find that with Bill, adding my little Collector Baby to my growing stable of adult submissives.

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

-          The Huntress, The Awakening – Season 1

-          The Huntress, Hands-On Education – Season 2

For more Mommy Claire fun check out:

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles I

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles II

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles III

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles IV

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles V

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles VI

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles VII

-          Training Thomasina

-          Reunion Baby

-          Becoming an ABDL

-          Bill’s Age Play Adventure

-          The Huntress 1

-          The Huntress 2

-          The Mommy Claire Experience

-          The Cuck Request

-          Manipulating Mason
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