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PROLOGUE

Mommy Claire

All my life I’ve been compelled to seek out incorrigible men and correct their unacceptable behaviors. The process is long and requires a delicate seduction followed by a lot of loving discipline, but in the end I have myself an obedient little boy, ready to do my will.

That life was perfect for me right up until I met a very interesting man on a flight from Chicago to Las Vegas. Mark wasn’t incorrigible, if anything, he was demure and gentlemanly. He didn’t need behavior modification and the more time I spent with him, the more I realized how wrong it was to limit my special brand of mommy love to only the naughty boys. What about the good ones, didn’t they deserve mommy love too?

For the first time in a long time, I was ready to flip the script, to unleash my skills upon someone who didn’t need my loving discipline but actually deserved my care and attention.


SCENE 1

Mommy Claire

It was on a flight from Chicago to my home in Las Vegas when I spied the most interesting man. I had never seen anyone like him, not in real life anyway. For lack of a better description, he was a classic fifties nerd, right off the pages of a science magazine; trousers hiked-up too high on his waist, starched white dress shirt buttoned to the top with no tie, and a pocket protector. Honest to God, he had a pocket protector with a pen and what looked like a compass in his left shirt pocket. All of that might have been a resemblance to an earlier time but to top it all off he wore his hair in a crew cut, military style and had thick horn-rimmed glasses in black. The only thing missing from the imagery was a band of white tape holding his glasses together and he would have been the classic geek of yesteryear, a throwback to a much simpler time.

To say I was intrigued would be an understatement, I was fascinated.

This guy could have been right out of central casting and I just had to know if he was for real. Fortunately, the seat next to me was vacant so with a wave of my hand and an inviting call, I offered him the spot. Much to my delight, he spied me and accepted my invitation, moving back a few rows to my seat in the last row of first class.


SCENE 2

Mark

I hate traveling for work. I hate hotels. I hate hotel beds. I hate always eating in restaurants and I definitely hate flying. It all stems from my dislike of people, and of not wanting to leave the safety and security of my comfort zone, my home and my home-lab. I spend all of my time there and I’m productive as hell which is why I hate when work forces me to leave that comfy nest and venture out into the world.

This particular trip was to Las Vegas, Nevada where I was going to be speaking at a conference on renewable and sustainable energy. The conference sponsor was paying for everything; my meals, hotel accommodations, first-class airfare and an honorarium to boot. I hoped I wouldn’t have to spend too much time socializing but I feared that would be part of their expectations, especially after footing the bill.

It was supposed to be an honor, being asked to speak in front of my peers about my latest advancements in battery technology, but I didn’t see it that way. Oh, how I appreciated the pandemic and the lockdown, back when all of this would have been done by video and I never would have had to leave my home for anything. But things were different now, back to normal as they like to say, and so I was waiting to board my flight, nervous about a lot of things but most of all praying I didn’t get a busy body in the seat next to me.

First class gets to board right away but I was anxious and didn’t want to shove myself into that flying tin can any sooner than necessary, so I waited. I held out until they made last call and was one of the last people to board. When I finally got onto the plane what I saw literally sent a chill up my spine. The person in seat 1C, immediately next to my window seat, 1D, had to be six foot five and three hundred pounds. The guy was huge and the smile he gave me made things even worse. He was a talker. I just knew it.

“You in 1D?” he asked the moment our eyes connected. “I have a feeling we’re going to be real close by the end of this flight.” He patted his broad belly as if I didn’t already understand what he meant.

The chills that ran up my spine turned to ice and my entire body froze. I couldn’t endure a three-hour flight trapped with him sitting next to me. I turned to the flight attendant, hoping there was another option but the man who was paid by the airline to assist passengers offered nothing more than a hapless shrug and a raw smile.

This couldn’t be happening.

I actually contemplated de boarding when an invitation from a couple rows back saved me.

“There’s an empty seat back here if you’d prefer,” an angelic voice sounded.

It was music to my ears and I quickly looked to see who said it. Much to my surprise it was the most beautiful woman on the planet, a brunette with the warmest smile and the most captivating eyes. Her look captured my soul and the moment our eyes connected I felt a flitter in my heart.

“Thank you,” I replied.

I moved a few rows back and took the seat at 4C. It wasn’t a window seat like I had booked but it was spacious and free from the three-hundred-pound man so I considered myself lucky. And then, as if luck hadn’t shined its light on me already, this beautiful woman said the words that would trigger a very pleasant response in my head.

“I see your reader and the headphones around your neck, does that mean you’d prefer not to talk?”

Not only was she absolutely gorgeous but this woman understood me. It was all so unbelievable but then, just as I should have been super excited that I wouldn’t have to make small talk with a stranger for three hours, something triggered inside of me.

All at once I found myself doing the unthinkable.

For the first time in my life, I initiated human contact.

I turned, looked into the woman’s soulful eyes and the following words spilled from somewhere inside of me. “Under any other circumstance I would put on my headphones and hide but for some reason, with you, I want to talk.”

Her eyes lit up and her face did as well. “Ooh, really?” she cooed, “I can’t wait to learn all about you.”

I was still gazing into those captivating eyes when her hand landed on my thigh. Prior to that moment I was fixated on her beautiful face but when her hand touched my leg my eyes redirected downward and for the first time, I noticed her exposed cleavage. The woman’s bosoms were large and the skin incredibly soft. The way her blouse opened I could see a lot and I instantly felt guilty for taking advantage of the situation. I averted my eyes but not before she noticed.

Dang.

I messed things up by looking down her blouse and the moment I did she removed her hand from my thigh and readjusted her neckline.

I couldn’t have been more embarrassed.


SCENE 3

Mommy Claire

The moment my seat mate spied my cleavage he quickly averted his eyes, another clue that he wasn’t like other men. He preferred to look at my face rather than down my blouse. That put him in a unique category all by himself. And then, the way he blushed when I caught him looking, made it apparent that I had stumbled upon the rarest of rare creatures, the elusive shy guy.

Just like that, a plan formed in my head. I knew what I wanted and how I was going to get it.

I steered the conversation towards him and his trip, hoping that would break the ice and much to my delight he opened up. What I found on the inside was every bit as interesting as his outward appearance.

Mark was a quiet sort, reserved, introverted, an electrical engineer by trade and an expert in the field of energy conservation by passion. All of that made him very intriguing in my eyes but what put him over the top was his willingness to step out of his comfort zone to spend time with me. Meeting new people absolutely petrified him but he was willing to face that fear for me. Or, maybe something about me eliminated that fear within him? Either way, the mere thought gave me an undeniable tingle, moving me in a very special way.

I just had to explore more deeply.

Like I said, I found Mark to be a very interesting man from the start and that was before I even knew what he did for a living. I find intrigue in the unique and his entire presentation, from the way he dressed to his peculiar mannerisms, all said he was one-of-a-kind.


SCENE 4

Mark

The entire mishap with my inappropriate glance could have been the start of a very awkward exchange if it were left to me but fortunately my seat mate wasn’t fazed by my actions, or if she was, she was willing to overlook an honest mistake.

“I’m Claire,” she said, extending her hand to shake, “what’s yours?”

“I’m Mark,” I replied, taking her hand in mine while looking into her eyes. “It’s nice to meet you.”

The way she looked at me put me at ease. She wasn’t upset about my momentary lapse, my indiscretion, and for that I was grateful.

“So, Mark, what do you do?” Claire asked, “and what’s taking you to Las Vegas?”

What followed was a personal conversation that had me sharing way more about myself than I had ever intended. Speaking with Claire was easy in a way I had never experienced before. I told her all about my work in energy storage and the conference I was attending. While I would have thought she would be bored, she hung on every word, holding my gaze, demonstrating a greater knowledge of electrical energy than I would have expected. Before I knew it, her hand found its’ way back to my thigh only this time I didn’t make the mistake of looking down, instead I allowed her to keep it there, choosing to silently savor the feel.

We must have spoken for close to an hour before I realized how rude I was being.

“All of this conversation has been about me,” I offered. “Tell me about you. What’s taking you to Las Vegas?”

The response that I received probably should have shocked me but I was enjoying my time with Claire too much to let anything stop that.

“I live in Las Vegas, so I’m retuning home,” Claire explained, “but as for what I do, I’m a bit of a Renaissance woman. I’m involved in a lot of different ventures but mostly I like finding incorrigible men, dominating them and correcting their behavior.”

I immediately thought about my wandering eyes and felt ashamed. Somehow, Claire seemed to know exactly what I was thinking.

“Don’t worry, you’re not one of the incorrigible men,” she said. “You’re one of the good ones.” She added a little giggle that tickled my ear and put me at ease.

I appreciated her saying it but I couldn’t get over how I had objectified her with my eyes. Once again, she responded as if she could read my thoughts.

“I put these on display for a reason,” she said, squeezing her upper arms together and causing her bosoms to rise. “I like the attention and the effect they have on men. You looked because I wanted you to look.”

I might have dwelt on the issue but then her hand landed on my thigh once more and this time she added a gentle squeeze that caused a strange response in my body and in my mind.


SCENE 5

Mommy Claire

Mark wasn’t like the men I usually dominated and controlled. He didn’t possess the bad habits or the attitude of disrespect that made men difficult. He was a nice guy but even nice guys can benefit from some good old fashioned mommy love.

That created a predicament in my head. If I was going to take Mark on a journey of seduction and control it would have to be under different circumstances, by his choice. I couldn’t manipulate him like other men, I would need to handle him with kid gloves until he was ready for my world.


SCENE 6

Mark

Claire’s news that she dominated men should have been a signal for me to put on my headphones and return to my isolated world but she intrigued me and I found myself wanting to know more.

“So, you dominate men,” I offered, “does that make you a dominatrix?”

The way Claire giggled in response to my question actually made me feel better. It was a light lilting laugh and there was a calmness to it, the kind that said she was open to my questions and my curiosity.

“I’m not a dominatrix,” she explained. “I’m more of an infantilization expert. In fact, everyone calls me Mommy Claire.”

“But you dominate men,” I replied, “isn’t that what you said?”

This time Claire paused before she answered and the smile that consumed her face lit up like a beacon on a dark night.

“It is true that I dominate men but there is no pain or violence,” she answered. “I overwhelm them, to the point where they want to obey me.”

It sounded like a slick marketing campaign but not enough to satisfy my curiosity. I pressed on with my questioning. I really wanted to know more.

“How exactly do you do that?” I asked.

Her reply rolled over her tongue like a well-rehearsed line. “I give them what every man truly desires and he becomes so grateful he’s happy to correct his own behavior.”

It was an answer that might have satisfied some but I wouldn’t be so easily convinced. “And what, may I ask, is what every man truly desires?” I asked.

Once again. her eyes went wide and her smile bright, as if she was glad I had pressed on with my questioning.

She leaned closer to give her response and the sultry way she spoke was every bit as impactful as what she said.

“Every man longs for the love and control he felt when mommy was in charge. Many men claim to desire the leadership role but deep down inside they all long to return to those days when they didn’t have a care in the world, safe in mommy’s arms. I give them that.”

Her response shocked me although I must admit, the way she delivered the message, calm, cool, collected, it was as if the whole situation was commonplace to her. I couldn’t help but feel a certain level of acceptance of what she was saying based solely on the confident way she presented the information.

She looked at me, to gauge my response, and I contemplated what I should say. There was certainly an element of truth to her words and yet I couldn’t fully agree. I had met countless men in my life who truly desired to be in charge, and I highly doubted any of them longed to give up control. I was formulating exactly how I wanted to challenge her statement when she leaned even closer and then, in a voice barely above a whisper, added a little more information.

“Oh,” she added, “and while I’m in that controlling motherly role, I tease and please his sex. Deep down inside every man also truly desires sexual gratification and what greater fulfillment than having mommy take care of that need.”

The way those words slipped into my ear was unlike anything I had ever heard before. Claire’s voice was smooth and her words sexual. The moment I heard them I felt an uncontrollable tingle in my loins.

She kept herself close, leaning in, gazing into my eyes as she added to her description.

“I start by oiling up my hands so they’re nice and slick and then I gently squeeze and rub his penis until he’s fully erect,” she offered. Her voice was soft but the way she cooed in my ear I heard every delicious word and the way those words slipped into my brain created a physical response I could not stop.

She continued, “Once he’s really hard I focus my attention on the sensitive spot, on the front of his shaft, just below his head, and I rub him there until his excitement really starts to build.”

I imagined what she was describing and how it must have felt. I couldn’t stop my own erection from growing in response. I used a blanket to cover my growing arousal hoping no one could tell.

She went on, “the moment his breathing grows ragged and his hips begin to pump I know he’s ready for the excitement to pique but I’m only at the beginning. He’s mine now, his body likes riding the edge and even though his brain knows it makes him weak it feels too good to stop.”

She had my full and complete attention and she wasn’t done.

“That’s when the first transition of power takes place,” she added. “He’s too caught up in his own carnal desire to realize it’s happening and before he knows it, I’ve moved into a position of control, the change has already begun.”

I hung on her description, savoring her every word. That’s when Claire turned the conversation, no longer talking about her conquests but instead about me.

“How about you, have you ever felt that pulse, the throb that feels so good you’d do anything to feel it again? Now imagine it happening over and over again. What would you give to keep that moment alive?”

I could imagine what she was talking about, I had had an orgasm so I knew, but every time I had that experience it happened and it was done. The thought of it happening over and over again was unreal.

Once again Claire seemed to know exactly what was running through my head.

“I know what you’re thinking,” she said, “but it’s real. It’s called edging and I can keep you in that heavenly state, on the brink of orgasm, for hours.”

Everything she said was very exciting even if I couldn’t believe it was true. The thoughts were tantalizing, they titillated my mind even if they didn’t line up with the reality I knew. Yes, the male sex drive was easily excitable but the moment things piqued and the orgasm erupted it was over, there was no such thing as riding the wave of physical delight without the finality of release. It just wasn’t possible.

Still, hearing those exciting words flow from her beautiful lips was incredible and so I allowed Claire to continue with her story, fabricated as it was.

“So,” I replied, “how does it all end?”

That is when Claire’s look changed from intimate delight to heavenly charm. When she spoke her next words, she wasn’t just relaying another part of the story, she was actually sharing a deep and personal part of herself.

“I assume the dominant mommy role and force him to regress,” she stated. “For some that means soiled diapers, for others it means nursing at my teat but whatever it takes I help him return to that peaceful place, when he didn’t have a care in the world, when he was safe in mommy’s arms.”

She used her finger to trace a line across her cleavage, drawing my attention to her breasts. This time I allowed my eyes to linger on her voluptuous bosoms and I must admit I enjoyed that immensely. I might have stared all day had she not directed my attention back to her face with a gentle raising of my chin.

“Whatever it takes I help him revert back to life as a little boy, safe and protected in mommy’s embrace.”

This may sound odd but while all of her other tales of sensual stimulation were erotic, my body yielded the biggest response while looking at her cleavage and hearing her talk about nursing and feeling safe in mommy’s arms. Was it possible that regressing could be the greatest form of sexual delight? I wasn’t sure but all at once I felt this deep seeded need to find out.


SCENE 7

Mommy Claire

The suspension of disbelief; it is an inherent part of story-telling and the difference between a tale that draws you in and allows you to savor the experience and one that just lingers on the page, relaying someone else’s version of the truth.

Most men would have been drawn in by the sexual stimulus but not Mark, he didn’t show the real transformative effects until I introduced the idea of infantilization. It was the moment I mentioned nursing that I saw the light in his eyes, the signal that my story had hit home.


SCENE 8

Mark

When we landed in Las Vegas I was actually disappointed. While I had been dreading the flight, Claire made it very interesting and rather enjoyable. I was bummed that our time together was coming to an end.

I contemplated asking for her number or for an opportunity to get together during my stay but as we gathered our items from the overhead bin, I lost my nerve. I wanted to see her again but I feared the rejection that would come if I voiced that desire.

Fortunately, Claire did not hold the same reservations.

As we de boarded and made our way toward baggage claim Claire offered, “Mark, I usually only dominate men who need to be re-educated, and by all measures you have none of those bad qualities, but while I was telling you about my life, I got a sense that you’re curious, that you’d like to experience it for yourself. Am I wrong?”

Her words and the way she asked her question made it impossible to deny. Of course, I was curious, who could listen to a story like hers and not wonder where the truth lie? It was all so fascinating and yet unbelievable. But the reality that was staring me hard in the face was that this gorgeous woman who had just filled my eyes and ears with erotic delight for the past three hours was offering to turn those fascinating tales into my reality.

Even if the real thing was only half as incredible as her telling then I was in for the night of my life.

“You are not wrong,” I admitted. “I would like to experience it for myself.”


SCENE 9

Mommy Claire

You know I got a tingle when Mark let me know he wanted to learn more about my world. I love that tingle. It feels so good and it’s accentuated when it’s with someone new, someone lured by my offer of mommy love.

Mark didn’t need to be corrected but he did deserve some good old fashioned mommy love and if he was willing, then I intended to give him a healthy dose of my special elixir.


SCENE 10

Mark

We went to my hotel and checked in. Claire was quiet and reserved in the hotel lobby but the moment we were alone in the elevator that all changed.

She turned on me, cornering me against the wall, and when she spoke her words were firm and direct.

“I’m in control,” she stated. “Are you granting me that control or am I taking it?”

The question was rather interesting and I thought about exactly what I wanted from the experience. I had invited her back to my room, so I couldn’t really say I didn’t want it, and yet a part of me wanted to experience that part of her story, the exchange of power.

My answer conveyed exactly where I stood in the power and control category.

“I’d like to have it taken, please,” I said.

That made Claire laugh.

“I knew I liked you,” she replied.

Before I could respond, she slid her hand beneath my bottom and gave my upper thigh a gentle squeeze. The feeling took me off guard and was extremely close to my privates. I couldn’t stop my penis from growing in response. Just then, the elevator doors opened and we got off on the eleventh floor.

We made our way down the hall and toward my room. It was awkward walking down the hall with an erection spreading my trousers. I tried to shift myself and when I did Claire scolded me.

“Little boys need to learn not to play with their pee-pees in public,” she said.

Obviously, she was right but she was the one who put me in that predicament. I was about to say something when she cut me off.

“Perhaps there are some things about you that need correcting after all,” she cooed.

If I thought my penis was excited before, it grew even more when she mentioned needing to correct my behavior. Her erotic stories had taken root in my head and with a simple phrase she was able to trigger those thoughts. It was all so fascinating and I couldn’t wait to get into the room.

I fumbled with the key, my nerves a jumbled mess, but the moment the door closed and we were inside the room the events from the elevator and the hall became a distant memory. Claire descended on me like a ravenous animal and while I expected a sensual seduction what I got instead was the firm direction of an extremely dominant woman. She undid my belt and then my zipper but just when I thought things would get interesting, she shifted in on me, bending me at the waist, forcing my upper body over her lap. It happened so quickly, before I knew it my pants were around my knees and her hand came down upon my bare ass. She didn’t strike me, instead she cupped with her fingers, pressing her hand firmly against my bottom, demonstrating her control.

It was all so surreal. The effect was undeniable.

She owned me.

I got a tingle up my spine. Was this woman going to spank me? She could and there was nothing I could do. That thought both scared and excited me. My penis grew in response.

“Does this excite you?” Claire asked.

Before I could respond she slid her hand beneath my hip and took my erect penis in hand. With deft quickness her soft fingers caressed and rubbed my shaft, stroking my excitement, giving me the attention I had heard about in her stories. It was every bit as incredible as she had described, even the way my body began to grind in response.

It was an involuntary reaction, a reflex brought on by her stimulus of my genitals, but the way it seized control at my spine and caused every muscle to freeze was euphorically debilitating. I couldn’t have stopped her but with as good as it felt why would I ever want to?

“You didn’t answer,” she pressed, “does this excite you?”

It was difficult to respond but I managed a huffed reply.

“Yes,” I groaned.

“Are you ready to be a good little boy for mommy?”

A part of me wanted to hold out, but the way my body felt I couldn’t defy her. I had secretly wondered how long it would take for her to break me and now I knew. It was emasculating. We were alone for less than five minutes and she completely took control. I hoped that didn’t mean our time was through and was relieved when she directed me on what she wanted next.

“Be a good little boy and take off all of your clothes and get on the bed,” she instructed.

I did as I was told. “Yes, Claire.” I replied.

“You can call me mommy,” she replied.

It felt awkward but I did as I was told. “Yes, mommy,” I said.

The smile on her face when I said it confirmed that I would do it again.

No sooner did I get in position on the bed and Mommy Claire slid between my thighs, resuming her attention on my penis. It was heavenly the way one hand rubbed me up and down while her other hand caressed my balls and fondled my taint. She was building me towards an orgasm and it was absolutely delightful.

Stroke, stroke, stroke. Those delicate fingers slid up my shaft, caressing firm yet smooth, gliding, tickling, teasing. More fingers found my taint, pressing inward, skating ever so lightly upward, grazing with a tantalizing touch over my tightened ball sack before darting lower, squeezing my thigh at the crook, transferring a pulse of energy through her fingers and into my core. The resultant quiver started in my balls and rattled up my spine, landing with a delicious thump at the base of my brain. God did that feel good. I cooed in response, the intense euphoria everything my brain had hoped for and more.

One time was absolute heaven but she didn’t stop there. With wandering fingers, she found sensitive spots all over my body and returned to them often, building up my desire again and again. The backs of my thighs shivered in response to her touch and my penis quivered when her fingers skated across but then disappeared. She used a firm but delicate touch on her way to sending another throbbing pulse through my loins, up my spine and into my brain. Never had I ever felt anything so wonderful and I gladly let her know.

“Thank you, Mommy,” I wailed, “thank you.”

Several times she did it, building up my desire, tickling and teasing until I was pulsing and then slowing her pace, allowing me to calm. Each time I savored her touch and each time she rewarded my submission. It was every bit as nice as she had described and I understood why men agreed to do her bidding as a result.

Mommy Claire gave me an incredible hand job and she was an amazing woman.

I indulged her desires to play the motherly role, calling her mommy and adding a few gah gahs for good measure. She rewarded my concession by increasing the stimulus, stroking faster, pushing me to the orgasm my body was ready to release.

The tingle started in my balls and quickly reverberated through my core. I shifted my hips as it surged and my penis felt helpless to the overwhelming spasm. I thought for certain that I would cum, that my body would erupt, but somehow things just spasmed and ended, stopping short of true fulfillment. In an instant, I was left lurching, in desperate need and I reached with my hand to tame the desire but mommy blocked my effort.

“Polite little boys don’t do that,” she scolded.

The frustration was unbearable. “Please mommy,” I whined.

For the first time I wasn’t playing a role. She held a dominant position over me and I now understood the exchange of power that came with the experience.

Fortunately, Mommy Claire took pity on me, her hands returned to my arousal, stroking, fondling, and my excitement returned as well, gaining nearer and nearer to the ultimate release. I should have known what was coming with my second ride to the edge but for some reason I thought mommy would let me cum, that this time I wasn’t being teased.

The build-up rose and rose and just when my hips began to pump in time with her strokes, she removed her hand. One moment she was there and then she was gone and I was left swinging in the wind. I wanted to grind it out, I wanted to finish the ride, and it wouldn’t have taken much, I was that close, but despite how much my body needed it the touch wasn’t there and my helpless little pee-pee whined for relief.

The third time she pressed my body into submission I didn’t believe she would let me cum but that didn’t stop her strokes from feeling incredible. It also didn’t stop the yearn that overtook my body, a yearn that owned me from within until I was humping and grinding in hopes of relief, searching for a satisfaction I knew would never come.

The fourth rise to ecstasy would have been next had I not pleaded for help.

“Please mommy,” I whined. “I’ll do whatever you want.”

I meant it. From the bottom of my heart and with every ounce of my being I meant it. I didn’t possess anymore fight. I needed the lesson to be over.

The satisfied look on Mommy Claire’s face let me know that this was my moment. I had mistakenly believed she had broken me before but now I knew that this was true submission and it was much more intense than I had suspected.

Submitting to a beautiful and powerful woman has its own mental implications but the truth was, Mommy Claire completely dominated me physically. I needed an orgasm in the worst way and the smooth strokes from her supple fingers were taking me closer and closer to that reality. I needed her to take me over the edge, and when we neared that point, and she looked deep into my eyes, I prayed the tease was over and that I would finally get relief.

“Please mommy,” I begged. I couldn’t stop the tears forming in my eyes.

Her response gave me hope.

“Such a good little boy,” she cooed as her fingers increased their pace.

I’ll never forget the connection between us as her eyes locked on mine, my body in the midst of the ultimate bliss. My entire body spasmed, my hips bucked and every muscle froze at the spine, every muscle except my penis that is, which continued to jerk and throb in her hand. The feelings were intense, so close, so close, throbbing, pulsing, gaining nearer but not quite there and then, after several particularly close encounters my excitement inexplicably waned. Despite what I may have wanted, the moment was over.

I didn’t understand. I didn’t cum, which was frustrating, but I did experience a sense of satisfaction within my loins, not enough to quell the beast but enough to temporarily tame my desire. What happened?

I looked to Mommy Claire for help, or an explanation, but the look on her face let me know that now was not the time. I wanted an orgasm but it belonged to her and that made everything even more amazing while also scary as hell.

Men much stronger than I had succumbed to her command and when she directed my next actions, I had no choice but to obey.


SCENE 11

Mommy Claire

Seeing the way Mark reacted when he reached the breaking point was absolutely thrilling. I came in my pants the moment he began to beg and plead. It was obvious he had never experienced such all-consuming lust and the way it overwhelmed him was a beautiful sight.

I love conquering men and while I had traditionally reserved my games of dominance for men who needed to be re-educated, taking Mark was an absolute treat, opening my eyes to a future that held countless possibilities.


SCENE 12

Mark

No sooner did I submit to her control when Mommy Claire informed me of my fate.

“For the remainder of your visit you will be my little boy and you will obey everything mommy says. Do you understand?” she said.

I understood a lot of things. I understood my professional career hung in the balance of what happened at this conference and I had obligations yet for some reason I was compelled to go along, like I couldn’t defy her.

My head nodded up and down, agreeing to everything Mommy Claire said.

“Such a good little boy,” she cooed. “I believe you have a schedule to keep. What do you say mommy gets you dressed and we can go check in at the conference?”

There was no part of me that wanted my time with Mommy Claire to end but I simply couldn’t be exposed as a submissive little boy in front of all my peers at the conference. I contemplated exactly what to say when Mommy Claire interrupted my thoughts with her omniscient response.

“I know what you’re thinking and you have nothing to worry about,” she explained. “Mommy only wants what’s best for you. Your secret is safe with me.”

It was such a relief, all of the stress that had been building in my mind quickly vanished and when it did Mommy Claire resumed her efforts in dressing me.

It had been a long time since anyone had helped me get dressed and to be honest it was really quite nice, and the way she spoke, with firm yet loving control, made me feel secure, like I had a shield of mommy’s love protecting me from the outside world.

By the time I was all dressed, with my hair fixed and my face washed, I looked spiffy and actually felt ready to face meeting all those new people at the conference.

Together, Mommy Claire and I took the elevator down and while I had been initially concerned about her coming with me, I was glad she was by my side. Having her there gave me a sense of strength I hadn’t felt before. That confidence remained right up until we got off the elevator and approached the conference check-in. All at once the familiar feelings of fear and uncertainty returned.

I couldn’t do this. The crowds were too much.

My senses went wild with all of the activity, my mind struggled to adapt. Fortunately, Mommy Claire sensed my discomfort and took control of the situation, taking me by the hand and guiding me to the registration counter.

“Excuse me,” she said to one of the men behind the counter. “Can you tell me where we check in?”

The way every eye lit up upon seeing Mommy Claire made me feel jealous. It was like time froze and all eyes redirected toward her. Every guy was instantly smitten, directing his attention to her and her alone.

“That depends ma’am,” one of the men replied. “Are you looking to check-in as an exhibitor or as an attendee?”

The man moved closer to her and every other guy stared in anticipation of her response. When we first met, I thought there was something special between us but seeing this response I instantly realized every guy felt that way towards her. All at once I felt different about our connection, our bond.

“Neither,” Mommy Claire said to the men. “Where do the speakers check in?”

The laugh that followed was a combination of condescension and pity and I must admit, it highlighted exactly what the term, “chauvinistic” means. They discounted her because she was a woman, and it cast a pall on our industry and these men.

“I think you may be lost,” one man replied. “This is the Electrical Engineering Conference. Perhaps there’s another conference going on at this hotel?”

Mommy Claire wasn’t fazed at all by their lack of respect. Instead, she shook her head side to side and offered, “No, this is right. We’d like to check-in?”

“We?” the man replied.

“Well… he would like to check-in.” Mommy Claire said, turning her body, directing their attention towards me.

For the first time since we arrived the men actually noticed that I was standing there.

“And you are?” the man asked.

I didn’t like the way every eye fell on me all at once and instantly felt overwhelmed. I struggled with my response.

“I...I...I...” I stammered

The guy behind the counter laughed. “Go ahead, spit it out.”

“I’m Mark Weston,” I finally managed to say.


SCENE 13

Mommy Claire

From the moment I met Mark on the airplane I felt sorry for him. He was lost in a world he knew nothing about, desperately trying to fit in with a society that did not understand or appreciate him. Those thoughts continued when we made it to the hotel and when I manipulated his sex. In all of those encounters he was woefully outmatched, a little pup playing in a big dog world.

That all changed the moment he introduced himself at the conference.

Prior to stating his name, the men at that conference didn’t give him the time of day but the moment they found out who he was, the change happened. It was a metamorphosis really, converting Mark from humble bystander to famed scientist, and the inherent idolatry of that status quickly followed.

Mark wasn’t just a member of their community, he was their God, and the way they responded was unreal.

“Oh my God, it’s him,” more than one voice declared.

“Dr. Weston,” said another, “it’s an honor to meet you.”

In seconds a crowd gathered around him only it wasn’t a mob, they gathered in eager anticipation, desperate to get close to greatness, ready to share their adoration for the celebrity in their midst. A circle formed, not too close, and at the center was Mark, surrounded by way more adoring fans then I ever could have imagined. Cell phone cameras began to capture the moment and questions arose from every corner.

I may not have known Mark long but I was intimately familiar with how he was when he was relaxed and this was nothing like that. His response to the throng was apparent, the stress in him rising quickly, the terrified look in his eyes the window into his conflicted soul.

Instantly, I knew what needed to happen. I needed to step in, to assist my little boy in his time of need.

“Ok, folks,” I said, stepping inside the inner circle, placing my hand at Mark’s lower back, drawing him near, using my body to shield him from the most aggressive of the group. “The Doctor and I just wanted to check-in, there will be plenty of time for questions later.”

The crowd did not disperse but luckily the man behind the counter recognized the situation and escorted us to a back room, away from the adoring fans.

“I’m sorry about that,” the man offered. “We’re just really excited that you’re here. The advancements you’ve made in energy storage have revolutionized the industry.”

Mark was still a little shell shocked from the crowd so I stepped in to help.

“Do you think we could stay back here while you get him registered?” I asked. “And maybe could we get a glass of water.”

In a flash Mark’s star power became evident. The man fell all over himself trying to please, leaving us alone in the room.

“You didn’t tell me you were such a hot shot,” I teased. “Why didn’t you tell me you were a celebrity?”

His response said everything you would ever need to know about the man and defined everything that made him so special in my eyes.

“I didn’t know,” he replied.


SCENE 14

Mark

Thank God Mommy Claire was with me for check-in because I don’t know how I would have endured that experience without her. That alone made her extremely valuable, in a way I never could have predicted but then we got back to my hotel room and things really took off.

The moment the hotel room door closed she resumed the dominant mommy role. Not just an act, she assumed command, undressing me, taking control. And I offered no resistance, accepting her dominance over me and my life.

Mommy Claire’s fingers that felt incredible before returned to my excited penis, increasing her efforts with a highly stimulating touch. Soon the feelings of ecstasy returned and I was quite glad I was a little boy in her world. Never had I ever felt so amazing, and then Mommy Claire introduced me to true bliss.

Previously, I thought that having my dick stroked was the pinnacle physical experience but then Mommy Claire showed me just how wrong I was.

With the slightest pressure on my shoulder, she directed me into a horizontal state, across her lap, beneath her bosom. One hand still played along my genitals, rubbing, squeezing, keeping the flow of blood tingling all the way through my loins. At the same time her free hand gave my shoulders a gentle squeeze, and then my neck, before those fingers buried into my hair for the most amazing cranial massage. The physical experience was intense, my penis being stroked and my scalp being rubbed, and just when I thought it couldn’t get any better, Mommy Claire lifted her blouse and rested her perfectly shaped bosom against my face.

Never in my life had I ever felt anything so soft and the way her skin conformed against my cheek made my entire face feel good, connected with her.

The initial contact of breast to face was nice but what followed was a lesson in human desire.

Mommy Claire shifted her upper body, pulling her perfect bosom away from my face. I didn’t like the sudden loss of contact but it was short lived. Contact between our bodies was quickly restored however the way she connected drove my body and my mind insane with need.

Mommy Claire’s nipple grazed ever so lightly against my upper lip, there, right there, and when I shifted my head, to get my mouth on that glorious nub, it was gone, away from my searching lips. A moment later it returned, this time along my chin, dragging ever so lightly along my jaw. That super light touch was tantalizing and created a yearn within my mind, a need to complete the process, to suckle that beautiful button into my mouth.

I’m not sure how long she tempted my mind with those teasing strokes but I can honestly say that I had never felt more dependent on anyone in my entire life. Her touch on my penis had my hips grinding and my lust piquing, her strokes deep in my scalp created a peaceful ease throughout my head and the gentle protrusion of her nipple against my cheek created this yearn in my body and in my mind, a need that only she could fulfill.

My entire body floated on a cloud of bliss and my mind desperately wanted to latch on to mommy’s breast. Deep inside I knew there would be consequences for pursuing these desires but the draw was extremely powerful and I knew I would regret it if I did not see things through.

Several times mommy’s nipple slipped between my lips but when I finally managed to latch on, suckling that beautiful nub deep to the back of my throat, she let out an exhaustive sigh, like she enjoyed my sucking motion.

I enjoyed mommy’s skin against my face and feeling her nipple deep in my mouth was life-altering. Peaceful feelings surged through my mind, intensified by the increasing strokes mommy applied to my genitals. She was going to make me cum while I nursed and I couldn’t have been more excited.

“Give in little boy,” she cooed, “hand over all of your power to mommy.”

I didn’t know what it meant to hand over my power but the combination of mommy’s perfect breast on my face, her strokes on my scalp and her fabulous rubs along my cock had me ready to submit to anything and everything she might ask.

The build-up was nice but it was nothing compared to that first pulse, the one that started in my balls and shot up my shaft, overwhelming any thoughts of resistance. My hips bucked and my body curled, absorbing the intense pleasure coursing through my veins.

The spurt erupted, shooting further than I had ever shot before but it was only the beginning. Mommy Claire didn’t stop with the first release, she held her grip around my shaft, firm yet soft, squeezing, cajoling, and several more throbs followed, pulsing in her hand, transferring more and more power from me to her.

Mommy Claire had described in perfect detail exactly what she was going to do and how it was going to make me feel and while that should have been enough to eliminate any surprise, I still couldn’t believe how amazing it was and how lucky I felt to be on the receiving end of her loving attention.


SCENE 15

Mommy Claire

Giving Mark a fabulous sensual experience was a treat. He was a truly nice guy and he deserved it but I must admit an ulterior motive crept into my subconscious as I teased his excitement and fed his brain.

Mark possessed unique abilities, specific knowledge that could prove useful for a woman such as myself, a business owner with an eye towards conservation. I was intent on converting all of my operations to sustainable and renewable energy, and Mark’s expertise in that area could prove very useful.

Lust manipulation, while highly pleasurable, can also be addictive. The memory of one deeply euphoric experience can create an insatiable need to repeat, to return to that place of bliss.

I intended to give Mark an experience he would never forget, along with an invitation to return the next time he wished to travel that path again.


SCENE 16

Mark

I’ve had sex before, with a woman I hardly knew, and the way I felt right after my orgasm was absolutely awful. All I wanted to do was put as much time and distance between myself and that woman as possible. That was my prior experience, my time with Mommy Claire was nothing like that.

While my orgasm was spent and all of my body’s energy with it, my connection with Mommy Claire remained, somehow deeper, somehow more significant. There was something about her touch and the feelings that overwhelmed my brain while nursing at her breast that created a special bond between us, the kind that only got stronger as more and more power shifted from me to her. She controlled my release and that was both highly erotic and extremely weakening.

If I thought there were any similarities between my dalliance with Mommy Claire and my previous sensual experience, she wiped those all away with her very next action. No sooner were we cleaned up and Mommy Claire pressed me to talk about the experience, to verbalize my journey.

“How did you like your first foray into mommy play?” she asked. “Was it as good for you as it was for me?”

It was odd for me, I had never had such a discussion after sex, and while that initially was a lot to take, the moment I thought about everything that had happened and what I liked best, I was excited to share.

“I really liked the nursing,” I admitted. “Don’t get me wrong, I loved the hand job and the way you took control, I’ll fantasize about those things for forever, but the nursing was special. I didn’t expect that.”

“That’s a common response,” Mommy Claire explained. “Nursing is the first intimate contact we have with another. It’s innocent and pure while also life affirming. It truly is central to our existence.”

I understood what she meant. A part of me, the horny man part, savored every physical act and the way they drove my libido, but the nursing didn’t just arouse my excitement, it also soothed my energy, bringing a level of depth to the connection between us. I felt something for Mommy Claire now, something I hadn’t felt before, and the nursing brought that out.

“There is something that intrigued me,” I said, “if you don’t mind me asking?”

As expected, Mommy Claire welcomed my inquiry. “Please, by all means. I want you to share.”

I have to admit, prior to that day, prior to that moment, I don’t think I could have ever spoken so openly about sex with a woman I had only just met, but with Mommy Claire everything was different.

“Right in the midst of all the excitement,” I said, “as I nursed at your breast and you brought my excitement to pique, you asked me to give you my power. What was that all about?”

Mommy Claire’s answer proved to be an extreme learning moment for me, one where I got a deep view into her world and my place in it.


SCENE 17

Mommy Claire

For as many different men as I have conquered in my lifetime, there are that many different responses afterward. Sure, there are similarities, common traits amongst certain personality types, consistencies that might allow for classification, but the truth is, every person is unique as is the best way to assist his journey.

Mark was a scientist by trade, he studied things as a way of life, and for him I would need to provide a different path forward, one that took into account his need to know and understand. When he asked about the exchange of power, I knew I would need to provide specific detail.

“There’s a long answer and a short answer to that question,” I explained. “For the purposes of this discussion I’ll keep to the highlights but if at any time you want to go deeper, let me know.”

He offered a subtle nod to let me know he understood and I directed him to lay out on the bed, so I could give him a worthy explanation. Once he was in place and comfortable, I began my oratory.

“Man has many energy centers, seven in all, and those centers drive all of our actions and define who we are,” I began.

“The first is called the root, and it corresponds to our feelings of security, the sense of stability in our lives.”

I put my hand beneath Mark’s body and pressed soft yet firm against the small of his back.

“It is imperative that people feel safe and secure in their lives, which is why this is such an important energy source.”

I moved my hands as I continued my tutorial, pulling away from his lower back, traveling up over his hip and coming to rest at a spot just above his penis but below his navel. Again, I applied pressure to that spot, firm but soft, identifying the pathway to his sexuality.

“This is the core of your Sacral energy. Most people think of this as your sexual energy, which it is, but it is also the source of your creativity, your ability to think in new and innovative ways.”

Mark may have just had an intense orgasm but he began to respond the moment I stimulated his Sacral spot. His penis twitched and began to grow in size. I would have gladly indulged that interest but I was in the middle of a lesson so I moved on, to his stomach.

“This area here correlates with your confidence,” I explained. “Not just your confidence in your knowledge but also your place in the world, your interaction with others.”

From there it was a short move up to his heart where I allowed my hand to come to rest on his chest, feeling the beat beat beat of his heart.

“And this is the energy of love and compassion, the heart, your connection with not just others but also yourself.”

I held my hand there, allowing Mark to feel the connection, and I looked into his eyes, allowing our two energies to come together as one. It was a powerful bond and I have no doubt that he felt it too.

“That brings us to the throat and our ability to communicate verbally,” I said, sliding my hand up to and around his neck. “There are many things that only become real to our minds when we say them aloud, and this energy center is the gateway to that connection.”

Mark seemed to instantly identify with this truism, nodding his head, a beam of enlightenment emanating from his eyes. As a cerebral man, verbalization was a big part of his knowledge, confirmation of understanding.

From his throat I grazed over his chin and up his cheek to come to rest just above the bridge of his nose, between his eyes.

“The third eye is the window to intuition,” I said, gently massaging his third eye, targeting my efforts to release his imagination.

“And it all comes together here at the Crown,” I added, guiding my fingers into his hair, massaging his scalp at the top of his head. “The Crown represents your connection with the spiritual world, and all those around you.”

Mark absorbed every word while indulging my touch. He liked having me in control and that gave me a warm feeling inside.

“I made it quite clear from the moment that we met that I like to take control, to render my partner submissive. These energy sources represent your power in the world, a power that I am happy to accept, if you are willing to share.”


SCENE 18

Mark

Wow!

Mommy Claire laid out exactly what she was doing and how she was doing it and yet I didn’t care. Power exchange should have been a daunting experience but with her I never had a moment’s doubt, freely handing over all of my energies to this amazing woman.

“I like it,” I said. “Maybe this is crazy, and I know we just met, but I have no reservations about submitting to you, about giving you my power.”

I might have thought that I was coming off desperate, the horny man saying anything to continue the sexual tryst between us, but the moment I saw the smile on her face, the one that showed how pleased she was with my concession, I knew that my time with Mommy Claire was anything but done.

“That’s wonderful,” she said. “And there’s more to experience and learn when you’re ready.”

It was music to my ears, her confirmation that our games would continue and I added the words I thought were appropriate in the moment but would instantly show how naive I really was.

“I really enjoyed being infantilized too,” I confessed. “When you spoke about it on the plane there were parts that piqued my interest but now that I’ve experienced it, I can honestly say it was very interesting.”

Mommy Claire responded with a hearty laugh.

She explained, “That was some light mommy play, a vanilla ride if I were to rate it. But if you are really interested in exploring age play and regression, I can take the mommy experience to the next level, but I’ll warn you, the pleasure will be much more intense and you may not want to leave by the time I’m done.”

My mind doubted that the pleasure could get any better and yet my penis was all-in. The moment Mommy Claire invited me to take the next step, my dick sprouted to full size, ready to fully commit. I was ready to submit to whatever she wanted in exchange for another ride on the mommy express.


SCENE 19

Mommy Claire

Mark was eager and excited to move on to the next stage of the infantilization process and I can’t tell you how much that thrilled me. It is one thing to force a man to regress but it is a completely different experience when a man longs to submit, when he yearns to hand over all of his power and control.


SCENE 20

Mark

I have no doubt that most men would have responded differently to Mommy Claire’s next words but I have never been like other men.

“Under normal circumstances,” she said, “with a guy I wanted to dominate, I would stay the night and by morning he would be totally submissive and under my control. Would you like that?”

Everything about Mommy Claire was amazing and there was no part of me that wanted her to leave. I didn’t know what it all meant but I knew I would hate myself if I let her walk out the door.

“Please mommy, please stay,” I said.

The smile on her face made me glad I had agreed although had I known what would happen come morning, I might have rethought that decision. Instead, I fell asleep in her comforting embrace and enjoyed the most peaceful slumber of my life.

Mommy Claire made a big deal about the exchange of power that came with her adult baby games but I didn’t realize the extent of that control until I awoke in the morning and she already had my body blooming in pre-orgasmic bliss. No sooner did my eyes open and my cock was throbbing in her hand, completely helpless to whatever she had planned.

The feeling was amazing. My mind may have really liked what she was doing but the intensity in my loins was at an entirely different realm of existence. My penis was on auto pilot, ready to do anything and everything she said. For some reason the rest of me was helpless too, unable to do anything to stop that powerful driving force.

A part of me thought that I should resist, that I should prove, at least to myself, that I wasn’t weak, that I could still stand up for myself. Perhaps if I had tried, I would have been successful, but I will never know because the pleasure that woman created in my loins made it impossible to think about anything else.

Mommy Claire had a huge smile on her face when she said, “Now, you’ll really get to see how much fun regression can be.”

The truth was, I was very comfortable submitting to Mommy Claire, there was something about her loving control that made it all feel ok, but submission and regression are two totally different things and when she started speaking about my infantilization the entire situation became much more extreme.

“I’m not sure I want to be infantilized,” I managed to squeak out in between tantalizing rubs.

In an instant, Mommy Claire’s smile turned to a frown. “Are you saying that because you don’t want to play anymore? Or are you saying that because you want me to take control, to force your next move?”

Now, the moment I expressed my hesitance, I thought it was because I was afraid to move on but the instant she mentioned not playing anymore I realized right away that I didn’t want the games to end. Then, when she talked about forcing my regression, I actually got excited, more excited than I had even been.

Was it possible I wanted to be dominated? To be coerced? Was it possible I wanted her to take all of my power and turn me little?

Those thoughts were still working their way through my brain when Mommy Claire moved in.

“I can tell by the way you’re pulsing that you like this,” she said. Then she squeezed my penis and added, “Unless you tell me otherwise, I’m going to assume you want me in control and I’m not going to stop until you’re absolutely helpless, begging to be mommy’s good little boy.”

I could have resisted. I could have denied her assertions but the truth was the more she spoke about dominating me and turning me little the more excited I became, until I was so overwhelmed, I couldn’t stop myself from nodding along.


SCENE 21

Mommy Claire

Mark’s next big venture into the world of adult baby play was guaranteed to be a momentous occasion. He was in full agreement about moving forward which meant I didn’t need to hold back, I could push the infantilization process further, I could be more direct about my objectives.

Of course, there would be lots of lust filled pleasure, mommy wouldn’t have it any other way, but by the time I was done he was going to be completely changed, the memory of his manhood gone forever.


SCENE 22

Mark

For the next round of baby fun, I expected that Mommy Claire would take control but I had no idea how that would happen so I was pleasantly surprised when she took me to the bathroom and began to fill the tub with warm water.

“This morning mommy’s going to start you off with a bath,” she said, “do you remember the last time someone gave you a bath?”

I didn’t remember my last bath but that didn’t stop my excitement from rising. The thought of mommy bathing me was super erotic, I couldn’t stop my little pee-pee from sprouting to full size.

Mommy noticed.

“I see the way your pee-pee is responding,” she said, “that’s because you want mommy to play, and I will take care of you, but I want something in return.”

She was absolutely right. I was horny and excited and I couldn’t wait to have her hands on me

“Anything,” I replied in a huff. What shocked me most of all was how much I meant it.

“Perfect,” mommy cooed, “because what I want is for you to let go of everything you used to be. Let go of your responsibilities, let go of your stress, let go of your anxiety, but most of all let go of your connection to the old you. Today you will be born anew and I want you to savor the transition.”

It all sounded surreal and yet I wanted to go along. Even if it was just for a moment, I wanted to know what it would feel like to truly submit.

I nodded my head in agreement but Mommy Claire was already helping me into the tub, her fingers gently caressing my skin. No sooner was I on my back and she was fondling and caressing my pee-pee to full arousal.

Her comfort level in touching me wherever and whenever she wanted was emasculating and yet with each action I enjoyed it more and more, as if her assumption of control was an elixir for me.

If I thought her pervasive touching affected my mental state, that was only the tip of the iceberg for what she had planned.

The warm water of the tub enveloped my body and while I expected mommy to clean me, what happened instead was a little boy’s dream come true.

Mommy began to disrobe.

In all of my previous encounters with Mommy Claire it was easy to see how magnificent her body was and yet based on the situation, her as mommy and me as little boy, I never thought I would get to see her in the nude. The way she undressed kept that true for a while but not without raising the temperature in the room.

Mommy started with her blouse, undoing one button at a time, from the top down, until her shirt was open and I had a fabulous view of her voluptuous cleavage and flat tummy. Her body was beautiful and just as that thought crossed my mind she turned and bent over, pushing her pants over her hips and down her thighs. She still had panties on but the view of her curvy bottom, outlined in the thin fabric of her underwear was enough to send my hand to my pee-pee and begin a rapid stroke.

I desperately wanted her to play with me but the visual of her sexy body was too much and I took matters into my own hands. I was so excited I probably would have finished the job but for mommy’s timely instruction.

“Polite little boys don’t do that,” she explained. She pointed to my masturbation as evidence. “Good little boys wait for mommy to tease and please.”

Instantly, I pulled my hand away. It wasn’t that I didn’t want to play, but the lure of mommy’s touch was more than enough to ensure my compliance.

“Good boy,” she said the moment I was no longer touching myself.

I’m not sure why but it felt good doing as I was told. Obeying Mommy Claire felt right and seeing the smile on her face and knowing I had put it there made me feel special.

As much as I obeyed her command by pulling my hand away from my excited pee-pee that did nothing to lessen the excitement of the moment, and when mommy dropped the last of her clothes and I got to see the whole of her body in the light, it took every ounce of will power I could muster to stop my hand from stroking away.

Mommy Claire sensed the difficulty I was experiencing and gave me some encouragement.

“Trust me,” she cooed, “when it finally comes time for mommy to touch you, you’ll be glad you didn’t spoil the moment.”

I knew she was right. If I had stroked myself the way I wanted to, my orgasm would be spent and the fun would be over. As it was, I was horny beyond belief, absolutely desperate, but I wasn’t done and for that I was extremely grateful.

Mommy stepped into the tub and when she leaned forward her heaving bosoms swung away from her body and I swear my mouth began to water. Never in my life had I ever seen such beauty and the more I stared the more enamored I became.

Without a second thought, I leaned forward and kissed her delicate breast, taking her nipple into my mouth, drawing it to the back of my throat. Mommy heaved in response, letting out an exhaustive sigh. She liked my attention on her breasts and particularly liked when I nursed. It made for an incredible experience, each of us drawing our own needs from the moment.

I could have been content to continue that intimate bond but mommy had a different plan in mind. She broke away from my lips and took a seat opposite me in the tub.

“The next part of our fun is all about achieving the infantile state in your mind,” Mommy Claire explained. “You like submitting to my control and suckling at my breast but you are still holding on to your beliefs as a man. We need to change the perception in your head and in order to do that, the outside needs to match those expectations. We call it congruence.”

I didn’t have any idea what she was talking about but quite frankly I didn’t care. I was naked in a tub with mommy, my pee-pee hard and my brain excited. Those feelings of awe and wonder remained right up until she made her next move.

While I stared at mommy’s delectable breasts, fantasizing about getting back at her teat, she removed a long sharp blade from her bag along with a can of shaving cream. I had no idea what she intended but the moment she lathered the cream in her hand and applied it to my sensitive pee-pee I no longer cared, fully focused on her and her magnificent touch.

The lathering of my genitals while super exciting was only the first step, and when mommy addressed my pee-pee with her long straight blade I have to admit I lost my breath. It can be daunting having a woman hold a sharp knife so close to your family jewels but Mommy Claire handled the blade with expert precision and before I knew it, large swaths of my hair were gone from my body.

The visual of my genitals shaved bare had an impact on my brain but not near as much as the moment I felt that super soft skin with my fingers.

“Go ahead,” mommy offered, “you may touch but don’t play.”

I followed her command and the moment the tips of my fingers felt the newly exposed flesh my entire world turned upside down. It made me feel small, like a little boy and I must admit I liked it way more than I ever thought I would.

Was I on my way to regression? I wasn’t sure but one thing was certain, I liked the journey and there was nothing that would stop me from moving on.


SCENE 23

Mommy Claire

There are many defining moments on the journey to the adult baby world. The impact of these steps is different for each individual however the sum total remains the same. Step by step the body indulges in the joys of age play and little by little the mind conforms, savoring the experience, relishing in the freedom and joy that comes with it. I had seen it many times before and was excited to take another unsuspecting soul on that life changing journey.


SCENE 24

Mark

I couldn’t stop touching the super soft skin of my freshly shaved genitals and while I feared mommy’s discipline, I couldn’t bring myself to break away. I liked the feeling and I especially liked the way it made me feel small, like a little boy.

In all of our previous conversations I had assumed that me playing the little boy role was for her, to satisfy her needs, but for the first time I found my own joy in regression and little did I know, once that notion found a home in my brain it would grow stronger and stronger with each passing moment.

As it turned out, Mommy Claire’s journey did not end in the tub or with the removal of my genital hair. What followed would prove to be every bit as infantilizing as that all-important first step.

Mommy Claire stepped from the tub, covered herself in a thin nightgown and proceeded to dry me with a large, plush towel. The way the fabric of her gown clung to her curves was partly obscene but mostly jaw dropping. I couldn’t stop myself from gawking. Every curve was magnified and the way her nipples pressed through the cloth was highly erotic.

She caught me looking and was quick to point it out.

“I see the way you’re staring,” Mommy Claire said, “does it excite you to look at mommy’s breasts?”

The truth was it excited me immensely but it wasn’t limited to just her breasts. Every part of mommy’s body excited me and I no longer tried to hide any of those feelings, fully willing to indulge my carnal desires.

“I love all of you mommy,” I admitted, “and I want to have sex with you.”

My statement fit the moment, or so I thought, but the instant I said it out loud mommy’s disposition changed.

She got a smile on her face but it was a wry smile, the kind that said there was a lesson to be learned from this situation.

“It’s ok to have sexual feelings towards mommy,” she explained, “and I can play with your pee-pee, to give you some relief, but little boys don’t get to have sex with their mommies.”

It was disappointing to hear, I wanted to fully consummate my relationship with Mommy Claire, but that option was apparently not on the table. I was in no position to argue, not from my little boy persona, but the moment she led me from the bathroom and I saw what she had laid out for me on the bed, none of that mattered.

There, in the middle of the bed, was a diaper, a large clean white cloth ready to be swaddled around my bottom. As if the next stage of my infantilization wasn’t clear, Mommy Claire provided an explanation.

“Sex with mommy would be fun but it would be over before you know it,” she offered. “But as my little boy we can make this connection last, and if you truly indulge the little inside of you, we might even be able to make this permanent.”

Now, I was excited to move forward in mommy’s games and quite enjoyed that they did not end with my orgasm but I wasn’t sure I wanted to make things permanent. That held true right up until she diapered my bottom and dressed my body in her little boy attire

I can’t explain the feeling that surged through my brain when I looked at myself in the mirror and saw myself in the little sailor uniform mommy had dressed me in. I don’t know what it was, but I instantly felt small, but not in a bad way. I liked it; way more than a grown man is supposed to.

My outfit looked perfect, or so I thought, but mommy saw a stain on the front of my pants and began to rub it clean.

“Is that a spot,” she said.

Before I could answer her hands were on me, rubbing my pants where she thought she saw a stain. I didn’t see any stain but where she rubbed was right over my pee-pee and in a flash my rod was hard and I was approaching the bliss of erotic excitement.

I tried to warn her, I tried to wiggle free, but mommy had me pinned and her fingers just kept rubbing. I don’t know if the stain was coming out but I knew I could not take much more of her stimulation.

“Please,” I whined.

Just when I thought she would heed my warning she gave my shaft one more squeeze and the tingles started.

I’m not sure why but I didn’t want to soil my new outfit. I used every ounce of energy to stem my arousal, to maintain control, but the more I resisted the more aggressive mommy became until she was stroking me with both hands, pushing me to the edge.

“Stop,” I wailed, “I’m going to make stickies.”

I thought she heard me but she didn’t stop. I wriggled and squirmed in an effort to get away but she matched every move, rubbing, squeezing, fondling, and struggle as I might, I couldn’t stop her advances

The first spurt shocked me. I thought I could hold it back but with the way mommy rubbed there was just no way, and the moment that first shot erupted, the rest followed suit, my defenses broken, my thin diaper not enough to handle the pure volume of ejaculate.

The way the goo seeped through my diaper and stained my sailor pants was emasculating but not nearly as much as Mommy Claire’s response.

“Oh my God!” she exclaimed. “You lost control. You really are a little boy.”

I wanted to dispute the notion but she just kept saying it and the more she did the less I felt like I could argue.

“You really are a little boy.”

“You really are a little boy.”

“You really are a little boy.”

I should have known the experience was going down this path but all along I thought it would be my choice, that I would choose to regress, but with one simple act Mommy Claire pushed things forward and I felt my manhood slip away.

I didn’t mean to do it, but I began to cry.

Mommy Claire noticed and was quick to my aid only what she did, did nothing to restore my maturity.

She cuddled me into her embrace, opened a flap on her nightgown and dragged her firm nipple across my cheek. I didn’t think, my body responded on instinct and before I knew it, I latched on to her bosom, nursing at her teat at a moment when I should have been trying to regain my manhood.

Needless to say, nursing at mommy’s breast did not make me feel like a man, if anything I felt even smaller, a point driven home by her next words.

“Such a good little boy,” mommy cooed as she ran her fingers through my hair. “Just give in, the more you give in the better you’ll feel.”

I should have known not to do it but it was hard not obeying her command and the moment I allowed my mind to fully indulge, to enjoy the little boy dynamic, the good feelings became great and I fell in love with Mommy Claire and adult baby play.

The transition that took place in that moment completely changed my life. I nursed at mommy’s breast, her firm nipple in my mouth, the softness of her bosom against my cheek, and even though I had a mess in my diaper, one that was seeping through and staining my big boy pants, I didn’t care. The time under mommy’s control was the best of my life, and as shocking as that was to accept, it was also self-affirming.

Regression was much different than I expected.


SCENE 25

Mommy Claire

Feeling Mark latch on to my breast was heavenly. I enjoy having my nipples stimulated by a sucking motion but it was more than that, he was fully regressing at my hand and that gave me a sense of peace to go along with the feelings of dominance and control.

There is a certain beauty in watching a grown man discover his inner child and not only did Mark identify that part of himself but he also enjoyed it, and that was something that stimulated me even more.


SCENE 26

Mark

Mommy Claire changed my soiled clothes and even the way she cleaned me made me feel all warm inside. There was something about her intimate attention, it was life affirming. Handing all of my power to this loving woman was empowering, in a way I did not expect. Not only did she take control but she also lifted me up in the process, making me feel better about myself than I had in years.

Once I was dressed in my old clothes, the ones from my suitcase, Mommy Claire sat me down for a discussion.

“Did you enjoy that?” she asked. “Did you like going further down the rabbit hole of adult baby play?”

“Further down? I thought I went all the way,” I replied.

Mommy Claire giggled in response.

“There’s still more to experience if you’re open to it,” she replied.

The twinkle in her eye let me know that she wanted to proceed and the way I felt I wanted that too.

“What would the next step involve?” I asked.

Mommy’s eyes lit up when I asked the question.

“There’s so much more we can do, actions that will completely separate you from the stress and responsibility of the adult world, things that can allow your mind to truly savor what it means to be little.”

Her words were exciting. Each step up until that point was fascinating and I wanted to know more.

“I’d like to go further,” I explained. “What comes next?”

The next words out of her mouth were surprising but in hindsight they shouldn’t have been.

“Full regression will require that you let go of everything that makes you a man,” she explained. “But if you fully indulge, I mean really let go, I promise I will take care of your every need.”

It all sounded so wonderful and so I gave her my yes, accepting her control, agreeing to let go of my manhood and fully embrace the little lifestyle.


SCENE 27

Mommy Claire

All of my conquests eventually submit to my control, usually as a result of hours of lust manipulation, tease and denial. In those cases, it is merely the natural conclusion to sensual domination, the helpless little boy unable to separate from the powerful needs of his body.

Mark was different. Sure, I allowed him to savor the bliss of edging for way longer than the human body was meant to endure, but above that he wanted to pursue infantilization. He liked baby play for its own purpose, not to finally have relief of his aching lust, but to enjoy the thrill of having mommy in charge.


SCENE 28

Mark

In order to move on with Mommy Claire I had to verbalize my desire, and that alone had a transformative effect on my brain.

“I want to fully regress,” I said. “I want to give up my manhood and submit to your control. I want to be your good little boy.”

Saying the words out loud crystallized the thought in my head. Not only did I want Mommy Claire’s attention but I was willing to give up everything that made me a man to get it. That should have scared me and yet every time I allowed my mind to delve deeper into the experience the more at ease I became.

Did most people enjoy giving up the responsibilities of adult hood? Did others savor the little boy / mommy relationship as much as I did? I had no idea how others felt, I only knew that I loved being a little boy to Claire’s dominant mommy and there wasn’t anything I wouldn’t do or give to move forward in her world.

At least that’s what I thought.

“Perfect,” Mommy Claire replied.

She licked her lips like I was about to be the main course of her feast and then she let me in on exactly what would be expected if I was to move forward in the infantilization process.

“I want you to close your eyes and think about what it means to be a little boy, helpless, unable to do anything for yourself.”

I did as I was told, closing my eyes, contemplating just what it means to have no power in the world. At first, my mind dabbled in all sorts of scenarios but as time passed, I became more at one with the reality of age regression.

A little boy isn’t just submissive he is completely helpless, dependent on his mommy for everything. In order to meet Mommy Claire’s expectations, I would really need to let go.

As that thought formed in my head, I opened my eyes and when I did Mommy Claire was right there, staring back at me, ready to confirm that which my mind had already deduced.

“Yes,” she said, “you will need to soil your diaper, but trust me, you’ll learn to like it.”


SCENE 29

Mommy Claire

The look on Mark’s face said he would never like wetting his diaper but I knew better. He was more submissive than anyone I knew and had a natural inclination toward power exchange. He would fully indulge the little lifestyle but first we had something that needed to be done, an obligation we needed to get out of the way before the real fun could begin.


SCENE 30

Mark

All of the activities with Mommy Claire throughout the day completely consumed my brain, every last waking notion. I never had a chance to even think about the conference let alone be nervous about my speaking engagement. She even made getting dressed part of the fun, granting me all sorts of love and attention every step of the way. I was in the elevator on my way downstairs before it even dawned on me where we were headed.

“You look so handsome all dressed up,” Mommy Claire said, straightening my tie, licking her fingers to comb my hair. “Such a big boy.”

It was the mention of ‘big boy’ that made my mind revert, that let me know that things were about to change.

“Wait!” I said, my muscles tensing, my eyes growing wide. “Where are we going?”

There were a lot of things Mommy Claire could have done at that moment but what she did do placed an exclamation point on her control over my person and the way the human mind responds to the motivation of reward.

Leaning forward she gazed deep into my eyes and began to speak. She placed one hand on my thigh, sliding over my bulge, while the other slid to my back, gently cupping my bottom. “You’re going to do everything mommy says and everything will be just fine. Whenever you get nervous, look to me, I’ll be right in front.”

It was reassuring having her there and as the elevator doors opened and she guided me off the lift, we were immediately greeted by a large crowd waiting for the doors of the auditorium to open. We had credentials and were able to eschew the line but my anxiety rose all the same. Fortunately, Mommy Claire knew just the right words to pacify my fears and ensure my compliance.

“When this is over mommy’s going to give you the most incredible reward.”

There were a lot of logistics after that, rushing from here to there, making sure everything was just right for the lecture, but I had mommy by my side and a promise of her greatest reward, so despite what could have been going through my head, I felt ok


SCENE 31

Mommy Claire

If I thought the adoration for Mark was overwhelming when we came down to register for the conference that was nothing compared to the welcome he received when he was announced as the keynote speaker of the conference. I literally felt the convention center floor rumble with the cheering and applause. I had no idea the engineering world ever behaved in such a way and yet Mark, Dr. Weston, was a revolutionary. He broke all the rules and paved new ground. I was more than just a little in awe and when he walked out onto the stage after the glowing introduction, I couldn’t help but admire his beauty and treasure the fact that he was mine.

All of that would have been uplifting but then I saw that look in my little boy’s eyes; the fear, the uncertainty. He approached the podium but I could already see his nervous energy unfolding. He was in a bad place and I was afraid things were about to get worse.

My little boy needed me.

I rose from my seat in the front row. I stepped forward, closer to the stage, inside his line of sight. He was shaking when I made my move and he continued to shake right up until our eyes met. The moment he recognized my presence the change in his disposition was clear.

“You can do this,” I mouthed.

The look in his eye let me know that he received my message and his step toward the podium gave me belief that he would be ok, but it wasn’t until he spoke those first words that everything fell into place.

My little boy was amazing.

Sure, mommies all over the world see their precious little boys through rose colored glasses but what I saw when Mark was on stage wasn’t just a speech, it was a performance.

He was engaging and charming, he connected with his audience, moving about the crowd, cracking jokes, bringing them to the edges of their seats. I couldn’t believe what an incredible public speaker he was, literally sending his viewers on an emotional roller coaster ride of education and entertainment, and when it was all through, the standing ovation he received confirmed everything I saw and believed.

It really was amazing but the part that affected me most of all was the way he blushed at the crowd’s response. He really didn’t know how much celebrity he possessed, and that humility reinforced everything I thought about my precious little boy.


SCENE 32

Mark

Mommy Claire and I returned to the hotel room and I was flying on a cloud. The speaking session went better than I could have imagined and it was all because of her. The confidence I felt in having her by my side made everything easy.

While she was quite content to allow me some independence while we were out, she didn’t waste any time changing roles the moment we were behind closed doors. In no time at all she had me undressed and then diapered, although she did not put on any other clothing. This may sound odd but I was relieved about that. When she made me cum in my previous diaper the thought of soiling my sailor uniform was upsetting, it actually made me cry. I didn’t want to do that again.

Once the diaper was in place Mommy Claire led me to the bathroom, to pick up where we left off, to continue my journey towards regression. She had me sit in the tub for the next step. It was a good idea, that way if anything leaked it wouldn’t make a mess.

You might think that once I made the commitment to pee in a diaper that everything after that would come easy but that was not the case. The moment the fabric was cinched at my waist some deep level instincts kicked in, instincts that told me that you don’t go to the bathroom with your clothes on.

It took more than a moment for me to balance those thoughts in my head and while I was doing that, my bladder filled with the three cups of coffee from earlier. It was uncomfortable, the pressure building, but I still couldn’t bring myself to let it go.

So, there I sat, in the tub, my bladder full and ready for release but my mind not able to complete the process. It was a struggle, far worse than I could have predicted and while I wrestled with that inner conflict Mommy Claire watched and waited.

Perhaps you’ve tried to pee in a diaper and you know just what I went through, but in the event that you haven’t, let me tell you that it was unlike any other challenge in my life. Sure, there was the incentive, I had no doubt that mommy would give me special attention once the deed was done, and yet the mental block still remained, impeding my journey towards real and true regression.

“I have an idea,” Mommy Claire offered, “get out of the tub and come over to the toilet.”

I did as I was told, scampering from the big tub and over to Mommy Claire and the toilet.

“I want you to straddle the toilet just like you do when you’re peeing,” she instructed.

I stepped forward, one foot on either side of the bowl and lowered my hand to undo the straps of the diaper. Mommy Claire caught me before I could get there.

Her hands held mine, pulling them away from the diaper while she whispered in my ear.

“Close your eyes and pee in the toilet,” she said.

I knew what she was doing and I didn’t think it would work. Sure, that is the position my body was used to for going to the bathroom but I still had a diaper wrapped around my waist. I stood there trying to let it go but it wasn’t easy. Fortunately, the three cups of coffee I drank earlier were working their way through my system and were going to find their way out one way or another.

The moment the pressure really built up, when my bladder needed to be drained, I focused all of my energy on opening up. It took everything I had and for the briefest of moments I succeeded, a small bit of something leaked out of my tip before my subconscious mind closed off the spigot.

To me it was a minuscule amount but to Mommy Claire it was a monumental first step.

“Do you smell that?” she asked. “I do.”

I didn’t really smell anything but I knew what she was talking about. I overcame the obstacle even if it was only a little. Then, Mommy Claire moved around and sidled next to me, getting close so she could whisper in my ear.

“Just relax little boy,” she cooed. “It will happen and when it does, you’ll be so relieved.”

Her fingers wound their way through my hair as she spoke and then she began to massage my scalp. It felt nice and when she added another hand, this one on the side of my head, directing me to shift, to rest against her bosom, I followed her lead, allowing my body to relax. It felt good savoring the feel of her body next to mine and I allowed that feeling to spread throughout my entire being. All at once, a strange calm washed over me and the moment it did my body relaxed, including the muscles outside of my conscious control.

The next rush pressed through my urethra despite my deepest efforts to hold it back and the way it vibrated through my shaft caused the tiniest little buzz to reverberate against the sensitive nerve endings in my tip. It was shocking and very pleasurable and my hips began to buck and my eyes crossed as a result. It actually felt like a tiny orgasm, that repeating throb that pulsed through my shaft as a small amount of urine squeezed through those tightened muscles. I held the remainder back but the tinkle that did get through created a little reservoir in the diaper, one that filled it but did not immediately seep in. Instead, the puddle it formed gathered around the head of my penis, warm and enveloping, and then it spread further, against more of my skin, until I felt it around my balls as well. The feeling was strange but it wasn’t done, the way that warmness moved, it felt like it had a mind of its own and that mind was intent on teasing all of my senses.

My bladder was still full and I contemplated just what to do. For the briefest of moments, I let a little more out, a small spurt shooting through the sensitive nerve endings in my shaft, sending another shiver of delight up my spine while more urine filled my diaper. That same warm feeling returned, swarming the head of my pee-pee, eliminating what little resolve still remained.

A few more short spurts followed, tiny vibrations in my loins and more pee to fill the diaper, but I wouldn’t understand the real transition until I finally opened up and it all came rushing out.

Never in my life would I ever have compared peeing to an orgasm but I can tell you that letting go was absolutely euphoric. My muscles opened and a flood of liquid burst through my urethra, surging through my shaft and filling the diaper with urine. A loud groan escaped my lips but more than that I actually felt relieved, like letting go was the pinnacle physical experience.

I wet my diaper and while the old me never would have believed it the new me, the baby me, actually enjoyed it immensely. There was something about regression that was very freeing and if that alone wasn’t enough to convince me to submit then what Mommy Claire did next, absolutely ensured it.

The moment she realized I had committed the act she swarmed me with her love and attention. In a flash her hands were everywhere, fondling, caressing. Prior to that moment, attention from Mommy Claire was amazing but now, with the change of circumstance, I felt more connected to her, bonded in a very intimate way.

I needed her, not just to change my diaper but to support my emotional needs. Something about the regressive act completely broke my spirit and the moment it happened she was right there to comfort me, giving me a strength I will never be able to explain.

It’s no exaggeration that peeing in that diaper was akin to an orgasm. The relief I felt was overwhelming and the afterglow all consuming. Did this happen to everyone when they regressed or was it just me? I wasn’t sure of the answer but I was absolutely positive that Mommy Claire’s love and attention made everything even better, to the point I needed to let her know.

“Thank you,” I groaned in appreciation of both her guidance and support, and then my body let out one more uncontrolled expression.


SCENE 33

Mommy Claire

“I love you, mommy,” Mark said.

The moment was incredible. I infantilized Mark and he thanked me for it, expressing a love for me and the experience.

It felt good, not just regressing another grown man but the joy I saw in his eyes now that he understood the real value of age play. There is a peace and serenity in letting go and now that Mark understood that, he was primed for the next stage of my process.


SCENE 34

Mark

The initial excitement of peeing in a diaper for the first time began to fade and very quickly I realized why little boys cried when their diapers were full. It was extremely uncomfortable, especially the way the wetness clung to my skin.

I would have expressed my need but before I could even whine Mommy Claire was pulling me away from the toilet, spreading me out on the bathroom floor to change my wet mess. The tile felt cold against my skin but I didn’t care. The moment mommy directed her attention to changing me, all of my focus went to her.

“Look at you,” mommy cooed upon opening the flaps. “Such a cute little pee-pee.”

My penis was flaccid when she removed the wet diaper but the moment she began to wipe me that changed. I wasn’t horny per se, but it’s impossible to have a beautiful woman rub your loins without getting somewhat aroused and mommy was the most beautiful of all.

She used several wipes, making sure to clean every spot and then, when she was satisfied, I was clean, mommy doused my pee-pee with powder and began to really rub it in.

Her strokes were gentle and all over my pee-pee and balls. Unlike her prior domination of my sex, this time she was subtle, and that allowed me to savor the attention without getting consumed in the lust.

Mommy was a gorgeous woman and watching her caress my pee-pee was amazing. And if that wasn’t enough to affirm all of my actions to that point, she added to the moment by lifting her blouse and presenting me with her succulent bosom.

Make no mistake, I loved peeing in my diaper and I would be doing it again and again, but that didn’t change the fact that Mommy Claire offered me a reward for giving in and I was quite excited to receive my prize.

The softness of her bosom against my face instantly soothed my inner beast and when her nipple grazed my cheek my body’s innate response kicked in. The little boy inside of me wanted to suckle and all it took was a little shift of my neck and a slurp with my lips and it was done. Mommy and I were connected in the most intimate of acts.

Mommy Claire’s hands continued to fondle and rub my pee-pee. They weren’t driving my passion but they were always there, establishing a dominance over my private zone. She expanded her touch, incorporating more and more of my sensitive spots and before I knew it, she was touching me everywhere, no spot restricted from mommy’s advance.

I never felt more submissive than I did at that moment, nursing at mommy’s breast, her fingers exploring every crevice of my body. She stroked, she rubbed, she dipped inside of me and all the while I let her, unwilling or unable to stop her growing level of control.

With each step the power between us shifted although I began to wonder if we would reach a point where I had no more power to give.


SCENE 35

Mommy Claire

Mark was fully committed to the regression. He liked it, deep down inside, and while I offered a reward for his submission, it was obvious he was pursuing the experience for his own desires.

That was all wonderful news and when he looked at me with those wide eyes, letting me know he was ready to delve even further, I made a mess of my panties, a powerful orgasm washing over my body as a result.


SCENE 36

Mark

Every part of the adult baby experience was amazing which is why I didn’t even hesitate when mommy asked me if I wanted to go on.

“You’ve been such a good little boy,” Mommy Claire cooed. “Do you want to stop there or would you like to go further?”

At that point, I thought I had done just about all there was to do, so I held no fear of what might happen next or the permanent consequences that could ensue. Those things didn’t even register with me as I nodded my head, agreeing to move further down the infantilization path.

Mommy Claire’s amazing smile did nothing to change those feelings.

“You did a great job peeing in your diaper, next we’re going to help you along, so next time you won’t have to think about it.”

I didn’t think it would be a problem, when I thought about peeing in my diaper, I actually liked it, but then I realized exactly what mommy meant. She didn’t want me to think about peeing, she wanted to train me so it wouldn’t require thought, and that was a different situation altogether.

For the first time I actually began to question things, to contemplate backing out, putting a stop to this deep seeded game. There were some lines that I just knew I shouldn’t cross, and yet when I looked in her eyes and saw that glow, I couldn’t bring myself to disappoint her. Mommy Claire had done so much for me this was the least I could do for her.


SCENE 37

Mommy Claire

Mark’s conference may have been done and with it his stay in the hotel, but I still had things I wanted to accomplish and a willing little boy to feed my desires. I had no intention of giving up while he was still in transition. I wanted to see things through with Mark, to be there through every step of his journey. I wanted to witness his capitulation and collect the pieces at the end, my reward for a job well done.


SCENE 38

Mark

Upon the close of my speaking engagement, I was free to leave the conference, my official work duties complete, however I still had the hotel room which I kept for the maximum duration. My time with Mommy Claire was magical and I feared it was coming to an end right up until she invited me to extend my trip, to visit with her at her home in Las Vegas.

It was a very generous offer, one the old me never would have considered, but the little boy under mommy’s apron graciously accepted. The new me was open to a world of opportunity, joining Mommy Claire on a limo ride to her home, a rather large estate just outside of town.

I’m not sure what I expected to find when we got there, Mommy Claire was never shy about any of the details of her life, and yet I was blown away by the opulence of her living arrangements. Her home was a mansion, with servants running in every direction. This woman wasn’t just well off, she was rich, and I’m not sure why, but that made the exchange of power between us take on new meaning.

Just like she was always apt to do, Mommy Claire sensed my feelings and provided the insight I needed to hear as she escorted me across the threshold, through the foyer and up the sweeping staircase to the second floor of her stately home.

“You and I are on a journey,” she said, “and I promise to be with you until the end.”

It was exactly what I wanted to hear and then she led me down the hall, to a room at the end, a room that was truly fascinating in every way.

The room mommy led me to was equipped as a nursery and all of the furniture was built for a baby like me. There was an extra-large high chair, and a changing table and of course an oversized crib. There was even a playpen, filled with toddler toys of all shapes and colors. It was amazing and truly made me think about the depths Mommy Claire went to, to facilitate this journey. This wasn’t just a passing fancy for her, or even a hobby, this was a way of life, and it made me wonder if there was ever an end to this game of if we would be forever bonded as a result, like real mother and child.

I might have dwelt on that thought but just as it arose Mommy Claire laid me out on the changing table and began to take off my clothes. While I could think through a lot of things, the moment mommy had my pants off all thoughts went straight to her and her tantalizing touch.

I loved the way mommy fondled me, the way she squeezed my thighs, the way she tickled my bum, the slight graze across my taint, the subtle glide over my sphincter. Mommy could touch me anywhere and my mind was abuzz as those fabulous fingers of hers stimulated and caressed on their way to my most sensitive spot of all.

Mommy Claire had a way of building up the tease, gaining closer and closer to the promised land without actually getting there, finding spots along the way, absolutely tantalizing spots that made my entire body tingle. But as wonderful as all of it was, she held out from granting me the ultimate satisfaction. In the beginning, I tried to be patient, to maintain some semblance of self-control but the more she tickled and teased the less resolve I had, until I found myself whining and pleading for help.

“Please mommy,” I wailed, “I’ll do whatever you want. Please mommy, please!”

Mommy’s fingers continued their magical touch, dancing up the backs of my thighs, darting between my legs, grazing over my sphincter, and then they gave me the stimulus I longed for, cupping my risen testicles and wrapping firmly yet gently around my shaft before beginning the lightest up and down motion.

“Ah!” I gasped. It was exactly what I wanted, what I had been waiting for.

I watched mommy’s bosoms as they shifted back and forth with the rhythm of her strokes. It was a glorious sight. My preference would have been to have one of those luscious orbs on my face, in my mouth, nursing my oral fixation, but watching them slip beneath the thin fabric of her blouse was magical too, that super soft flesh, the gap between those beautiful breasts as she continued her fantastic rub upon my loins.

I wanted to cum, she created that need, and as I neared the point of submission to that all powerful force, I realized just what she wanted in return.

“Please, can I give you my power?” I pleaded, remembering back to a previous conversation and just what Mommy Claire wanted from this exchange. The words were chosen very specifically and the smile on her face let me know she appreciated my effort.

Without delay Mommy pressed her thumb against the front of my shaft and provided several rapid-fire rubs. The stimulus took me off guard, sending my orgasm over the edge faster than expected and my little pee-pee began to spurt, white goo spouting in every direction. I couldn’t believe how quickly it came about or how far I shot, hitting mommy’s left breast with one shot and my own shoulder with another.

I grunted with each release but more than anything I let out a huge sigh of relief. I didn’t want to be teased anymore and by giving my power to mommy she answered my plea.

“Such a good little boy,” mommy cooed as she held my pee-pee through every last pulse and throb.


SCENE 39

Mommy Claire

Let’s be honest, all I ever wanted from Mark was his power, and once he gave it to me, freely, of his own volition, I no longer had any reason to deny his pleasure. Watching the relief on his face as he enjoyed his orgasm was amazing but there was more where that came from, especially for the intelligent man with the proper motivation.


SCENE 40

Mark

My future in Las Vegas and with Mommy Claire was uncertain right up until she let me know about a project she was working on, a project she wanted me to lead. It seemed Mommy Claire owned quite a few businesses throughout the region and was looking to retrofit all of them, taking them off the grid and converting them to solar and wind energy. It was a project that was well below my skill level but when she offered me a place at her estate throughout the duration, and special intimate time with her as a bonus, I found a way to make it work.

Over the course of the next few months, I worked diligently to complete Mommy Claire’s project and also became very submissive to her every whim. In fact, I actually became rather adept at peeing in my diaper, a skill that thrilled mommy to no end. In the beginning the urge would arise, I would think about it, and I would let it go. But over time it became more natural, instantaneous, no longer requiring thought, an innate reaction to that bodily function.

I might have thought there was still some interaction with my brain taking place but then the reality struck my world.

I could have swore, when Mommy and I went to bed, I had a diaper on, but when I awoke everything was soaked and there was no diaper to be found. I might have been able to rationalize the experience had Mommy Claire not walked in just at that moment.

“OMG!” she explained. “You peed in your sleep. Do you know what that means?”

I had no idea but I feared it wasn’t good.

Mommy Claire continued, “You’re little now, your brain has reverted. You’re truly regressed.”

For someone who had just achieved our stated goal I didn’t feel proud. If anything, I felt weak, like I no longer had any control in the world and when Mommy Claire took me into her arms to calm my fears, those feelings escalated until I my entire world collapsed around me. I needed her more than ever.

I cuddled into mommy’s embrace and searched for her nipple. I couldn’t bare the thought that my mind was broken and needed something to calm my brain, an anchor to weather the storm brewing in my head.

Nursing at mommy’s breast was always very soothing for me but the moment I latched on I realized why. In that intimate exchange I turned over all of my power to her and now, when the loss of power was my biggest concern, it caused my brain to vacillate between the extremes, my desire to remain strong and my need to give in.

It probably goes without saying which side won out but I have no reservations with the path my life has taken. While it is true that I can no longer call myself a man, my strength and independence completely gone, but unlike any other time in my life I am happy, and that outweighs all other factors when I evaluate the changes I have made and just where I want to go next.

Over the span of a couple of weeks, Mommy Claire recast the narrative of my life and to be honest, I liked every moment of the journey. The next chapter is yet to be written and I don’t know where it will take me but I do know that wherever Mommy Claire leads, I will surely follow.


EPILOGUE

Mommy Claire

Life is a learning experience and that is especially true when it comes to the things we struggle to accept about ourselves. Prior to meeting Mark, I struggled to see how I could move my companies forward, how I could make the transition to renewable and sustainable energy. Mark did all that for me and in exchange I welcomed him into my world.

For more Mommy Claire fun check out:

-          The Huntress, The Awakening – Season 1

-          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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