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Prologue

Mommy Claire

The adult baby world is fraught with myths, lies and misrepresentations. It probably should be expected, people are quick to place a label on things they do not understand and there is nothing people understand less than that which they fail to accept with an open mind.

It can be difficult to remain objective to something that at first glance seems outside of societal norms, but the reality is that infantilism is part of our nature from the moment we’re born. We’re brought into the world in a bubble of protection, filled with caring and love, and we know and understand that it is good. Then society comes along and says we must move on, evolve, forge out on our own and leave the peace and comfort of our mother’s love behind. But what if it’s not supposed to be that way? What if it is the very beauty and joy of a mother’s love that is the secret to long life and happiness? What if breaking the mother child bond is exactly what brings about so much pain and ugliness in the world?

I, and countless others in my fold, have learned the true value of adult baby play and we love it. In fact, I love it so much I have made it my life’s mission to share that peace and joy with as many people as possible. Many come with an open heart, to savor the fruits of my love, but there are still others who resist the lure of the mother / adult baby relationship, foregoing the healing elements of adult baby play.

This story is all about one of those reluctant souls, his closed-minded resistance, and the long journey taken to Correct His Point of View.


SCENE 1
Cairo
 

Let me start by saying that I never intended for things to turn out the way that they did, but, if the roles were reversed, it would have happened to you too.

I don’t say that like I’m better than anyone else, I only say it because the lifestyle was so far from anything that I had ever contemplated, and yet once I was pulled in, once I was fully exposed to its lure, I was powerless to stop it from taking over my life.

You’re probably thinking, sure, like anyone would have been sucked in, but I stand by my conviction, it was too much for anyone to deny.

It all started with my first job out of college, as an editorial assistant for a small niche publishing company. As a dual major, journalism and sociology, it was a coup landing a job that would allow me to learn the publishing industry from the ground up. Of course, my initial assignments were all grunt work, hustling to get coffee, printing copies at the machine, picking up the chores no one else wanted, but then one day I got my break, the opportunity to provide my editorial services for the newest in the company’s stable of fine authors.

Who was my first client?

Her name was Mommy Claire, and I quickly found out why the assignment had drifted its way down to me. Mommy Claire was what’s known as an adult baby diaper lover, a woman who specializes in the infantilization of grown men and women. Needless to say, more than one of the higher ups passed on the opportunity to delve into her works, and the adult baby world.

I myself had difficulties in the beginning, struggling to reconcile my own personal beliefs with those of the characters played out on the pages before me. You see, I was raised in a strict, religious household. The Catholic Faith taught us that sex was sacred, an intimate bond between a man and his wife, but within the pages of Mommy Claire’s works, sex wasn’t just prevalent, it was germane, the core focus of every story. Fortunately for me, my parents instilled in me a solid work ethic, the firm foundation that work comes first, even at times when it may conflict with our religion. In my early years that proved to be a valid excuse if work kept me from attending mass on a Holy day, but in my current position I used it to justify a much larger transgression.

It took some time, but after some unique soul searching, I began to relate to the people, not as one of them, but as an impassioned observer, and soon the stories began to take on a life of their own. I might have convinced myself that I was doing a great job, were it not for the pointed text from Mommy Claire herself, directly to our chief publisher.

The text read:

“Who is this horse shit editor you put me with, who doesn’t know the first thing about ABDL?”

I might have had a right to complain about her text had I not needed to look up what ABDL meant. That, in and of itself, said it all. I didn’t understand the first thing about what I was supposed to be editing, and it showed. The long walk to my publisher’s office was sure to end in my termination.

Mr. Conden, the Chief Publisher, was not a friendly man, at least he never was any of the times I met him, and when he raised his head from the papers on his desk to stare me down, peering over the tops of his reading spectacles with stern eyes, I shook in my boots.

“You the one working with the diaper lady?” he growled.

“Y...y...yes s...s...sir?” I stuttered.

“She ain’t happy,” he spat, “says you don’t know shit about her world.”

“Uh sorry,” I answered, “I really don’t.”

“No shit,” he replied, “no one does. But she’s the talent and we need to keep her happy. Do you understand?”

“Not really,” I responded.

“Find a way to make her happy,” he said, “and make sure I don’t get any more texts.”

And that was it.

I wasn’t fired. I wasn’t disciplined. Instead I was given a directive, without a single clue as to how to accomplish it.

And so, I found myself on the way to the airport, and Las Vegas, like a real editor, to meet with my first and only client. It was all kind of exciting, except for the fact that my job held in the balance, relying on me, and my knowledge of the adult baby world, to save it.


SCENE 2
Cairo
 

Being picked up at the airport in a stretch limo is a first-class experience. I felt like royalty being ushered away and that feeling did not recede when we pulled up in front of Mommy Claire’s palatial mansion and I was escorted inside by two beautiful young ladies.

“Welcome!” said a rather attractive woman dressed in a cranberry dress, a single strand of white pearls around her neck. I used the phrase rather attractive, but if I’m being honest, she was the most beautiful older woman I had ever laid eyes on. I’m not sure how old she was, much older than my twenty-two years for sure, but once I laid eyes on her, I struggled to look away. She had a certain something that really drew me in.

“You must be Cairo,” she said, extending her hand to shake. “I hear you’re the young man who has been butchering my stories.”

“I’m sorry?” I replied, not sure I heard her properly.

“You heard me,” she replied. “You edit like a little boy who doesn’t appreciate a mother’s love.”

It was a weird thing to say but it did cut straight to the purpose of our meeting. She wasn’t happy, with me or our publishing house, and if I didn’t do something to fix it the company would be out an author and I would be out of a job.

“That’s why I’m here,” I offered, “to set things straight.”

“And how do you expect to do that?” she questioned. “You don’t even like my work.”

“That’s not true,” I replied, “I love your work. I’ve read every story, most many times. In fact, I take them home with me every night.”

“Is that so?” she asked. “And what is it that you like so much about my work?”

She caught me. Not that I was lying; I wasn’t, but because the reason I liked her work was rather embarrassing.

“Go ahead,” she nudged, “if there’s something you’d like to say then out with it.”

I stammered, I stuttered, but in the end, I said nothing.

“Is this why you came all the way to Las Vegas? To sit there just as oblivious to what I’m all about as the day I signed with your publishing house? You may as well say something, if you don’t you can guarantee you won’t have a job in the morning.”

The fear of losing my job really hit home. Despite my reservations, I answered her question. “I masturbate,” I blurted. My words, and my forthright response, caught her off guard.

“Is that right?” she asked, a slight smile overtaking her lips. “Tell me more.”

All of a sudden, the weight of the moment became very real, I struggled to form my next sentence.

“You better say something,” she coaxed, “because just telling me that you play with yourself isn’t enough. I’m pretty sure all men your age do that.”

“I jerk off,” I stated, “I read your stories and I get excited and I jerk off. That’s why I take your stories home, I can’t get through them without touching myself.” It felt weird, I had never spoken about such things in my life, the taboo, and yet there I was, revealing my secrets to a total stranger.

“Is that so?” she queried. “And what excites you about my stories?”

“I know they’re just made up,” I offered, “but I pretend that it’s me being strung along and it gets me excited.”

“And you want to be diapered?” she added.

“God no,” I replied, “who would want that? I like the way your character manipulates a guy until he’s helpless and submissive. That’s so hot.”

“Ah hah!” she exclaimed. “And that is exactly why you are terrible at editing my works.”

“I don’t understand?”

“And you wouldn’t,” she replied, “because you view each encounter as an extended orgasm, but my time with my adult babies isn’t about that.”

“It isn’t?” I questioned. “Because I’ve read every one of your stories and your lead protagonist dominates a character in every scene.”

“Perhaps,” she agreed, “but there’s so much more to it, so much that you miss when you’re reading, when you’re editing my works.”

“I have no idea what you’re talking about,” I admitted. “Mommy Claire, or at least the Mommy Claire I met through your writings, is awesome. Every story has her seducing some unsuspecting guy and twisting up his sexual desire until he is so desperate, he’s willing to do anything for her. Yeah, that usually means he ends up in a diaper, playing the role of baby, but whatever, the build-up is fantastic and I can’t get through a scene without making a mess.”

Mommy Claire rolled her eyes. “That’s supposed to be flattering I’m sure,” she said, “but the lust manipulation is just a means to an end, to get a reluctant soul to see the light. The fact that you don’t understand that is exactly why I need a new editor.”

“Woah, woah!” I exclaimed. I didn’t want things getting out of hand. “No one’s talking about changing editors. That’s why I’m here, to learn, to become the editor you need me to be.”

“You just don’t get it,” she said. “The fundamental principle, the basis of what I do. And if you don’t understand that, you definitely can’t write it.”

I felt my whole life falling apart before my eyes. My job was done, as was the apartment I couldn’t afford and the car that was already in arrears. Without the job my future in the publishing world was dead in the water and that left very little prospects for my future. I’m not proud of what I did next, but desperate times call for desperate measures.

“Please, you can’t do this,” I whined. Looking at my author client, the woman who wrote under the pseudonym Mommy Claire, I pleaded for my life. “I need this job, without it I’ll be out on the streets, I’ll do anything, please!”

Despite how unprofessional it was, my pleading paid off.

“It’s ok, it’s ok,” she consoled, taking me into her arms, holding me firm against her frame. “I don’t need you fired, I just need you to understand where I’m coming from, so you can do your job.”

“I really will do whatever it takes,” I told her, “I really need this job.”

“That’s perfect,” she said, “because you’re going to experience it all first hand.”
 


SCENE 3
Mommy Claire
 

The first time I met Cairo I had intended to seduce him, to tie him up in his lust and make him submit to the awesome power of Mommy love. But then I met him and everything changed.

I’ll admit I prejudged. I assumed Cairo was another entitled alpha male, too big for his britches and too arrogant to learn from an old woman like me. But he wasn’t anything like that, if anything he was quiet, reserved, polite. He may not have been open minded about my life, but it didn’t come from a position of cockiness or arrogance. He truly didn’t know any better.

And so, I made a decision, to take this young buck under my wing, to show him my world, and introduce him to the joys of age play and regression.


SCENE 4
Cairo
 

I didn’t know what “experience it first-hand” meant at first but I would soon find out.

I hadn’t even had a chance to unpack my bags and Mommy Claire was putting on the full court press. On the positive side, she was offering me an opportunity, to learn, to grow, but on the flip side she wasn’t just asking me to memorize a few chosen words, her idea of learning meant a true understanding, of her world and her part in it. That, I was afraid, may have been more than I could offer.

Those thoughts addled my brain as Mommy Claire gave me a tour of her estate. Her mansion was a labyrinth of different worlds, many of which featured unique amenities that made them stand out from the norm. She had a Victorian suite, so named for its fine turn of the century antiquities; an adult baby playroom, equipped with adult sized baby toys, a slide, a ball pit, and a giant moon bounce floor that would make any person feel like a kid again; a gymnasium and fitness center, three kitchens, eight bathrooms, nine bedrooms, two offices and an indoor theatre. And mixed through it all were erotic play areas each with an attached viewing room, equipped with two-way mirrors, allowing for the viewing pleasure of one or more individuals from the privacy of a room next door. Some might call it disturbing, but for the pure voyeur at heart like myself, a student of social behavior, it represented the perfect window into the soul, at a time when most people were apt to reveal their deepest selves.

The last stop on Mommy Claire’s tour was a small cottage at the back end of the estate. It wasn’t much, a kitchen, a bath, a bedroom and a small living area, but it would be my home while staying with Mommy Claire, and I immediately appreciated its privacy as well as its cost, free. The combination was exactly what I needed as I worked to keep my job.

“We’ll start every morning with a breakfast meeting in the main dining room,” Mommy Claire said. “You are to be there by 7:30, don’t be late.”

And with that she left me alone at the cottage, to unpack my clothes and get settled. I didn’t bring a lot with me so the unpacking didn’t take long, but it had been a very long day and before I knew it, I was being woken by the morning sun.
 


SCENE 5
Mommy Claire
 

I gave Cairo a tour of my estate, providing him with a backstage view of everything that really goes on at the Mommy Claire mansion. It is very rare for anyone to get that look, but if Cairo was going to have success as my editor then he was going to need a firm understanding, of me and my loving babies.

During the tour I got to know him a little bit, about his upbringing, about what made him tick. It didn’t take long to find out that he grew up in a religious household and that his faith was integral in the man he had become. That was much different from most of my subjects and would require special consideration as I looked to introduce him to my world.
 


SCENE 6
Cairo
 

My body, still being on east coast time, had me up early but somehow, I still almost managed to be late for my breakfast meeting with Mommy Claire. The place really was a maze, and I was still finding my way around. Mommy Claire was already at the table when I finally made it to the dining room.

“Good morning sunshine,” she greeted me, “are you ready for your first day?”

I was as ready as I possibly could be for a guy who truly felt like a fish out of water. In my life I had experienced many firsts, my first day of school, my first time going off to college, my first day on the job, but at no point had I ever felt less prepared than that day, my first day as a student of the adult baby world.

Mommy Claire didn’t wait for the food to be served before starting our first lesson.

“It’s important that you learn all of the vocabulary, so you can properly write about it,” Mommy Claire offered, and then she began to quiz me.

Throughout all of my schooling I was never much for studying, however the moment I thought I might lose my job, I started to learn, real fast. Fortunately, the first thing I taught myself was all of the jargon, a point that quickly made an impression on Mommy Claire.

“Excellent, excellent,” she replied as I answered her fifth question in a row. “You’re not as far behind as I thought. Perhaps we can move straight to your first time.”

I knew it was coming and was ready. My job may have been at risk but there were some lines I would not cross. “That’s not going to happen,” I replied, “I’ll be an observer but not a participant.”

The look on Mommy Claire’s face said it all. She wasn’t happy, in fact, I think she was shocked.

“There is no substitute for first-hand experience,” she replied, “I’m not sure you’ll ever truly understand if you don’t experience it for yourself.”

Once again, I was ready for her. “People have edited books on space travel but they didn’t go to the moon,” I offered. “I think I’ll be ok.”

Mommy Claire furrowed her brow in response. I didn’t like disappointing her but I had made up my mind, I was willing to be flexible on my moral objections, but I would not compromise my own beliefs.

“I guess that means I’ll need to change my plans for the afternoon,” she replied, and I got the feeling she was not happy about it.

And so, we continued on with our lesson. I learned a lot, and was evolving as an editor and in my understanding of the ABDL world, but Mommy Claire still felt there was something missing. In her words, I was walking the right path, but I was still finding my way. She was reiterating her desire to have me experience it firsthand when her phone rang.

“Hello baby girl," she answered, "I've been missing you."

It was one of her submissives, a female, which narrowed down the list quite a bit. From all of the stories I had read, Mommy Claire tended to lean towards infantilizing men, alpha males to be more specific.

The conversation continued although I couldn’t make out what was being said until Mommy Claire offered, “Of course, anything for my baby. I could see you this afternoon, but if you can wait until Friday, I can line up a very special treat, a sleepover.”

Previously I couldn’t hear anything from the other end of the phone but the moment Mommy Claire mentioned a sleepover the woman’s squeals were evident. The way she responded, all excited and loud, made it clear that she was elated for the opportunity to return to Mommy Claire’s world.

Mommy Claire finished her call and then looked at me with a broad smile on her pretty face. “Looks like you’re in luck,” she said, “the best option would be a firsthand experience but since you’re not open-minded enough for that, we’ll arrange for you to view people who are. Our first will be coming later today, and now it looks like we also have a very special event set-up for Friday.

I knew what she was doing, alluding to me being close minded, trying to coerce me into giving in. But it wasn’t going to work, especially now that there were opportunities for me to learn as an observer on the table.
 


SCENE 7
Cairo
 

I’ve told you about Mommy Claire’s estate but really, I undersold it. The house was incredible, a mansion if I’m being specific, loaded with all of the latest technologies and amenities to make any guy my age giddy with joy. I would have liked to explore on my own, but I was there to do a job, to learn all about the adult baby world, so I could become a better editor for Mommy Claire.

Tim, Mommy Claire’s head of security, trained me on the use of the main equipment and provided me with access to the control center, the hub of security for Mommy Claire’s estate. It wasn’t just security central; it was also the monitoring point for all of the cameras situated throughout the compound, and let me tell you there were many. Mommy Claire filmed everything that happened on her property, from each individual bedroom and office, to every nook and crawl space. Based on the looks of the command center, there wasn’t anywhere on the whole property that wasn’t being watched by a mindful eye.

Tim was the mastermind behind it all. He received both his Bachelors and Masters’ degrees in electrical engineering at MIT but, as I would find out through hours together in that control room, it was the lessons learned at Mommy Claire’s side that kept him a loyal and dutiful servant. It made me wonder just what she had done to him, or for him, that would keep such an intelligent guy spending his days as her dedicated servant.

I kept those thoughts to myself but that didn’t stop the notion from nagging at me deep inside.

“Mommy Claire has a special guest coming today,” Tim informed me, “everyone has been given notice and the public areas are all clear.”

Normally, the Mommy Claire estate was constantly humming with activity, but today, with a special guest due to arrive, everything was different. The place was eerily quiet, in anxious anticipation of what was to come.

I, like everyone else, was very curious about who would be arriving. We all wanted to see what all the fuss was about. Imagine my surprise when the limo driver pulled up in front and this cute young girl got out of the back. She couldn’t have been more than eighteen or nineteen, and she was hot.

She looked nervous as she got out of the vehicle, a slight hesitation before moving up the steep front steps. Mommy Claire was there waiting for her at the front door.

"Hello baby girl," Mommy Claire said before giving her a big hug.

The girl accepted the embrace, lovingly, and when it was done looked to Mommy Claire and asked, “So I'm kind of curious, what am I going to be doing?"

I found that odd. Did she not know what Mommy Claire was all about? Did she not know what she was in for in visiting Mommy Claire’s estate?

Mommy Claire led the girl inside, placed her arm over her shoulder and drew her in. “I was wondering when you were going to ask. I'm studying the adult baby world and I want you to be my adult baby."

Wham!

If I had thought there might be some lead up to the big reveal I was sorely mistaken, Mommy Claire laid it all on the table at word one. Despite the shock that had to be going through the girl’s mind, she took it all in stride.

“Ok," she replied, seemingly unfazed.

Mommy Claire smiled at her, a warm, loving smile. “Perfect," she said, "I was afraid you might have reservations."

And just like that Mommy Claire had set the table. I thought about myself, and all the times I struggled to ask a girl out, and yet Mommy Claire had just told this hot girl that she was going to turn her into an adult baby without the slightest reservation. Everything I thought I knew about women flew right out the window.

"Claire," the girl said.

It sounded strange and Mommy Claire was quick to correct her. “It's Mommy Claire, everyone calls me Mommy Claire."

"Ok,” the girl replied, “Mommy Claire, what exactly am I going to be doing?"

“Why, you'll be my baby of course,” Mommy Claire answered. “You'll do what babies do. Why don't we start by changing your clothes?"

I thought it was a rather extreme request however if the girl had any concerns about taking off her clothes in front of Mommy Claire, she didn’t show it.

Together they walked up the stairs to the second floor, during the transition I was able to watch on camera but I wasn’t able to hear anything until they entered the Victorian suite. The girl’s eyes lit up when she saw the four-poster bed in the center of the room.

“This is so romantic," she gushed.

Mommy Claire was pleased at her response, I could tell by the way her face lit up. “I'm glad you like it, this is my Victorian suite, it's my favorite. Why don’t you lie down on the bed.”

Once again the girl did exactly as she was told. What happened next, I found extremely exciting.

Mommy Claire started to undress the girl, and despite what I expected, the girl just let her do it. Before long all of her clothes were gone, and there, lying in the center of the four-poster bed, was the most amazing naked body.

I looked to Tim, to see if this was unusual, but he wasn’t phased in the least. Apparently, Mommy Claire did this often.

My eyes returned to the screen just in time to hear Mommy Claire say, “Oh my, this just won't do.”

I wasn’t sure what she was referring to, and apparently neither did her young female friend. “What's the matter?" the girl asked, her bottom lip showing the slightest quiver.

"You have pubic hair,” Mommy Claire responded, “but no baby has pubic hair, we need to take care of this right away. Follow me."

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing, or more specifically seeing, this young girl was following Mommy Claire into the adjoining bathroom, with the intent of shaving her bare. Despite how unprofessional I knew it was, I got excited at the prospect, and I felt my internal excitement growing.

Mommy Claire filled the tub, adding an assortment of bubbles and oils to the mix, and then helped her naked friend step in. Was it possible I was going to get to watch these two beautiful women take a bath together? I didn’t need to wait long for an answer. Once the girl was in the tub, Mommy Claire began to disrobe.

There are many things that stay in a guy’s mind for his entire life, the first time he takes a drink, the first time he has sex, what I saw next zoomed to the very top of that list. Mommy Claire didn’t just take off her clothes, she made an art out of tempting that poor girl’s lust, and mine too if I’m being honest.

Moment by pain staking moment Mommy Claire revealed more of her naked self to her new friend and the camera. First it was her shoulders, and then her breasts, and then her legs. Each moment of reveal was followed by a moment of covering up, until I was ready to take my own cock in hand. If it hadn’t been for Tim being in the control room with me, I would have done just that, but as it were, all I could do was watch and imagine.

When Mommy Claire finally exposed the whole of her breast, the girl gasped, it was a natural response, by a girl whose lust was being teased beyond belief. I might have thought Mommy Claire was affecting me more deeply than her intended target, but then it happened, the girl in the tub began to pleasure herself while watching Mommy Claire.

Despite it being the natural response to the overwhelming stimulus, Mommy Claire admonished her. “Good little girls don't do that," she scolded. Her tone was playful but the message clear, Mommy Claire was in charge, of everything.

The girl realized her error and quickly withdrew her fingers. The strained look on her face as she did it, and the struggle she faced in trying to control her lust, was extremely erotic. Once again, I was tempted to take matters into my own hands but wouldn’t dare while Tim was there in the control room with me.

Mommy Claire dropped her towel and for a moment before she got into the tub, I was able to see and appreciate the full beauty of her body. And even though I didn’t get to see her for long, what I did see left a long and lasting impression.

There isn’t a guy on the planet who wouldn’t get excited watching Mommy Claire soap up a young girl and caress every inch of her body. I was about to say so to Tim when the scene on the screen stepped up another notch, completely taking my breath away.

Mommy Claire finished washing the girl and then took out some shaving cream and a straight blade to complete the process. It was all very gentle but still things had changed, the interaction had turned erotic, and the little girl on the receiving end of Mommy Claire’s ministrations was having difficulty controlling herself. With each touch the girl began to moan and writhe, until she was crazed with lust, calling out for more and more of Mommy Claire’s attention.

“Oh God, oh God, oh God!” she cried.

The control panel in front of me was rather complex, and it took me a moment to find the right knob, but once I did I focused the camera on Mommy Claire’s efforts, zooming in on the detail. While Mommy Claire used the straight blade to shave the girl’s hair, she was using the thumb and forefinger on her left hand to work the girl’s kitty lips and massage her button. It was totally hot, and had the girl panting like crazy, desperate for more. I didn’t know what it had to do with adult baby play but I did know it was exciting me immensely and had that little girl beside herself with glee.

I’m not sure how many times Mommy Claire made her cum, but I do know that the girl was completely satisfied and spent by the time they were done.
 


SCENE 8
Cairo
 

My education was evolving much more quickly than I had expected. I had read all of Mommy Claire’s works, and had masturbated to most of them, but now things were different, those fictional fantasies that played out on the written page before me had been just that, fictional, now, as I watched what Mommy Claire was doing to this girl, it all dawned on me. This was real and it was happening right before my eyes.

Mommy Claire didn’t stop with the bath, or the shaving, or even the multiple orgasms. I had read her works, there was an end goal in mind, and now I was going to get to see that part play out in real time.

For her part, the girl offered no resistance when Mommy Claire tried to diaper her, willingly spreading her legs and allowing the cloth to be fashioned around her bottom. This was the infantilization process, the age regression that was core to every Mommy Claire experience. In all of her writings I understood the sexual manipulation, the tease and denial, but the part I never quite understood was the baby play. Now I was seeing it transpire and I still failed to see the intrigue.

The girl didn’t mind being diapered. In fact, based on the smile on her face while it was happening, I think she may have liked it. This was different than what I had read, where Mommy Claire usually had to get her subject insane with lust before transforming her existence. Perhaps Mommy Claire took some liberties in her writing, or maybe this girl was the outlier, the exception to the rule.

Once the baby powder was applied, and sensually rubbed in, and Mommy Claire had cinched the diaper in place, the next moments were filled with uncertainty. What would Mommy Claire do with a subject that offered no resistance?

I didn’t need to wait to find out, as Mommy Claire gave the girl a kiss on her flat stomach and then proceeded to reposition her charge. The girl spread out on the four-poster bed, the crisp and clean diaper her only clothing, her head now in Mommy Claire’s lap. It was exciting to watch, made even more erotic when Mommy Claire brushed her hardened nipple against the girl’s cheek.

The girl responded the only way she knew how.

She began to suckle, as if it was the most natural act in the world, and I have to admit I thought it was beautiful. Yes, it turned me on, but it also presented a new view on the ABDL world, one that said there was more to this lifestyle than I had originally expected, and not just for the girl, Mommy Claire seemed to enjoy the connection every bit as much as the little girl on her breast.

As exciting as the entire scene was, it was not the end of the fun for Mommy Claire and her able-bodied assistant. Mommy Claire had more in store for her submissive little one, something that required that the girl be dressed in a baby doll outfit that left little to the imagination. It was small and it was tight and it made me wonder just what Mommy Claire had in mind next?

Once dressed, Mommy Claire led the girl down the hall, to the special play room at the end. I had been in that room, and experienced its wonder, and had no doubt that the girl’s infantilization process was about to be accelerated.

You see, the room at the end of the hall wasn’t a room at all, but instead a giant gymnasium, equipped with everything an adult baby could possibly want or need, including a giant castle, oversized toys, and soft soft padding on the floor, the kind that made the entire room feel like one giant moon bounce.

In the center of it all, wearing nothing but a diaper; was another adult baby, a muscle physique guy. For the first time since I had come to Las Vegas I was jealous, not of the baby play, but because it looked like this guy was going to get to have naked erotic fun with this beautiful girl.

Mommy Claire made introductions. “This is your play date; you can do whatever you want with him."

Mommy Claire took the girl by the hand, led her to the other adult baby, and proceeded to remove his diaper. The jealousy I felt before was just the tip of the iceberg compared to how I felt when I saw his clean-shaven penis, erect, pointing right at his new friend.

Mommy Claire turned to walk away, leaving the pair to play, but before she did she said over her shoulder, "Her diaper stays on."

Those words led me to believe nothing sexual would happen between them however I apparently misinterpreted, because no sooner had the door closed and the guy was tearing at the girl’s nightie, removing it from her body and leaving her bare breasts naked before him. And he didn’t stop there, he fondled her skin, caressed her breasts, and pinched her nipples. At first, I wasn’t sure how she would react, but then she began her own exploration, touching his stomach and stroking his skin on her way to his hairless cock.

His erection grew in response to her touch, and when she lowered her head, and took the head of his penis between her lips, I swear I gasped every bit as much as he did. And as if that wasn’t enough to send me reaching for my dick, the girl wrapped her tiny little fingers around his cock and began a rapid-fire stroking that resulted in an explosive mess and a loud guttural groan. At that moment I envied him with all of my being. God how I wished it was me on the receiving end of those ministrations, a vision I would relive in my head later that evening while alone in my room.

To his credit, the boy baby didn’t let the whole sordid scene end with his orgasm. Instead, he moved on the girl, exploring her body with his hungry hands, stimulating her desire, driving her lust. He was quite adept, simultaneously tickling her sensitive zones while continuing to keep her off balance.

“Tell me if you want me to stop," he said, but she was having trouble keeping her legs from spreading, submitting to his control every bit as much as she had submitted to Mommy Claire.

I thought for sure it was going to end in sex, him plunging his rod deep inside of her, but that didn’t seem to be his goal. He seemed quite content to make her squirm under his touch, right up until she did the unexpected.

I could see the strain on her face as she tried to resist, and saw the absolute shock to her system when she lost that battle. She peed in her diaper like a little girl, and in that moment of weakness, he planted an open-mouthed kiss right on her lips, securing his dominance over her and her beautiful body.

I didn’t even notice Mommy Claire re-enter the room until she was pushing the girl onto her back and removing her diaper. The camera was partially obstructed, blocking my view of what Mommy Claire was doing, but I had no problem seeing the girl’s face, and her contorted response to the pleasure she was receiving. This girl liked being diapered, and being babied, and she was quite content to provide Mommy Claire complete and absolute control in exchange for the experience.

It took more than a moment for the gravity of the situation to take hold in my mind. This girl just peed in her diaper and it seemed she was ok with it. It made me rethink everything I thought I knew about Mommy Claire’s life, and reconfirmed the notion that I really did have a lot to learn about the ABDL world.
 


SCENE 9
Cairo
 

Alyssa, the main subject of the day’s activities, was gone shortly after that, and I thought my day was done as well, until I received a message that Mommy Claire wanted to see me.

While my first day was nothing like what I had expected, it was an enlightening experience all the same, one that I hoped would bring me one step closer to understanding the lure of adult baby play and the draw of time spent with Mommy Claire.

“So, what did you think of your first day in my world?” Mommy Claire asked when I entered her office.

“It was educational,” I replied.

“And erotic?” she questioned.

“Yes, erotic,” I agreed.

“I guess you’ve figured out that Alyssa wasn’t anything like my normal partner,” Mommy Claire said, “but the timing was perfect and I wanted you to get a flavor of what age regression is all about.”

A flavor? I got a firsthand look and it was hot as hell. I refrained from sharing that thought with Mommy Claire.

“Alyssa will be back tomorrow,” Mommy Claire offered. “If you want, I can arrange for you to meet her, perhaps do an interview.”

The very thought of meeting that sexy girl had me all sorts of excited. I struggled to keep my erection from growing, a fact that Mommy Claire was quick to point out.

“Looks like you’re starting to like it here,” she said, “let’s see if we can make tomorrow even better.”

I left Mommy Claire in her office and made the long trek to the cottage at the back end of the estate, my lodging during my stay. I was grateful that it was so far from everything and everyone, because for what I had planned, I definitely wanted some privacy.
 


SCENE 10
Mommy Claire
 

Cairo’s first day did not turn out as I had planned. He demonstrated great resistance but not to my dominance, but instead to infantilization. I still needed to find a way past his objections but he wasn’t my normal foe, he wasn’t an over-entitled alpha, I couldn’t use my normal tricks. I would need to find a new way.

Before I called it a night I decided to peak in on my newest guest, to see how he was coming along. Much to my surprise the hidden camera in the cottage living room showed me something I did not expect. The religious young man staying at my estate wasn’t as pure as I first thought, his extended masturbation session telling me that lust coursed through his blood just like everyone else, and based on his exuberance, perhaps even more.
 


SCENE 11
Cairo
 

I met Mommy Claire for breakfast and she informed me that Alyssa would be returning earlier than expected. Apparently the infantilization efforts were more effective than initially thought, and Alyssa was having trouble with bowel control. I thought it all very curious, and actually questioned in my own mind whether or not I was being set-up, tricked into believing that Mommy Claire had truly dominated this poor girl’s mind to the point she could no longer keep from peeing herself.

The whole idea was frankly preposterous, it was one thing to tickle a woman until she lost control, anyone could understand that, but to get so far inside of a woman’s head, in only a single day, that she would lose all sense of adult training, was absolutely, well, preposterous. I wasn’t about to say that to Mommy Claire, she was my meal ticket after all, but that didn’t stop my skeptical mind from questioning every little detail. I may have needed to go along, but I was no fool.

I had barely made the trek from the dining area to the control room before Alyssa was bursting through the front door, tearing off her clothes in the process. At first, I thought her desires were based in sex, but no sooner was a diaper placed around her waist and she was squatting in the center of the room, filling the diaper with pee.

I thought the entire exchange was odd but Mommy Claire was giddy at the prospect. “You are such a good girl," she exclaimed.

The relief on Alyssa’s face was obvious, she must have been holding that pee for such a long time, almost to the point of pain. I couldn’t figure out why she would do that.

Like a seasoned Sherpa guiding a newbie along the path, Mommy Claire offered some sage advice. “It's ok to lose control, sometimes the best part of being a baby is giving up control, allowing me to take all of your stress and responsibilities."

"But I couldn't pee without putting on the diaper," Alyssa explained.

The smile on Mommy Claire’s face expressed her joy in the revelation. “Most people only regress while we're together," she said, "but you are an interesting case. Once you lost control it seemed to have a more permanent effect."

The process could become permanent? That was news to me. It seemed like a stretch but the evidence was right before my eyes, this girl, Alyssa, was losing her mind and Mommy Claire was guiding every step of the process.

Alyssa thought hard, and was about to interject, to assert herself, when Mommy Claire took control once more.

“It's ok," Mommy Claire assured her, "my suggestion is for you to completely give in, by doing that you will free yourself of any mental constraints."

I wasn’t sure that was good advice, certainly not for a girl who was worried about losing control, but there was something between them, an unspoken bond, a level of trust. Before I knew it, Mommy Claire had a new diaper on her submissive little girl and Alyssa willingly placed her head in Mommy’s lap and began to suck on her nipple. It might have been disturbing, the mental control that Mommy Claire exhibited, if it weren’t for how excited the entire exchange made me. Did Mommy Claire have that effect on everyone? Was she a master of mental manipulation and control? That argument might have built up in my head were it not for what happened next.

Alyssa shit herself.

There’s probably some polite Mommy way to say it, but what I saw was a grown woman give up all sense of self, and revert back to the little girl who wanted nothing more than to submit to mommy’s loving control. I had no doubt Alyssa was conquered. Why else would someone regress so deeply? And in that moment, I began to question everything I thought I knew about Mommy Claire, about what was fiction, and about what was real.

While any normal person would squirm at the thought of having to clean another person’s shit, Mommy Claire was in her glory. It was as if she loved the experience, and was ready to savor every blessed moment. Was that even possible? Could someone gain joy from cleaning dirty diapers? Or did Mommy Claire get her excitement from a different source, not from the physical act, but the mental transition?

The day continued in a similar fashion, Alyssa losing control, and Mommy Claire lovingly cleaning her and making her whole. Any elements of sex that had been present earlier were gone now, Alyssa wasn’t submitting for sexual gratification, there was a different motive for her actions now, something more complex, something rooted deep inside.

When late afternoon arrived, and it seemed they were approaching the natural end to the day, Mommy Claire introduced another new variable.

“You are welcome to stay here,” she said to Alyssa, “at least until we figure out if you will ever be able to regain your self-control. It may be the best option since it seems your infantilization has completely taken over."
 


SCENE 12
Cairo
 

Once again, I was directed to report to Mommy Claire before ending my day. I anticipated it would be another review session, to see how I was coming along and if there was anything I needed.

The entire day was one giant mind fuck, definitely for Alyssa but for me as well. My entire view of reality had been altered and I wasn’t sure where it could possibly go from there.

Fortunately, Mommy Claire was one step ahead of my thinking, arranging one-on-one interview time with Alyssa, to delve deeper into this new and strange world.

“Wait here,” Mommy Claire said, instructing me to wait in her office while she went to get Alyssa. I was excited to interview the young girl, to find out how her mind works, and what exactly had happened in the infantilization process, but I was also nervous. I had seen things, things I couldn’t erase from my mind, things that impacted me as much as they had her.

Not more than a couple of minutes had passed and Mommy Claire returned with the sexy young girl. “Let me know when you’re finished,” Mommy Claire said, “I’d like to meet with her when you’re done.”

Alyssa was dressed in a pink, baby-doll nightie that left little to the imagination. No sooner had Mommy Claire closed the door, leaving Alyssa and I alone, and my nerves began to shake and rattle. “Uh, uh, uh, hi,” I said.

Alyssa laughed. “Are you ok?”

I tried to collect myself. “I’m just a little nervous,” I admitted, “you’re so beautiful.”

“Aw, you’re sweet,” she replied. “Mommy said you wanted to interview me?”

“Yes,” I answered, but I couldn’t stop picturing her naked sex romp, I couldn’t get the image of her beautiful body out of my head.

Needless to say, the interview didn’t yield much fruit. Just being in the same room as Alyssa had me all sorts of confused, there were so many questions I had intended to ask but when the time came, I was helpless. I only hoped that wouldn’t spell the end of my time as Mommy Claire’s editor.
 


SCENE 13
Mommy Claire
 

I left Cairo alone with Alyssa in my office and raced to the security control room to watch. I wanted to hear his questions, I wanted to see her response. What I got in exchange was odd. Cairo couldn’t get the first word out, it was like he was intimidated by Alyssa, literally shaking in his boots. I couldn’t understand why he would waste the opportunity to learn about my world, and it made me wonder if he truly was being open-minded or if he was just playing an act to keep his job.
 


SCENE 14
Cairo
 

After the interview I left Alyssa with Mommy Claire and scurried to the control room to watch what was about to unfold. How pathetic was I? I was unable to even speak to her when we were in the same room yet I couldn’t wait to watch her from afar.

I’m not sure what I missed, but what I did see left me in a helpless state of jealousy.

I had to pan through several cameras before I found them and when I did it was on the second floor, in the Victorian suite. Alyssa was naked, following after Mommy Claire who seemed to be leaving her behind. It excited me watching Alyssa’s naked body, but what happened next shook me to my core.

Alyssa’s play date from the previous day was there to greet her in nothing but his birthday suit. I may not have mentioned it before, but he was a body builder, and one look at his muscular frame made me feel small and insignificant.

Alyssa must have liked what she saw because she pushed him onto his back and mounted him in one fell swoop. Just like that she took the full length of his cock inside of her, and all at once I felt extremely jealous while also extremely horny.

The guy, fully enjoying being on the receiving end of her aggression, quickly turned the tables, shifting positions and beginning his own rapid thrusts. His strokes were long, pumping deep inside of Alyssa, and her cries of lust practically pierced my ears.

Unlike earlier, when Tim was by my side while the events played out on the screen, this time I was all alone in the control room, a wild sex scene unfolding before my eyes. I looked around, confirming no one was there, then I did the only thing that made sense, unzipping my fly and taking my shaft in hand. It didn’t take long, not with the visual of a naked Alyssa on the screen, and soon I shot my load, frustrated that it wasn’t me on the receiving end of Alyssa’s attention, but satisfied with the release of my pent-up desire.


SCENE 15
Cairo
 

I returned to my cottage shortly after nine, having already released one orgasm and fully ready for another. I have always had a powerful sex drive but the constant stimulus of this job was sending it to unprecedented levels. It didn’t take long, stroking my cock and fantasizing about Alyssa, and before I knew it, I was passed out, a satisfied grin on my well spent face.
 


SCENE 16
Mommy Claire
 

Cairo was proving to be a greater challenge than I had expected, only now that I knew he wasn’t interested in learning about ABDL, my options for infantilizing him grew. He may not have been a cocky alpha but he was still being deceitful, and that was justification to use extreme measures to bring him to my way of thinking.
 


SCENE 17
Cairo
 

I hadn’t even made it to the dining hall for my morning meeting with Mommy Claire and already I could tell that something was different. It was Friday, the day of Mommy Claire’s big play date and sleepover, and the entire estate was abuzz in preparations for the big arrival. I was filled with my own excitement and curiosity, to see who the new guest would be, to see what kind of grown woman would submit to adult baby play.

For my part I would not be seen nor would I get to meet any of the participants. Mommy Claire set me up as an observer, watching the activities from the confines of the security control room.

Tim, the head of security, gave me another tutorial on how to manage the equipment, this time covering the full capabilities of the microphones and sound system. It was a rather intuitive set-up and before long I had the hang of it. It was quite impressive, far better than anyone would expect to find in a private residence.

I was disappointed that I would not get the opportunity to meet the participants, to question them, to find out their own personal motives in seeking time with Mommy Claire, but that would have to wait. As important as those factors were to truly getting inside the mind of the ABDL world, Mommy Claire had a different plan in mind for my education.

From my seat at the panel I could monitor every square inch of the estate, and many of those also included sound. I may not have wanted to be an adult baby myself; but with Mommy Claire’s set-up, I was about to get the next best thing.

I made idle chit chat with Tim while we waited for the events to begin.

“So, how’d you get this gig?” I asked.

“Same as everyone else I guess,” Tim replied.

“How’s that!” I inquired, unsure of how any of the employees got their jobs on the estate.

His response was quick and to the point. “Mommy Claire,” he stated.

Again, I didn’t know what that meant but I inferred from his tone that it wasn’t a line of questioning he wished to pursue. I still wanted to know more, and had time to kill, so I pivoted the conversation. “Have you always been in security?” I asked.

“I’m not in security,” he replied. “I do R&D for a tech company downtown, Artificial Intelligence and Robotics.”

That was quite a bombshell. “No offense,” I said, “but what are you doing here?”

“I only come out when Mommy Claire needs something,” he said.

“That’s very nice of you,” I added.

His response was rather cryptic. “We all give what we can and get what we need.”

“And you come whenever she has a guest?”

“Nah,” he replied with a smile, “I’m here to train the newbie.”

It took me a moment to realize that I was the newbie that took him away from his normal job. “Sorry,” I said, “I’ll try to learn quick.”

“No biggie,” he responded, “whenever I go above and beyond, I always get a reward. You’re cool.”

The way he spoke created just as many questions in my head as his words had answered, but we had higher priorities, our subject had arrived.

The woman pulled up at exactly five and I have to admit I was surprised. She wasn’t at all what I expected. Perhaps I thought she’d be young, perhaps I thought she would already be in a diaper, perhaps I thought she would be homely or insecure, but Kelly Innocence was none of those things.

At first glance she was a soccer mom, a very attractive soccer mom, but a soccer mom nonetheless. She had the minivan to prove it, along with a subtle presentation that screamed a lot of things, but adult baby was not one of them.

Kelly shuttled up the steep front steps with a skip to her step and gave Mommy Claire a big hug the moment she walked through the door. I could tell by the embrace that there was a special connection between them. This wasn’t just about lust and sex, they shared an emotional bond, one that went deeper than a mere tryst.

Mommy Claire didn’t waste any time, placing her arm around Kelly, guiding her into the mansion and up the stairs. “I'm so glad you're here today,” I heard her say, “we have a play date with some special friends.”

They made it to the second floor, touching and caressing one another along the way, until they arrived at Mommy Claire’s favorite suite, The Victorian. It was quite an experience watching Kelly’s response as she took it all in for the first time. She stepped across the threshold and her eyes went wide. Kelly liked what she saw in the decor, the vintage antiques, the fine linens, the fabulous four-poster bed. There was something about the ambiance that brought out the romance of the moment, and Kelly was taken by its power.

Mommy Claire walked over to the four-poster bed and patted the cover. Like a good little girl, Kelly ran over and jumped up. I hadn’t experienced any of their previous sessions, but it was obvious by the way things transpired that Kelly was not new to adult baby play. In an instant her clothes were gone, and Mommy Claire’s hands were all over her.

It was very erotic watching without being seen and I’ll admit that I got turned on. This woman, Kelly, may have been older, but she was hot; bottle blonde hair, pretty face, nice rack and completely nude. It was like watching live porn and I was getting paid to do it. If Tim hadn’t been there, who knows what I might have been doing while this sexy scene played out before me.

And if all that wasn’t enough, Mommy Claire was relentless in the way she touched and teased, skating over Kelly’s stomach with the tips of her fingers, caressing her arms, rubbing her calves, gently stroking her inner thighs. Through it all, Kelly never resisted, granting Mommy Claire complete access and control.

By the time the last of her clothing was gone, Kelly was a hot mess, her nipples rock hard, her legs spread, her hips bucking of their own accord. Mommy Claire was driving her lust and Kelly was letting it happen, indulging in the ecstasy, savoring the joy. I chanced a quick peek around the room, to see if Tim was watching and much to my surprise, he was engrossed in whatever he was doing on his computer. Was that even possible? How could he not be captivated by what was playing out before us.

“Do you usually watch?” I asked, curious as to how he could be so detached from the erotic scene.

“That’s all you,” he replied, “doesn’t do anything for me.”

That couldn’t be. There wasn’t a guy on the planet who didn’t get excited watching naked women. Despite that thought plowing through my head, I answered by saying, “It’s not like I asked to be here. It was either come out here and learn about this or lose my job.”

I’m not sure why I felt the need to cover up, to act as if two beautiful women getting intimate wasn’t hot, but I did, and I would continue to be self-conscious as long as Tim was there in the control room with me.

Fortunately, I really did have a job to do so I focused my energies on taking good notes of everything that was happening. That’s when the action on the monitors moved from the bedroom into the master bath. Unlike the bedroom, which was outfitted in period decor, the bathroom was an ode to modern amenities with marble countertops, a walk-in shower and a large soaking tub that was filled to the brim with warm bubbling water. All the while Mommy Claire never lost contact with her subject, massaging and stroking Kelly’s skin right up until she was in the bath, submerged beneath the silky water.

The entire scene was unbelievably erotic, made even more thrilling when Mommy Claire began to disrobe. This I watched in absolute awe.

It was a titillating show that Mommy Claire put on, revealing her skin a little at a time, then covering up, flashing her shoulders and legs and breasts for brief glimpses before hiding beneath a plush towel. The way she did it, building the anticipation, had me beside myself with desire and I could see it was having the same effect on Kelly, who had pushed her hand beneath the bubbles and began feverishly stimulating herself.

Of course, Mommy Claire scolded her. “Polite little girls do not touch themselves like that,” she said, but the look on her face told me that she liked the effect she was having on Kelly. She liked that Kelly couldn’t control herself.

The towel finally hit the floor and I got to see Mommy Claire in the nude from head to toe. Let me tell you, if Tim had not been six feet away, I most certainly would have played with myself while watching. Mommy Claire was gorgeous in person, smoking hot even, but seeing her naked was over the top exciting. I had never seen such an incredible body and I immediately knew why so many men, and apparently women, gave in to her.

Watching these two sexy women take a bath was awesome and then Mommy Claire got into position to shave Kelly’s kitty and I was blown away. Just six months ago I was in college, hanging out with my buddies, dreaming about one day getting a job, and there I was getting paid to watch homemade porn. It certainly conflicted with my religious upbringing, but I had to admit, it wasn’t difficult getting up for work in the morning.

Kelly must have had a half dozen orgasms while Mommy Claire used her fingers and the straight blade to remove all of her hair. I definitely would have had a couple of my own had I been alone. Through it all Mommy Claire touched her everywhere, her thighs, her flower, her rosebud, and not once did Kelly resist, allowing her lust to be teased to the brink, edged to the limit. At one point, Kelly began to buck her hips, in search of more stimulus, but Mommy Claire wouldn’t allow it, and soon this mature woman was in the same position as all of the characters in Mommy Claire’s stories; at the pinnacle of lustful desire, completely dependent on Mommy Claire for relief.

When Mommy Claire was done having her fun, bath time ended. It was followed by an erotic drying with a soft, plush towel. Once again Mommy Claire turned a normal every day act into an erotic show and once again Kelly was writhing and moaning in delight with every touch. It was becoming clear to me why people came to Mommy Claire, why they submitted to her mommy play. She provided an unending array of sensual stimulus that people enjoyed, and she knew exactly how to deliver it to maximum effect. She was a master, and the horny, panting Kelly was proof positive.

Despite all of the teasing that Kelly had endured, and the unbridled lust that was evident with every one of her actions, not once did she resist Mommy Claire’s control, nor did she try to satisfy her own desire. She truly was a submissive adult baby and Mommy Claire was right there to exploit the opportunity, plying Kelly’s kitty with even more stimulus, including a healthy dose of baby powder applied by gentle yet skilled fingers. The entire scene was highly erotic and sexual, right up until Mommy Claire swaddled Kelly in an oversized diaper.

In an instant the situation changed.

Kelly was still topless, her magnificent breasts on full display, but now her lower half was presented as a baby, infantilized. By the time Kelly was dressed, in a fresh clean diaper, and a pair of overalls that covered her bottom but left her fabulous breasts still on full display, her disposition was totally changed. No longer was Kelly a horny mature woman, now she was little girl, in body, in mind and in spirit.

“You're going to be the prettiest girl here," Mommy Claire said once Kelly’s outfit was complete.

Kelly responded with a look of bewilderment.

"For our play date," Mommy Claire explained. "You knew we had friends coming over, right?"

The look on Kelly’s face said it all. The lust coursing through her veins was still there, she may have been Mommy Claire’s good little girl, but she was still searching for whatever it would take to satisfy her need.
 


SCENE 18
Cairo
 

Tim showed me a few more features of the control panel before he left to go get a bite to eat. I had been waiting to be alone, to take care of a growing problem, however I didn’t know how long he would be gone and couldn’t risk being caught pleasuring myself while watching Mommy Claire. I had to be good, at least until the end of the day, when it was certain I would be releasing all of this pent-up desire in the privacy of my cottage.

Mommy Claire finished her efforts in the suite and moved Kelly to the play room. Kelly’s response was exactly what you would expect from a small child being thrust into a world of wonder. She was excited, and thrilled, and couldn’t wait to explore.

Kelly’s first step onto the air padded floor sent her tumbling, her high pitched scream echoing in the cavernous room, however when she realized it was perfectly safe for any fall, her screams turned into fits of laughter. It was a wonderful juxtaposition that perfectly reflected the age regression that was taking place.

Kelly explored, crawling around on her knees, checking out all there was to see. There was so much; a castle, a slide, a ball pit, but Kelly never got any further than the vibrating mounds in the center of the room. They were small hills built into the floor, about three feet across and eighteen inches high, that vibrated when touched. Kelly was fascinated by them and, with Mommy Claire’s assistance, she shed her overalls and diaper, climbed naked atop one of the mounds, threw one leg over the top and pressed down on the rounded peak. In an instant Kelly found the spot with the strongest vibration and ground her kitty against the ridges of that surface.

I had never seen a woman masturbate before and let me tell you it was so hot. Watching this beautiful, mature woman give in to lust, forsaking everything else in pursuit of her sexual desire, had my mind reeling. I had no idea that a woman would ever submit so absolutely to desire. It made me rethink everything I thought I knew about women and sex.

Completely lost in the physical sensations Kelly was shocked when Mommy Claire cut off the power to the vibrating mound. I could only imagine how frustrating that must have been, and despite how I expected this was going to end, with Kelly completely satisfied in a stew of her own juices, I actually felt sorry for her at that moment.

"We need to save some of that energy for our guests," Mommy Claire explained, but her words did little to pacify Kelly’s desire. She wanted sexual stimulus and nothing else was going to keep those demons at bay.

Feverishly I jotted notes, trying to get it all down, trying to capture the essence of the moment. As much as I thought this job was ideal for my journalism experience, it was proving to lean every bit as much on my sociology background. There was more going on than just the physical presentation, I needed to get inside the minds of the subjects, I needed to figure out what made them tick.

While I contemplated those thoughts, a bell I hadn’t heard before went off. I scrambled to see what was going on, scanning monitor to monitor until I found what I was looking for, a group of strangers at the front door.

Mommy Claire and Kelly heard the bell as well, intriguing Kelly, causing her to move towards the door.

“Aw, you don't have to get up," Mommy Claire said. "I'll meet our guests and bring them in. You wait here."

Mommy Claire quickly dressed Kelly and then made the long walk down the steps to the front door. There were four people waiting to be let in. A quick review of the guest logs revealed it was Randy with his adult baby girl Ella, and Todd with his little, Tiffany.

Mommy Claire welcomed them in like fast friends, saying, “I have a newbie with us tonight.”

The mention of a newbie was met with mixed reactions. “Oh?” more than one in the group questioned.

"But she's coming along nicely," Mommy Claire explained as she led the group up the sweeping staircase. “I expect her to do just fine."

On the second floor each couple was directed to their own suite, where they changed to get ready for the evening activities. I probably shouldn’t have, because it wasn’t part of my assignment, but I watched each of the new adult babies as they were undressed and changed by their dominant daddies. Randy was tall and thin with reddish hair and he was very aggressive with his little Ella, who was tiny in comparison. He tossed her about while removing her clothes and even gave her a firm swat on the ass when she turned over. It seemed wrong, hitting a defenseless woman, but her response was anything but negative. She liked it, and she liked him.

Todd and Tiffany were totally different. Not only were they roughly the same size, but Todd wasn’t aggressive at all. He pampered Tiffany. Their changing process included a lot of stroking and caressing, with Tiffany treated like a porcelain doll, serviced and put on a pedestal.

I was learning more and more about the ABDL world with each passing moment. There was no single type that came to the lifestyle, every single person that I had seen so far came with their own needs, their own expectations, and yet somehow playing the role of baby, or dominant, worked for them, met their need. I tried to capture all of those thoughts in my notes but everything was happening so fast and I didn’t want to miss any of the action.

The new girls were much younger than Kelly, and both were extremely hot, but for the first time in my life I wasn’t sure who I desired more. Kelly was older, and more mature, and for the first time a part of me found those attributes extremely sexy.

Ella and Tiffany’s outfits consisted of baby doll nighties that more closely resembled lingerie than sleepwear. They looked hot but I couldn’t help thinking that Kelly, in her overalls that completely exposed her magnificent bosoms, looked better. Perhaps it came down to personal preference, or maybe, I was beginning to change, to find greater stimulus than just a youthful appearance.

Inside the child play area Ella and Tiffany ran about, and they, just like Kelly, stumbled on the surface, landing flat on their faces. The soft padded floor cushioned their falls and they both started laughing uncontrollably. Kelly watched in wonder from the center of the room, curious as to what was going on, not exactly sure where she fit in.

What happened next shocked and delighted me.

Ella got to Kelly first, wrestling her to the floor, pinning her down. It was an aggressive move, one that completely took Kelly off guard, but it wasn’t violent in any way. In fact, I think Kelly liked it. And then, before she could truly grasp what Ella was doing, Tiffany joined in on the fun.

In an instant, Kelly’s clothes were gone and she had two adult babies suckling at her breasts. If I thought that was hot, things got even hotter when the daddies decided to follow suit.

Randy was the first to enter the fray, yanking down Ella’s diaper and plunging himself deep inside of her. She may have been young but she didn't miss a beat, taking the full length of his cock while never breaking away from her suckling. I was impressed.

Todd, not to be outdone, moved in and I knew it was going to be good. Not only was he well-built and well hung, but he was also very competitive, not to be shown up by anyone or anything. He approached his little one, Tiffany, from behind and proceeded to yank down her diaper just like Randy had done to Ella, however instead of impaling her with his hardened cock, Todd dropped down to the mat, spun his head between her thighs, and began licking and servicing Tiffany’s kitty with his tongue. To her credit, she tried to stay on Kelly's nipple, but Todd’s stimulus was too much and soon she was moaning aloud, gasping for breath, unable to think straight let alone continue her efforts at the nursing breast.

The whole scene was super hot and the temperature rose even higher when Mommy Claire got in between Kelly’s legs and started her own licking. Soon, all three adult babies were writhing and moaning in sexual delight, while their dominant parents savored the fruits of their loins.

Mommy Claire had Kelly lost in orgasmic euphoria when the others stopped what they were doing and redirected their attention to the newest member of the group. In an instant five sets of hands, and five sets of lips, were groping and caressing and massaging Kelly, granting her unbelievable stimulus, rendering her submissive to whatever they had planned for her next. Naked bodies continued to intertwine, groping, fondling, caressing until the first penis erupted, from there it was a sticky sopping mess of repeated orgasms and projectile semen, covering every body part, leaving every participant dazed, confused and utterly satisfied.

I had heard about orgies but watching one in real time was much different than I had expected. There was so much going on it was difficult to know where to turn my eyes or what to follow. In the end, I tried my best to capture everything that had happened but I was certain that there was no way I could possibly do it justice.


SCENE 19
Cairo
 

The group moved from the play room to one of the suites where they participated in a group shower. I watched with great delight as the swarm of naked bodies intertwined in yet another orgy like event. This time the focus was on the touching of skin, the tone of the encounter transitioning from sexual to sensual, but still hot as hell. They continued the gentle fondling and caressing until everyone was clean at which time they continued more of the same with the soft plush towels. As much as I was meant to learn all about the adult baby lifestyle, I was becoming more and more convinced that baby play had little to do with it, and that everyone was there to satisfy their own unique lust driven needs.

After they were done in the bathroom the group moved into the adjoining suite where a collection of chairs was arranged in a circle, apparently for a chat session. I turned up the volume on the monitor so I could hear the details when the door to the control room opened and in walked Tim.

“They’re moving to the Exit Interview,” Tim informed me. “That’s private time, if you want to learn about that you’ll need to travel your own path.”

I had no intention of donning a diaper or submitting to age regression, so I gathered my belongings and left the control room. I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to do or where I was supposed to go so, I returned to my cottage, to think about all I had seen, and begin the difficult task of chronicling everything that had happened.

I wasn’t writing for even a minute when the details all came rushing back. It was the most erotic day of my life, and all I did was watch. In an instant my pants were around my ankles, my cock was in hand and I was stroking like a demon. I have always had strong convictions about sex but they did not apply to masturbation. Jerking off was the only way I could calm my desire when the build-up became too strong.

There is a particular way I like to play with myself, to stroke, to fondle, to maximize my pleasure, however the single greatest factor in the process is my brain and the thoughts streaming through my head. After everything I had seen, the mental stimulus was overwhelming, my little brain couldn’t process it all. From Kelly’s naked body to her riding the vibrating mound, from the six-person orgy in the playroom to the group shower and drying session, all of it had my mind atingle. It didn’t take many of those thoughts to send me over the edge.

As I sat there alone in my cottage, reliving the events of the day, stroking my cock from base to tip, I erupted. The splatter covered my stomach with a gallon of sticky goo and left my brain thoroughly satisfied if not quite spent.

I wasn’t sure how any of my future days at Mommy Claire’s estate would unfold, all I did know was that my desires were temporarily sated, and I could finally drift off to a peaceful sleep.


SCENE 20
Cairo
 

Mommy Claire was in a randy mood the next morning at breakfast. Our normal review meeting quickly morphed into something completely different, especially once Mommy Claire started spouting about her need to conquer.

“I’m heading to the gym today,” she informed me, “looking for a hard bodied Alpha to dominate.”

I thought she had done quite a bit of dominating the night before, to Kelly, but I guessed that was only an appetizer to the main feast. Mommy Claire had a particular penchant for alpha males, more specifically, she liked twisting them up in lust until they were rendered submissive. It was a hobby of hers, one that I had read about on numerous occasions but was hoping to finally get to see firsthand.

She left for several hours, to where I’m not sure, and when Mommy Claire returned it wasn’t a single hard bodied male that came back with her, but a magnificent couple, complete with hardened bodies and picture-perfect beauty.

Tyler, the guy, was over six feet tall and rippled with muscle. His dedication to the weight room and his body was obvious. He spent a lot of time at the gym and his bulging muscles showed it. His partner, Linda, was solid but her appearance was different. She was beautifully toned and sexy, right up until she flexed, at which time you saw the results of her countless hours at the gym. Together they were a beautiful pair and foretold an afternoon of erotic fun and delight for Mommy Claire.

Tyler and Linda arrived at the service entrance to Mommy Claire’s estate. I didn’t know why they thought they were there, but I suspected that the reality of their visit was sure to come as a big surprise.

Mommy Claire met them at the back gate and provided a very friendly hug and kiss before leading them to the gymnasium. It was a building that I hadn’t toured, so I was curious to see it, and was quite excited to see what Mommy Claire had in store for the hard-bodied couple.

From my position in the control room I could only see what the cameras covered but that included quite a bit; an Olympic sized swimming pool; a full-sized sports court and a weight and fitness area that would make any muscle head jealous. Mommy Claire gave Tyler and Linda the tour, finishing with, “I'd like to interview you both separately if that's ok?"

They didn't seem to mind and soon she was leading Linda down a labyrinth of corridors to an office in the back. “Would you like a coffee or some water?" Mommy Claire asked her guest.

Linda declined and I could tell by the look on her face that she wasn’t there for food or drink, she wanted to hear what Mommy Claire had to offer.

"I know I told you I wanted to bring you guys here to help me work out," Mommy Claire started, "and that's the story we're going to tell Tyler, but I have a very special offer for you."

Linda perked up.

Mommy Claire pressed on, “Now you have to agree that you won't tell Tyler anything.”

Linda nodded in agreement just like I knew she would. The excitement was all over her face, she wanted an opportunity, she was eager to hear what Mommy Claire had to say.

"If you do tell him anything then you will forfeit any reward," Mommy Claire added, looking Linda directly in the eyes as she said it.

I had been on the receiving end of Mommy Claire’s stare, it was penetrating, and let you know just how serious she was.

Linda nodded her head. She was still intrigued to hear the offer, but now there was an element of uncertainty to her normal confident manner.

Mommy Claire paused, making sure she had Linda’s full and complete attention, and then, when the anticipation had risen, she dropped the bombshell. “I want you to help me turn Tyler into a gay baby,” she said.

I had seen many different interactions with Mommy Claire and even I was taken off guard by that statement. But Linda didn’t seem the least bit phased. “And how much can I make?" she queried, as if she was bartering terms on an everyday agreement.

I’m not sure what Mommy Claire expected but she was pleased by Linda’s response. She smiled wide and said, "If we can get him into a diaper, I'll pay you five hundred dollars."

Linda’s exuberance quickly faded. "Is there any other way to get paid?"

Mommy Claire saw her response and was quick to add, “If we get him to poop and pee in that diaper, I'll give you five thousand, and if we can get him to suck dick while wearing the diaper, I'll pay ten thousand."

When I saw the look of defeat on Linda’s face at the mention of the diaper I thought all hope was lost, but the complete turnaround of her disposition at the mention of five thousand dollars, and then the utter look of glee when Mommy Claire mentioned ten thousand dollars, let me know that Linda would do just about anything for that kind of money. I had no doubt that Mommy Claire was going to exploit that weakness until she got what she wanted.

“What happens if we can't get him to do any of those things?" Linda asked.

"I don't like to reward failure," Mommy Claire replied, "but I do understand your time is worth something, so, if we are unable to convince him, I'll give you one hundred and fifty dollars."

The one hundred and fifty dollars did little to stimulate Linda, but she was still there, and I had no doubt that Mommy Claire had just secured a willing accomplice in her quest to dominate and infantilize Tyler.

As Mommy Claire escorted Linda back down the hall, she reminded her, “And remember, you can't tell him anything about it or you lose any and all rewards."

Linda nodded her head. It was obvious that she desperately wanted a chance at the ten thousand dollars, but she did her best to act like she was still unsure. “Let's say I'm open to helping you with this, how would it work?"

Mommy Claire smiled, a knowing smile that came from a position of strength. Linda was hers now and she knew it. So, she said the words Linda needed to hear, “I can be very persuasive. If you're in, I'll provide more details later."

Linda agreed, like I expected, but just what would come of this twisted affair I really wasn’t sure.
 


SCENE 21
Cairo
 

I’m not gay, I’m not attracted to guys, but I can tell you that Tyler had the best body of any guy I have ever seen. His muscles had muscles, but it wasn’t like he was over ripped, he was strong and shapely and damn I wished I had his look. And the way he strutted down the hall towards Mommy Claire’s office, he owned the world, alpha to the core. If this was like every other alpha encounter with Mommy Claire, Tyler was in for a big surprise.

“Tyler, if I offer you a special opportunity can you keep it from Linda?" Mommy Claire asked the moment he arrived at her door.

Just like Linda, Tyler had no problem keeping a secret from his friend. “Fuck yeah," he replied.

Mommy Claire cringed at his vulgar reply but did not allow that to deter her mission. “Would you have any problem with Linda being seduced by a woman?" she asked.

Like the traditional alpha male Tyler got excited at the prospect of two women hooking up. “Sounds kind of hot," he said.

Mommy Claire was quick to steer the conversation. “So you guys don't have any romantic involvement?"

"Nah," he replied, "she's cool to work out with, but that's it."

Mommy Claire pressed on, “So you wouldn't get jealous?"

"Nah, I don't give a crap about her."

"And would you help me get her into a diaper?"

Once again the word diaper entered the picture and once again the moment it did the conversation changed.

“Diapers?" he balked, not even trying to hide his distaste. "Is that what you're into?"

Once again Mommy Claire quickly resorted to her motivation tactics. “I'll give you a thousand dollars if you can make her wear a diaper and soil it."

Tyler answered, “That's fucked up. But yeah, I'll do it for a grand. But I don't think she'll go for it. What grown woman puts on a diaper?"

Mommy Claire was pleased with Tyler’s agreement but I could tell his language, and general presentation, offended her. “There's one other thing," she added, "you can't force her to do anything, and you can't tell her anything about this conversation. If you do you don't get any money."

Tyler, unfazed by the restrictions, responded, “Cool, when do we start?"

A warm smile crossed Mommy Claire’s face. “We can start tomorrow morning, can the two of you be here at seven?"

In his own cocky way Tyler replied, “I'll be here by seven and she'll be in diapers by nine.”

He shook Mommy Claire’s hand and left the office. It was interesting watching him strut down the hall, and his over-abundance of confidence, knowing full well that by the time Mommy Claire was done with him, he was going to be a submissive little boy, or maybe even girl.
 


SCENE 22
Cairo
 

Tyler and Linda left with instructions to return early the next morning. I used the break to jet back to my cottage and relieve my pent-up desire. As far as sessions went, the morning events with Tyler and Linda were rather tame, no sex, no erotica, but that didn’t mean I wasn’t horny. Ever since I arrived at the estate, and started to absorb all of the lust filled activities, I was in a constant state of arousal.

Under normal circumstances, back home, I would use some reading material to assist my masturbatory efforts, but in Vegas, with Mommy Claire, there was always an abundance of stimulus, from the scantily clad ladies that roamed the halls, to the sexy submissives that walked through Mommy Claire’s door, there was always something to pique my interest. This particular jerk off session took me back to the Kelly Innocence visit and the way she looked, bare breasted in her under sized overalls.

“Oh, Kelly,” I moaned, stroking my shaft from base to tip, simulating suckling on her beautiful bosoms. It didn’t take long and soon semen spouted from the tip; my sanity temporarily restored.

It felt good, not just the stroking part, but the release of all of the pent-up energy. Ever since I arrived, I was wanking it twice a day, in the morning and again at night, but that wasn’t enough, two orgasms proved to be insufficient to quell my desire, necessitating my need to find time in the day for a third release.

No sooner had I finished cleaning up than my phone rang. It was Mommy Claire, calling me in for yet another meeting.

I found her in the dining room. No food would be served for this meeting however the large table and fabulous view out the bay window made it one of Mommy Claire’s favorite meeting spots. She met me at the door and I have to admit her outfit took me off guard.

She wore a muscle tank top that barely contained her heaving bosoms, her beautiful cleavage on full display. Her lower half was covered in spandex, a tight fit that left little to the imagination. I had seen Mommy Claire nude on the small security monitors, and let me tell you her body is magnificent, but seeing her up close and personal, even if she was covered, was an absolute treat. I was glad I had already cum, because if I hadn’t, I’m not sure how I would have contained myself.

I couldn’t help but sneak glances at her gorgeous tits, at her shapely figure. She didn’t notice, thank God, she was my boss after all, but that didn’t change the fact that I liked looking at her, convinced I had just found my new spank bank material.

“You’ve been here almost a week,” Mommy Claire started, “I’m curious to get your impression?”

I had to shake the cobwebs from my head and focus. This was work. I was there to do a job. Fortunately, the question she asked was something I had been thinking about every moment since I arrived.

“This place is phenomenal. You are incredible. Everyone here is extremely nice, but...”

“Go on,” Mommy Claire implored, intrigued by what I had to say.

“But it isn’t what I expected. Not from reading your stories, not from what I thought I knew about the ABDL world,” I offered.

Mommy Claire nodded her head, not like she was agreeing with me, but like she was interested in what I had to say, and wanted to hear more. “Explain,” she added.

I drew in a deep breath, steeling my nerves for what I was about to say. It was the truth, but I had a fear in how it would be received. “I knew there was a lot of sex in your encounters,” I said, “but everything I’ve seen so far has been all sex. And although you put Kelly and Alyssa in diapers, overall it hasn’t seemed like adult baby play at all.”

Mommy Claire’s response, if there was one, was stoic. “I see,” she said.

“I hope I didn’t offend,” I offered, trying to soften the blow of my critique.

“I will admit,” Mommy Claire replied, “the subjects you have seen so far have not been my traditional adult baby sessions. I will make sure that the future engagements you watch are more in line with mommy play. But perhaps you need to think about your own bias in all this.”

My bias? That took me off guard. “I don’t understand, what do you mean, my bias?”

Mommy Claire offered a condescending smile. She was about to teach me something, something I should have already known. “You see things from your own eyes, your own perspective, colored by your own experiences,” she said.

“Doesn’t everyone?” I asked.

“Of course,” she replied, “which is why I have asked you repeatedly to partake in the experience yourself.”

There it was again, her constant referral to getting me into a diaper. “I don’t think that would change anything,” I replied. 


She was quick to respond. “I know you don’t,” she offered, “but maybe you need to ask yourself, is the reason you only see sex in all of these interactions because you keep falling back on your own experience, your own perspective. Might you observe other details if you were open to them?” 

For once I finally felt like I had the upper hand in our conversation. “I’ve never had sex either but that doesn’t mean I can’t watch and understand what’s going on.”

The look on her face was priceless. I guess I didn’t expect my virginity to be such a shocker but her response said it all. “You’ve never had sex?”

“Nope,” I replied confidently, “yet I have no problem writing about it, in great detail.”

The initial shock faded and Mommy Claire was right back to her normal, confident self. “Perhaps I’m mistaken,” she admitted, “I didn’t realize you’ve spent as much time contemplating the adult baby world as you have thinking about sex. Now that I know, I really can’t explain why you connect with the sexual aspects but not the infantilization.”

She got me and she knew it.

It was true, I had never had sex, but it had been an integral part of my thinking every day since I was a boy. Still, I wasn’t going to submit to her baby games, but I did come to the realization that I needed to be more open-minded about Mommy Claire’s world. “Perhaps if I could interview your adult babies,” I offered, “then I could get a better feel for what it’s all about.”

Mommy Claire agreed to arrange some interview time and then sent me own my way. I had a lot to think about, to get better as an editor, and hopefully save my job.
 


SCENE 23
Mommy Claire
 

I invited Cairo to a meeting in the dining room intent on driving his lust. He wasn’t submitting to the adult baby experience through my verbal requests and I figured it was time for a little push on his libido. I picked a special outfit for the occasion, one that did not present me as a mommy, but as an object of sexual desire. His reaction the moment he laid eyes on me told me I had chosen well.

With his eyes wide staring at my chest, and an erection forming in his pants, I leaned forward, giving him a deeper view of my cleavage and said, “You’ve been here almost a week I’m curious to get your impression?”

It was so cute the way he tried to maintain his composure, looking away from my breasts, thinking of anything that might calm his desire. He was horny, I did that and I was very pleased to know I could still command attention. As much as I thought he was distracted and too consumed with lust to form an intelligent response, his next words were rather astute.

“This place is phenomenal. You are incredible. Everyone here is extremely nice, but...”

“Go on,” I said, encouraging him to share.

“But it isn’t what I expected. Not from reading your stories, not from what I thought I knew about the ABDL world,” he added.

I wasn’t sure where he was going. “Explain,” I said.

He gathered himself in, like what he was about to say was difficult to share. “I knew there was a lot of sex in your encounters, but everything I’ve seen so far has been all sex,” he said. “And although you put Kelly and Alyssa in diapers, overall it hasn’t seemed like adult baby play at all.”

I had to agree. The first couple of sessions that he had seen were not my usual fare. They did lend more towards sensual and sexual domination than infantilization, but his characterization was too broad, he was missing the finer details. “I see,” I said.

“I hope I didn’t offend,” he said, blushing slightly, embarrassed to offer what he viewed as criticism.

“I will admit,” I offered, “the subjects you have seen so far have not been my traditional adult baby sessions. I will make sure that the future engagements you watch are more in line with mommy play. But perhaps you need to think about your own bias in all this.”

That took him off guard but I needed him to know that there was more to these interactions than what he was chronicling.

“I don’t understand,” he replied, “what do you mean, my bias?”

I needed him to learn and this was my chance. “You see things from your own eyes, your own perspective, colored by your own experiences,” I said.

He was quick to respond. “Doesn’t everyone?”

“Of course,” I agreed, “which is why I have asked you repeatedly to partake in the experience yourself.”

He shook his head. “I don’t think that would change anything,” he answered.

I seized on the opening. “I know you don’t, but maybe you need to ask yourself, is the reason you only see sex in all of these interactions because you keep falling back on your own experience, your own perspective? Might you observe other details if you were open to them?”

I thought I had landed a knock-out blow but then he hit me with a response I never expected. “I’ve never had sex either but that doesn’t mean I can’t watch and understand what’s going on.”

What? This twenty something guy that edited all of my works was a virgin? That didn’t make sense. “You’ve never had sex?” I queried.

“Nope,” he replied, “yet I have no problem writing about it, in great detail.”

Cairo had a certain arrogance in his response, like he had just taught me a lesson on life, but he was just a pup playing a big dog game. He had no idea what I was capable of. “Perhaps I’m mistaken,” I said. “I didn’t realize you’ve spent as much time contemplating the adult baby world as you have thinking about sex. Now that I know, I really can’t explain why you connect with the sexual aspects but not the infantilization.”

His jaw dropped. He knew I was right and I knew I had just pushed him one step closer to giving in, to trying out the adult baby experience. As close as I felt I got him he still wasn’t ready to submit, as evidenced by his next words.

“Perhaps if I could interview some of your adult babies,” he said, “then I could get a better feel for what it’s all about.”

Another excuse, another delay. The prize wouldn’t be mine this day, at least not yet, and so I sent him on his way, confident that he would still be mine, disappointed that we weren’t there yet.

I’m a patient person, there is no path I will not endure to get what I want, but Cairo was an enigma. Sure, he was offering resistance but for a guy who had never had sex, his self-restraint was unbelievable. I decided to do some investigating, and what I found explained it all.
 


SCENE 24
Cairo
 

Mommy Claire and I had our breakfast meeting extra early the next morning. She was meeting Tyler and Linda at seven and wanted to make sure that I was well apprised of her activities and that I would be recording every last detail. She really wanted to bring me deeper and deeper into her world and every step confirmed more and more what I already knew. People had strange sexual perversions, and went to great lengths to feed a beast they didn’t understand.

It was just before seven and there I was, in the control room, in front of the security screens, ready to monitor the day’s activities. I was excited for the day, both Linda and Tyler were hard bodies, and I had no doubt I was going to get to see a lot more of their beautiful flesh.

Mommy Claire met the pair at the back gate, leading them into the gymnasium and toward the weight room. There was another person there, awaiting their arrival.

Bull was one of Mommy Claire’s regular adult babies. They met before I arrived but from what I knew Bull was once an alpha male that Mommy Claire conquered and kept for her own. It was hard to imagine what he was like before, because now every time he was around, all I saw was a little boy, desperate to get back at his mommy’s breast. It was strange and confusing, and I struggled to comprehend just what had happened that would make him give up a life of dominance to submit to time in a diaper?

Those were questions for another time for at that moment I had a job to do, to monitor the events of Mommy Claire’s life, and learn to convey their true meaning through the written word. I had been there more than a week, and while I certainly felt I was learning more and more about the adult baby lifestyle, I still felt there was something missing, that disconnect that Mommy Claire kept complaining about, a gap between what was happening in the minds of her subjects, and what I was visualizing from my voyeuristic point of view.

Today’s session promised to be different from any of the others. Not only was Mommy Claire working two subjects simultaneously, but now she wasn’t just trying to get each of them into a diaper, she was going to play with their gender roles as well. I had to admit I was rather curious, to see just how powerful her stimulation could be.

Mommy Claire started with Linda, leading the hard bodied woman down the hall to her office. They didn’t spend much time there, only long enough for Mommy Claire to grab a wad of cash from the safe. I wasn’t sure why Mommy Claire grabbed the money, Linda certainly hadn’t earned it yet, but as I watched Linda’s eyes grow wide at the sight of the stack, I realized the game Mommy Claire was playing.

Linda needed money, she desired money, and with one simple act Mommy Claire reminded her of the reward for her compliance, and motivated Linda’s next steps in the quickly developing plan.

They left the office and proceeded down the hall, Linda’s attention fixated on the cash in Mommy Claire’s hand. The thought of that money had her mind abuzz, undoubtedly contemplating just what she needed to do to make it hers.

The room they entered next was a massage studio, complete with table in the middle and a nearby cabinet with a collection of oils and candles at their disposal. Linda didn't seem to notice any of it; her focus solely on the cash and how she could make it hers.

Mommy Claire was quick to set the tone for their meeting. “Before we start our work on Tyler, I thought it would be best if you got a little taste of what we do here. I'll start by giving you a massage.”

Mommy Claire gave Linda a moment and then added, “Take off your clothes and climb up on the table."

I thought it was a rather extreme request, asking the young Linda to disrobe in front of a woman she had only known a short time, but much to my surprise Linda did exactly as Mommy Claire had instructed, taking off her clothes and presenting her naked body for a full and complete examination.

It was hot.

No, let me rephrase that, Linda’s body was absolutely smoking.

Linda’s muscles were firm and her skin smooth. Many might refer to her as wiry, but I saw her for what she was, a beautiful woman dedicated to her body and her magnificent strength. Her muscles were long and sinewy and she didn’t have an ounce of fat. That translated to very small breasts but she more than made up for that with a tight and toned stomach and a rock-hard ass, one you could bounce a nickel off of.

If I thought Linda’s body was hot, that was just an inkling of how I felt when Mommy Claire began to touch and fondle the beautiful woman. She started with a gentle glide of a single finger, up her bare arm, across her bare neck. Linda shivered beneath Mommy Claire’s touch and I didn’t realize it, but I had subconsciously begun to stroke my member as I watched the scene unfold.

I knew I shouldn’t do it, that it wasn’t professional, but I was all alone, and the excitement of what was playing out before me was too much. I rationalized that I would be better able to do my job if I wasn’t so consumed with my own lust, and so I undid my pants, and took my penis in hand while Mommy Claire continued to seduce and manipulate the hard-bodied Linda.

The massage started as a traditional session but quickly turned into much more. Mommy Claire ran feather light fingers up the backs of Linda’s thighs, all the way up to that perfect little ass, and then gave a gentle squeeze. Linda gasped in response, letting out an audible sigh that made it quite evident how much she enjoyed the stimulation.

Mommy Claire seized on Linda’s moment of weakness, turning the girl over and saying, “If you let me have my fun you can have that stack of cash."

Based on her shortened breath and excited look, I think Linda would have submitted anyway, but the moment Mommy Claire mentioned the cash, Linda’s legs went wide and her body raised in submissive anticipation.

Mommy Claire went to work on Linda’s pussy, using her fingers to spread her lips and gently exploring the delicate folds. If I thought that was hot, it paled in comparison to how I felt when Mommy Claire lowered her face, and began to lick and kiss that beautiful flower.

My own strokes became very rapid, keeping my excitement in line with Linda’s. I was doing a good job maintaining the balance, to keep myself excited without going too far, right up until Linda began to moan and cry out.

“Oh God does that feel good,” she cried, and I was right there with her, super excited at the erotic events unfolding before me.

Mommy Claire took Linda’s response as an invitation for more and increased the stimulus, working her insides with a combined assault from her fingers and tongue. The way Linda responded, moaning aloud, emitting a stream of juices, made me wish I had such skills, that I could please a woman as thoroughly as Mommy Claire did. But there was more, for Mommy Claire it wasn’t enough to just stimulate Linda’s desire, Mommy Claire intended to drive her insane with lust. The licking and fingering were quickly followed by what could only be described as a motor boating of Linda’s inner core.

Mommy Claire wrapped her mouth over Linda’s mound and sent waves of vibrations through her lips and directly into Linda’s pussy. It was super hot to watch but nothing compared to how it must have felt. Linda lost all composure, screaming like a wild slut, begging for more, cumming uncontrollably. I had never seen a woman dispel her orgasm like that but what amazed me even more was how Mommy Claire kept pace the entire time, lapping at her juices, stimulating Linda to the end of orgasmic bliss.

Linda loved it and did everything she could to keep it alive, shifting and wiggling her hips, trying desperately to get in a position to absorb more and more of the stimulus. Mommy Claire did not disappoint, picking up the pace, flicking her tongue faster and faster, working Linda’s clit with reckless abandon.

Linda screamed repeatedly, which pushed Mommy Claire to service her more, burying her fingers deep inside, adding her thumb to the tools being used to stimulate the helpless girl. Linda quivered and shook and it looked like she might pass out. And just when it looked like the intensity was at its peak, Mommy Claire was right there to secure her dominance.

"Be a good little girl and give in to mommy," Mommy Claire cooed, lording over the helpless Linda, savoring her conquest.

For her part Linda offered no resistance. “Oh God. Oh God. Oh God,” she called, her entire body giving into the awesome power of the repeated orgasms.

Mommy Claire had clearly conquered the poor girl but still that was not enough. With catlike grace, she repositioned herself, bringing her upper body close to Linda’s face, lifting her shirt and presenting the beauty of her perfect bosoms to her broken prey.

I don’t know what was going through Linda’s mind but I do know that she no longer possessed any strength to resist. This hard-bodied woman, who could bench press a small truck, had been thoroughly dominated. A point truly emphasized when Mommy Claire presented her with her nipple and Linda latched on like a good little girl.

Watching Linda suckle at Mommy Claire’s breast was the first moment I truly felt that I was experiencing adult baby play. Linda was nursing, like a little child, and it wasn’t about sex, there was a connection between them, a bond I can’t quite describe.

Through it all Mommy Claire didn’t miss a beat, running her fingers through Linda’s hair, caressing her scalp, reinforcing her decision to fully submit. "Good girl," Mommy Claire offered, “the more you give in to mommy the better it will feel."

I can honestly say that when I first laid eyes on Linda, her taut frame, her powerful muscles, I thought she might be a match for Mommy Claire. But as I looked at her once more, her body and mind so lost in euphoria she could no longer think straight, I began to reassess the true strength of Mommy Claire’s power.
 


SCENE 25
Cairo
 

When Linda and Tyler first arrived, Mommy Claire took Linda to her office and left Tyler with Bull in the weight room. I had to make a choice, as to who I would follow, which pair I would watch. I chose Linda and Mommy Claire of course, but when my attention returned to the weight room, I wished I had had the sense to record those activities.

Mommy Claire and Linda walked through the gymnasium and into the weight room to find Tyler on his knees in front of Bull, sucking his dick. And it wasn’t just a touch of the lips, Tyler was sucking with his whole mouth, cupping Bull's balls with his hands, working the head with his tongue. I doubted it was the first dick he had ever sucked, although I was quite certain that Linda and Mommy Claire were the first to ever walk in while he was doing it.

"Oh God," Bull groaned and when he looked around, he spied the two ladies. That was the moment he first noticed that they weren’t alone and he responded with a wink and a thumbs up.

Tyler was none the wiser, continuing to service Bull’s cock with fervor, all the way through orgasm, gobbling every drop of spunk from Bull’s spent cock. He almost swallowed the whole load, but then Bull pulled his dick from Tyler's mouth and the remaining cum dribbled down his chin.

Mommy Claire smiled from ear to ear as she watched the scene unfold, and Linda responded in her own erotic way, shoving one hand down her pants and the other up her shirt, rubbing her clit and pinching her nipples in time with the blow job being performed before her.

I’m not sure what tipped him off, but at that moment Tyler became aware that they were not alone. “What the fuck?" he screamed.

Linda pulled her wet fingers out of her panties while laughing at her friend. "So, I guess you're not as anti-gay as you thought.”

Tyler was embarrassed but there was no getting around what he had done. "I did it for the money," he said defensively.

While Tyler and Linda stared at one another in awkward silence, Bull gathered his stuff and shuffled out the door. I was curious how the entire scene had come to play and made a mental note to see if there might be some way for me to access the archived footage.

More of the story began to unfold when Tyler looked at Linda and explained, “He offered me five grand to suck his dick, with five grand I wouldn't need to work for months."

Mommy Claire interjected, and what she said just about broke Tyler’s spirit. “I think you've been tricked. Bull doesn't have any money."

The look on Tyler's face was priceless. He had just found out that he sucked a guy's dick and let him cum in his mouth and wasn't going to get anything for it. I'd say he was pissed but that wasn't really the right description.

"I hope you at least enjoyed it," Mommy Claire offered, but I gathered by the sullen look on his face that it would be quite a while before the sting of this betrayal would leave Tyler’s thoughts.

Perhaps she had intended it all along, or maybe she was feeling sorry for him after what had just happened, but Mommy Claire extended an offer. “You know, Bull doesn't have any money but I do. If you'd be interested in doing some things for me, I'd make sure you are well compensated."

Needless to say, Tyler was skeptical. He had already been burned once. He looked to Linda for assurance and she flashed him a quick look at the wad of cash she had earned with Mommy Claire. Despite his obvious misgivings, Tyler kept an open mind.

“How much are we talking?" he asked.

A smile overcame Mommy Claire’s face. I had seen that look before. It was her victory smile. Tyler may not have known it but the writing was already on the wall, he would soon belong to her, it was only a matter of time.

“Why don't we leave Linda here,” Mommy Claire said, “and go have a talk in my office.”
 


SCENE 26
Cairo
 

Not much was said while Mommy Claire led Tyler down the hall, or at least not that I could hear, but once they were alone in the office the real work began.

“Tyler," Mommy Claire said, "I know I talked to you about getting Linda into a diaper, and I still want to do that, but I get the feeling you want to make some quick cash."

Tyler was skeptical, and rightfully so. “Isn't that what you said yesterday,” he scoffed, “when you invited us?"

Mommy Claire agreed. “It is, but it may take a while to get Linda to submit, are you ok waiting that long?"

"I'd rather not," he said.

"Good,” she replied, “because I have a way that you could walk out of here today with a thousand dollars."

"Bull offered me five," Tyler grunted, still lamenting over being swindled.

"Bull is gone and so is that deal," Mommy Claire stated matter of factly. "Get over it. This opportunity is real and it's yours if you want it."

Realizing he didn’t want the opportunity to slip away, and that Mommy Claire might not stay patient with his insolence forever, Tyler changed his tone. “I want it," he said, "what do I have to do?"

“I want to give you a massage,” Mommy Claire said, “and when I do, I want you to give me complete control of your body."

His face lit up when he heard her response. What guy wouldn’t get excited at getting a thousand bucks for receiving a massage?

“Is that it?” he queried. “Just let you have my body?"

"That's it," Mommy Claire replied, "no complaints, no resistance, and you can make an even grand."

"Deal," Tyler said and they shook hands to confirm.

Mommy Claire was quick to seize on the moment. “Take off all your clothes,” she stated with authority, “and get on the table,”

The disposition between them instantly changed. I could see it on Tyler’s face and in his movements. He was nervous, off guard, Mommy Claire was assuming control.

I marveled at the ease at which Mommy Claire turned every situation to her advantage. Sure, with Tyler there was the money, which gave her an unfair edge, but with Mommy Claire there was always something. She commanded the room, and everyone in it, and seeing her at work was like watching an artist create a masterpiece. She shifted the power between them and he was helpless to stop it.

The massage proceeded much like you would expect, with Mommy Claire fondling Tyler’s muscles and caressing his skin. It was an innocent enough exchange, or so he was led to believe, right up until she turned things erotic.

One of the things about Mommy Claire was, her subjects never knew which direction she was coming from. Just when they thought things would turn erotic, she’d calm them down and the moment they weren’t ready or weren’t prepared she’d pounce on their weakness and quickly take command. With her it was all an artistic dance, with her in complete control of every movement.

Tyler’s moment of transition came when Mommy Claire ran her fingers, feather light, up the backs of his thighs. He hoisted his body up off the table, presenting himself, and his hardened cock, for Mommy Claire’s access. His involuntary response said it all, she was in charge.

For her part, Mommy Claire not only knew how to gain the upper hand but also knew how to maintain that dominant position. When Tyler presented the opportunity Mommy Claire quickly capitalized, wrapping her left hand around his shaft and rapidly stroking while simultaneously tracing tiny circles around his butthole with her right. It had me ready to cum and I was only watching, I could only imagine how it felt for Tyler, who responded by bucking his hips in search of more and more stimulus.

"Calm down there Tiger," Mommy Claire said but Tyler would not relent, shifting and grinding, intent on satisfying his bodily urges.

I wasn’t sure what Mommy Claire would do, how she would stop someone so intent and driven, but just like all situations, she was one, if not more, steps ahead of her helpless prey.

With deft hands, and a strength I didn’t know she possessed, Mommy Claire turned the tables, flipping Tyler’s body, pinning him down and forcing a butt plug into his ass. He was shocked by the invasion and froze, but that was the wrong response, for in that moment of inaction, Mommy Claire maneuvered the plug, back and forth, around and around, until she found what she was looking for, his most sensitive spot. Once there, she turned on the plug’s vibrating motion and it was all over.

Tyler’s momentary freeze from shock turned into a permanent freeze of submission, accompanied by a long guttural groan that reverberated throughout the room and echoed down the hall.

Needless to say, Tyler’s humping stopped but he was only at the beginning of the power exchange thrill ride. Mommy Claire had successfully overcome his resistance, now it was time for her to secure her dominance. While Tyler moaned and groaned in ecstasy, Mommy Claire slid the leather straps of a chastity belt up his legs. By the time he knew what was happening she had two buckles already cinched in place and the third going through the loop. The butt plug that was working magic on his insides was about to be locked in place, not to be removed, at least not until Mommy Claire said so.

Once he realized the futility of his position Tyler gave up. The pleasure had to be incredibly intense and any action to stop it would have been counterintuitive. Who wouldn’t want that feeling, at least that’s what you or I might think, watching from the outside, but there comes a time with every subject, where the constant edging becomes too much, and the need for release becomes all consuming. Tyler reached that spot at around twenty minutes, when his entire disposition changed.

His first response was to moan and squirm, his mind struggling with yet another transition. What was it that he wanted? What was it that he needed? Tyler was frustrated, Tyler was confused, Tyler had no idea what his body was going through, or how he would achieve relief. And just like the angel she wanted to be, Mommy Claire slipped inside his head with the very solution to his growing need.

“If you agree to be mommy's good little boy, I'll give you the relief you want."

"Oh God please," he cried.

I actually felt sorry for him. He was broken, beyond his personal strength, to the point where submission was the only option.

Mommy Claire quickly undid one of the straps of the chastity belt and slid her hand inside. It only took a couple of strokes and his groans turned into grunts and then he came in her hand. I wasn't sure if he would feel manipulated, he certainly was, but the power of the extended euphoria, combined with the explosive release, seemed to make up for whatever hurt feelings might lie beneath.

After several minutes of rest, Mommy Claire finally helped Tyler down from the table. He was dazed, and confused, and he kept saying, “Thank you,” over and over again.

It took more than a few minutes for Tyler to put on his clothes and once he started for the door but then turned back to Mommy Claire, bashful, unsure of himself. After a moment of awkward silence, he finally worked up his courage and asked, "Do I still get the money?”

I wasn’t surprised by the question, I knew he needed the cash, but I was surprised at Mommy Claire’s response.

“If I say no will you still come back?" she asked.

He thought about it for a moment and then nodded his head. I couldn’t believe it, after all he had been through, being deceived by Bull, and now by Mommy Claire, why would he still agree to come back? What was this magical lure she had over men?

She gave him the thousand bucks, which was fair, but his response was still out there. Tyler would return to Mommy’s lair, not for the money, but for the physical experience alone.
 


SCENE 27
Cairo
 

It had been a long day and I was hoping, as Mommy Claire led Tyler down the hall, that she was going to call it a day. I had to clean up all of my notes of everything I had seen, so I still had quite a bit of work ahead of me. What I saw when Mommy Claire and Tyler returned to the weight room, let me know they were nowhere near done.

I thought I had seen just about everything, and living at Mommy Claire’s estate certainly added to my definition of everything, but Linda managed to surprise me anyhow. Not only had she found a large sex device among the gym equipment, but she also managed to strap herself in and turn it on. Mommy Claire and Tyler walked in to find her flat on her back, being pummeled by the largest dildo I had ever seen, fucking it like it was the last man on earth.

It was literally an industrial sex tool, and the way it was working Linda’s insides, in and out, all around, vibrating the whole time, I had no doubt that no ordinary man would ever be able to live up to that. And the way Linda grunted and groaned with each thrust, made it clear no single penis would ever be able to satisfy the carnal desires built up by that monstrous machine.

Linda was in her glory, screaming at the top of her lungs, taking every inch in and out, in and out. She was so lost in the moment she literally shit herself, releasing her bladder and her bowels all over the bench and the floor. It was a sopping mess, but she didn’t care, she was stewing in her own juices and loving every minute of it.

Mommy Claire tried to talk to her, to say what I’m not sure, but it was no use. Linda was on a one-way course to slut land with no intention of turning back. I didn’t know what that meant for Mommy Claire’s infantilization process, but I gathered from the sour look on her face that this was not part of the plan.

Together Mommy Claire and Tyler couldn’t do anything but watch as the machine finished its routine. It completely dominated Linda’s lust and turned out her desire. She would be embarrassed by her actions later, but at that moment, as the machine rocked in and out, in and out, vibrating side to side, all she could do was take it deep and revel in its ecstasy.

Mommy Claire, ever the facilitator, leaned over the helpless little girl just as the machine was finishing its routine, and when the dildo finally withdrew, she was right there, over Linda’s pussy, spreading her lips with delicate fingers, gently sucking her clit between pursed lips. Linda’s body bucked in response, not once but several times, and her juices sprayed like a feral cat in heat. Finally, Linda could take no more and passed out, a contented smile across her well -face.

I was too consumed with what Mommy Claire was doing to Linda to notice anything else, but while all that was going on, Tyler was not sitting idly by. The contented smile on his face, the pants around his ankles, and the quart of semen dribbling all over the floor sufficient evidence as to what he had been doing during the show.

Always the opportunist, Mommy Claire seized on the moment, swaddling her helpless subjects into fresh clean diapers, topping off the effort by inserting new pacifiers into each of their mouths. Tyler took to it like a natural, suckling on the binky and even smiling a little as Mommy Claire photographed him. Linda was still passed out, looking adorable in a clean white diaper, her muscular chest not much bigger than that of a little girl. Mommy Claire took pictures of her as well but I hesitate to say that her transformation was complete, a conscious submissive act required to cross that finish line.

It would be several hours before Tyler and Linda would be able to walk out the door, time I used to summarize the events of the day and the tales of Mommy Claire. She was dominant, that was for sure, but I was learning a lot, about how she manipulated her subjects, and even further, why they continued to come back for more.
 


SCENE 28
Mommy Claire
 

I had a wonderful morning with my two buff babies but I had other things on my mind when I made it back to my office. Cairo was resisting my efforts at seduction, and he was masturbating to do it. No wonder I could never get him to submit, every time we met, he had just finished jerking off. I needed to put a stop to that, so I could find out just how susceptible he would be to the full power of lust.

In all of life, success comes from proper planning and execution. To achieve my goal I needed help, and after watching and listening to the videos of Cairo gratifying himself, I knew just who to call. Kelly had been the highlight of Cairo’s erotic sessions, as evidenced by his moaning her name while spilling his seed. The moment I showed her that part of the video, she was more than willing to help me with my plan.

Some might think it is awkward, but for those of us in the know, it is very flattering when a man thinks about you while playing with himself. He has chosen you among all other stimulus to bring about his arousal. Kelly was no exception, not only was she flattered that Cairo desired her, I think she intended to exploit those feelings. I felt the need to set her straight, to confirm our objectives were one and the same.

“Your job is to keep him from having an orgasm,” I informed her, “I want him horny and desperate by the time we are together.”

“Can I still tease him?” she asked.

“Of course,” I replied, “the more the better. But no orgasm, that belongs to me.”

I left Kelly with clear instructions, intent that the showdown between Cairo and I was still on the horizon.


SCENE 29
Cairo
 

Mommy Claire loved morning meetings over breakfast and when we met on the morning of my eleventh day, she was quite intent on how I was doing. And while I was making great strides in learning about the ABDL world, there was still a disconnect between my perception and what Mommy Claire wanted me to learn.

“You said I could interview some of your adult babies,” I said, “I think that will go a long way in helping me understand.”

“I will make that happen,” she said, “but I really think the best way for you to learn is to just experience it for yourself.”

I knew it was coming, I knew she was going to try again to get me into a diaper, I just didn’t expect it so soon.

“It goes against what I believe in,” I told her, hoping that would be the end of it, but Mommy Claire would not be so easily deterred.

“What exactly is against your beliefs?” she questioned. “Do you not believe in a mother’s love?”

I knew what she was doing, trying to distort what I was saying, trying to twist my words to eliminate my objection. But it wasn’t going to work, it wasn’t just the diapers and baby games, it was also the lust manipulation. As much as the sex stuff turned me on, I knew the pursuit of lust was wrong, and there was nothing she could say to change that. “If it’s all just the same, I’d like to keep me out of your baby games.”

Mommy Claire was about to counter my argument when her phone rang. I was literally saved by the bell.

“Good morning Pablo,” Mommy Claire answered, “I've been expecting your call."

Mommy Claire listened to Pablo and then replied, “I'd love to see you, do you want me to send my driver for you?"

Again, she listened to his reply before saying, “Absolutely, how soon can you get here?"

Another subject was coming to the estate, my education would continue. I didn’t wait for the conversation to end, leaving the dining area and my breakfast meeting to make preparations. We had another busy day ahead of us.
 


SCENE 30
Cairo
 

A group of us watched from the front door, waiting for Pablo to arrive. When his car reached the front gate, Mommy Claire was right there to direct us where to go.

“I don’t want anyone to greet him,” she said, “in fact I don’t want him to see anyone at all. Go ahead, make yourselves scarce while I get myself ready.”

I didn’t know what that meant for the others, but for me it meant I needed to get to the control room, so I could watch and learn from the master.

As expected, Pablo entered the house and called out to let Mommy Claire know he was there. The only response he would receive was a voice from upstairs, calling him to his destiny.

On separate screens I watched, the first camera tracked Pablo up the stairs and to the second floor, the second camera showed Mommy Claire in the bathroom, awaiting his arrival, wearing nothing but the suit she was born in. Talk about amazing. She was so incredibly hot I whipped out my dick and started stroking right there. Mommy Claire had it all, long legs, curvaceous hips, flat stomach and beautiful, magnificent breasts. When God made her, he broke the mold and I just about lost my load watching her on the tiny screen, thinking how lucky Pablo was to get that view in real life.

Mommy Claire timed it so she was coming out of the bathroom just as Pablo entered the suite. The look on his face said it all, Mommy Claire’s naked body was amazing and Pablo was being treated to an up close and personal view. The bulge in his pants confirmed his unchecked desire. He was putty in her hands. I knew it and I had only been watching her for a very short while.

Despite Pablo’s presence, Mommy Claire went on as if nothing had changed, humming a tune, spinning about the suite. It was then that she turned towards him. “You dirty little boy," she scolded, then quickly covered herself with a towel.

It was masterful the way she controlled every element of a situation, manipulating Pablo’s emotions from one extreme to another, controlling every aspect of his physical and emotional existence, all before he even realized what was happening. I’d say she had him on the defensive, but that wouldn’t be accurate, she had him aggressive, towards a target that he had not selected, but one of her choosing. It was pure genius at work and this guy Pablo was forging headfirst, into an unknown abyss, unaware of the price he would eventually pay.

Pablo apologized repeatedly for walking in on her nude. Mommy Claire had him nervous, unsure of himself and unsure of his standing, while at the same time he was horny and eager, a fact made abundantly clear by the erection tenting his pants. From there she could have taken him anywhere, she was that good.

With more courage than I could have possibly mustered, Pablo followed the urges of his loins, moving forward, taking Mommy Claire in his arms and kissing her deeply on the lips. It was brazen. But if I thought I knew how Mommy Claire would respond I was wrong, she didn’t slap him or push him away, instead she dropped her towel and freely engaged in the embrace. Like any red-blooded man, Pablo took her response as confirmation, wrapping his arms around her body and sliding his hands all over her silky-smooth skin.

My how things turned. Once again, I saw another Mommy Claire tryst barreling towards a sexual encounter, nowhere near the baby play she spoke about. I added all of this to my notes as the scene continued to unfold.

Emboldened by his success, Pablo threw caution to the wind, broke from Mommy Claire’s embrace and began a sensual exploration of her body. He used his hands and his mouth and his lips and I have to admit it was super hot. Once again, I found myself in that awkward space between jealousy and envy.

Pablo kissed and caressed every square inch of her beautiful frame, and just when I thought she was going to put an end to his games, she did the opposite, placing her hand on his head, and directing his attention to her pussy. He willingly complied, servicing her with all his might, and if there was any doubt about whether she was enjoying it, they were washed away when she arched her back and began to buck her hips against his mouth and face. Her cries of lust spurred him on, and soon Pablo was repositioning himself to impale Mommy Claire with his hardened rod.

“Oh my God!” I screamed, but there was no one to hear, only me and the monitors, and yet I wanted her to stop, I didn’t want Pablo having sex with her.

The entire scene was so carnal, so hot, I ramped up the pace of my strokes, my eyes never leaving the screen. As much as I had no intention of letting Mommy Claire put me in a diaper, I desperately wanted to experience what Pablo was doing, and actually considered letting her think she could infantilize me, if I would get access to her naked body in return.

I continued to play with myself, keeping in rhythm with Pablo and his piston like strokes, right up until I could take no more, and my semen spouted all over the floor. It was a delightful orgasm that quelled my physical desire, but did nothing to eliminate the mental aspect of the feelings I was developing for Mommy Claire.
 


SCENE 31
Cairo
 

My orgasm may have been spent but that did not mean Mommy Claire’s time with Pablo was through.

“Give me five minutes and then come find me,” she said and then Mommy Claire scurried out of the room and down the hall. I had to pan through several different cameras but I saw her reappear in a suite several doors down, one that was a little smaller than the first, but readily equipped with a wide assortment of adult baby supplies.

Pablo didn’t wait long before he was out in the hall searching, back in his clothes although his shirt was still unbuttoned. He found Mommy Claire inside the third room he searched, but what he found was not what he was expecting.

“Get up on the bed," Mommy Claire snapped, and the way she said it let Pablo know that things had changed, she was serious now, the tone of their encounter had taken a turn. Pablo’s reaction said he didn’t want it to change but that didn’t matter to Mommy Claire, what did matter was what Pablo would do next. Would he rise up and assert himself? Or would he submit? Mommy Claire probably knew right away but for me it wasn’t until I saw the fear in his eyes when he thought she was unhappy that it became clear. Pablo would not disobey Mommy Claire.

In an aggressive move Mommy Claire pushed Pablo onto the bed and reached for his pants. No sooner did she have his pants down to his knees, then she turned him over and gave his bare ass three sharp whacks with her hand. It was the moment of truth. Would Pablo accept the new terms of their arrangement? Or would he rebel against the spanking, the infantilization and Mommy Claire’s authority?

If you know Mommy Claire then you know it would take a very strong and confident man to stand up to her. Pablo was not that man. He quickly submitted, granting her the control she so desperately wanted and in an instant everything changed.

With no more resistance Mommy Claire removed the rest of Pablo’s clothes and then applied a healthy dose of baby powder all over his penis, balls and ass, quickly followed by the swaddling of a diaper and a raspberry kiss on his stomach for good measure. He was conquered, he was diapered, and Mommy Claire was in her glory.

Resigned to his fate but uncertain of his future Pablo asked, “Am I going to stay like this all day?"

Mommy Claire shushed him. “Babies don't talk."

For a moment it looked like Pablo might say something, that he might voice some objection, but before he could utter a single word, Mommy Claire began to rub him, right through the fabric of the diaper, right on his hardened cock. The signs of resistance that had begun to form quickly faded, Pablo liked the rubbing, he was pacified.

"Don't cum," Mommy Claire warned. "You will be punished if you make a mess in your diaper."

I could only imagine what was going through his head, being stroked in such an erotic way while also being told not to enjoy it, not to release. It was a contradiction of existence that placed incredible strain on Pablo’s will.

Pablo might have had a chance, he might have been able to resist, but then Mommy Claire slipped her hand beneath the waistband of the diaper and it was all over. Three quick strokes and he was panting like a bitch in heat, three more and he was beside himself, moaning aloud, writhing in ecstasy beneath her touch. He may not have known it, or perhaps had not yet come to acceptance, but the battle was over, it was only a matter of when Mommy Claire would force him to reconcile his weakness.

For his part he tried, Pablo gave his very best effort at restraint, but in the end the stimulus was just too much. Lust completely took over. Pablo couldn't stop what was happening, to his body or his brain, and, if I’m being honest, I don’t think he would have done anything to stop it even if he could. He was lost in la la land, too consumed in physical bliss to contemplate anything else.

Mommy Claire finished him with several rapid strokes and a bending of the waist that granted him a bird’s eye view of her glorious cleavage. That simple visual sent his mind reeling. I could see it in his face, in his eyes, and most importantly, in his penis, the same cock that discharged all of its semen inside the diaper. He was defeated in a way he could not possibly have predicted, and there was a noticeable change in his disposition as a result.

I couldn’t help but wonder, “Did I just witness the exact moment of infantilization?” I wasn’t sure but my curiosity was piqued.

Mommy Claire was quick to seize on the moment. “Did my little boy make a mess?" she cooed, in a sexy yet motherly tone. She didn’t wait for a response before adding, “That's ok little boy. Let's get you up on the changing table and take care of that."

And just like that Pablo was an adult baby. I’m sure he tried to rationalize the experience, that it was a one-time thing, that it wouldn’t happen again, but he was conquered. Any sense of resistance was gone, any sense of Pablo acting like a man were gone. Mommy Claire had stripped him of his control and rendered him a submissive little boy.

But it was more than that. Mommy Claire took control, that much was certain, but while there were definitely moments when she was coercing him, directly leading him down the path she wanted him to follow, in the end there was choice. She only coerced him to get him to try it, to don the diaper, to experience the moment. After that it was all Pablo. Mommy Claire stopped pushing, stopped coercing, but he kept right on going, happy to enjoy the scenario she laid out before him.

Why did he push forward on his own? What reason did he have to continue? Was it just to please Mommy Claire? Or was there something deeper, something inside of Pablo that truly wanted to regress? These and so many more questions bubbled in my head, all the more reason why I needed to be able to Interview Mommy Claire’s subjects.

The diaper change that followed held no pretense. Pablo enjoyed her attention. Pablo liked the experience. He readily submitted to the moment right up until she wrapped a new diaper around his body and said, “There's one more thing, that new diaper isn't coming off until it's used."

Pablo may have thought he was ready to move forward in Mommy Claire’s world, but that little bombshell just about broke his brain.
 


SCENE 32
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Mommy Claire led Pablo to a special room where a fabulous feast was laid out before them. Pablo, dressed in only a diaper, was directed to sit in an oversized high chair to eat his meal. It was definitely stretching the limits of his acceptance, but his eyes lit up when he saw the plate of food, a thick filet, cooked medium rare, a large pile of homemade mashed potatoes and a generous helping of green beans smothered in garlic butter. And to wash it all down, Mommy Claire gave her little boy an unending supply of beer. Pablo helped himself to three of those beers, along with every ounce of food on his plate, before Mommy Claire led him to the room next door, a fully equipped, adult-sized nursery, and instructed Pablo to lay down in the crib, even going so far as to cover him with a blanket and turning off the lights on her way out.

Little did Pablo know, as the deep slumber of an alcohol induced sleep took hold, that a special surprise would be waiting on the other side of his nap. Mommy Claire truly intended to force his regression and was about to use every tool at her disposal to make it a reality.

Pablo slept for several hours but it wasn’t sleeping in the crib that would forever mold his mind. When he awoke, and felt the familiar stirrings of food and alcohol passing through his digestive track, he made a quick beeline to the door, and a place to relieve himself. Much to his surprise the door was locked, the next big step in his evolution was upon him.

“Hey, the door’s locked,” he yelled, banging on the door, calling for help. 

Mommy Claire was quick to tease. “What's wrong?" she asked, knowing full well the details of Pablo’s predicament.

“Let me out,” Pablo called, “I have to go to the bathroom really bad."

She didn’t pause in her response. "Little boys don't use the bathroom. You have a diaper on, you'll be ok."

The look on his face said it all. There was no way Pablo was going to submit, not to intentionally shitting his pants, but then again, he wasn’t going to be left with many options, a thought that quickly consumed him the moment he realized Mommy Claire was not going to open the door.

Pablo grunted, Pablo groaned, but in the end, he could do little more than beg. “You don't understand, I have to poop too."

"I understand," Mommy Claire replied, a devilish grin across her pretty face, "tonight we're going to complete your transformation."

Pablo contemplated all of his options however like I said, there wasn’t much to debate. He could regress and make Mommy Claire happy, or he could drop his pants and let it all out on the floor. They were two different and distinct options yet only one would result in him getting what he wanted. In the end, Pablo came to the same conclusion that I had, there was only one choice that would guarantee that he stayed in Mommy Claire’s good graces.

And so, after much deliberation, Pablo crawled to the corner of the room, covered his face in shame and completed his regression to adult baby. It was easy to tell the moment he let his bowels release, the moment he soiled himself, but it wasn’t as easy to see exactly what was going through his head. Was he ok with relinquishing his manhood? Would there be repercussions? How would he respond after all was said and done?

Once the dirty deed was done, literally, Pablo ran to the door and banged loudly. “I shit in my pants. Can you help me?"

I thought Mommy Claire would rush in to coddle her submissive little one but she did nothing. Pablo pleaded once more, “Please can you come in and change me?"

Still nothing.

Frustrated, Pablo slammed his fist against the wall and screamed, “What the fuck! What do you want from me?" And when there was still no response he sat in the middle of the floor and began to cry.

That, apparently, is what Mommy Claire was waiting for, the instant Pablo’s tears began to fall Mommy Claire opened the door and was right by his side.

“It's ok little one, mommy's here,” she cooed, “mommy will take care of you." She then proceeded to lay out a mat on the floor and positioned Pablo in the center. He wanted to be changed, so he offered no resistance, although I’m sure there were quite a few thoughts racing through his head.

When she undid his diaper the shit was everywhere, down his legs, up his back, everywhere. I couldn’t believe what a mess it was, nor that it was a grown man that had allowed it to happen. It made me wonder just how much power and control Mommy Claire had, and what she would be able to do if she really set her mind to it.

Mommy Claire was very loving as she cleaned and changed Pablo. He liked that. His disposition quickly changed from the disgruntled man forced to shit in his pants, to compliant little boy, happy to be submissive in exchange for Mommy Claire’s attention. With a fresh diaper under his body, Mommy Claire doused Pablo’s penis with baby powder and took her time rubbing it in. She fondled his balls and stroked his shaft. It excited him immensely, as evidenced by his growing erection, and he was quite content to hand over all control to her skillful hands.

At first, I thought she would tease him a little and then secure his role as adult baby by fastening the diaper in place. But Mommy Claire had a different plan in mind. She kept working his dick, rubbing it, stroking it, bringing him closer and closer to orgasm, building up his desire. The excitement on Pablo’s face was evident, as was his lust as his entire body began to buck in search of greater fulfillment. He needed to release, he was hoping for it, he anticipated it, and the longer Mommy Claire strung him along, withholding his rise to the top, the weaker he became until Pablo began to lose all sense of self.

Pablo’s breathing shortened and his eyes began to flutter, rolling to the back of his head.  A long string of guttural moans escaped his lips as a steady flow of drool dripped from his mouth. He was in an intense state of ecstasy, unable to form words, unable to mount any form of resistance, completely content to submit to the awesome power of lust.

Mommy Claire, ever the opportunist, positioned Pablo on his back and said, “Pull your knees up to your chest and wrap your arms around your shins.”

Despite his dazed state, Pablo did as he was told, following Mommy Claire’s commands to a T.

"Good boy," Mommy Claire said and then she moved closer to reward his submission. With a twist of her body she grazed her nipple against his cheek, causing Pablo to turn his head in search of more. The moment his lips latched on, Mommy Claire ran her fingers through his hair and held him close. "Such a good little boy for mommy."

Pablo was finally content, suckling at Mommy Claire’s tit while she massaged his scalp with one hand and his cock with the other. I had to admit it looked peaceful, although I couldn’t get past what Pablo had to do to get there. It really made me think, about all aspects of the ABDL world, and just what drove people to seek out that life.

Just as those thoughts percolated in my mind, Mommy Claire increased her efforts between Pablo’s legs, giving his penis a gentle squeeze. In a way it answered my question, about Pablo’s motivation, but then Mommy Claire turned the tables one more time, creating more questions than there could ever be answers.

By the look on his face, Pablo had no idea Mommy Claire was going to give special attention to his sphincter, and his entire body went tense when the top half of her index finger disappeared inside his anal cavity. He didn’t like it, or so I thought, but the longer her finger remained, rubbing him, stimulating him, the more receptive he became, until the tension on his face washed away, followed by a long exhale and a sigh of relief.

Once again Mommy Claire knew what she was doing, capitalizing on Pablo’s weakness. “This is your pussy," she said. “All good little girls have a pussy and yours belongs to me."
I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Mommy Claire wasn’t content in having control, not when it was given to her, she wanted more, she wanted to break Pablo, to make him give up more than he had.

"You want me in control,” Mommy Claire added, “and I want you to be my good little girl."

Her words were direct and to the point, the question was, how would Pablo respond to being feminized?

All the while Mommy Claire’s hands never stopped, continuously rubbing and stroking and caressing Pablo in every conceivable way. She stimulated him beyond what any man could take, to the breaking point, to the point where the needs of his body overtook the rational thoughts of his brain.

Mommy Claire leaned close to Pablo’s ear and whispered something I couldn’t make out. I’m not sure what she said but her words were followed by a complete withdrawal of all stimulus, an act that just about crushed Pablo’s spirit.

“Please!” he moaned, and I could feel his inner angst, his undeniable yearning. As strange as it may sound, I actually felt sorry for him.

Mommy Claire was right there, to guide him, to coerce him, to control him, "Beg to be my good little girl and I'll fill you back up."

Holy shit! I couldn’t believe what I was seeing and hearing. Mommy Claire had a lot of power, that was certain, but making a grown man beg to be a little girl was totally beyond.

Mommy Claire wasn’t about to leave anything to chance. “Perhaps you don't want mommy in charge,” she said. “Maybe you want to be with someone else."

Just when I thought there was absolutely no way she could possibly make him submit, he cracked.

"Please can I be your good little girl?" he whined.

My brain was still processing what I had just heard but Mommy Claire didn’t miss a beat, in an instant her hands were everywhere, plying Pablo with an insane amount of stimulus, stroking him, rubbing him, working his ass.

Pablo moaned his appreciation. “Oh God. Thank you, Mommy!”

Once again she teased him closer and closer to climax without allowing him to release. I wasn’t sure what she would do next, Pablo had already given everything, including his manhood, what else could Mommy Claire possibly want? What more could she possibly extract?

What happened next will stay with me forever.

It wasn’t enough that Pablo admitted his weakness, begging aloud to be turned into a little girl. Mommy Claire intended to make him follow through on his promise, dressing him in a pretty pink dress and matching bonnet. While her fingers tied a bow in his hair, Mommy Claire offered, “We're going to have to grow this out, so we can make my good little girl look beautiful."

She turned Pablo to look at himself in the mirror, and the moment she did, the moment he saw what he had become and could no longer separate himself from what he was doing, I saw a noticeable change in his demeanor. Pablo was already submissive, but now he was different, now he was broken, crushed by the dominant force of Mommy Claire, and I swear I saw tears form in his eyes.

Mommy Claire must have noticed it as well, sliding her hand up his dress, and into his diaper, until her fingers were around his cock, stroking him feverishly. “Looks like someone is liking this more than she's letting on."

The impassioned grunts and repeated, “thank yous” said that Pablo liked what Mommy Claire was doing but there was still some resistance, a part of Pablo that didn’t want to be feminized. However, much like before, once she had his cock in hand resistance became a long and distant memory.

“Are you ready to accept your new life?" Mommy Claire asked.

Pablo may have resisted answering verbally but he couldn’t stop his physical response. Before he knew it, he was lying on his back, his legs spread, Mommy Claire in full control.

“You may not know it yet,” Mommy Claire said as her hand flew up and down on his shaft, “but the decision has already been made. Your body needs me and your mind will do whatever your body tells it. The sooner you give in the quicker you'll find peace."

The moment that Pablo finally opened up, when he accepted Mommy Claire’s control, was glorious. I had never seen anyone so at peace. Mommy Claire turned him out for sure. She teased his lust until he accepted his role as submissive little girl. She then proceeded to give him the full experience, working his butthole with vigor, telling him that it was his pussy, reaffirming his transition. And then, when Pablo was at his weakest, completely submissive to her command, she laid down the framework for his new life.

“It's time to define some rules," she said, "so you'll know what to do and how to behave. First, you are not allowed to have an orgasm without mommy's permission."

I thought he might object but Pablo was truly conquered. He would offer no more resistance, his place etched in stone.

"The second rule," Mommy Claire informed him, “is that whenever I call, mommy's good little girl will immediately make herself available to me."

The second rule hit closer to home, and while Pablo did not object, I could see the strain on his face as he contemplated how he would be able to abide by Mommy Claire’s second rule.

As she always had a way of doing, Mommy Claire sensed what was going through Pablo’s mind and laid out her third rule. “You don't work at the apartment building anymore. Now you are my good little girl full time and I will provide you with an allowance."

His fears allayed, Pablo willingly nodded his consent, becoming the latest addition to Mommy Claire’s growing collection of adult babies.
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The afternoon and evening with Pablo were enlightening. The Mommy Claire experience still included a lot of sex, however this time I definitely saw more of the baby play, the infantilization. It was forced, no doubt, but in the end, it was also well received. I doubted Pablo would have reached the destination of his own accord, but now that he was there, nothing, I mean nothing, would make him go back. These and a bunch of other thoughts raged through my brain on the walk back to my cottage for my evening bout of writing, but first I needed to take care of business, to release my pent-up desire and clear my head.

I knew exactly what I was going to think about during playtime, the image of a completely nude Mommy Claire fresh in my head, but the moment I turned the corner to the front door of my cottage, everything changed.

I had a visitor.

Let me rephrase that. Kelly Innocence was on my front stoop and she was waiting for me.

“Rumor has it you’re a writer,” she said. She stood up and moved towards me, “I get so inspired being around creative types.”

OMG! Kelly. Fricking. Innocence.

It was like having a celebrity at my door, I couldn’t believe she was there, I couldn’t believe I was face to face with Kelly Innocence. The things that I had seen, and there she was, even more gorgeous in person.

“Uh, uh, uh,” I stuttered. I probably should have tried to act cool, to think of something clever to say, but I couldn’t even remember my own name. I started to hyperventilate.

“Are you ok dear?” she said. In an instant she was at my side, one arm around my shoulder, the other caressing my arm. “It’s ok, let’s get you inside.”

She opened the door and guided me in, never leaving my side. I didn’t really need her help, but I liked having her close, the way her hands massaged my back, the way she held me close. Before I knew it, we were on the couch, her fingers running through my hair, her voice soft in my ear.

“Is that better?” she asked.

All I could think was, “Yeah.” It really was better, the smoothness of her skin against mine, the feel of her touch, the nearness of her person. I hadn’t realized it but it had been a while since I felt human contact and it was good. I allowed her to hold me, longer than I should have, and soon it felt awkward, like I was exploiting her kindness, and a weakness I didn’t have.

I straightened up. “I’m sorry,” I said, “I’m ok.”

I broke away from her embrace and moved to the other side of the couch, not because I wanted to, but because it was the right thing to do. This was Kelly Innocence, in my living room.

“You’re such a cutie,” she said, and just like that she closed the distance between us, gathering nearer and nearer once again, uncomfortably close for anyone else, but for her, ok. Her hands also returned and the moment they did a shiver of excitement shot up my spine making every hair stand on end.

“Would it be ok if I hang out with you tonight?” she asked.

The skeptic in me wanted to know why this was happening but the man inside of me wanted to see this through, regardless of the reason or purpose. “Sure,” I replied. My evening work would have to wait, Kelly Innocence was next to me, touching me, a fantasy I never thought I’d see. There was no way I was going to let this opportunity pass.

We settled on the couch, cuddled close and found a movie on Netflix. It was a romantic comedy but my focus wasn’t on the television, I was fixated on Kelly and her searching hands. She never stopped, constantly caressing and touching, my back, my arms, my neck and my scalp, oh God, my scalp, the way her fingers performed their magic on my head I was in heaven.

I don’t remember the moment I fell asleep but I do recall Kelly waking me up in the morning, informing me that I was late for my meeting with Mommy Claire.
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I didn’t have time to shower, I didn’t have time to shave, I couldn’t even change my clothes. Mommy Claire made it perfectly clear on day one that tardiness was not accepted. I bolted across the lawn and into the main house only to find the kitchen staff cleaning the last of the dishes from the dining room table. She was gone.

“Oh shit!” I swore.

One of the cleaning crew stepped forward, “Are you Cairo?” the woman asked.

“Yes,” I replied.

“Mommy Claire said if you ever show up that I should send you to the Victorian Suite.”

“Was she mad?” I asked.

“If I were you, I’d get up there fast,” the woman replied.

I bolted out of the dining room, out to the main foyer and up the spiral staircase two steps at a time. Perhaps Mommy Claire would show mercy, this was my first and only transgression. The door to the Victorian Suite was slightly ajar, I slipped inside announcing my arrival. “Mommy Claire, are you here, it’s me, Cairo.”

Out from the bathroom appeared the most incredible sight, Mommy Claire in all her glory. I had envied Pablo at this very opportunity, and stood gawking at the beautiful vision.

“You’re late!” Mommy Claire scolded, making no mention of her nudity, not even acknowledging my shock. She walked closer, looked me in the eyes and said, “What do you have to say for yourself?”

I was dumbfounded. I didn’t know what to do, I didn’t know what to say, and all the while all I wanted was to drink in every ounce of her, to let my eyes scan her landscape and survey her beautiful curves.

“What’s the matter, cat got your tongue?”

“Uh, uh, uh,” I said, I wanted to think of something but the image of her naked body was all my mind could comprehend. Then she said the one thing I wanted to hear most.

“You can have sixty seconds,” she said. “I know you want to look, get it out of your system.”

OMG!

I didn’t waste a second. My eyes wandered across her silky-smooth skin, her fabulous shoulders, her beautiful breasts. I could have stayed on her breasts all day, the fullness of their shape, the softness of the skin, the contrast of her pink areolas and the firm, eraser like nipples that begged to be sucked, but I only had a minute and there was so much more I wanted to explore. Despite the size of her bosoms Mommy Claire’s waist was trim, and her hips curvy. I wanted to touch, to feel the softness of her, but her instructions were clear, I could look only. My eyes continued to survey, traveling southbound, exploring the bounty between her legs. I had never looked upon a woman’s flower before, not in real life anyway, and Mommy Claire was beautiful. Her kitty was hairless and her lips pouted out, thick and lush, every bit as soft and inviting as the rest of her.

I was about to move closer, to inspect in finer detail, when out of nowhere a towel appeared, blocking my view, ending my voyeuristic encounter. I grunted in frustration, upset my time was over too soon. I looked up and saw Mommy Claire looking down at me, a devilish grin on her pretty face. “That’s all for today. Maybe if you’re a good little boy there will be another opportunity.”

There it was. I couldn’t believe she said it but she did, if I would give in to her baby games, she would let me indulge and for the first time since my arrival at the estate, I could see myself agreeing, for a chance at her. Those words were about to come out of my mouth when Mommy Claire laid out her plan for the day.

“Slight change of plans,” she informed me, “decided to interview a potential new subject, but it’s not going to be here.”

That certainly was a change, one that came completely out of the blue. Just like always, Mommy Claire was one step ahead, reading my thoughts, ready to quell my concerns.

“You’ll stay here, work on your writing, mingle with the other house guests, do as you please. I’ll text you if preparations need to be made.”

I didn’t know what she meant by preparations but all of a sudden, they held little consequence, I was about to get a free day, something I hadn’t had since I made the trip to Las Vegas. My first objective was to release my pent-up desire, to remove those feelings of desire, the pent up passion that made me want to submit.
 


SCENE 35
Mommy Claire
 

The combination of Kelly not allowing him to jerk off and his first introduction to my naked body had Cairo highly susceptible, but I didn’t just want him horny, I wanted him desperate. There was still some work to be done before I could make my move, but based on his response so far, we were well on our way.
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I made it back to my cottage, jumped through the door, undid my pants and dropped them to the floor. The combination of my meeting with Mommy Claire, the view of her incredible body, and the length of time since my last orgasm, had me desperate beyond belief. I plopped down on the couch, took my shaft in hand and managed two strokes before I was scared out of my mind by a voice from behind.

“You back so soon,” Kelly called from the bathroom, “how did your meeting with Mommy go?”

I scrambled to pull up my pants, to cover myself before she came out. What she saw I’m not sure. It was obvious she knew what was going on but she didn’t say anything, instead she sat down next to me as if it was the most natural thing in the world. I was extremely uncomfortable, not just the mental aspect of being caught jerking off, but physically, the way my erection was positioned, making my pants really tight.

“I don’t know if you heard, but Mommy is going out,” Kelly informed me, “and when mommy’s gone this place can get wild.”

I didn’t know what she meant, all I could think about was my dick and how I was going to get some alone time so I could release the vast amounts of lust coursing through my veins. “Why don’t you head over to the house,” I offered, “I’ll catch up.”

Kelly shook her head. “I don’t mind waiting,” and her fingers found their way back to my head and began their magical work on my scalp once more.

I loved the way it felt, having Kelly touch me, having her near. I didn’t want it to end, but I had to get off, and it wasn’t just a want, my body needed it, or I wasn’t going to be able to think straight.

My mind raced through my options. “I have some writing to do,” I said. “I’ll meet you in like twenty minutes.”

“Ooh, you’re going to write?” Kelly cooed. “I love being close to creative people while they work.” Then her hands started again, fondling, caressing, making me feel all relaxed and comfortable. How was I supposed to resist that? I already had a huge crush on Kelly and when she pampered me like that, it literally took all of my stress away.

I wanted to experience those sensations with Kelly but if I didn’t cum, if I didn’t get this pent-up aggression out of my body before my next meeting with Mommy Claire, I had no doubt I would be diapered before the day was through. I was so freaking horny I couldn’t contain myself and I saw what Mommy Claire did to guys who couldn’t contain themselves. Despite that inherent need, it was also clear that Kelly wasn’t planning on leaving anytime soon.

I decided it would be best if we headed over to the house, and the rest of the crew, to see what was going on. If I could get Kelly distracted, I might be able to slip back and take care of business.

“You know what,” I said, “the party at the house sounds lit. Let’s go check it out.”

I know men only think with their dicks and let me tell you, my cock was in full control. It needed release and I was on auto pilot until that job was done. Those thoughts surged through my head as Kelly and I left the cottage, and they only grew stronger when she snuggled next to me on our walk.

“I hope you don’t mind,” she said, “I’m a touchy kind of person. I communicate through touch.”

Her communication was loud and clear although I couldn’t decipher the message. Her hands were everywhere, my back, my arms, my neck, and while they had my senses tingling and my mind charged, none of it was sexual. Almost to the point of being non-sexual. She never tried to touch my groin, or even came near to my bum, it was like she liked me, as a friend, and was touchy to show it. I can’t say I didn’t like it. It had been some time since anyone had been close to me that way, but my needs at the moment we’re all about sex and my next orgasm.

It wasn’t going to be easy separating from Kelly, the way her hands never left me, so I made a change of plans, to see if she might be able to help me with my dilemma. She certainly was no stranger to gratification. As we walked towards the house, I decided to test the waters.

“There seems to be a lot of sex going on around here,” I said.

“Oh?” Kelly replied. “What do you consider a lot?”

“I just mean it seems like there’s a pretty open mindedness about everyone’s sexual needs,” I added.

“Oh my God,” Kelly exclaimed, taking me by the hand and leading me back toward my cottage door, “Mommy told me you wanted an interview and I totally forgot.”

I was confused. “What?” I asked.

“Mommy said you wanted to talk to someone about baby play. She also said that I could negotiate my own terms directly with you.”

Now I was really confused. “I understand about the interview but what do you mean terms?”

Kelly smiled. “Compensation, I guess you’d say. You know, you got to give to get as they say.”

I hadn’t heard that expression before but I understood what she meant. My company did approve business expenses and research certainly had to qualify. “What did you have in mind?” I asked.

“A trade,” Kelly responded, “I know you’re a virgin and I’d like to play with you.” She nodded her head and pointed at my crotch. “With your penis.” 

Her words shocked me in so many ways. “You know I’m a virgin?” was the first to zap my brain.

“News travels fast in the mansion,” Kelly replied, “and I’m not the only one that wants to play with the virgin. I’m just the only one that’s willing to go on record and be interviewed.”

“I didn’t realize an interview was such a big request,” I said.

She smiled. “You won’t even play baby games yet you want someone to bare her soul about that very intimate act,” she said. She nodded and added, “That’s right, I know you haven’t put on a diaper. Word travels.”

And here I thought I was the one watching them, and all the while they were every bit as interested in me. “What else does everyone know?” I questioned.

Kelly offered a wry smile, “Let’s save that for another time. Do we have a deal?”

This was all too good to be true. I was looking for a way to get off and here the woman I was so drawn to was offering to help me with my need. And if all that wasn’t enough, she also agreed to grant me an interview, to learn about the adult baby world, and hopefully save my job.

We went back inside the cottage and sat on the couch. It was kind of awkward, I had never shown my dick to a woman before, and I have to admit I got nervous.

Kelly saw me shaking. “It’s ok,” she said, “Do you want me to help?”

I nodded my head, frustrated with myself at how I was responding to the situation but still unable to act. In an instant Kelly had my pants undone and her hands inside my underwear. I had never been so excited in all my life. I thought I might cum right then but somehow, I managed to hold back. The orgasm I had so desperately needed a few minutes ago would have to wait, I wanted my time with Kelly Innocence to last as long as possible.

One, two, three strokes with her thumb against the front of my shaft sent tingles to every part of my body. I looked up from my throbbing penis to gaze directly into her eyes. I was getting a hand job, from Kelly Innocence, but as with every encounter I had had with Kelly so far, her hands did not stay at that one place.

The hands that had so successfully calmed and soothed me before were now intent on driving my desire, and let me tell you they were fabulous. My thighs, my ass, my balls, my cock, I never knew where she would touch me next but each feeling boosted my excitement even higher. Soon I was gasping for breath, certain I had never felt so incredible in all my life, ready for the release my body had needed since before my meeting with Mommy Claire.

I braced myself for the explosion, shifting my hips in time with her strokes, aiding my ascent to the peak. The interview held no consequence, I wanted this regardless of whether it helped my job, and as the moment drew near, I felt a strange satisfaction, knowing I would regain my normal composure once these lustful desires were sated.

Perhaps I reveled in my success too early for no sooner had that thought crossed my mind, than Kelly’s phone buzzed and her hands completely left my person.

If I thought my desire was strong before when I was tempted by Mommy Claire’s gorgeous body, it was nothing compared to how it felt once I had been teased by Kelly’s strokes. She took me to the edge, showed me how delightful it could feel, and then withdrew all touch. “Ugh,” I cried. I needed her touch, I needed to cum.

“It’s the gang,” Kelly stated excitedly, referring to the phone call, “things are getting wild down by the pool. What do you say we head over?”

“Uh,” I grunted, “can we do this first,” I said, pointing to my bobbing erection.

“Oh, there’ll be time for that later,” Kelly said, grabbing me by the arm and pulling me toward the door. I barely had a chance to pull up my pants before we were out on the sidewalk.

Things were so messed up. I needed to cum now more than ever yet we were headed to a pool party with tons of people. And to make matters worse, now that Kelly had been granted access to my erogenous zones, her touchy-feely ways became much more intimate and personal, driving my excitement even higher.
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The scene at the pool was off the chain. There were beautiful sun kissed bodies everywhere and everyone was wild with excitement. I liked having Kelly to show me around and make introductions, but I couldn’t help feeling self-conscious whenever she would rub my cock in the middle of a conversation. No one else seemed to care, the general theme of the party being sexual gratification after all, but still it was weird and only served to make me feel weak, controlled by my need for release.

A few more introductions and the idea of skinny dipping was introduced. Again, I was hesitant to reveal too much of myself, but that didn’t mean I wasn’t extremely excited at the prospect of seeing all of these gorgeous ladies out of their clothes. The level of wild and crazy was escalating at an exponential rate.

Then, all of a sudden, everything changed.

Just as every girl was about to shed her clothes, phones began to hum all around the pool. Mommy Claire had just sent out a mass text, she was on her way home. In an instant the whole place was buzzing.

“Company is on the way, time to get ready.”

I learned pretty quickly just what “preparations” meant. When Mommy Claire was out, when all of us had free time, the estate was ours to play with, to do with as we pleased. But the moment Mommy Claire set off the alarm, things changed, the help disappeared, people went to work, the mansion became an elaborate set for the next Mommy Claire experience and her unsuspecting prey.

While everyone scrambled getting the house ready, removing any signs of us, I received my own contact from Mommy Claire, a call on the phone. I had a job to do, to listen in, to monitor, to record. It started with an eaves droppers view into Mommy Claire’s world, facilitated by an open phone line directly from her Cadillac Escalade.

With earbuds in I heard a male voice say, “Hi, I'm Chris.”

"It's nice to meet you Chrissy," Mommy Claire replied. 

She was at it already, setting the tone, assuming the dominant position.

"It's Chris," he corrected but it was already too late. It didn’t matter what he did or how he felt, Mommy Claire would continue to manipulate him until he was broken, and he would go along, too fixated on his lust to realize just what she was doing to his mind.

“You're Chrissy to me,” Mommy Claire answered, “and if you give me any trouble, Chrissy is going to be my good little girl and not my good little boy."

I had to give her credit, Mommy Claire was confident and authoritative, and it made me wonder if that always worked for her, if she always got her man? Would Chris, or Chrissy as she was calling him, rebel? If he didn’t like what she was doing was he prepared to show it? It didn’t seem so, at least not yet anyway, the lure of Mommy Claire’s sexual excursion was enough to overcome most if not all objections. If there was any doubt about his willingness to go along it went away when he began to ply her with questions.

“Is it ok if I ask questions?" he said.

Her response was instantaneous. “We'll be at my place in seven minutes. You may ask three questions but that won't change anything. You've already agreed to be my baby for the day, if you don't go through with it, you'll have to find your own way back to your car."

Damn! She was laying it on thick, really painting him into a corner. He was either going to agree to her terms or get nowhere with Mommy Claire.

“Will there be any pain involved?" he asked.

It was an understandable question, he wanted to know just what he was in for. Unfortunately for him the question was phrased all wrong, Mommy Claire would never hurt one of her little ones. What he should have asked is if he would ever be the same after she was done? And the answer to that was a definitive, “No.”

“I love my babies and don't have any intention of harming you,” she replied. “If you act out, or disobey, I may need to punish you, but I don't believe in striking any child."

"Ok,” he said. “Will you be taking any pictures?"

Once again, a perfectly understandable question, with an answer that even took me by surprise.

"I have cameras throughout my house that record everything," she said.

That was news to me. She recorded everything? Would I be able to access those recordings?

“And what do you do with the film?" he queried.

"It is used only for private personal purpose," she replied.

Chrissy was quick on that line of questioning. “Is your network safe?"

"You only get three questions," she said. "But I will tell you that my network security is top notch, and the camera system is not connected to any outside networks."

There was a pause in the dialogue, and I wasn’t exactly sure what was happening, but then Mommy Claire made it clear.

“It's time to decide,” she said, “are you coming in or walking home?"

They were right out front, and Chrissy was at his decision point. Would he come inside and become the next notch in Mommy Claire’s playpen? Or would he resist temptation and move on to greener pastures? In my early days at Mommy Claire’s estate I may have wondered just what was going to happen next, but I had been there long enough to know that Mommy Claire always got her man, or little boy as it were, and there was nothing Chrissy or any other guy could ever do to stop her.

“I'm in," he said, just like I knew he would, and the table was set for yet another afternoon of infantilizing fun, a wild ride that would forever change Chrissy’s life.
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I listened to the conversation on my phone while I walked to the security office and the attached control room. I needed to be in place before Mommy Claire and her new target made it inside so I could observe and record the activities. I entered the privacy of the control room just as Mommy Claire led Chrissy inside to give him a tour of the house.

The mansion, which had been host to a raucous party just an hour before, was completely empty now, and spotless, the result of a highly coordinated effort by all of the staff once Mommy Claire sent out the alarm.

The cameras in the foyer were the first real look I got at our new prey. He was a GQ type, filled with confidence and swagger, walking with a strut. Mommy Claire had multiple types of men that she targeted for her playtime, depending on her mood of the day. This guy fit the alpha mold, the guy who had to be in control. Little did he know, he was about to get a first-class lesson in power exchange, an education that was going to stay with him for a long, long time.

Chrissy was enamored and impressed with fine things and Mommy Claire had many throughout the mansion to intrigue her latest prey.

“This place is incredible," he said. "You live here all alone?"

"I have other babies with whom I share my home," she answered. She didn’t hold any punches, being quite direct and forward about why Chrissy was there and what she intended to do to him. But still his mind was elsewhere, on her fine artwork and antiques, on the prospect of sex, he never saw the truth that was right before his eyes.

Mommy Claire ended the tour on the second floor, in the Victorian suite, where the true manipulation would begin. “Take off your clothes and get on the bed,” she instructed, and as expected, Chrissy was quick to comply.

Don’t get me wrong, I understand the lure of sex and how it can make a guy do some crazy things, but Mommy Claire hadn’t even touched him yet and already he was ready to submit to her every whim. Just like that, Chrissy was nude on Mommy Claire’s bed, a woman he had only just met, and there were more surprises on the horizon, ones that were certain to stretch his boundaries of acceptance.

Upon Mommy Claire’s instruction, Chrissy laid face down on the bed, and when she ran a single finger up the backs of his thighs his entire body quivered. She had him prepped mentally, now she was adding an overwhelming amount of physical bliss to the mix and Chrissy was savoring every blessed moment.

With the erotic events playing out on the screen, and my privacy in the control room, I thought about my problem and immediately saw an answer. While Mommy Claire worked her magic on Chrissy, I unzipped my fly and began to rub myself. It didn’t take long to get me ready, I was so horny I could have completed the act in record time, but I decided to draw it out, to savor the live performance in front of me. That proved to be a big mistake as the sound of bungling keys just outside the door alerted me that someone was about to enter.

I managed to get my pants back up before Tim, the head of security, poked his head through the door, but the way my cock strained against the fabric made me glad my lower half was hidden beneath the desk.

“Hey,” Tim said, dropping his bag on the table, taking a seat at the mainframe. “How you been?”

“Good. And you?” I replied, trying to avoid eye contact, keeping my focus on the screen and Mommy Claire.

Tim grunted his reply as my attention fully returned to Mommy Claire and her latest prey.

"I need to know my little boy is healthy," Mommy Claire said to Chrissy, and then she took a single finger and used it to further explore his bare skin, “so I'm going to check your temperature,” she added.

I knew exactly what she was going to do and was thrilled when she didn't wait for a response. Her fingers skated lightly up his thighs, targeting her ministrations towards his puckered hole. The moment she grazed his rosebud Chrissy flinched, but it was only a momentary reaction, for once he got over the initial shock his disposition changed. Chrissy continued to squirm beneath her touch but resistance was no longer part of the equation.

Mommy Claire seized the moment.

I myself have never been taken anally, and based on his response, it was a first for Chrissy as well. He yelped at first, wriggling beneath Mommy Claire’s touch, but he allowed her to have her fun and once she found his prostate, and began to stimulate him there, his body went limp.

Chrissy surrendered control.

He liked the stimulus, he liked giving in to the moment, and when she replaced her finger with a small vibrator, he liked that too, moaning and groaning his approval. All at once Chrissy’s submission became very real.

"Does Chrissy like that inside of her pussy?" Mommy Claire cooed and I had to wonder why she was pressing him the way she was. Normally Mommy Claire would be satisfied with infantilizing her subject, but for some reason with Chrissy she wanted to feminize him as well.

Chrissy didn’t react to Mommy Claire’s words but she definitely got his attention when she slid the leather straps of an anal chastity belt up his legs and secured the vibrating butt plug firmly in place.

"What the fuck?" Chrissy screamed, and for the first time since he arrived at the estate, I saw true resistance. He pulled at the straps, he tried to free himself, but it was no use. The belt was designed to keep everything in place and once it was locked, the only thing that was going to free him from the relentless buzz inside his ass was Mommy Claire and her key.

Chrissy ran through the whole range of emotions coming to grips with what was happening. First, there was disgust, as the vibrator worked his ass like a gay man at a bath house. He couldn't stop it and that helplessness quickly transitioned to anger and then ultimately fear as the relentless buzz of the vibrator completely took control.

Chrissy was helpless, driven by desire, consumed with lust. He couldn’t think straight, which is exactly what Mommy Claire wanted as she prepared him for the next stage of his transition.
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In my time observing Mommy Claire, and watching her many subjects, I have seen many things. Chrissy was unlike any of the others. Chrissy offered no resistance in the beginning, when perhaps it would have been in his best interest to put up a fight, and by the time he realized what was happening, how he was being manipulated, it was too late.

Chrissy was broken, mentally, beyond the point of recovery, and Mommy Claire was quick to take advantage of that weakness.

"Mommy would like to give her little girl a bath," she said, placing emphasis on the words little and girl.

Chrissy cringed at the mention of little girl but as objectionable as he may have found those words, he was beyond the point of any real resistance. And when Mommy Claire took him by the hand, and led him into the adjoining bathroom, he did exactly as he was told.

“Sit on the edge of the tub," Mommy Claire instructed, "I'm going to shave your pussy. Little girls don't have pubic hair."

Obediently Chrissy sat on the edge of the tub. The chastity belt stayed in place, the butt plug vibrator still pulsing away, his penis and balls fully exposed. I don’t know if he wanted to be shaved but it was quite obvious, he was not going to disobey, and then Mommy Claire got on her knees before him, granting him a bird’s eye view at her gaping cleavage. Instantly he was pacified. It was amazing how effective that single act was at calming his fears.

Mommy Claire then proceeded to lather his cock and balls with shaving cream and I have to admit, that got me excited. I was several hundred yards away in the control room yet I felt like I was there, I could feel the lust in the air. I could only imagine what was going through Chrissy’s mind as Mommy Claire’s hands rubbed and massaged his growing member.

My own excitement began to rise and I quickly looked over my shoulder, to see if I was alone. Much to my chagrin, Tim was still there, working on his computer, oblivious to how much he was disrupting my needs. My pesky desires would have to wait.

On the screen, the long straight blade came out of Mommy Claire’s bag and Chrissy shivered at the sight. Mommy Claire is very careful with her razor but that does nothing to quell the fear of a man looking at his own cock with a sharp blade next to it. The first swipe removed a large swath of hair from Chrissy’s genital region and that was followed by several more targeted swipes until every single hair was gone.

"Such a smooth kitty," Mommy Claire said, and I wasn’t sure if she really meant it or if she was just saying it to add to the infantilization and feminization process. Then she added, “Chrissy you are a very submissive little girl, I didn't think you would give in so easily."

The constant reference to his feminization was getting to him. I could see it in his face and in his body language, but there was something that was keeping him from rebelling outright. I wasn't sure what it was but there had to be a reason why this alpha male was willing to give up all of his power.

As Mommy Claire was apt to do with any willing and compliant subject, she moved onward, pushing his boundaries to the edge once more, trying to find his limit. She continued the shaving process, moving to his legs, and then his chest, until Chrissy was completely hairless, quivering and shivering beneath Mommy Claire’s touch. And just when I thought she couldn’t possibly push him any further, she dropped the bombshell.

“Is Chrissy ready to complete her transition to my little girl?"

At the sound of those words I was actually afraid for Chrissy. What exactly did Mommy Claire have in mind? Was this the end of the situation? Or was it about to get a whole lot worse? The answer to that question was solely dependent on Chrissy’s motivation and point of view. If he was committed to the adult baby and gender swapping lifestyle then he was about to enter Nirvana, but if he was just going along, faking his emotions in an effort to get sex, his slippery slope was only at the beginning.

It all made me rethink how important it was that I find my own relief before my next meeting with Mommy Claire. If she could dominate Chris, in only a few minutes, what would she do to me, a guy who had already seen her naked and hadn’t had an orgasm in days?

Mommy Claire helped Chrissy from the side of the tub into the bubble filled water. There was no doubt about his submission, he looked like a deer in the headlights, glassy eyes, complying with every command, riding on auto pilot into Mommy Claire’s waiting hands.

From the side of the tub Mommy Claire took Chrissy's hairless cock in her hand and began to stroke. Chrissy liked the attention, the attention he had been hoping for all day, and soon he was moaning aloud, gasping for breath, brinking on the edge of orgasm.

One thing I had come to realize in my time at Mommy Claire’s was how effective she was at getting a man excited by a hand job. I know what you’re thinking, what guy doesn’t like a hand job? But this was different. Mommy Claire didn’t just rub his cock, Mommy Claire had a way of seizing the moment, and using it to control the guy’s mind. A part of me wondered if it was an act, if the guy was playing along to get what he wanted, but then Mommy Claire would make him do something totally outrageous, something no man would ever agree to, and I was baffled, unsure of what was real or how she was making him do it.

Mommy Claire teased Chrissy for a while, building up his desire, making him think he was going to cum, only to pull back at the last possible moment, repeating the process over and over again. At first, I thought Chrissy was in heaven, savoring every delicious stroke, but then his moans turned to whines and the next word out of his mouth was a call for help.

“Please," he whined.

Mommy Claire had been waiting for that moment and was quick to pounce. “What is it that my little girl wants?" she asked. The devilish grin on her face letting me know she was already well aware of what he wanted.

Chrissy was not shy about what he wanted, what he needed. “Please can I cum?" he pleaded.

"Are you ready to be my good little girl?" she asked.

He struggled for a moment, not wanting to give up that which he swore he would never concede, but he didn’t have much choice. If he didn't cum his mind was going to go crazy.

“Yes," he blurted.

He completely caved to her will but as with all things with Mommy Claire that wasn’t enough. She wanted absolute control. “Say it," she commanded.

Watching his body manipulated through sensual stimulus was hot but I’m not sure how I felt about watching the moment Chrissy’s brain was conquered. It was awkward and weakening and, in some ways, disturbing. He didn’t want to be feminized, that was clear, but something had been triggered deep inside, something stronger than his will, and it was forcing him to give in, to submit. He fought against it, at first, but it was only a matter of time before the lust that was surging just beneath his skin would assume control, leaving everything else a casualty in its wake.

"Please," he whined again but his plea fell on deaf ears.

"Please," he cried again. "I'll do whatever you want."

"Give up your penis and become my baby girl," Mommy Claire said, lording over him with absolute power, grinning like the Cheshire Cat.

He didn't want to say it; I could see his inner struggle, but the battle was lost. “I'm your good little girl," he shouted, "please can I cum?"

Mommy Claire immediately rewarded his submission with rapid strokes from the base of his cock to the head and back again. I thought for sure he was going to explode and then Mommy Claire did the unthinkable, stringing him along one more time.

Chrissy broke.

“Please mommy, I'll do whatever you want. I'll be your good little girl, please."

Mommy Claire snapped her fingers and out of nowhere two of her assistants appeared. Chrissy's eyes shot wide. They were not alone.

"Good little girls suck on their binkies," Mommy Claire said and right on cue, the first of Mommy Claire’s helpers, moved forward and offered his dick for Chrissy to suck on. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing but perhaps the most shocking of all was how quickly Chrissy wrapped her lips around the head. It was a sloppy looking blow job, by someone totally inexperienced at sucking dick, but he was doing it, and the mental implications of that submission were far greater than any level of performance.

The guy used his hand to help the process and, before long, he was pulling out of Chrissy's mouth and spraying her face with his copious load. There was no time to clean up, because helper number two was right there, to feed Chrissy another cock. This guy was familiar, I recognized him. It was Pablo, Mommy Claire’s conquest from just a few days earlier, once again submitting to her will.

Despite the cum that was now dripping on her face and hair, Chrissy took Pablo’s dick like a pro, gobbling and slurping the head like she was intent on getting to the good stuff inside. This time there would be no withdrawal, the resulting orgasm deposited directly down Chrissy's throat.

Mommy Claire laughed at the sight. “Looks like Chrissy isn’t just my good little girl, you’re a slut too.”

Chrissy looked at Mommy Claire with wide eyes, one thing still controlling her addled mind. “Please Mommy," she whined. "Please may I cum?"

This time Mommy Claire finished the deed, rubbing Chrissy’s cock with several targeted strokes until she spouted uncontrollably in the bath water. “Ah!” Chrissy gasped in obvious relief and delight.

A part of me suspected that Chrissy might revert back to Chris now that Mommy Claire was no longer holding his orgasm hostage, but much to my surprise, his submission was stronger than ever.

"I'm your good little girl," Chrissy said once again.

It made me wonder, just how deep the power of lust ran, and how long would it maintain that control?
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One might think that once Chrissy had her orgasm that she would regain her composure, that Chrissy would return to Chris. But somehow Mommy Claire’s control had burrowed deeper, so deep that a single orgasm could not free Chrissy from the submissive hold that was dictating her actions. Would the same be true for me? Was it possible that one orgasm wasn’t enough to sate my desire, to free me from the bonds of lust?

Mommy Claire understood all of it, and seized on the opportunity.

“It's ok little one," she cooed, continuing the infantilization efforts. “Let's get you out of the tub and get you dried off."

She then proceeded to dry and rub Chrissy’s body with a thick plush towel. It was very intimate, the way she touched him, and all the while he had a bird’s eye view of her wonderful bosoms as they swayed with each motion. Once dry, Mommy Claire led Chrissy back to the bedroom where she had him lie down with his head on her lap.

What happened next made me question everything that had been happening around me. The scalp massage that followed was reminiscent of what Kelly had done to me, and just like me, it put Chrissy in a relaxed state, eyes closed, body splay. It only made sense that Mommy Claire would take advantage of the situation, is that what Kelly did to me? That thought could have angered me, or scared me, but for some reason it excited me immensely. I felt my cock growing once more and my lust right along with it. Was there any end to this roller coaster ride of carnal desire? And would I ever get a chance at relief?

As much as my own lust concerned me, I still had a job to do, and that job was only adding to my difficulties. With Chrissy’s relaxed head in her lap, Mommy Claire undid the buttons of her dress, revealing her perfect bosom, allowing it to gently come in contact with Chrissy’s face.

Chrissy responded with a gasp and an "ah" which Mommy Claire quickly countered with a deliberate brush of her hardened nipple against Chrissy’s cheek. Like the good little girl Mommy Claire wanted her to be, Chrissy turned and took the nipple in her mouth, suckling like the day she was born.

Mommy Claire responded with her own gasp and “Ah”, obviously thrilled at the feel of another adult baby at her breast. She pulled Chrissy in close, cuddling together, forming the impenetrable bond between mommy and adult baby. They stayed in that position for a while, Mommy Claire continually caressing Chrissy’s scalp and skin, soothing her, calming her, Chrissy savoring the connected feel of Mommy Claire’s bosom on her face, her nipple in her mouth. I felt like an outsider, watching at that moment, intruding on the intimate exchange between mother and adult child. But this is what Mommy Claire wanted me to see, wanted me to experience. As much as everything else was brought about by lust, by the carnal desire for sex, this was a peaceful and loving moment, between two people, savoring a connected bond. The mommy-adult Baby relationship took on a new meaning for me, my moment of epiphany.

Never one to be satisfied with the status quo, Mommy Claire pushed the experience one step further. With Chrissy nursing at her breast, she began the dressing process. It started with a diaper, and then a pink dress, and then a yellow bonnet. Each article was applied with loving care, never losing the solemn connection they had established. And when she was all done, Mommy Claire directed her submissive little one to the next step.

“It's ok little girl," she said, “I want you to take a look at yourself in Mommy's mirror."

Together they stood up, Chrissy still leaning against Mommy Claire, unwilling to break the bond with her mommy. And then she turned from Mommy Claire’s breast and looked at herself in the mirror.

The reaction was priceless. Not only was Chrissy in a diaper, but she was also wearing a pink teddy and a yellow bonnet. And while I might have thought she’d be shocked, or appalled, her response was so far from that. She was smiling, totally conquered, infantilized and feminized, but without an ounce of regret. She liked what she had become and was content as Mommy Claire’s little girl.
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The moment Chrissy was out the door I scrambled to pack up my things. I needed to get to my cottage. I needed alone time. No sooner had I left Tim in the control room, than one of Mommy Claire’s assistants was there to meet me, to direct me to her office.

“I need to go back to my room first,” I said, trying to get by.

“You are to report to Mommy Claire directly,” was the near automated response, “those are Mommy Claire’s orders.”

To anyone else in the house those words were gospel, to be followed to the strictest letter of the law, and to be honest, as much as I knew I needed relief, that I couldn’t face Mommy Claire with a loaded gun, I couldn’t bring myself to disobey her command. And so, with my tail between my legs, I followed my escort all the way to Mommy Claire’s office door, where I knocked and was quickly beckoned inside.

I’m not sure what I expected when I stepped across that threshold but it could not possibly have been what I got. I half expected to be seduced, I half expected to be teased, but instead I received an offer.

“Cairo,” Mommy Claire said, “come over and have a seat.”

She directed me to sit on a physician’s examination table. I hopped up into place and she quickly sat on a footstool by my legs. When I looked down, I couldn’t help but get a heaping view of her wonderful breasts. My erection quickly grew.

“I’ve been asking you to partake in the experience,” Mommy Claire said, “to learn firsthand what mommy play is all about, but you keep resisting which I think is hurting your job performance.”

I shook my head. I wasn’t like Chrissy, I may have been horny as all get out, but I did have some self-control. “I told you before and I’ll tell you again, no diapers.”

“I know, I know,” Mommy Claire replied. She stood up, placing her hand on my leg, squeezing gently. It excited me and before I could stop her, she did the same with her other hand, moving both further up my thighs, squeezing again and again. That’s when she added, “Today I’m going to make you an offer, I will allow you to experience the sensual domination with my promise not to infantilize you. You have my word.”

At the exact moment she said those words, both of her hands reached my cock, and even though they were over top of my pants, it only took a moment of stimulus at that place to have me excited and desperate for more.

“Uh, uh, uh,” I stuttered. I tried to resist, I really did, but somehow, I couldn’t get my muscles to work. I couldn’t bring myself to stop her.

The first throb was incredibly intense. I thought for certain I was going to cum in my pants. I don’t know how she was able to bring me so close to orgasm without cumming, nor how she was able to keep me in that helpless state of bliss for so long; too much stimulus to resist, not enough to finally grant me relief. But she did it and the longer she kept me in that delicious state the more weakened I became.

There was nothing I could do. I was helpless, and yet all at once I understood what every one of her subjects had gone through. Of course, they agreed to a diaper, or anything else she wanted, the feeling was that good, and the thought of it ending was way too hard to accept.

I didn’t know what she would do to me, now that she was in control, but for some reason I felt this urge inside, to let her know the power she had, about my inability to resist. Once again, I tried to stop it, but that growing force was just too much.

“Please mommy,” I whined, “I’ll do anything.” The moment the words crossed my lips I regretted it, but there was nothing I could do.

“You like how that feels?” Mommy Claire questioned.

“Oh God yes,” I moaned.

“And now you see what my babies see, isn’t it good that you experienced this?”

“Yes, yes,” I agreed.

She was right. How could I possibly have written about an experience that I knew so little about? And now I knew, the full force of her control, the power she wielded, the strength she possessed.

“Say it,” Mommy Claire encouraged and I immediately knew what she wanted to hear.

“It’s good for me to experience it,” I blurted. The mere act of saying the words aloud gave me a warm peaceful sensation. It felt good giving in to Mommy Claire. Was this how all of her subjects felt? It was incredible and got even better with each submissive act. I wondered if that was just a coincidence but then Mommy Claire asked a question that made it crystal clear.

“Tell me what else you’d like to experience,” she cooed.

I probably shouldn’t have revealed my secrets but I felt compelled to be honest, to submit to her control. “I want to be dominated,” I confessed, “I want you to strip away my control like you do with the alphas.”

I couldn’t believe I said it, that I admitted what I truly wanted. I know it made me weak, but at that moment, with my orgasm under her control, I didn’t care. The only thing that mattered was whatever she wanted to make me cum.

“Please, I’ll do anything,” I added, and I had no doubt that my words were true.

Mommy Claire ramped up the pace of her strokes and soon my shaft was throbbing repeatedly in her hands. My entire being buzzed in anticipation, I had never felt anything so wonderful in all my life. At the exact moment the orgasm seized control Mommy Claire leaned in, looked me directly in the eyes, and said, “I promised I wouldn’t infantilize you, this time. But now we both know what you want.”

The eye gaze during my moment of climax was highly intimate and personal. I couldn’t stop it and in that instant a bond formed between us, one I cannot explain but ran deep all the same. This woman had power over me, I could not deny it, and she also gave me the greatest experience of my life. And as if that wasn’t enough, she was right there, inside my head, savoring every delectable moment as it happened, relishing her conquest over me and my soul.
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I may have been able to assume control anyway, but I decided not to leave anything to chance, my conquest of Cairo was too important. So, I offered him an opportunity, one I had never granted to anyone else.

“Today I’m going to make you an offer,” I said, “I will allow you to experience the sensual domination with my promise not to infantilize you. You have my word.”

I followed the offer by grabbing his cock with both hands, rubbing him vigorously. It only took a moment and I had his mind and his body reeling.

“Uh, uh, uh,” he stuttered, too wrapped up in pre orgasmic bliss to offer any resistance.

That’s when his penis pulsed in my hand, a strong throb that surged from his balls all the way to his brain and back again. I had to slow my strokes, to keep him from coming, but I had no doubt he was feeling fine and wanting for more. I repeated the process several times, stimulating Cairo to the point of throbs only to pull back at the last possible moment. I thought for sure he would submit, but somehow, he held his resolve, right up until his will power completely collapsed.

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

His words were music to my ears. I liked his submission, and even though I promised not to infantilize him, I wanted to savor my moment of conquest. “You like how that feels?” I teased.

He moaned his response, “Oh God yes!”

He was ready, it was time for me to drive his transition. “And now you see what my babies see, isn’t it good that you experienced this?”

“Yes, yes,” he agreed.

“Say it,” I coaxed, wanting him to admit his error, wanting him to accept his fate.

The words spurted uncontrollably from his lips. “It’s good for me to experience it.”

I could have been satisfied with his verbal admission but I had him helpless, the opportunity was there to push my agenda another step forward. “Tell me what else you’d like to experience,” I said, quite confident I could get him to reveal more of his inner self. His response was instantaneous, and as much as it surprised me, I had no doubt he was speaking the truth.

“I want to be dominated,” Cairo admitted in between measured huffs. “I want you to strip away my control like you do with the alphas.”

That was great news. It let me know that all of my efforts were paying off. Cairo’s lust was taking root and as long as I was the one controlling it, there was no limit to what I could make him do.

“Please, I’ll do anything,” he added, and I actually smiled in response. I love a man’s submission and Cairo’s was way overdue.

Several targeted strokes more and he was gasping for breath, his penis throbbing in my hand. It was time to take him to the pinnacle, to break down his last vestiges of resistance and reward his submission. The moment I felt his orgasm approach, I gazed deep into his eyes and whispered, “I promised I wouldn’t infantilize you, this time. But now we both know what you want.”

The moment of ejaculation is highly intimate and I made sure our eyes were locked through it all. Not only did I want Cairo to cum at my hand, but I wanted him to know it was me, on his dick and in his brain, the moment it happened.
 


SCENE 42
Cairo
 

It didn’t take long after the orgasm to regain my composure. I had a goofy smile on my face, one that just wouldn’t go away, but for the first time in days I could finally think straight. For the first time in days I was ready to work, to write about the Mommy Claire experience.

The session with Chrissy had been quite an experience, one that was sure to grace the pages of a future story, I wanted to get Mommy Claire’s feedback while it was still fresh in her mind.

“That was incredible,” I said, acknowledging what she had just done to me, recognizing how helpless I really was. “You totally dominated me. I never stood a chance. Now I realize what Chrissy went through.”

Mommy Claire smiled, a confident smile that said she knew exactly what was going to happen. And then she threw me for a loop when she added, “We’re not done with Chrissy yet.”

I didn’t understand what she meant but then her phone rang and Mommy Claire gave me a knowing wink before saying into her phone, “Of course you can come back Chrissy, I’ll be here waiting.”

I couldn’t believe it. Not just that the former alpha male Chris was coming back for more time as Mommy’s good little girl, Chrissy, but that Mommy Claire knew everything before it even happened; a Svengali of the adult baby world. It made me wonder if she knew that much about me as well?

That question would have to wait. She eschewed me away before Chrissy arrived, and I managed to get to the control room just in time to see Mommy Claire’s latest prey walk through the door.

It was all very exciting, but since my orgasm I was now relaxed, stimulated but under control. I was ready to write, to take it all in and get it down in print.

“Oh, Chrissy my dear, I'm so glad you're back,” Mommy Claire greeted her. “But what are those terrible clothes?"

Mommy Claire didn’t wait for a response, shuttling Chrissy inside, guiding her along the way. “We need to get you dressed up.”

Chrissy stopped Mommy Claire, looked deep into her eyes then gathered her into a warm embrace. It looked like she said something, that they exchanged some kind of message, but the microphones weren’t close enough to pick it up. Whatever it was made Mommy Claire laugh.

“I knew the moment you looked at yourself in the mirror,” she said. “You may have liked Mommy's hand job and nursing at my bosom, but you loved seeing yourself in that dress."

Chrissy turned beat red when Mommy Claire said that, then she began to quiver. The strong alpha that Mommy Claire brought to the estate earlier in the day was gone, leaving only the submissive and feminine Chrissy in his place.

Mommy Claire was quick to pick up on her insecurities, soothing them with a couple of carefully chosen words. “You don't have anything to be concerned about. This is a safe place, a place where you are free to live and explore your deepest self."

Chrissy liked hearing that, it was evident by the broad smile across her face. “I had no idea there was a little girl inside of me. I'm almost afraid to find out what else is in there."

"You don't have to whisper,” Mommy Claire replied, “it’s all out in the open here. And I think you already know what's in there," she said as she took Chrissy by the arm and led her up the stairs.

“Did you say hi to Pablo on your way in?" Mommy Claire added, placing special emphasis on what Chrissy had done earlier, and who she had done it to. I wasn’t sure how Chrissy would react, but as it was becoming abundantly clear, her desire to be feminized was far greater than her embarrassment of what she had done to get there.

Once again Mommy Claire took Chrissy to the Victorian Suite. No sooner had they crossed the threshold than Mommy Claire set the wheels in motion, "Would Mommy's good little girl like to take off her own clothes, or would you like Mommy to undress you?"

Chrissy didn't hesitate. Not only did she want to be feminized, she wanted to be infantilized as well. Fortunately for her, Mommy Claire was quite eager to fulfill both wishes. In mere seconds Mommy Claire had Chrissy spread out on the bed, caressing her skin, massaging her back and removing her pants. It was all very feminine, and baby like, right up until Chrissy’s erection popped up.

"Oh, you dirty little girl," Mommy Claire scolded in a teasing tone before dousing the cock with powder and aggressively rubbing it in. "Don't worry little girl, mommy will take care of you."

It was only a couple of strokes, ones that made Chrissy pant and gasp in glee, and before long semen was spouting from the tip, coating the little girl’s stomach with a flood of sticky goo. Mommy Claire smiled in delight while Chrissy moaned and groaned in satisfaction.

Mommy Claire, ever the consummate controlling and loving mommy, was quick to clean up her charge before wrapping Chrissy in a fresh, clean diaper. The entire scene was surreal, Chris was no longer playing a role, Chrissy was now a permanent presence, a submissive and obedient baby girl, one dressed in a bright yellow dress, a garment that barely covered her unmentionables but highlighted Chrissy’s femininity wonderfully. And to top things off, both mentally and physically, Mommy Claire finished the ensemble with a matching bow in Chrissy’s hair.

Mommy Claire followed the dressing of her little girl with a long, silly raspberry kiss on Chrissy’s stomach and said, “If I help you down from the bed can you crawl behind me?"

Chrissy, did as she was told, struggling to keep up as they wandered out of the suite and down the hall, confirming once and for all that Chrissy’s transformation was complete, and potentially even permanent.
 


SCENE 43
Cairo
 

Mommy Claire sent word that my night was done, that I was no longer to watch and record the events with Chrissy. I didn’t mind, it had been a long day and I was ready to pack it in. A quick load of my bag and I was out of the control room and on my way back to the cottage.

I was surprised to find Kelly waiting inside, and even more surprised when I saw her outfit, a tiny white nightie that put all of her assets on full display.

“Yay, your home,” she said and before I knew it her arms were around me, her beautiful flesh pressed up against mine.

I may have had an earth-shattering orgasm with Mommy Claire just a short while before but that did nothing to quell my desire for Kelly. In fact, I think it heightened it, increasing my understanding and appreciation of the Mommy style love she supplied. I wanted her touch, the way it calmed me, the way it made me feel loved.

Her nearness soothed me as I drifted in her arms, the feel of her fingers on my scalp calming my nerves. It allowed me to think, to contemplate all that had happened, and what might happen next.

Despite the wonderful physical feelings I experienced with Mommy Claire, I knew as I lay there in the dark that I could not move forward in her world. It was a slippery slope and I knew the longer I stayed the more susceptible I would become. And so, I formulated my thoughts, devising the best way to relay my concerns to Mommy Claire.
 


SCENE 44
Cairo
 

I woke up early the next morning, much earlier than usual, I had a lot on my mind. I decided I would head over to the house to find Mommy Claire and have our discussion while my thoughts were clear and my resolve strong. As I suspected, Mommy Claire was already awake, the only light in the house coming from her office.

With careful steps I moved toward her office door. Despite all the times in the past that I had stopped short, failed to complete my stated mission, I knew this time was different, this time I would see it through. The draw was every bit as powerful, more powerful than words can describe, but my inner strength and resistance were at an all-time high. I was confident, I could do this.

And so, with a forced bravado drawn from somewhere deep within, I knocked on Mommy Claire’s office door, announcing my presence, pushing on with the inevitable.

“Come in,” she called in reply.

I swung the door wide and stepped across the threshold, carefully closing the door behind me to secure our privacy. Unlike the last time I was there, this time Mommy Claire’s Office was dimly lit, bordering on darkened. It took my eyes a moment to adjust and by the time I had my wits about me, she was right there by my side, intimately close, whispering in my ear, her breath hot on my neck.

“I think we should make today all about you,” she cooed. The tone of her voice, and the sound of her words, sent a tingle up and down my spine. “How would you like me to tease your desire?”

Those words caught me off guard. I had intended to speak out, to declare my independence, yet there she was, offering me an opportunity to experience the thrill ride once again. Was it possible I could experience it one more time and then walk away? Or was I already too far down the slope to turn back?

For her part Mommy Claire didn’t stop, using her soft voice to calm my fears, working its way into my brain, “Say yes, tell me I can play with you today?”

The thought blew my mind. I had anticipated walking out, no longer willing to watch another domination, another forced regression. And yet once I realized that it would be me on the receiving end of her ministrations, succumbing to her bliss, I was conflicted. Deep in my heart I wanted to experience it again, to savor the experience one more time, but with Mommy Claire there was a cost, a deep price. Unlike yesterday when she agreed not to infantilize me, this time I would be required to surrender my manhood.

Was I willing to pay that price?

Infantilization may have been ok to write about, or to edit, but now it was getting real, perhaps a little too close for comfort. I was about to tell her so, when, in Mommy Claire’s own inimitable fashion, she cut me off, two steps ahead of my way of thinking.

“I just want to give you the physical experience,” she said, looking me directly in the eye, assuring me her words were true. “No diapers, no infantilization, just bliss. I promise.”

Just like that she understood my objection and pacified my need. What excuse could I possibly offer? I wanted to experience it again, to feel that good that once again. And yet there was still a hesitation. As much as I doubted the reality of it all, that these men and women really could be dominated, there was a fear in the back of my mind. What if?

Mommy Claire smiled, a warm and loving smile. “You have to nod, or say yes, or something. I won’t give you the experience without your consent.”

My moment of truth was upon me. I had masturbated about this moment so many times, in the privacy of my cottage, in fantasy, but for some reason now that I knew how good it felt, and the consequences of my submission, I could not act. Was there some part of me that really believed it was all real? That Mommy Claire really could control my lust to the point of age regression?

She had already given her assurance that there would be no baby play, and so, with the slightest nod of my head, I granted my consent.


SCENE 45
Mommy Claire
 

Cairo was an enigma. For a guy that played with himself all hours of the day, and had already had a taste of what I had to offer, he was quite hesitant and reserved when offered the opportunity at an extended edging thrill ride. For a moment I thought he might actually turn me down. For a moment.
 


SCENE 46
Cairo
 

We were gazing eye to eye when I nodded my head. I may not have said it out loud but we both knew what I meant and Mommy Claire was quick to seize on the moment. In an instant her hands were everywhere, inside my waistband, down my thighs, up my crotch. In the first few seconds she took control, demonstrating her utter dominance, touching me everywhere, exciting me immensely. I rationalized that if I was going to play, I may as well go all in, so I allowed her free reign and it was glorious.

I knew what I was doing, giving in to lust, allowing the desires of my body to run free, and I assured myself it would only be for this one solitary session, so I could see exactly what provided the lure, exactly what people liked about it so much.

The sensual stimulation, the caressing of my erogenous zones, the feel of her soft smooth flesh against mine, was simultaneously soothing and erotic. I don’t know how she managed to capture the essence of both feelings in one act but there I was, calmer than I had ever been, while also excited, downright horny, eager to explore further. That’s when Mommy Claire taught me how to help her.

“You have to let me know what you like,” she said, “so I can give you more.”

It sounded reasonable, and trust me I wanted more, but her ministrations took my breath away, holding me in a state of frozen bliss. I couldn’t form words, try as I might I wanted to tell her what I liked, but in the end, I found I could only grunt, that I could release primal sounds of joy in response to the stimulus I desired most. Mommy Claire picked up on it right away, my moans and groans, and soon she had me squirming beneath her touch, writhing like an insatiable slut.

There was a definitive rise and fall to the Mommy Claire experience. For minutes on end she would drive my lust, plying me with physical pleasure, making every nerve ending pulse with joy. She forced me to savor those sensations, not once, but over and over again, until that feeling was all I could understand, and then, all at once, she took it away.

I had never experienced such longing, such desire for a need I previously never knew existed yet now could not deny. She made me yearn, which in and of itself, was debilitating, right up until her hands returned to my body, taking me right back to the pinnacle of bliss.

“Ah,” I gasped, relieved to be back beneath her touch, unaware of how deeply the transition from intense physical bliss to a void of nothingness had affected my existence. I now knew how incredible her ministrations felt, and how helpless I became the moment those feelings were gone.

It was easy to understand why men gave in. It wasn’t a choice, it was a need, to search out those incredible feelings that neared heaven, and avoid the frustration, the helpless weakness of non-contact.

You might think that Mommy Claire stopped once I had experienced the rise and fall of her thrill ride but she wasn’t done. That debilitating bliss was only the first step, she intended to let me see and experience it all, exactly as her subjects experienced it, helpless yet desperate for more.

The next several hours could only be described as heavenly bliss. Mommy Claire knew my penis better than I did. She knew exactly how to maximize my pleasure, but she also knew how to throttle back the excitement, at the last possible moment, to keep the thrill ride going on and on.

I know I had never experienced such incredible physical sensations, but what I didn’t expect was how peaceful everything made my brain feel. Gone were all the concerns of daily life, replaced by a soothing calm that spread to every part of my being. Time at Mommy Claire’s knee was wonderful, and I was quickly realizing why so many men were willing to give up everything in exchange for these incredible feelings.

As much as I enjoyed the way Mommy Claire dominated and controlled me, I didn’t understand the feelings that were emanating from my core. They didn’t make sense. A part of me deep inside, a part growing larger with each passing moment, wanted to worship her, to get down on my knees and give tribute to the woman who was granting me such wonder. It wasn’t anything the normal me would have done, but I felt myself moving along that path, drawn by a force more powerful than I.

I can’t explain it, that powerful urge, but I knew that I needed to tell its story, to fulfill its destiny.

I turned my body and wound up with my face between her thighs, desperate, horny, confused, certain of only one thing. I wanted to service her, to dedicate my time and energy to showing her just how much I appreciated exactly who she was and what she had done for me.

But that was not meant to be.


SCENE 47
Mommy Claire
 

I knew what Cairo was doing when he spun his body and wormed his face between my legs. I allowed him to get close, to think he would succeed, but then stunted his efforts at the last possible moment. I couldn’t allow it to happen. He was on a one-way trip to submission and I wasn’t going to let anything get in the way of my control.
 


SCENE 48
Cairo
 

I made it back to my cottage very late that night and much to my surprise it was empty. I’m not sure why I expected Kelly to be there, but in many ways, I was glad she wasn’t. I was embarrassed over what had happened. I set off in the morning to put an end to my engagement with Mommy Claire, and yet somehow, I ended up even deeper in her world. Fortunately, my body was so exhausted by the relentless stimulation from Mommy Claire all day, that I fell asleep before thoughts of consequences and implications could enter my mind.
 


SCENE 49
Mommy Claire
 

I was slow playing Cairo’s desire, getting him addicted to the wonderful sensations of lust manipulation without the commitment of baby play. It was an excellent start, and had his mind moving in the right direction, towards my inevitable goal, but if we were going to take that final step, I was going to need his buy-in, and more than just a nod of the head. I needed an overt act.
 


SCENE 50
Cairo
 

I walked to breakfast the next morning with a skip to my step and I hadn’t even had an orgasm. I no longer cared about my festering desire, it was no longer a concern knowing full well that if I did submit to Mommy Claire, that it would be the greatest experience of my life. My reservations about baby play were also gone, thanks to my loving and nurturing interactions with Kelly Innocence.

My entire visit to Las Vegas and Mommy Claire was proving to be very valuable. I had no doubt that my appreciation of the ABDL world had increased and that my ability to edit Mommy Claire’s works had improved as well. That’s exactly why I was so shocked when I arrived at the dining room to find a sullen Mommy Claire at the table.

“What’s wrong?” I asked before even sitting down.

“Today’s your day,” Mommy Claire answered, “unfortunately I won’t get to infantilize you.”

“Why not?” I questioned. “I don’t mind, I’m ok with it now. In fact, I was kind of looking forward to it.”

“That’s exactly why I can’t,” she said. “In our last meeting you told me what you wanted, so today I’m going to give it to you.”

I had to think back, what had I said I wanted? And why would that keep her from playing the role of mommy? It didn’t become clear until Mommy Claire explained.

“You want to be dominated, to be stripped of your power like an alpha,” Mommy Claire reminded me.

In an instant it all came back, the way I felt, the power she had, how I couldn’t resist her control. It was just as exciting as the day before and instantly I was erect, ready for more. “It’s ok,” I said. “I know before I said that you couldn’t infantilize me but I’m ok with it now.”

Mommy Claire frowned. “That’s why it won’t work. The alpha experience requires true submission, coercion.”

“I’ll submit,” I answered, but the moment the words crossed my lips I knew why it was all wrong. You can’t be coerced into doing something that you want to do. If I was going to be dominated like an alpha, Mommy Claire would have to make me do something I didn’t want to do. Suddenly a thousand images raced through my head, followed by a gallon of fear.
 


SCENE 51
Mommy Claire
 

I saw the fear in Cairo’s eyes the moment the full depth of my announcement registered in his head. He wasn’t like any of my other subjects, I wouldn’t dominate him, not without his consent. We were in a tricky situation and it would be up to him how we proceeded, but I needed him to know and understand exactly what he was agreeing to.

“I’ll give you some time to think it over,” I offered, “to see if you still want to go through with it.”

It pained me to see him leave the dining room that morning, knowing I could have taken him as my own, wondering if I would ever get the chance again.
 


SCENE 52
Cairo
 

Mommy Claire laid her cards on the table and I have to admit I was sad. I desperately wanted the alpha domination experience, a fantasy that had been building in my head for some time, but it wasn’t going to happen without a grave sacrifice, one that went way beyond what I was able to give.

Oh, how I wished I had never let Mommy Claire know I was ok with baby play. If only that could be my submission, I would gladly play her mommy games, gladly submit to her control. But I had seen how she broke those who submitted too easily, how she stripped them of their power and made them commit outrageous acts. Was I ready to wear a dress? Would I suck a dick for Mommy Claire? Those were the questions that needed to be answered, that was the battle raging in my head.

I made the long walk back to my cottage in a stupor, a thousand thoughts weighing my mind. Fortunately, Kelly was waiting for me when I walked in the door.

“How was your meeting with Mommy?” she asked.

Kelly had become more than just a crush; she was a friend and a confidant. I laid out my predicament, hoping she might offer some rational solution.

“I’ve been on the receiving end of Mommy’s attention,” she explained, “you’ll love it and you’ll never forget it.”

I rolled my eyes. “But she’ll put me in a dress,” I replied, “she’ll make me suck a guy’s dick.”

Kelly pulled me in close, her fingers winding their way through my hair, massaging my scalp. In an instant she had me calmed, relaxed, my stress floating away.

“It’ll be ok,” she whispered, the sound of her voice very comforting in my ear. “I’ve worn a dress before and sucked dick, it’s not that bad. But no matter what you decide I’ll be here for you.”

Those words should have scared me but somehow, they gave everything a new perspective. To Kelly, my submission was no big deal. To her, gender roles and sex acts were all part of the norm. Was it really that simple? Could I just flick a switch and begin to see things that way?

I fell asleep in Kelly’s arms, content having her near, addled by a thousand questions that the next day would bring.
 


SCENE 53
Mommy Claire
 

I knew Cairo had a difficult decision in front of him, and to be honest I had my own vested interest in the result, my own desired outcome. I had hunted him for a while, spent quite a bit of time and effort on his seduction, and while I felt obligated to grant him first right of refusal, that did not mean he would receive a second opportunity to escape. When Cairo returned to give me his answer, I intended to use every tool at my disposal to make it a very difficult decision.
 


SCENE 54
Cairo
 

At seven o’clock in the morning I made the trek across the grounds, into the mansion and to the dining room. Even as I crossed the threshold to our meeting space, I had no idea what I was going to say. I wanted so desperately to be infantilized by Mommy Claire, to experience her seductive powers, but Mommy Claire didn’t do things half way. I saw what she did to Chrissy and there were some lines I would not cross.

I was building up the courage to tell Mommy Claire just that when she appeared in the doorway behind me, naked as the day she was born. I’ve already told you how insane her body was but seeing her like that, in that moment, sent my brain into a tizzy. I swear I fell into a trance, drawn by my penis towards her light, ready to give everything for an opportunity to savor her joy.

The vision of her excited me immensely, that beautiful face, her smooth soft skin, those wonderful breasts, and I moved toward her, not by free will, but by a strong force pulling me from within. Before I knew it I was on my knees in front of her, begging for her attention.

“Mommy please,” I said, “I want to be your good little boy.”

I don’t know what possessed me to say the words aloud although at that moment no truer statement had ever been spoken. I wanted to be her good boy, I wanted to experience her mommy love, and the moment those words spilled forth from my lips, a deep change enacted inside of me. It was a combination of joy and fear, joy to be in her presence, and fear that I might lose my opportunity, that she might turn me down.

For sixty seconds she made me wait. It seemed an eternity, as I contemplated the consequences of her yes and the implications if she said no. The entire previous night had been consumed over what she would do to me if I granted her control. Would she turn me into a woman? Would she make me suck a man’s dick? But in that minute of wait my greatest fear became evident, it wasn’t what she might do to me if we moved forward, it was what might become of my life if she wouldn’t take me at all.

And so, I waited in anxious anticipation of her reply.

Mommy Claire never did give a verbal response, instead she offered a come hither look and the motion of a single finger that invited me to follow that delicious booty wherever she would lead. Needless to say, I followed her, out of the dining room, across the foyer, up the sweeping staircase and down the hallway towards her Victorian Suite, and my destiny.
 


SCENE 55
Mommy Claire
 

I waited for Cairo to enter the dining room before I slipped in behind him. It was the make or break day in our relationship, the day I intended to break his resistance and make him my own. He thought he was coming to inform me of his decision, about whether he would participate in my baby games, but the truth was I had made the decision for him, several weeks earlier, the moment he walked through my door.

You see, Cairo represented a new kind of challenge, the moral objector. I had conquered many men, and overcome many obstacles in the process, but Cairo represented completely new territory, unknown land that I had yet to explore. The temptation of that feast was too much to resist.

And so, I stepped forward, into the light, presenting him with an up-close gaze at the reward for his submission. The look in his eyes when he spied me nude said it all; consumed with desire his thoughts were no longer his own. Instantly I knew I had made the right decision in relentlessly teasing his lust, and while he probably still thought he had a choice in the process, the glaze to his eyes and the erection in his pants told me otherwise.

Cairo didn’t just approach, he got down on his knees and bowed before me, subservient to my power. When he spoke, his words made my insides tingle in delight.

“Mommy please, I want to be your good little boy,” he pleaded.

It was exactly what I had been waiting for and so, I beckoned him to follow, behind me and towards his destiny.
 


SCENE 56
Cairo
 

I followed Mommy Claire down the hall, watching her beautiful hips sway back and forth with each step, and when she slipped inside the Victorian Suite, and disappeared behind the door, I lost my breath. All at once it hit me, this was my moment of truth. I had seen what happened to the men and women that crossed that threshold. Mommy Claire didn’t just exploit their weakness, she dominated their existence, until all that was left was pure submission.

As much as I wanted to experience the thrill of her sensual delights, there was a real and certain fear bubbling just beneath my surface, of what she would make me do, of who she would make me become. I couldn’t let myself be manipulated that way. I had to keep my life from veering out of control. And as that realization struck, as I gathered my senses preparing to let rational thought dictate my next action, she reappeared at the door in all her glory, looked me straight in the eyes and said, “Be a good little boy and come to mommy.”

In an instant everything changed. My resolve disappeared, replaced by an inherent need for the intimacy and connectedness only Mommy Claire could supply. I tried to remain strong but the longer I stood there, basking in her beauty, drinking in her presence, the weaker I became, until my brain started to convince me that a little submission would be ok.

I knew I shouldn’t proceed but the way she looked, the way I felt, I rationalized that it would only be for a moment. And so, I took one step forward, and then another, followed by another still, until I stepped through the doorway and was right by her side.

The moment she wrapped her arms around me, and pulled me close, I could think of nothing but Mommy Claire and how much I needed her attention. Nothing else mattered. A shiver of nerves shook me to my core. The reality set in. Just as that thought crossed my mind her hand grazed lightly down my back, all the way to my bum, sending waves of pleasure to my brain, convincing me to step further into her world. And, as if her touch wasn’t enough, she accompanied her actions with the words I longed to hear.

“Trust me, I’ll take care of you,” Mommy Claire cooed. “You want this. I want this. The more you give in the better it will be.”

Resisting was hard, it took every ounce of energy I could muster, but submission was easy. When I gave in, even for just a single moment, I experienced true bliss. That incredible feeling encouraged me to turn one moment into two, then two into three, and so on, until I got lost in the exchange. Before I knew it I was on my back, in the center of the four poster bed, Mommy Claire undoing my belt and pulling down my pants.

All of it came as a shock, the way she took me, the way she dominated my being, and I was about to tell her so when I felt her fingers wrap around my shaft. The targeted strokes that followed not only felt awesome, but they also eliminated any and all thoughts of independence.

My journey with Mommy Claire had begun, whether I was ready or not.
 


SCENE 57
Mommy Claire
 

When Cairo’s eyes rolled to the back of his head and he began to wriggle beneath my touch, I knew he was mine. The only question was, what would I be able to make him do, to confirm his submission, and guarantee my long-term control?
 


SCENE 58
Cairo
 

Once I felt my orgasm building, I knew it was too late. Mommy Claire had me brinking on the edge of ecstasy and I was helpless to stop it. If I had even tried, my body and my brain would have revolted against me. And so, I doubled down in my submission, giving in to the feelings, allowing my body and my mind to savor the delight. It wasn’t the smartest thing to do for a guy who wanted to remain independent, but God did it feel good.

Mommy Claire marveled at me. “You’re such a good little boy, letting me have complete control.”

“Yes mommy,” I replied, although I doubted she needed my ok. She was in charge, we both knew it, the only question was, what was she going to make me do now that she had that power?

I didn’t have to wait long for an answer.

With her hands still gliding up and down my shaft, Mommy Claire reduced the stimulus, allowing me to come down from the edging high, regaining some of my senses. A part of me was frustrated by the lack of release, but I had seen enough of Mommy Claire’s encounters to know that this was only the calm before the storm. She had bigger plans for my orgasm, I would have to wait to find out what came next.

That’s when she hit me with the next step in my evolution. “How would you like Mommy to give you a bath?” she asked.

OMG! How many times had I seen that exact scenario? How many times had I wished that it was me on the receiving end of Mommy’s attention? “Yes please,” I spouted, happy to agree, happy to submit.

She took me by the hand and led me to the adjoining bathroom, my raging hard-on bobbing from side to side. I never saw her leave me yet somehow the bath was already filling with water when we entered, a collection of bubbles floating on top. Mommy Claire directed me to get into the tub and when I lifted my leg to step in, she used the opportunity to tickle my rosebud. I had never been stimulated in my ass before and while the first touch was intrusive, I found the feelings very erotic, causing me to freeze in place, a guttural groan my only response.

“My little boy likes to be touched there, doesn’t he?” Mommy Claire said, and then the tip of her finger slipped past my sphincter and inside of me.

I don’t know what anyone else says about anal stimulation, but I can tell you that the initial penetration is shocking, but once you get used to the feeling, it is highly intense. Mommy Claire worked those nerve endings with expert care and soon I couldn’t stop the flow of drool pouring from my mouth. It made my eyes cross and a steady stream of pre-cum flow from my dick. I couldn’t figure out why anal stimulation would cause me to cum, but Mommy Claire felt compelled to prove it to me by rubbing her nipple in the slick goo and then presenting her breast to me for the next stage of my development.

I had fantasized about nursing at mommy’s breast since the first moment I met her, however I had no intention of eating my own cum. Mommy Claire made quick work of my resistance, stroking my cock with her delicate fingers, teasing my orgasm until I was moaning and writhing about, prepping me to submit to her will. It’s probably needless to say, but once she had me in that precarious state, she didn’t waste any time coercing me onto her breast, coaxing me to clean every last drop of cum from her nipple. I didn’t particularly care for the salty aftertaste, but I absolutely loved the way mommy rewarded me for my submission.

“You’re such a good boy,” she cooed. “I knew you wouldn’t disappoint mommy. Let’s see what else you’ll do.”

I didn’t want to be teased into doing outrageous acts but I wasn’t about to stop the pleasure assault Mommy was performing on my dick and ass, and so I nodded my head and offered a simple, “Yes, Mommy,” before latching back on to her nipple and savoring the intimacy of the moment.

If you’ve been following this story then you probably know what came next, however what you wouldn’t know is how excited I was to be on the receiving end of such an act. It may sound strange but I wanted Mommy Claire to shave me bare. I wanted her to have that close and intimate contact with my genitals.

She didn’t disappoint.

Mommy Claire took my penis in hand and began to lather me with shaving cream. It was highly erotic and in an instant, I was throbbing in her hand.

“You’re really excited,” Mommy Claire said. “You have to calm down, you have to stay still.”

That was easier said than done as the combination of mommy’s hands on my member and her beautiful naked body in the tub stimulated me beyond belief. There was no way I was ever going to relax. Mommy Claire must have realized because with several rapid strokes she brought me to the edge, and with several more sent my semen spurting all over the tub.

“Ugh,” I grunted, the release both highly pleasurable and thoroughly exhausting. In a mere instant Mommy Claire had transitioned me from horny little boy to sated submissive, sapping all of my energy and leaving me with a goofy smile on my face. I no longer possessed the energy to throb or move about, and she capitalized on the situation by completely shaving me bare.

Watching that long sharp blade next to my dick should have scared me but I trusted Mommy Claire, not just with my shaving but also with my life. She loved me, that much was certain, and as much as she might make me do outrageous acts of submission, I had no doubt she would never hurt me.

The moment Mommy Claire finished wiping me clean I couldn’t resist touching the new bare skin. It felt incredibly soft and I allowed my fingers to savor that tactile feel for a while.

Mommy Claire laughed. “You like that don’t you?” she said, pointing at my ministrations, identifying how deeply the shaving processed had affected me. “It’s all part of the age regression process,” she explained. “Wait until you feel the diaper.”

Just two days earlier and those words would have petrified me, but after she lovingly helped me from the tub and dried me with the thick plush towel, I willingly followed her back to the suite, and the four-poster bed, for my next step in the infantilization process.

Even though I had already had an orgasm in the tub I was highly aroused and when she doused my genitals with baby powder and began to rub it in, I felt the familiar stirrings of an orgasm once again. I wouldn’t have thought it possible, that I could be controlled by my cock so soon after release, but Mommy Claire had me moaning and groaning like it had been days since my last orgasm. And she didn’t waste any time taking advantage of my weakness, wrapping a fresh clean diaper around my bottom.

For weeks, if not longer, I swore I would never don a diaper, yet there I was, in the center of Mommy Claire’s four poster bed, swaddled in a fresh clean cloth. The fabric felt soft against my skin, and when Mommy squeezed my pee pee through the diaper and cooed at me in sweet baby talk, I felt at peace with the world, like I was where I was meant to be.

That feeling progressed even further when Mommy Claire repositioned our bodies on the bed and presented me with her bosom. I had been waiting for that moment, to feel the softness of her skin against my cheeks, to take her hardened nipple in my mouth. I suckled deeply and when I did Mommy Claire gasped in delight. My penis throbbed of its own accord.

Nursing at mommy’s breast quickly zoomed to the top of my all-time favorite activities and the more I suckled the more I felt the impact of age regression. Little by little I was slipping into an alternate world, one where I was no longer a man, but a little boy. And if I’m being honest, I liked it, a lot.

For her part, Mommy Claire knew exactly how to aid my transition, massaging my scalp, rubbing my pee pee, encouraging my infantilization with loving words spoken in a soft tone. It was the perfect environment and I couldn’t help but wonder why I had resisted it for so long?

I relay all of those details with fond memory and a bit of romantic intrigue. However, the story did not stop there. What happened next will forever define who I am as a person.

While Mommy Claire did all those things to make me feel comfortable, make me feel relaxed, I doubled down on my submission, fully committing to the moment. From a mental perspective it was amazing, taking me to that blissful place of mommy’s love. But what I didn’t expect was the impact it would have on my physical being. While my mind was savoring the bliss of letting go, my body did the same, and before I knew it the unthinkable happened.]

I soiled my diaper.

And I don’t mean a little. I shit, I peed, and I filled the diaper with my sticky mess. Never in my life had I ever felt so lost and if it weren’t for Mommy Claire and the loving way she treated me in my weakest moment, I might have been forever scarred.

But that is where the story gets really interesting. In all of my time reviewing and editing Mommy Claire’s works I was so fixated on the subject’s journey, I completely lost focus on Mommy Claire and the powerful bond between mother and child. Mommy Claire didn’t just clean me up, she made love to me with every ounce of her being. I have never felt so special in all my life, so cared for, so loved. All of the sensual stimulation is wonderful, and I wouldn’t want to give it up, but if I’m being honest, I liked receiving Mommy Claire’s love even more.

In that moment of letting go I lost the man I used to be, truly becoming mommy’s little boy. But in the process, I gained something so much more valuable, a new perspective on life and the special bond between Mommy Claire and her adult babies.


SCENE 59
Mommy Claire
 

I love all of my adult babies, for their journey to self-discovery and the special connection that we share, but there are some, because of their very nature, who hold a special place in my heart. Cairo joined a very select few that afternoon, rising to the top as my all-time favorite. He didn’t come to me expecting to be infantilized, in fact he resisted it, but by the time our sessions were through, he held a greater understanding of the Mommy / adult baby relationship than most will achieve in a lifetime of experiences. His transition was phenomenal and our connection sublime.

Having found my diamond in the rough I offered Cairo the opportunity to stay on at the estate, in whatever role he might choose. He graciously accepted and has become the house historian, chronicling our adventures to share with the world.

We truly are a family, my adult babies and I, and we will continue to expand our fold with the addition of new submissives, ones who bring as much caring and love to our community as we supply in return.


EPILOGUE
Cairo
 

After watching the unending flow of men and women come into Mommy Claire’s life, only to leave as broken and submissive adult babies, it created a different understanding in my head, about what it was that Mommy Claire did, and more importantly, the reason people found their way to her door.

There is a joy in giving up control, in no longer being responsible for the worries of the world, and every one of Mommy Claire’s subjects relished in that experience. I had previously believed that the greatest moment in each encounter was the lust manipulation, the stringing along of one’s sexual desire, but I was wrong. The single instant that had the greatest impact on myself and every other person, was the infantilization; the nursing at mommy’s teat, the warm embrace of her arms, and the love of her swaddled diaper.

For me it all started as a passive observer, but as Mommy Claire was quick to point out, that is where my fundamental flaw lie; in my inability to connect with the essence of her work. And so, I inched closer and closer to actualization until the lure and draw of Mommy Claire became too much, and I too submitted to the moment and joined her growing stable of willing adult babies.

The adult baby life may not be for everyone, but as I can attest, its power is strong and its connection great.

Note from Mommy Claire:

#HimToo would not have been possible had Cairo not agreed to submit to the experience and share the intimate details of his weeks at the estate. I am forever grateful for his contribution. Cairo is an aspiring young writer and I am happy to direct you to the first of what I hope will be many of his fantasy erotica novels. Be sure to check it out:

-          Mace Steele: Seductor
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Prologue

Mommy Claire

I have dominated many men. I have infantilized and controlled their lives for my own amusement and benefit. Don’t get me wrong, I always reward their submission, and there isn’t a single one of them who wouldn’t readily come back for more. But in the end, I do it for my own pleasure, for what I gain from the experience makes me feel whole, lets me know who and what I am.

Throughout my life there have been very few times where I have ever dominated a man only to relinquish control to someone else. In many ways it goes against the basic principle of domination and submission, but in some instances, it is the appropriate thing to do.


Scene 1

Mark

Have you met Mommy Claire? I have, and let me tell you, it changed my life.

I could tell you that she manipulated me, and dominated me, and completely controlled me, and that would probably scare you. But then I would add that it was the most incredible experience of my life, and I would give anything to go back to that first time, and then you would be intrigued. And both of those feelings would be spot on, because life with Mommy Claire isn’t easy, or predictable, and sometimes it’s downright terrifying, but in the end it offers a reward, a great reward, one you didn’t expect, but one you appreciate, with every fiber of your being, right down to your very core.

You’re probably thinking, what is this magic she wields, that she is able to captivate the hearts and minds of grown men, rendering them submissive, pliant to her every command? And the answer: unbridled mommy love and sex manipulation.

I know, I know, that all sounds so shallow, that the hopes and dreams of a man’s future could be controlled by his next orgasm, but when it comes right down to it, it’s basic fundamentals. Men think with their dicks, and a woman who controls a man’s dick, controls everything about him. But Mommy Claire didn’t stop once she had control of my cock, instead she used that as the gateway to my brain, the super highway to absolute dominance.
 


SCENE 2
Mommy Claire
 

Have you ever seen a sad sack? The kind of guy that’s absolutely hopeless, a slovenly mess with no vision or direction in life, a derelict? I have, and under most circumstances I just walk on by, too busy to get caught up in the aimless wanderings of a lost soul. But one time, just once, I looked upon one of those lost souls and saw something deeper, a hidden gem beneath a pile of rubble, and so I set out to see just what some good old-fashioned mommy love could do for the broken hearted.
 


SCENE 3
Mark
 

I know what Mommy Claire said about me but it wasn’t true. Sure, I lived in my step-mom’s basement, and didn’t own a suit or a car, but I at least had a job, and the comic book store was a pretty cool place to work all things considered. But she didn’t see me there, the cool guy among the nerds of DC world, if she had her opinion would have been totally different. Instead she saw me at the DMV, trying to get a non-drivers ID, and there I was a fish out of water.

“You look like you could use some help,” she said. Those were the first words she ever spoke to me.

I turned to see who was looking at me and much to my surprise it was a very attractive older woman. I don’t say that lightly, I’m generally not attracted to older women, but this one was hot, from her pretty face to her stacked body.

“I...I...I’m ok,” I stuttered. I shouldn’t have had any problems with the machine, I’m a millennial for Christ’s sake, but she had me all sorts of confused just with a smile and a few simple words.

She stepped towards me.

“I think you could use some help, and I know just the person to give it to you.” She gained closer; her face next to my ear as she pointed at the screen. Then she whispered, “Would you like me to play with your pee-pee?”

Did she just say that? In the middle of the DMV? I shot her a glance, just to make sure.

She left no doubt with her reply.

“You heard me,” she said in an even lower tone. “Walk out of here with me right now and I will change your world.”

Now I don’t know if there is any circumstance in which I would have said no, but with this attractive woman staring at me, waiting for a response, there was only one thing I could think to do. “Ok,” I replied, and together we left that place.


SCENE 4
Mommy Claire
 

My sad sack agreed to my offer and together we left the DMV, me heading to my car, him waddling behind me like a horny little boy excited for his first hand job. There’s a unique power there, holding the key to a man’s sexual gratification, every woman knows it, and wrestles with just how much she is willing to exploit it to get what she wants. In most cases the choice is easy, girl wants guy, girl thinks guy is out of her league, girl uses sex to even the playing field. Or better yet, guy wants girl, girl needs money, a financial deal is arranged. It’s a story as old as time, or at least as old as the oldest profession, just as true today as when it all began.

But in this case the tables were about to be turned. I was out of his league and didn’t want his money, so why exactly was I going to manipulate his sex and dominate his mind? Perhaps I felt sorry for him, the sad sack who could never get a girl. Or perhaps I saw something deep inside, a diamond in the rough. Or maybe, just maybe, a woman does things just because she can, to demonstrate to the world, and to herself, just how dominant she can be.
 


SCENE 5
Mark
 

I followed the woman out of the building and to her car. I should have known by how she dressed, fancy clothes and shiny jewelry, that she was rich, but when we got to her vehicle, a black Cadillac Escalade, there was no doubt. I had never sat in a seat so comfortable in all my life. It felt like I was melting into a cloud. Sleep could have come so easily in a seat like that, but her next words completely changed the mood.

“You stink,” she said. “I didn’t realize it inside, I guess there were a lot of other odors, but you need to be bathed.”

I’d say I was insulted but I couldn’t really argue with her. I probably did smell. Showering wasn’t part of my daily routine. “I’ll take a shower or do whatever you want,” I said, hoping my hygiene wouldn’t stop her from playing with me.

“Change of plans,” she said.

Just like that my heart jumped into my throat. I went from thoughts of an impending hand job to being left on the side of the road. I was devastated.

“I’m not going to play with your pee-pee,” she announced. “I’m going to take you back to my house and treat you like a baby. Do you still want to go?”
 


SCENE 6
Mommy Claire
 

Pretense aside, it was time to see just how far this sad sack would go. “I’m not going to play with your pee-pee,” I told him. “I’m going to take you back to my house and treat you like a baby. Do you still want to go?”

The look on his face was priceless. He went from the pinnacle of joy to the depths of depression in an instant. I thought he might cry when he blubbered, “You’re not going to play with my pee-pee?”

I loved how he used the word, pee-pee. His infantilization had already begun and he didn’t even know it. I could have made him do anything for that sweet reward and I intended to find out just what “anything” included. “Ok,” I agreed, “I’ll still play with you, but first you have to play a little game, you have to completely give in to age regression, to baby play.”

The awkward, constrained look on his face let me know he didn’t understand what I was talking about. He truly was a newbie and it would be my pleasure to introduce him to my world, and all of the fabulous joys that come with it.
 


SCENE 7
Mark
 

First, she told me she was going to play with my dick, then she said she wasn’t going to, then she said she would again. I had no idea what to believe but I was still in her car, driving to wherever she intended to take me. She insisted I call her Mommy Claire, and used a whole bunch of words I wasn’t familiar with, but that didn’t stop me from going along, the lure of potential sex all my mind could focus on.

What exactly is age regression? And what does infantilization mean? I wasn’t sure on either account but I did see that somehow the top two buttons of her blouse had come undone and for the first time I had a view of her wonderful cleavage. The shape of her breasts in the shirt was phenomenal but the softness of her skin had my mind whirling. It was a subtle act, to get me thinking about sex, and it worked. The sight of those luscious bosoms got me aroused, a state of being that would not go away in all my time with Mommy Claire.

We pulled up in front of a beautiful house, a mansion really, and walked up the steep front steps into her home. No sooner had we crossed through the doorway than Mommy Claire laid down her rules.

“As long as you are in this home you give up all control, you are my baby, and in exchange, I will give you the greatest sexual experience of your life,” Mommy Claire said. “Do we have a deal?”

I didn’t understand half of what she said except for, “the greatest sexual experience of my life.” Those words rung in my head and it was all I needed to hear. “Yes, please,” I agreed, and just like that my whole world was turned upside down.

Mommy Claire took me by the hand and led me up the sweeping staircase towards the second floor. “The sooner you are out of those clothes the sooner we can get to the fun,” she said.

It was all I could do to keep from shedding my garments right there in the hall.

We hadn’t even gotten through the bedroom and into the bath and my clothing was gone, my erection bobbing side to side, desperate to be touched. I had never been naked with a woman before and I might have thought I would be nervous but I was too excited to think about anything other than this gorgeous woman and the acts of pleasure she was about to perform on my body.

And then she didn’t.
 


SCENE 8
Mommy Claire
 

I had Mark exactly where I wanted him, naked, horny, and willing to do anything in exchange for sexual gratification. Usually I would have to tease a guy’s lust for a while, build up his anticipation, separate him from his feelings of control, but Mark was already there, ready to submit to my every whim. His situation was unique, and I intended to take him on a very special journey.
 


SCENE 9
Mark
 

Ok, I had never been more aroused in my entire life. My cock was so hard I could have cut diamonds, my hips began to buck at the gentlest breeze, my desire reached unprecedented levels. I was ready for the stimulus, but for some reason Mommy Claire wouldn’t touch me.

That’s not exactly true, but that is how I felt. She was touching me, just not where I wanted to be touched.

Mommy Claire’s hands washed me in the shower, lathering every square inch of my body before hosing me down. I say every square inch, but that wasn’t quite it, she caressed everything but my cock, the one place I wanted her attention the most.

It was infuriating the way she neglected me there and I finally got to the point where I needed to take matters into my own hands. When she turned to gather a wash cloth I used the opportunity to grab my shaft and stroke it furiously. If she wasn’t going to play with me like she promised, I was going to do it myself. The combination of my excitement and the smoothness of the soap in my hand had me ready to ejaculate in seconds, but the moment Mommy Claire saw what I was doing she set out to stop me.

Her right hand touched the back of my calf and slid up my thigh, the tips of her fingers winding their way just beneath my balls. I thought she was finally going to fondle me but what she did instead not only stunted my excitement but made me yelp aloud. With her finger and thumb she grasped a single hair from around my anus and yanked until it was free from my body. It only hurt for a moment but that instant of pain completely zapped all thoughts of sex from my brain. My cock went limp, a tear formed in my eye.

I looked down at her, to understand why she had done that, and when I did, I got a gaping view of her beautiful cleavage and the thin fabric of her shirt, now wet from the shower, clinging to her magnificent breasts. In an instant I was hard again only this time her hand was on me, gripping the shaft lightly, her thumb stroking the sensitive front. Up and down, up and down her hand slid. She did it for a while, until all sense of self was gone and all that was left was my throbbing penis and the beautiful woman who was making me see God. I had never felt anything so wonderful in all my life and a stream of uncontrollable groans escaped my lips.

She kept it up, that blissful stimulation, for several minutes and then, all at once, pulled away. I was shocked at the sudden change, dismayed at the loss, and I told her so.

“Please don’t stop,” I said, trying to make my words sound confident when really, they were the desperate pleas of a man wanting for more.

Mommy Claire’s response was quick and direct. “You will not touch yourself and you will obey mommy completely, or else. Do you understand?”

In an instant I understood. Usually those words, “or else”, were accompanied by a threat of punishment, and in this case that was doubly true, for I could think of no greater threat than the denial of such incredible bliss.

“Yes, Mommy,” I replied, realizing that if I wanted her to touch me again I needed to play by her rules.
 


SCENE 10
Mommy Claire
 

The “yes, mommy” that flowed from Mark’s lips after the brief edging session was much more in line with my expectations. I wanted him submissive, not just playing a game, but in a real and desperate state of need. Introducing him to extended mind altering physical bliss was the first step, taking it away the second.

Mark may not have known it, but he was more than half way there, not just playing along, but fully giving in to the moment. His body and his mind wanted to get back to that place, of heavenly stimulus on his dick, and he was going to do anything for the opportunity. He was right where I wanted him, and the best thing? He wanted it too.
 


SCENE 11
Mark
 

Holy cow!!! I’ve jerked off a million times but I could never do it as well as Mommy Claire. Her hands were magical the way they rubbed me, and I knew right away that I never wanted to leave her side.

She wanted me to be her baby?

Hell, I’d go all in as long as she was willing to play with me like that. And those tits! Oh my God, big and lush with skin so soft and smooth. Would I get the chance to suck those titties? If so, that was icing on the cake.

Mommy Claire scrubbed me in the shower, and then proceeded to dry me off with a big plush towel. She was very liberal with her hands now, rubbing up my thighs, curling between my butt cheeks. It wasn’t as erotic as it was domineering. She could put her hands anywhere and could do anything, and that experience made me feel weak and calm all at once. And then she told me what she was going to do next, to which I had no choice but to agree.

“Babies don’t have hair,” she said, “at least my baby doesn’t. What do you say we take care of that?”

There are a lot of things I would do for sex but when Mommy Claire took out a long straight blade and pointed it right at my junk I said, “Uh uh, no way!” That thing was too sharp and my dick too fragile.

Mommy Claire seemed to expect my hesitation and responded by slowly undoing the next button on her blouse. The beautiful vision caught my eye and distracted my mind. What the fuck? She caught me looking, staring really, and in that momentary lapse she moved in on me and began rubbing my junk. That took me off guard and in an instant, I felt like I could cum.

I wasn’t about to stop her pleasure assault on my cock, not with how good it felt, and the next thing I knew things escalated. Mommy Claire ramped up the stimulus until I was panting like a dog, grunting and groaning in search of my next orgasm. I had no idea the feeling could be so overwhelming but it was, consuming every thought, controlling every action. I looked to her, for guidance, for relief, and she was quick to lay down the law.

“You are a desperate little boy who longs for his mommy to take care of his pee-pee,” she said, “admit it.”

It was true. I couldn’t deny it, nor would I. It felt that good. “Ugh,” I grunted, trying to form the words she wanted me to say, trying to admit she was right. It was a struggle. The way she stroked my cock was absolutely paralyzing, in the most incredible way.

“And what will you do for Mommy after she takes care of you?” she asked.

It was a simple question really, and I answered the only way my dick and my brain would allow. “Anything you want,” I huffed in between gasps, and I meant those words with every fiber of my being. She was making me feel better than I had ever felt before, I really wanted to do anything for her.

Mommy Claire quickly transitioned those words of submission into my compliance, my agreement to be shaved. She slid her body between my legs, lathered my cock and balls with a dollop of shaving cream, and began the frightful task of removing my hair.

It was scary as hell.

And also enlightening.

I never associated my pubic hair with my independence but as she swiped every last hair away, I felt a regression inside, a departure from adulthood that if I’m being honest, I was ok to let go. By the time she finished removing the last of my hair I was a quivering mess, and when she held me close, pulling me next to her soft, smooth skin, I knew I had found my rightful place in the world.

Next, Mommy Claire diapered me. I know what you’re thinking but the messed-up thing was, I liked the way the softness of the fabric felt against my skin, and when she swaddled me, I really liked the way the blanket held me tight. And then came the nursing, which I absolutely loved. The way her skin felt against my cheeks and the way her nipple formed between my lips, it was all so incredible. How had I waited so long to experience baby play? And why, now that I knew how wonderful it was, would I ever give it up?
 


SCENE 12
Mommy Claire
 

Mark loved every minute of baby play, regressing much more quickly than I had expected. In fact, he held no reservations whatsoever, donning the diaper, nursing at my breast, releasing years of bowel training. In some ways he was an age play savant, and yet I sensed there was something deeper at play, and so I began to delve.

“So, tell me about yourself?” I asked, my new little boy splay in my lap, suckling at my teat while I fondled and caressed his most sensitive appendage.

“I work at Dragons and Dungeons,” he boasted, adding, “the comic book store,” so I knew what it was that he did. “And I live with my mother, I have the whole lower floor to myself.”

Now I love all of my little ones dearly but I do have standards, minimum requirements to play in my world. Every one of my submissives brings something to the table, his or her own contribution to the greater whole. For some that is cooking, or cleaning, or technology, or beauty, or maybe even an openness to sexuality and their body, but with Mark it was different. He had none of those things. And to add insult to injury, even after hours of primping and cleaning, he still appeared unkempt, disheveled, and the odor I thought was from a lack of bathing, still persisted. It wasn’t my intent to introduce him to sensual bliss and then take it away, but I couldn’t bring myself to add him to my stable. There had to be another way.

“Tell me about your mother,” I asked, hoping there might be some redeeming quality in this man child.

“Her name is Terry,” he replied, “and she doesn’t like me much. She wants me to get a better job and to move out.”

“I bet,” I said beneath my breath before adding, “She’s your mother, I’m sure she loves you with all her heart.”

Mark corrected me. “She’s not my mom, she’s my dad’s second wife. He married her just before I turned eighteen and he died a year later. It’s a messed-up situation. She shouldn’t even be there. It should be my house.”

Things were starting to make sense, to fall into place. Mark felt entitled, like the world owed him something, and worse yet, this poor woman, his step mother, had to put up with all of it even though he wasn’t even her son. And just like that, a plan came into my head, one that would take Mark off my hands, while giving him exactly what he needed.
 


SCENE 13
Mark
 

Mommy Claire played with my pee-pee all afternoon but only once did she let me cum. All the rest of the time she would build me up, get me super excited, string me along, and then make me beg for her control. It was weakening the way those feelings took command, but I have to admit I liked it. Mommy Claire dominated me with sex and I was ready to turn over every last decision to her and her magical hands.

She pressed up against me in the center of the bed and began stroking me once again. She was a master at knowing exactly where to touch and how to rub to stimulate every nerve ending and drive me insane with lust. I loved every second of it and there wasn’t anything I wouldn’t have done to keep that feeling alive. I say that, but then she came up with the words to put that notion to the test.

“I think we should go visit your mother,” Mommy Claire said, “I think she and I should meet.”

My initial reaction was, “No fucking way.” My step-mom hated me and I hated her, nothing good could come from Mommy Claire meeting that wench, and I held firm in that decision right up until she stopped playing with my dick. The fall from pre orgasmic bliss to no contact whatsoever was crushing and my body and my brain bucked in response. That’s when Mommy Claire looked deep into my eyes and said, “Are you going to obey Mommy?”

When she put it in those terms, I was helpless to do anything more than nod my head and submit to her will.

“Good boy!” Mommy Claire exclaimed, and before I knew it, we were gathering my things and heading for the car.

On the ride over I began to play out the scenario in my head. What would Mommy Claire tell her? Would she out me as an adult baby? Or was she about to claim me for her own, rescuing me from the control of my evil step-mom, creating a new life for me in Mommy Claire’s mansion? Those thoughts filled my head as I guided each turn on the drive to my step-mom’s house. I really hoped for the second option but how it would turn out was anyone’s guess. 
 


SCENE 14
Mommy Claire
 

I had no idea what to expect at Mark’s mother’s home, I only knew I couldn’t keep him at my place and now that I had unleashed his primal beast, leaving him stranded wasn’t an option.

Their neighborhood was nice but when we pulled up in front of Mark’s house, I got a very good idea of just what I was dealing with. You know how every area has the one neighbor that let their place get run down, that you wished would move? It would take a thousand hours of labor to get this house up to that level. The lawn wasn’t cut, the gardens were overgrown, the paint was all chipped and pealing and there were full grown plants growing through the cracks in the sidewalks and driveway. To say it was a mess would be an understatement, and an insult to people who lived messy lives. I could only imagine what I would find when I stepped inside.

For his part, Mark didn’t seem to notice any of it. The moment I parked he sprang from the front seat, bolted across the weed filled front lawn, flung the door open and called out, “Terry, I’m home.”

I followed behind, careful not to step on any of the sundry items scattered about. I couldn’t imagine how anyone could live that way and then I crossed the threshold into their home.

Terry, Mark’s step-mother, was there to greet us and she was nothing like I expected. Not only was she a well-dressed and handsome woman, but the interior of her house was immaculate, a complete reversal of what I had seen outside.

“My name’s Claire,” I said, offering my hand to shake. “It’s nice to meet you.”

She took my hand but I could tell by the look on her face that she was skeptical of my presence. I could only imagine the things she had to endure with a step-son like Mark.

“Nice to meet you,” Terry replied, but she had no idea how true those words were, at least not yet anyway.

“You and I need to have a chat,” I informed her. Before she could even utter a response, I turned to Mark and said, “The outside needs some attention, be a good boy and go mow the lawn.”

Mark was desperate to please me. He wanted to get back under my control and was quick to comply with my command, heading out to do his task, a bounce to his step.

Terry was shocked, her jaw literally dropped as she watched her normally lazy step-son get to work.

“How did you...?” she asked in disbelief.

I just smiled and replied, “Like I said, you and I need to have a chat.”
 


SCENE 15
Terry
 

Life is an unpredictable whirlwind. At no time had that ever been more true, than when I married my husband, Alan, moved in with he and his semi-adult son, and he had a heart attack and died. Not only did I lose my best friend and the love of my life, but I gained a gigantic pain in the ass in the process.

It wasn’t that Mark was mean or nasty or anything like that. Those things would all be bad but, as it turns out, his transgressions were so much worse. Mark may not have been violent or abusive but he was lazy and filled with a sense of entitlement, a sense that went way beyond anything he had earned.

In the beginning, I felt sorry for him, he had just lost his father and was at that awkward age where he was no longer a boy but not yet a man. And so, I allowed him his leeway, to find his own path and discover who he was meant to be. That was fine at first but then one year turned into two and two turned into a decade, until I had a lazy slob on my hands, one that wouldn’t do any work but still expected to be fed, with a roof over his head and internet for his favorite devices.

At one point I put my foot down, insisting that he get a job, at least to pay for his own entertainment, but that turned into a turnstile of work, each tenure shorter than the one before. That’s why when he showed up at my door with a sharp dressed woman who looked to be a potential employer I was thrilled beyond belief. And when she directed him to go mow the lawn, and he agreed, I was beside myself.

“How did you...?” I asked in disbelief.

Her reply was curt, “Like I said, you and I need to have a chat.”

Needless to say I was all ears. “Can I fix you a cup of coffee, or tea?” I offered.

“Tea would be lovely,” she replied and together we moved to the kitchen.

While I prepared the kettle, Claire began her explanation. “You’re probably wondering how I got him to work?” she asked.

“That’s for sure,” I replied, still giddy at the prospect that Mark was actually doing chores around the house. No sooner did I lay out two cups of hot tea than she began to explain.

“I met Mark at the Department of Motor Vehicles,” she explained, “he looked so disheveled and out of sorts.”

“You like that?” I questioned, “than you two will be very happy together.”

“Oh, he’s not my type,” Claire said, “but I realize now that I have an opportunity for you, one that can get you everything you want.”

I was intrigued, impressed by the fact that my lazy step-son was out mowing the lawn, ready to hear more. “Go on,” I said.

“I have trained Mark to be submissive and obedient,” she said. “He will do everything you ask, provided he is properly rewarded.”

“Properly rewarded?” I questioned.

Claire’s response was slow in the making.

“I don’t know your background,” she said, “so I’m not exactly sure the best way to say this.”

“Go on, out with it,” I prodded, “you obviously have some kind of magic, because I’ve tried everything and I’ve never even been able to get him off the couch or away from his stupid video games. Is it drugs?”

Her next words blurted out.

“I treat him like a baby and I jerk him off,” she said, “as a reward for doing what I tell him I play with his pee-pee until he can’t take anymore and then I make him cum.”

Oh my God! This woman, my age, just walked into my house and told me she treats my son like a baby and gives him hand jobs. What kind of world is this? I had never experienced anything like that in all my life and while I should have been appalled, the one thing that kept coming back to me was the sound of the lawn mower and my lazy-ass step-son actually doing some work around the house. How many times had I pleaded with him to do the work? I offered money, I threatened with punishment, nothing could get him in to action. And here was this woman telling me she had achieved the impossible with nursery play and a hand job? I wasn’t appalled, I was flabbergasted, only just like at the scene of an accident, I couldn’t look away. I wanted, no, I needed, to see and hear more.

I could have gone in a million different directions, outraged, disgusted, confused, intrigued, but instead I invited further discussion with just one word. “How?”

Her face lit up. It was like she knew she had captured my attention, that she had baited me into wanting to know more. Perhaps I should have seen that as a turning point but I was too caught up in the moment; and her excitement, to do anything but go along.

“I can show you,” Claire replied, “in fact I can teach you, so Mark will be your good little boy.”

Was she suggesting what I thought she was suggesting? “Oh, I couldn’t,” I replied, “he’s my son.”

She seemed to know quite a bit about my life and our situation because she was quick to reply.

“He’s not really your son, there’s no blood relation and you never adopted him. You didn’t even meet him until he was almost a man.”

Of course, those things were true but I was married to his father. “You don’t understand,” I said.

“I do understand,” Claire replied, “I understand that you have an opportunity to make your live-in step-son a submissive and productive boy.”

I shook my head. I knew what she was saying but the thought of it was just too much. “I can’t.”

She looked at me with those big brown eyes of hers and said, “When he comes back in here, I will play with him, because he understood when he went out to do the job that there would be a reward for his submission. But after that I am going to leave and he will be under your roof. You can go back to the way it was, the way he lived, or I can teach you how to control him and he will be obedient and eager to please you as long as you desire.”

Her words sunk in. Was it crazy that I was actually considering this? She showed results, Mark was still outside mowing, but could I do that to Alan’s son? What would he think?

“I understand you have questions. What if I set it up so you can watch without him knowing?”

“I couldn’t do that either,” I replied.
 


SCENE 16
Mark
 

The yard was pretty overgrown so it was no easy task mowing the lawn, but I did it knowing every step of the way that Mommy Claire was going to reward me in the end. When I finally shut off the mower and put it away in the garage, I was excited beyond belief.

I bounded into the house, ready to get to my reward only to realize that Mommy Claire was with my step-mom in the kitchen. That created an awkward situation. I wanted Mommy Claire’s attention, but I didn’t want to go baby mode in front of my step-mom. I hesitated for more than a moment, trying to figure out what to do.

“Mark,” Mommy Claire called, “is that you?”

Dang, she heard me. I had to step out. “Yeah, it’s me. I just finished the yard.”

“Be a good little boy and get out here, I want to talk to you,” Mommy Claire said, and the way she said it left little to the imagination as to who held the dominant position in our relationship.

I scurried out to her side. I didn’t want to make any public displays in front of my step-mom but I also didn’t want to do anything to risk losing my reward. The moment I got there I realized there would be no hiding my true role.

“Did you do a good job on the lawn?” Mommy Claire asked.

“Yes,” I replied.

“Yes, what?” she prodded.

“Yes, Mommy,” I said and when I did, I heard a combination gasp and giggle come from my step-mom. She knew.

“Good boy,” Mommy Claire said and her hand touched my shoulder and slid to my neck. I may not have wanted to show anything in front of my step-mom but that simple act felt really good, not just the feel of her skin against mine, but the intimacy of the connection. Mommy Claire was claiming me as her own in front of another woman and it felt incredible. I wanted to be owned and I snuggled into her touch. Soon I was by her side, cuddled at her bosom.

“Would you like a reward for your good job?” Mommy Claire asked, but of course she already knew the answer.

“Yes please,” I replied eagerly.

“And what reward would you like?” she asked.

Oh shit! She knew what I wanted, was she really going to make me say it? I looked into Mommy Claire’s eyes and she looked right back, offering only a slight raise of the eyebrows to signify, “Well?”

“I want you to play with me,” I whispered, but Mommy Claire wasn’t having it.

“Speak up little boy,” she said, “and you better be specific.”

She had me in a tight spot. I didn’t want to say it in front of my step-mom but there was no way I was missing out on my reward for mowing the lawn. It was hard work and I wanted attention. “I want you to play with my pee-pee,” I said, “and I don’t just want you to tease, I want to make sticky spurts.”

My step-mom gasped. “Oh my God!”

I didn’t look her way, instead my eyes never left Mommy Claire, who smiled. It was a natural smile, one I knew meant she was pleased with my overt act, with my loyal submission. I would be rewarded, and that pleased me as well, but I could only imagine what was going through my step-mom’s mind.
 


SCENE 17
Step-Mom Terry
 

The sound of the mower cut out. Mark was done his job. It would only be a moment before he would be back inside. I looked across the kitchen table at Claire, this woman I had only just met, the one who dropped an absolute bombshell in my lap. I wondered what she would do next.

Claire directed her next words down the hallway to the side door. “Mark, is that you?”

He didn’t answer at first but then I heard him, “Yeah, it’s me. I just finished the yard.”

Claire was quick to reply and the way she spoke was very domineering, like a mother to a small child. “Be a good little boy and come out here, I want to talk to you.”

Not only did Mark mow the lawn like Claire instructed but he scurried out to her side quicker than he would move to grab the last cupcake on the tray.

“Did you do a good job on the lawn?” Claire inquired.

“Yes,” he replied.

“Yes, what?” she prodded.

“Yes, Mommy,” he said.

I couldn’t hold back my laugh. Did he just call her mommy? And not just that, but he said it like a little boy, like he was buying into the role.

Mommy Claire moved closer to him, placed her arm around his shoulder and drew him in to her ample frame. “Good boy,” she said and I could see by the way he melted into her embrace that Mark liked it. He liked the attention, he needed the attention, and he was willing to do anything to get it.

Just as a bit of normalcy was beginning to seep into my view on the whole situation, Claire pushed out the edges of the envelope one more time. “Would you like a reward for your good job?” she asked.

Mark was very eager in his reply, “Yes please.”

“And what reward would you like?” she asked.

I sensed by Mark’s response that he was reluctant to say, or at least he didn’t want to say in front of me, but just like every other scenario with Claire, she was going to get what she wanted.

Mark’s first reply was barely a whisper and Claire quickly pounced, “Speak up little boy, and you better be specific.”

I had no idea what was going to happen next and if you had given me a thousand guesses I still wouldn’t have come up with the right answer.

Mark steeled his nerves, looked directly into Claire’s eyes and said, “I want you to play with my pee-pee, and I don’t just want you to tease, I want to make sticky spurts.”

His words were loud and crystal clear and I have to admit took me off guard. What kind of power did she have over him? Maybe I wanted to learn more about this after all.
 


SCENE 18
Mommy Claire
 

I have dominated many men. I have infantilized and controlled their lives for my own amusement and benefit. Don’t get me wrong, I always reward their submission, and there isn’t a single one of them who wouldn’t readily come back for more. But in the end, I do it for my own pleasure, for what I gain from the experience makes me feel whole, lets me know who and what I am.

Throughout my life there have been very few times where I have ever dominated a man only to relinquish control to someone else. In many ways it goes against the basic principle of domination and submission, but in some instances, it is the appropriate thing to do. With Mark and his step-mom I really felt the best fit was for her to take command, and I wasn’t going to give up until she came to my way of thinking.
 


SCENE 19
Mark
 

Mommy Claire took me by the hand, leading me toward the basement steps and my bedroom. It was finally happening and I couldn’t keep the erection from growing in my pants. That excitement might have continued except that the moment Mommy Claire reached the bottom of the steps, and saw and smelled the mess of my living quarters, her entire disposition changed.

“Oh no,” she said, “this is unacceptable. I’m not going to stroke and caress your pee-pee in a place that looks and smells like this. I want you to clean this entire place, including new sheets on the bed, and air it out. I want it all nice and clean for your sticky spurts.”

I wasn’t happy to learn I had to clean my room before I was going to get attention but when Mommy Claire mentioned my sticky spurts, I got all sorts of motivated. She wasn’t even half way up the steps and I was already hard at work.
 


SCENE 20
Step-Mom Terry
 

“And take a shower and get yourself cleaned up when you’re done,” Claire shouted down the basement steps before closing the door.

“Hah,” I exclaimed, “I’ve been trying to get him to clean his room for years.”

“Oh, he’ll clean it,” Claire said, “and he won’t be rewarded until he’s done. That place was a mess.”

I was shocked all over again. “You have him cleaning his room?”

Claire smiled. “You really don’t understand what I’ve been saying. I’ve already trained him. You can make him do whatever you want.”

“Anything?” I asked. I couldn’t believe I was delving further into this, but her results were amazing.

“As long as you reward him,” Claire added, “anything.”

There was the catch. It required hand jobs and, it seemed, some form of Mommy play. I couldn’t do that, I thought to myself, or could I? I thought about all the ways Mark and I interacted now, and how I already had to mother him; waking him up in the morning, cooking his meals, doing his laundry. I did all that like the selfless mother only I didn’t get any of the good, no chores around the house, no helpful support of a loved one. Was that all that I was missing? Could I step over that gap and into a world where I took care of his physical needs in exchange for obedience and submission? It wasn’t sex I rationalized. It was just a hand job.

Every time I was certain the answer was an emphatic no, Claire would produce even greater results, letting me know there had to be some merit to her methods.

Claire and I enjoyed another cup of tea and some get-to-know-you time while Mark cleaned his room and showered. Somehow, she got me to share my entire life story, including my time with Mark’s dad, Alan. It was cathartic, getting all of that out, and I couldn’t help feeling a bond with her, a connection.

And then, after I had vented and shared about my life, she opened up about hers, her background, her history. Claire’s experiences with men, and her success in taking control of those interactions, was fascinating, as were her explicit instructions on how to manipulate the pinnacle of bliss to get a man to do whatever you want.

I always knew men were desperate in their desire for sex but I had no idea that lust made them weak, to the point of submission. It was all so amazing to me and by the time Mark came back upstairs, and took his new mommy by the hand to lead us both down to see what a good job he had done, I was convinced that there really was something to what Claire was offering.

Then I walked downstairs.

All the time we had been living together I gave Mark the benefit of the doubt, he lost his father, he was never quite all the way there. But the job he did cleaning the basement put all that to an end. The place was spotless, and neat, and actually decorated with style. Claire was impressed, but I was blown away.

“Did I earn my reward?” Mark asked Claire.

Seeing the pride in his eyes, feeling his want for acceptance and approval, changed my perception of Mark. He wasn’t the boy who refused to become a man, he was a blossoming young man ready to take on the world. He looked different to me in that moment, different in a way that made taking control of him a much more realistic opportunity.

Claire moved about the room, inspecting small corners, really giving it the once over. Her hems and haws put Mark on edge. She was masterful in the way she played him, and the way she accentuated the moment. When she finally completed her inspection and returned to face him, Mark was quivering like a little boy, desperate for her approval.

“There’s still more to be done,” Claire said, “but you’ve done well, you’ve earned your reward.”

The relief on Mark’s face was evident, “Thank you Mommy,” he gushed.

He might have stripped naked on the spot had I not been standing there, as it was his erection tented his pants, the smile on his face and the gawking look of his eyes making it evident that he was ready for his reward.

“Sit down on the bed and wait while I see your step-mom upstairs,” Claire instructed.

Mark was quick to obey.

I liked the control she had over him, and was slowly beginning to see the light, there was great value in what Claire was offering. By the time we reached the top of the stairs my mind was made up, I wanted to learn more.
 


SCENE 21
Mark
 

Mommy Claire had me wait while she escorted my step-mom upstairs. I was finally going to get my reward and that thought had me excited beyond belief. By the time she returned it was a struggle not to rub myself but I knew better, I was a good little boy and I was ready to prove it.

“This time we’re going to do things a little different,” Mommy Claire informed me. “Take off your clothes and I’ll show you what I mean.”

She didn’t have to ask me twice. In an instant my clothes were in a ball on the floor and I was in the center of the bed, ready for my reward. Unlike our previous sessions Mommy Claire wanted me blindfolded for this experience, a submissive position I readily accepted in my quest to receive her attention. She followed the padded blindfold with a pair of noise cancelling headphones that quickly shut out all perception of the outside world.

I might have been nervous in that situation but the moment Mommy Claire’s silky hands wrapped around my shaft nothing else mattered. In seconds she had me fully erect, a minute later I was pulsing on the brink of orgasm. With anyone else I might have worried about a premature ejaculation but not with Mommy Claire. She was an expert at teasing the pleasure out of my pee-pee and I was so lucky to be on the receiving end of such bliss.

She teased me over and over again, bringing me incredibly close to release only to pull back at the last possible moment. It was absolutely thrilling right up until the moment that my brain and body could take no more, at which point everything changed. I had to cum. It wasn’t just a desire, my body needed it, and despite how desperate the feeling made me, Mommy Claire just wouldn’t let me fulfill the moment.

“Please,” I whined, but I was quite certain it didn’t matter what I said or did, Mommy Claire wasn’t going to grant my wish until she was ready, and how long that would be I couldn’t be sure.

Several more times she built me up, only to leave me dangling in lust filled desire with no hope of release. “Please,” I moaned, louder this time, no longer caring if I could be heard upstairs. “I’ll do anything, I need to cum.”

Once again Mommy Claire’s fingers teased me only now, I could no longer enjoy it. The journey towards orgasm was wonderful when I knew I would get to release, but now it bordered on torture, an experience I didn’t want to have, an experience I would give anything to avoid.

“I’ll do whatever you say,” I pleaded, “Please Mommy, please let me cum.”
 


SCENE 22
Step-Mom Terry
 

I waited at the bottom of the stairs in silence. I couldn’t believe I was going to go through with this, that I was actually going to watch this woman give my step-son a hand job.

Claire instructed me to stay quiet in the shadows until she gave me the ok. So, there I stood, as she helped him out of his clothes and covered his eyes with a blind fold. I liked that he wouldn’t be able to see that I was there, but still had concerns about the drastic step I was taking in our relationship. Was it really necessary for me to see this? To do this? Just as those thoughts began to take root in my mind, Claire signaled for me to approach.

The moment I stepped forward, and saw her oily hands sliding up and down his hairless cock, I knew it was too late to back out. I had seen too much to pretend it didn’t happen, and a part of me didn’t want to disappoint Claire. Even though we had only just met, for some reason her opinion mattered to me.

Claire began to relay her instructions as to exactly what she was doing, the headset over Mark’s ears keeping him from knowing that I had entered the room.

“A little bit of oil is good,” Claire explained, “so you can take a firm grip without being rough. And when you stroke,” she added, allowing me to see exactly what she was doing, “you want to caress all the sensitive spots, from the base of the shaft to just below the head.”

Claire provided several rapid strokes to Mark’s dick and he began to moan and groan in delight.

“With Mark you want to stop before your hand gets over the rim of the head,” Claire said. “That’s a sensitive spot and will take away from his enjoyment. And with your other hand you want to gently stimulate his testicles. He really likes that.”

Claire repeated her motion with great effect, causing Mark to pant in excitement, causing him to call out for more and more. And the more she rewarded him, the more submissive he became.

“Please,” he whined, and I could tell that he was bordering on desperation. He really was under her control.

While Mark was groaning and begging for relief, Claire turned to me and directed me to join her efforts. I hesitated at first, but the moment she looked into my eyes I couldn’t deny her. Before I knew it, my hand was next to hers, sliding up and down on Mark’s cock.

We did that for a while, jointly rubbing his dick, Claire showing me how to touch, how to rub and when to pull back. It seemed impossible at first, like I would never master the process like she had, but over time the work being provided by her hands receded and my own efforts took over, right up until she was no longer touching him, and it was my hands that were controlling Mark’s desire.

“Bring him really close to cumming and then stop,” Claire instructed me.

I did as I was told, building up Mark’s excitement until his testicles were really tight and he was dripping pre-cum, and then I withdrew all stimulus.

As expected, Mark was not happy, his former moans of ecstasy turned into pleas for help.

“Please,” he moaned, much louder now. “I’ll do anything, I need to cum.”

I turned to Claire and asked, “Isn’t this cruel? He looks like he’s desperate.”

Claire motioned for me to continue my efforts while she laughed and said, “He is desperate, and a little more teasing and he will do anything in exchange for relief.”

“Anything?” I questioned.

“Are you ready to find out?” Claire asked.

I took him to the brink of orgasm once more only this time when I pulled away Mark I instantly began to beg. “I’ll do whatever you say. Please Mommy, please let me cum.”

Claire gave me a knowing smile and said, “I want you to build him up one more time, only before you make him cum, we’re going to take off the blindfold and you’re going to make him agree to your demands.”

We had already talked about what it was that I wanted from my relationship with Mark, and how we were going to get there. Upstairs Claire had me repeat the words she wanted me to say until they were ingrained in my head, now we were about to find out if those words and my strokes could forever seal his fate.
 


SCENE 23
Mark
 

I pulsed all over, my penis throbbed, my body floated in suspended animation. It was the most intense pleasure of my life and I absolutely loved every minute.

“Please,” I moaned, “I need to cum.”

I don’t know if Mommy Claire heard me because her hands never stopped, continuing the same erotic dance, massaging me to the brink, stimulating and caressing me every moment, taking me to the edge and then gently bringing me back. It was maddening the way she brought me so close but wouldn’t let me finish, it couldn’t have been an accident, she had to be doing it on purpose.

“Please,” I moaned, louder this time. “I’ll do anything.” I added those words and meant them. I needed to release, my body needed it, my dick needed it, and most of all my brain needed it. And yet she continued with her delicate ministrations, enough to excite me immensely, but not enough to complete the act.

I was about to plead my case once more when all of a sudden, I felt her hands by my head. It didn’t make sense. She was still fondling my cock, how could her hands be by my ears? Then, in an instant, I was blinded by a bright light as the blindfold was removed. So were the headphones. All at once I was face to face with my reality.

And, it wasn’t at all what I expected.

Mommy Claire didn’t have control of my cock, driving me insane with pleasure, my step-mom did.

My initial reaction was, “What the fuck?” but as appalled as my brain was, I couldn’t get my cock to go along with that notion. The way Terry stroked me had my muscles frozen in a combination of insane euphoria and desperate desire. I needed to cum, and despite the shock to the system of seeing my step-mom controlling my cock, that didn’t change. And now I was in the awkward position of needing her to finish me off.

“Please,” I said, looking to her for help, hoping for relief.

The way she smiled let me know this was no accident. Mommy Claire and Terry had planned this. Why? I wasn’t sure. All I knew was that I was in a precarious position and my step-mom held all the cards.

I might have been ok if she had just let me cum, but just like Mommy Claire, Terry enjoyed drawing out the pleasure, to the point of maddening delight. To be honest, I’m not sure how long she teased me, but I knew the exact moment I reached my limit, when I could take no more. But then it was too late.

“Tell me what you want,” Terry said. Her hands continued that magical slide up and down my shaft.

I didn’t want to give in, not to her, but it wasn’t easy. My body was piquing in physical bliss and that incredible lure was impossible to resist. I needed to climax so I could finally get some semblance of rational thought back. Despite how weak I knew it made me, I conceded to her dominance.

“Please can I cum?” I moaned, trying to maintain what little composure I still had left, but with little success.

Her response was near instantaneous. “What will you give me in exchange?”

Oh shit. This is why I couldn’t give in to Terry. As it was, she was constantly nagging me to do chores around the house, if I gave in to her on this who knew what she would make me do.

Those were the thoughts that coursed through my head, and they were all well-reasoned and realistic, however in reality Terry was still stroking my cock, and nothing was certain in my world until my penis erupted and I was free of that powerful control.

It’s difficult to describe what it’s like, to be kept in that place, on the brink of orgasm, for hours on end. At first, it’s amazing, pulsing in ecstasy at every turn, and then, all at once it becomes too much to handle, overwhelming, taking over every thought, influencing every action. At one point I realized how absolutely helpless I was, how susceptible. I tried with all my might to bring it back, some level of self-control that would make everything make sense. But it was too late. Lust had taken root and its grip was way more powerful than anything I had ever imagined. It emanated from somewhere deep within, central to my core, and it drove every part of my being until I was riding on auto pilot, following a path that was impossible to resist. And to make things even more insane, deep in my mind I knew of the wonderfully sweet reward that awaited my submission.

I reached that point with Terry.

I could no longer deny it.

I didn’t want to give in, that was certain, but there was no other option. “Ok,” I agreed, “I’ll do whatever you want, please let me cum.”

I did it, I gave in. All that was left was the completion, the magnificent orgasm that would let me come down from the high and think normal once again. But somehow Terry had a different plan, one that required more from me, a deeper commitment, a stronger tie.

“Gaze into my eyes and repeat after me,” Terry said. All the while her glorious fingers never stopped driving my lust, teasing my desire.

I did as I was told, gazing deep into my step-mom’s blue eyes while she told me what to say.

“Repeat after me,” she prodded, “I want Terry in control, I need Terry in control.”

As much as the needs of my body were driving me to comply, I still held out hope in the back of my mind that I could escape with my freedom. I could agree now, to get what I wanted, and then revert to my old self once Terry no longer had control of my orgasm. With that thought in mind I agreed to her request, repeating her words exactly as she instructed.

The words flowed from my lips and I thought that meant I would finally get to release but Terry didn’t comply, instead she kept the moment alive, stringing along my desire, driving me even further down the path of lust filled insanity. Her eyes held my stare, and in that connection, I felt a bond between us like I had never experienced before, a joining of our souls that scared me deep inside. As much as I was thinking I would be able to rebel against her later, the look in her eyes, and the feeling in my penis, let me know this would not be a one-time event. If I gave in to Terry’s control, she would become a permanent fixture of dominance in my life.

From that point forward I made it my undeniable goal to maintain my independence, to resist her control. And for more than an instant I thought I might have success, right up until she popped open her blouse and allowed her bare breast to dance against my cheek.

The act of resistance requires dutiful focus and concentration. The wonderful softness of her bosom distracted me, and the firmness of her nipple against my cheek begged me to give in to the moment and to her. I swear I only lost my concentration for an instant, but in that millisecond of indecision my strength vanished and all that was left was the helpless little boy under Terry’s control, the one being relentlessly teased while he suckled at his mommy’s teat.

“Do you like the way this feels?” she asked, knowing damn well the answer to that question.

I was in heaven, feeling better than I ever had before. “Yes,” I grunted.

“Do you want me to do this for you again and again?” she added.

There it was, the scenario I feared most and yet the request I could not deny. “Oh, God yes,” I huffed.

“And will you promise to be my good little boy?”

Any sense of resistance was gone. I gushed my compliance. “Yes,” I pleaded, “I’ll do whatever you want.”

I don’t know if Terry felt it as well but it was a powerful moment, the irreversible transfer of power from me to her. She emphasized her dominance by holding my gaze through every second, right there, deep in my head, all the way to and through my orgasm.

My penis erupted and semen splattered everywhere. I had never cum so hard or so much in my entire life and I couldn’t help feeling a certain gratitude to Terry for granting me that experience. It was highly intimate, holding Terry’s gaze through my weakness, and I have to admit my feelings for her changed in that extended moment. She may still have been the nagging step-mom that was always telling me what to do, but now those commands were accompanied by pure physical bliss, a fact I would never be able to forget or ignore.

I couldn’t deny the change in our relationship, secured in an instant and sealed with her very next words.

“Look who made a sticky mess,” she cooed.

The combination of her well-chosen words, designed to remind me of my baby like state, and the way she said it, with a soft motherly tone and a gentle coo to her voice, put me at ease. I may have already had my orgasm but I still felt connected to Terry and what she had done for me, so despite all the rational thoughts that told me I should not give in to her, the next words that spouted from my lips told the exact opposite story.

“I love you mommy, I’m your good boy,” I said.


SCENE 24
Mommy Terry
 

I wouldn’t have believed it if I hadn’t seen it with my own eyes but Mark completely collapsed under the weight of the stimulus and succumbed to my control. And as much as a part of me thought he was just saying the words just to get what he wanted, when he agreed to be my good little boy, even after his orgasm, I knew our lives had just gone through a dramatic and drastic change.

Claire provided some additional instructions before she left, including not to have sex with him and to also not let him go too long in between sessions, but I didn’t think they were necessary. First, I had no intention of having sex with Mark, quite content to control him with my hands, and second I felt empowered like never before. I held the key to Mark’s lust and I doubted very highly that he would do anything to put that at risk, even if I did withhold service for an extended period of time.

Mark and I fell asleep on the couch in front of the television that night, cuddled close to one another, him nursing at my breast, me fondling his cock and balls. All the while I whispered in his ear, telling him what a good boy he was, and all the jobs I wanted done around the house. If there was any doubt in my mind about the level of control I had over him, it quickly vanished when I awoke the next morning to find him out in the yard, completing many of the tasks from my list.

Mark would have to be rewarded when he finally came in, but that was a small price to pay for my new productive and submissive little boy.


SCENE 25
Mark
 

I finished the jobs on mommy’s list before racing inside for my reward. The previous night I was hesitant to give in to her control, but after a night of nursing at her breast, and the knowledge that Mommy Claire would no longer provide the intimacy I wanted, submission to Terry came easy. What I didn’t know at the time, was exactly what kind of submission my step-mom would require going forward.

Terry made me shower before she would play and I was quick to dispense with that obligation. Regular showers were now a part of my normal routine and I was getting good at finishing them quick. When I popped out from the bathroom, Terry was right there to help me get dressed.

“These are your big girl panties,” she said, handing me a frilly pair of underwear. “I want you to try them on so I can see how they look.”

Now I have never worn women’s clothing, nor ever even considered it, so when she proposed the idea, I was hesitant at first, a hesitancy that quickly disappeared the moment she made it clear there would be no reward for the little boy who did not cooperate. Slowly I slid the panties up my legs, and when they finally reached their position on my hips, my raging hard-on stretched the thin material to its brink.

“These are your big girl panties,” Terry informed me, “whatever you do, don’t make a mess in them. If you do there’s no play time for a week and you need to lick them clean with your tongue.”

Holy shit! That was quite a challenge.

Most people would never know it unless they had actually tried them on, but the fabric of the panties is extremely soft and the act of pulling them up your legs and into position is highly erotic. I wasn’t at the point of cumming just yet, but as excited as I was, it wouldn’t take much to send me over the edge.

“Are you ready for your reward?” Mommy Terry asked.

“Yes, please,” I replied, then I started to remove the under garment.

“Leave your big girl panties on,” Mommy Terry said, “I want to play.”

Needless to say, I was worried about her playing with the panties on. Of course, I wanted her to stroke me, and I wanted to cum, but the last thing I wanted was to go a week without attention, and I definitely did not want to have to lick my own panties because I couldn’t control myself.

Mommy Terry set to work on my dick and she got rather aggressive, rubbing me through the soft fabric, squeezing and caressing until I was throbbing beneath the thin layer. I realized right away what she was doing. She wanted to stretch my limits, to see just how far she could push me before I would give in. Under any other circumstance I would have submitted right away, forgotten about resistance and let her have her way, but the thought of a week without her touch was too much, keeping my big girl panties clean became a priority.

“Wow,” Mommy Terry marveled, “you must really like those panties. Perhaps you should start wearing them all the time?” And with that she stopped her assault altogether, removing all stimulus from my pulsing cock.

It all happened just in the nick of time, I didn’t know how much longer I could have held out. I was proud of my accomplishment, right up until Mommy Terry instructed me to get dressed and do more chores, my reward would have to wait. In an instant I had mixed feelings. I didn’t want to soil my new panties, but I also didn’t want to miss my orgasm.

“Please mommy,” I whined, desperate for relief, hoping beyond hope that she would show me mercy.

Mommy Terry steeled her glance and spoke her next words softly but with great authority. “Mark, it’s time to make a decision. Are you ready to go all in on this new arrangement? Where you belong to me and me alone? Where you obey everything I say in exchange for my attention?”

I needed to cum in the worst way and would have agreed to anything however the panties had me worried. If I said yes would she gratify me and then it would end there? I thought not. If anything, I sensed the panties would only be the beginning, what might Mommy Terry have in store for me if I completely submitted?

Those thoughts might have been enough to sustain my resistance however at that exact moment Mommy Terry slid one hand up my bare thigh while the other undid the top buttons on her blouse. In an instant the one hand reached my cock and began to caress once again while the other revealed the wonderful flesh of her bosom.

Despite the conflicting feelings, and knowing the risk that was posed by submission, I gave in, the temptation too great. I needed to feel her attention, I wanted to suckle that breast. And so, I did the only thing that made sense, leaning forward to take her nipple in my mouth, saying the words I knew she wanted to hear.

“Yes mommy,” I said, “I will obey you completely.”

That should have been the scariest moment of my life but the way her fingers slid up and down my shaft removed all other thoughts from my brain. Terry was masterful in the way she stroked my pee-pee to the brink. She had a way of teasing the moment of pre-orgasmic ecstasy, extending that bliss until nothing else mattered. She kept me there, writhing and moaning, so grateful for her attention, so grateful I had chosen to turn over my life to my step-mom. My penis throbbed, my balls pulsed and all the while Mommy Terry’s nipple danced in my mouth. I loved that feeling up to and including the moment when I could take no more and my balls exploded, cum spouting out of the tip and spurting all over my stomach and my chest.

I was very grateful that she didn’t make me soil my new panties, right up until her next move.

Mommy Terry took her nipple from between my lips, rubbed it in the gobs of goo on my chest, and then promptly reinserted it in my mouth. I didn’t want to suck my own cum from her breast but I couldn’t bring myself to resist. It felt glorious, not just the physical release, but also the submission. I learned something about myself in that moment, I liked giving in to Mommy, I really liked having her in control.


SCENE 26
Mommy Claire

A week had passed and I decided to pop in on my latest conquest and his step-mother, Terry. I was curious to see how they were getting along and happy to provide assistance if some course correction was required. When I pulled up in front of the home, I was surprised at what I saw.

The house that was once the eye sore of the neighborhood now just blended in among the suburban landscape. The exterior was cleaned and painted, the lawn mowed and the gardens tended. It was a huge upgrade over what I had seen just a week earlier, and I had no doubt it was a result of Terry’s new position of dominance over Mark.

I rang the doorbell and waited. It didn’t take long for Terry to appear, the smile on her face, all natural and calm, let me know that things were different now. She was in control, of Mark and of her life, and that made all the difference.

“Claire, it’s so nice to see you,” Terry greeted me, stepping out on the porch, wrapping her arms around me for a big hug.

“I don’t mean to intrude,” I replied, “I just wanted to see how the two of you are getting along.”

“Things are fantastic,” Terry replied. “Mark does everything I ask and, if I’m being honest, I’ve started to really like playing with his pee-pee, like I would want to do it even if he weren’t begging me to. It makes me feel so powerful, so in control.”

I smiled, because Terry was learning what I had known for years, that men are submissive when properly trained, and that there is no greater feeling of empowerment than a grown man, desperate for your control. “Can I see him?” I asked.

There was a hesitancy in Terry’s response and I knew why. She had control over Mark now, but would that still be the case when he saw me again? I was curious too, which is partly why I had made the trip.

Reluctantly Terry agreed, calling down the basement steps for Mark to join us. The moment of truth would soon be upon us.

Mark bounded up the steps and the moment he saw Terry and I together he froze. I waited to see how he would act but Terry was quick to affirm her position.

“Mark,” she said, “look who stopped by. Be a good little boy and say hi to your Aunt Claire.”

In one simple phrase Terry established her own dominance while relegating me to the role of Aunt. I understood why she did it, but that didn’t mean I wanted to accept it. As much as I had made the conscious decision to turn Mark over to her control, there was a part of me that regretted giving up that power, especially over a man I had worked so hard to conquer.

“Hi Aunt Claire,” Mark said, “it’s nice to see you again.” He extended his hand to shake.

“Handshakes are for strangers,” I said, “come give your Aunt Claire a hug.” The words sounded funny coming from my lips, I had never been ‘Aunt Claire’ before, but the moment he stepped forward and opened up his arms, I was right back in that position of power and control. Mark’s erection tented his pants. When we hugged, I held him close, allowing my breasts to linger, to form against him while my lower body snuggled close to his growing member.

Excited but still loyal to his new mommy, Mark broke from my hug and returned to sit on the floor next to Terry. He cuddled next to her, insecure, confused, desperate for her control. Watching him like that caused an unusual stirring deep inside of me. I didn’t want Mark back, but seeing him like that, submissive to another woman, created pangs of jealousy, a feeling I didn’t like and just wouldn’t go away. By the time Terry began to wind her fingers through Mark’s hair, and he began to purr like a contented kitty, I couldn’t take any more.

With Terry and Mark snuggling closer and closer, I turned to my hostess and said, “Would you mind making me a cup of your fabulous tea? I’m absolutely parched.”

Terry was slow to depart but the moment she left the room I went to work on Mark and his submissive little mind. I got down on the floor and crawled over to him. My right hand dropped down, sliding up his leg and under his shorts. I continued the motion until I found his hard cock which I gently rubbed while my other hand cupped the back of his head, pulling his face to my chest and in between my bosoms. “Be a good boy for mommy,” I said.

In our new position it only took a moment to have him gasping for breath and pulsing in ecstasy. It was always so easy to manipulate a man’s sex drive and Mark was particularly susceptible to my ministrations. In a matter of seconds, I had him prostrate on the floor, his legs spread while I vehemently stroked his rod. I intended to string him along, to the point of desperation, but was shocked when he began to resist.

“No,” Mark cried, “I don’t want to make a mess, not in my big girl panties.”

It was quite a revelation, not just that Terry had him wearing women’s panties, but that Mark was able to resist my advances. Despite the initial setback I continued my ministrations, fondling, caressing, coaxing the semen from his testicles and up his shaft, readying him for release. The impending orgasm completely washed away his resistance. Mark spread himself out on the floor, drooling from his lips, writhing and moaning beneath my touch.

“Oh God,” he groaned.

He was close.

I wasn’t exactly sure why I needed to take control of him, I only knew I could not leave that house until everyone was well aware of who the real domme was. Several times I built up his desire, closer and closer to the brink, until he was beside himself, lost in the feelings of ecstasy that started in his pee-pee but now consumed his entire being.

Mark was helpless, in the truest sense of the word, and I was the one who put him in that state.

Terry must have heard his moans and groans. She returned from the kitchen just in time to see Mark splay on the floor, begging not to make a mess in his big girl panties. I might have shown some mercy in any other circumstance, but I felt jealous, over the control Terry now had, over the power that I had given up. And so, I stroked him over the edge, causing Mark to lose control.

“Uh, uh, uh,” he pleaded. He tried to hold out but the orgasm could not be denied. His penis pulsed repeatedly and then all at once exploded with a burst of semen. It was magnificent watching him shoot his seed inside the soft fabric of his lace panties. My only regret was that he passed out. I really wanted to see his reaction over making a mess and submitting to me.

“Why did you do that?” Terry exclaimed, rushing to Mark’s side to check on him. “I thought you wanted me to be his mommy?”

A part of me wasn’t sure how to respond. I did want her to take responsibility for Mark, but somewhere along the way I became jealous and couldn’t live with someone else being in control. I was about to explain that to her, but I looked at Mark, unconscious on the floor, semen seeping through the fabric of his panties, a satisfied smile on his handsome face, and I changed my mind.

Instead, I looked Terry right in the eye and said, “He will always be submissive to me, and you will not try to do anything to stop that or the next time I come to visit it just might not be him that I decide to dominate, it might be you.”


SCENE 27
Terry
 

I returned with the tea to find Mark laid out on the floor, Claire stroking his dick beneath his shorts.

“Please don’t make me make a mess in my big girl panties,” he whined but Claire did not heed his request, stroking him with even greater fervor, piquing his lust and then lording over him in his helpless state.

I wasn’t sure what to do. Should I step in and stop her? Should I save my little boy from what she was doing? In that moment of hesitation Claire made the decision for me, stroking Mark over the edge, making him soil the big girl panties he had sworn to keep clean. I might have wondered how much he enjoyed it except for the wad of cum seeping through his pants and the broad contented smile plastered across his face as he drifted off to a contented sleep.

“Why did you do that?” I asked, rushing to Mark’s side, seeing if he was ok. “I thought you wanted me to be his mommy?”

Claire stared right in my eyes as she said, “He will always be submissive to me, and you will never be able to do anything about that, or, the next time I come to visit it just might not be him that I decide to dominate, it might be you.”

She left soon after that but not before giving me something considerable to think about. Claire had dominated Mark so easily, stringing along his desire until he was pulsing in ecstasy and submissive to her every whim. Could she really do that to me as well? Could she dominate me and take away all of my power? And if she tried, would I be able to resist? Would I want to?

Those thoughts remained in my head long after she left, and would stay there, in my brain and in my loins, right up until her next visit, when I would learn the answer to those inexorable questions.


SCENE 28
Mommy Claire 
 

Seeing Terry with Mark made one thing abundantly clear, I like being in control and there’s no room in my life for anyone who doesn’t accept that.

I found time to go back and visit Terry, with one specific goal in mind, pure domination. I had to. It was a moral imperative. I couldn’t leave someone out there who thought she was in some way my equal. Terry would never be at my level and several hours of relentless teasing and lust manipulation had her begging for my strong hand. It was a wonderful afternoon complete with nursing and diapering my lovely little, but alas that is a story for another time.

My relationship with Mark came to an end. He was my first encounter with a snowflake baby, the semi grown adult who just refused to grow up. I like to think I helped him on his way, preparing him to leave the nest and head out on his own, or at least accomplish more with his life than a momentary escape in a virtual video game world. And I did it all through lust manipulation, making me wonder if the real answer to generation Z malaise wasn’t just some good old-fashioned mommy love.

And so, I continue on my quest, to make the world a better place, one adult baby at a time.


Mommy’s First Adult Baby

Mommy Claire
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Prologue

Mommy Claire

People often ask me how I came to become an adult baby diaper lover. The truth is, I usually fib when I answer. It’s not that I am ashamed of my past, although my beginnings are less than magnanimous, it’s just that those events led to the end of a very special relationship, one I held near and dear to my heart. It was a cataclysmic time, driven by separation from the old, and an opening up to the new, an amazing time of self-discovery that truly defined my existence.  

Those events, although heart breaking, allowed me to realize my full potential, to understand my rightful place in the world. And while the real story isn’t as innocent and romantic as the one I like to share at parties, it did shape me into the woman I am today, and I wouldn’t trade that for anything in the world. 


SCENE 1
Mommy Claire
  


I was sitting in my dining room prior to breakfast one morning, looking out the big bay window at the pool and the lush green grass that surrounds it. It is near impossible to maintain nice grass in the Vegas heat but there is something about the smell of that grass when it is freshly cut that makes me endeavor to maintain it all the same. Those thoughts and the pleasant memories they invoked were dancing in my head when my writing assistant, Cairo, arrived for our morning meeting. 

Cairo was an interesting sort, an apt writer but even more than that a difficult conquer. I say that with the greatest level of respect, for dominating a man is my favorite pastime, and the thrill of the chase the pinnacle of that experience. Like all of my adult baby friends, Cairo was submissive now, but that wasn’t always the case, and there were still times when he would pose a challenge to his dominant and loving mommy. 

“How did you first get into mommy play?” Cairo asked me for the umpteenth time. 

I sipped my coffee, black, not ruined like his sugar and heavy cream mix, and contemplated the best way to respond. “I told you, I was born this way,” I answered. “It’s who I am.” 

“Yeah, I know you’ve said that but it doesn’t really make sense,” Cairo said, “people don’t just wake up one morning and say, ‘I want to dominate a man and put him in a diaper’. There had to be something that triggered the realization. Your awakening if you will.” 

In addition to being a difficult conquer, Cairo was also quite smart, which was a big reason why I kept him on, and allowed him to get away with these little challenges to mommy’s control. “You just won’t give up, will you?” I said. 

“Not until I get to the truth,” he replied, a devilish smile consuming his handsome face, “I think your readers would like to know and I bet it’s a fascinating story.” 

“I doubt anyone really wants to know about my past,” I replied, “and it’s something I don’t usually talk about.” 

“That’s all the more reason to share,” Cairo implored, “open up about the real you. I know I want to know.” 

The way he looked at me, those adoring eyes, the little boy inside, longing for his mommy’s attention and approval. I couldn’t disappoint him. I paused for quite a while as he waited, patiently, and then I relented, sharing with my good little boy, the root of his mommy’s history. 

“The truth is I came into the realization quite by accident, and pursued it against the desires of my very first submissive...” I admitted. I paused, allowing my words to sink in before adding, “...my husband Craig.” 


SCENE 2
Cairo Spleef
  


Holy shit! Mommy Claire was married? How was this the first time I was hearing about that? And why hadn’t I ever seen or met this mystery man? This was all beyond fascinating, to the point of intrigue. I needed to know more. 

“You must share,” I implored, “trust me when I tell you, your readers definitely want to know.” 

“That was so many years ago,” Mommy Claire replied, “I was a much different woman back then.” 

“It’s all part of what makes you special,” I answered. “I know I’d like to know more about that time of your life. Please mommy,” I added. 

The words flowed from my lips. My submission was very real now. There was a time I resisted the mommy play, and more time where I thought I could just dip my toe in the water, explore her mommy world and go back to the way it was before. But once mommy took control, I mean really took control, I was lost. I’m not sure what finally broke my resistance, it must have been a combination of her tender care, her loving ways, the soft, smooth feel of her skin as I cuddled at her breast and the way her fingers played with my pee-pee, dancing me on the edge of ecstasy for hours on end, until my mind could only think about how much mommy loved me, and how desperately I wanted to stay in that moment forever. 

No matter what was the deciding factor, the truth was I thought I could do some harmless exploration, dipping my toe in the water without fear of consequence, but I must have gone in too far because now I couldn’t even think straight unless Mommy Claire was telling me what to do. I couldn’t fathom disobeying her, risking missing out on her wonderful reward, and I wasn’t going to truly challenge her about her history but that didn’t mean I wasn’t curious. The truth was I came up with the idea as a way to spend more time with her, me the good little boy, and her my loving mommy. 

Mommy Claire looked me up and down, disrobing me with her stare. I was weakened by the moment, disarmed by her look. I hoped she wouldn’t get mad for having to answer the same question repeated times. As I began to whither under her domineering presence her lips broadened into a smile. It was a knowing smile, the kind that said, ‘you don’t know what you’re asking for’. But she wasn’t mad and I really did want to learn more. 

“Please,” I begged, “I think it would make a great story, and it would help me get to know you better, to give the stories more depth.” 

At first, I didn’t think she would agree but then something happened, a light in her eyes, a shift in her demeanor. “Ok,” she said, “but I can only give you half the story, the other half will have to come from Craig.” 


SCENE 3
Mommy Claire
  


I knew Cairo was right, that the story of my origin, my entry into the adult baby world, would draw interest, but I also knew that my ex-husband would not be a willing participant, at least not without proper motivation as well as assurances that he would be able to tell his side of the story. And so, I intended to grant Cairo’s request, but not before extracting a sacrifice on his part, to secure the deal. 


SCENE 4
Cairo
  


No sooner had Mommy Claire agreed to my request than she swooped around the table and got right next to me, placing her hand on my thigh and quickly sliding it onto my groin. I was already aroused from the excitement of her agreement and she was quick to take advantage of the moment, rubbing me to the brink of ecstasy. 

While Mommy Claire’s fingers danced beneath the edge of my shorts, she got right in my face and said, “I know you planned this so you could get more one-on-one time with mommy,” she said, her hands gently caressing the front of my shaft, a shiver of excitement racing up my spine. 

“Yes mommy,” I agreed. The words spouted from lips. I didn’t intend to say anything at all but somehow that repeated shiver, that felt so wonderful, wouldn’t allow me to hide anything from Mommy Claire. 

She continued her ministrations only now it was just her thumb, touching the front of my shaft, controlling my existence with the slightest movement, up, then down, and back up, causing spasm after spasm to pulse in my balls and shoot up my shaft to the very tip while simultaneously racing up my spine to the part of my brain that spouts gratitude for wonderful feelings. 

“Oh God, thank you,” I screamed, “Please I’ll do anything.” 

I didn’t mean to say anything out loud but with Mommy Claire it wasn’t about what I wanted. As with all of our interactions, I found myself submitting to her awesome power and control once again. 

As her thumb granted me the pinnacle of physical bliss, she looked deep into my eyes, and said, “I want to do the history piece, I think it’s a good idea.” 

Those words should have been a relief but somehow I couldn’t get my mind to think about anything other than her thumb as it performed that up and down motion once again, sending that same familiar shiver through my penis and up my spine. An uncontrollable, “Yelp!” spouting from my lips. 

It felt so good, I hoped it would never end. 

Mommy Claire continued, “And I want you to do all the research, the background, the interviews, everything.” 

Her thumb continued its efforts on my shaft only this time she increased the pace, providing rapid fire successions, up and down, up and down, building me to an incredible crescendo. Just when I anticipated she would take me over the edge she pulled away, removing all stimulus and causing my penis to bob and throb in a pulsing frenzy, searching for a relief that was not meant to be. 

“Ugh!” I grunted. 

With my lust in suspended animation I looked to Mommy for help. “Please mommy,” I begged. I didn’t know what she wanted; I only knew I would submit to her no matter how tall the request. 

She looked deep into my eyes, savoring my weakness, demonstrating her power. “I want you to be the researcher and the researcher must be objective,” she said. “I will agree but you have to promise not to submit to me throughout the entire process, no nursing, no mommy play, no orgasms at my hand.” 

“Oh God no!” I pleaded. The severity of her words created a great contrast with the physical joy she was creating in my loins. In all of my imagination I thought of many things I would not want to agree to, and yet she found the one I didn’t contemplate but was absolutely the worst of all. I gave up my life back east for the opportunity to be hers, to savor the fruits of her Mommy love, how could I possibly give that up? 

Just as I was beginning to think I had free choice, a decision in the process, her thumb found its place on the front of my shaft once again and with three quick strokes she had me throbbing in her hand, attentive to her every command, submissive to her absolute control. I tried to maintain some level of self-control but it was impossible, the feelings of pleasure pulsing in my genitals too much to ignore. 


As she built me toward the inevitable climax, the orgasm that would signify my reluctant embark towards forced independence, I couldn’t help but marvel at the irony. My pursuit of more baby play with Mommy Claire resulted in not only a banning of those activities for me but the added torture of being required to chronicle the indulgences of others as they enjoyed the very experiences that consumed and captivated my dreams. 

Mommy Claire held my gaze, staring deep into my eyes and into my soul as her thumb sent bolts of joy shivering through my penis and up my spine. She had beaten me, I could not resist, and while she could have finished my journey at any time, she didn’t, instead she strung out the moment, allowing me to savor the unmitigated euphoria of her control one last time before my new life would begin. 

“I know the sacrifice you’re making,” Mommy Claire cooed, continuing to hold my gaze, continuing those soft gentle strokes on my member. Then she added, “and I apologize for everything I’m going to do to you over the next several weeks.” 

Her words seemed odd, and just as they were beginning to make sense in my head, her thumb moved faster, and pressed firmer, causing an extreme build-up of excitement in my core that quickly escalated to every part of my being. I couldn’t hold back. The force was too much. The throbs that Mommy Claire had controlled before increased ten times over, seizing every muscle in ecstatic pleasure, causing my penis to spout and spurt semen in every direction. 

She didn’t hold my gaze or insert her influence at the moment of release and I had to admit I missed that. I would miss being her good little boy, and not just the wonderful physical rewards, I would miss the mental coddling as well, of being controlled. 

It took a while to come down from that euphoric thrill ride and when I did, I offered a tear-filled goodbye to Mommy Claire. Of course, I would be seeing her, in fact working very closely together every day, but it would be absent the intimate connection of the little boy to his mommy and I lamented that loss, hoping I could remain strong to perform the task Mommy Claire had set out before me. 


SCENE 5
Mommy Claire
  


It had been some time since I had had contact with my ex-husband, although he did cash my alimony check every month. I didn’t mind paying him, after everything that had happened between us, he deserved it; restitution for the life he expected but I couldn’t give. But once I realized who, and what I was, it would have been a lie and a disservice to life if I didn’t move on to fulfill my destiny. 

And so, after many years of non-contact, I made arrangements for Craig to come and stay at the mansion for a weekend. It would be awkward seeing him but it would also be good. There was a time we were inseparable, but that was before my change, before I understood the true meaning of my life. 

Now it would be different. 
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I couldn’t believe Mommy Claire agreed to my request and even more surprising was the thought that I would get to meet her ex. I felt like Dorothy getting to peek behind the curtain at the real Oz, and I wasn’t sure if I should be excited or nervous. The Friday of Craig’s arrival came and just like every other morning, Mommy Claire and I started our day with a breakfast meeting. 

“So how do you want to organize the interview time?” Mommy Claire asked, placing the power of the research project completely at my disposal. 

“I think it would be best if I interview you first,” I offered, “that should help inform my interview with your ex.” 

“I agree,” Mommy Claire replied, “shall we start here? Or should we move to my office?” 

I had been to Mommy Claire’s office many times. Every one of those scenarios ended with me suckling at her teat, begging for her strong hand. This had to be different, I needed to remain strong. “I think it might be best if we stay here, in public,” I offered. 

“Very smart,” Mommy Claire said with a wry smile, “however you have nothing to worry about now, that time won’t come until after you’ve heard from Craig.” 

Instantly her words made sense. Mommy Claire made it clear that she would try to influence how I conveyed the message; however, I didn’t have any information yet, her need to take control was still several interviews away. 


SCENE 7
Mommy Claire
  


The table was set. Craig would arrive early afternoon and Cairo was scheduled to meet with him to begin the interview process. I had to admit I was nervous, unsure of how things would transpire, which was a unique experience for me, a feeling that wasn’t part of my normal existence. It intrigued me almost as much as it gave me pause. 
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“It’s very nice to meet you, Craig,” I said, extending my hand to Mommy Claire’s ex. 

It was nice to meet him, he was the key to learning about Mommy Claire and her past, and that was all the motivation I needed. But as excited as I was, he didn’t seem nearly as thrilled to meet me. 

Craig offered his hand. “I’m not here by choice. Claire told me I had to come.” 

His words surprised me. I suspected Mommy Claire had dominated him at one point in their lives, but I wondered how she still managed to hold that powerful influence after so many years. “Mommy Claire told you, you had to come?” I questioned. 

He looked at me cross. 

“I thought you were a journalist?” he said, “I thought you were doing an objective piece on how we met and what happened to our marriage?” 

“I am,” I explained, “what would make you think otherwise?” 

“You just called her Mommy Claire,” he said, with emphasis on the word ‘Mommy’. “Tell me she hasn’t gotten to you already?” 

I understood his concern but I couldn’t bring myself to lie. “I had reservations myself,” I said, “but Mommy Claire has assured me that I can remain objective, that I am free to write what I learn.” 

“Hah!” He exclaimed. “And you believe her?” 

I did believe her and was about to tell him so when the door to the office flew wide and in strolled Mommy Claire in all her glory. She wore a long white gown with a slit up the side that showed the full length of her luscious leg with every step and a deep cut neckline that dipped so low I swear I could see the whole of her heaving cleavage and the wonderfully soft flesh that made up her bosoms. The mere sight caused me to get aroused but that was nothing compared to what it did to Craig. 

No sooner had Mommy Claire crossed the room and bent down in front of him, and Craig began to plead for mercy. 

“Please Claire,” he whined, “not now, not in front of a stranger.” 

“What is it that you think I’m going to do?” Mommy Claire asked. 

“Cut the games,” he spat. “You’re dominant, we both know it, just do what you’re going to do so we can get this over with.” 

“I’m hurt,” Mommy Claire said, “I invited you to my home for a very special weekend. You’ve finally arrived, I haven’t seen you in years, so I pop in to say hello, and this is the reception I get? The past is the past. Can’t we be mature adults and move on with our lives?” 

It seemed reasonable to me but Craig was more than a little skeptical. He thought for a moment and then replied, “You’re not going to diaper me?” 

“Heavens no,” Mommy Claire said with a giggle, “not if you don’t want me to.” Then she leaned forward and whispered something in his ear. I couldn’t make out her words but once she said what she had to say she turned on her heel and strolled from the room. I was completely baffled by the turn of events, a confusion that only escalated when I turned back to see Craig, reclined in his chair, a spent look on his face and a wet stain seeping through the crotch of his pants. 

“Oh my God!” I exclaimed. “What happened?” 

It took more than a moment for him to regain his composure and when he finally did his words did little to reduce my confusion. “You have no idea what it’s like,” he said. “Once she’s inside your head there’s no stopping her.” 

It seemed impossible. She never touched him, all she did was bend over and whisper in his ear, and yet somehow, he came in his pants. I had experienced Mommy Claire’s control before, and felt the awesome power of her touch, but was it possible that her influence extended beyond the physical experience, to the point where mere words could have that effect? 

The thought intrigued me. I needed to know more. “Describe it to me,” I said, hoping I didn’t seem too eager to capitalize on his weakness.
  


SCENE 9
Mommy Claire
  


Craig and I dated for several years before he proposed and in that time we explored all there was to learn about sex and our bodies. Or at least that’s what we thought. As much as we explored our physical desires to great length, we didn’t find the greatest erogenous zone of all, the inner workings of the brain, until much later. That wouldn’t come until after we had been married for a while, after the bliss of the physical acts became routine. It was then that I began to truly explore, to find the mental triggers that stimulated desire every bit as much as the physical. And much to his credit, Craig, ever the dutiful husband, complied with each and every one of my requests, with a smile and unbridled enthusiasm. 


SCENE 10
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After the brief interlude with Mommy Claire, Craig was basically useless for the next hour or so. It took two cups of coffee before I could even get him to sit up in his chair and even then, he refused to change his stained pants. They were no longer wet, the cum having dried to a crust inside and through his clothes. 

“I want it there to remind me,” Craig said, “of what Claire did, of what she always does.” 

“Does she always make you cum in your pants?” I asked. 

“No!” he blurted. “She always takes control, and the moment she senses anyone challenging her, she does something to strip him of his power.” 

“I have to admit,” I said, “seeing what she did to you, just by whispering some words in your ear, definitely made her look superior.” 

“You see!” he exclaimed, “so, I’m not the only one who sees it. She really is like that.” 

I wasn’t sure what he was getting at but after hours of no productivity he was finally talking, so I felt compelled to prod him along. “So, what exactly did she say?” 

The look on his face said it all, his utter fear of that question. He paused in silence, the wheels in his brain cranking to find just the right way to respond. 

I tried to coax him along. 

“Are you afraid to tell because then others will know how to control you as well?” I asked. 

Craig shook his head. He directed his eyes toward the floor, remaining silent for more than a minute. When he finally lifted his chin, he looked me in the eye and asked, “You’ve experienced Mommy play?” 

The earnestness of his expression and the look in his eye told me he was about to reveal something deep. “Yes,” I admitted, totally captured by the moment, literally on the edge of my seat, ready for his next words. 

“What’s the longest amount of time she’s ever kept you on the edge?” he asked. 

I thought back to my glorious first two weeks with Mommy Claire, how she built up my desire, and strung along my lust, and that incredible weekend, where I finally got to savor the joy of her attention. The mere memory gave me an erection and I instantly realized how words and thoughts alone could easily trigger one’s excitement. “A weekend,” I replied, unable to contain my smile over the wonderful effects of that memory. 

Again, Craig shook his head. 

“No way, you’re a newbie,” he balked. Then he explained. “I’m talking about your time on the edge, that blissful moment just before orgasm where everything else disappears and all that’s left is you and what she’s doing to drive your lust. The floating on a cloud feeling where you think there couldn’t possibly be a greater experience on all of Mother Earth and you would give anything to stay in that place just a little while longer if not forever. How long did she keep you like that?” 

It was amazing but his descriptive narrative resonated with me. It hit somewhere deep inside and triggered an involuntary response. I connected with those thoughts, those feelings, and my cock didn’t just grow hard, it actually throbbed. Being taken back to how I felt at that exact moment was true bliss all over again. I could have easily let those feelings wash over me but if I had there’s no telling how my body would have responded. Despite how pleasurable it felt, I shook those thoughts out of my head. 

Craig persisted. “How long?” 

I thought back, and while I couldn’t really put a time table on how long she kept me yearning on the brink, I gave the best answer I could. “I’m not sure, I gave in and she rewarded me.” 

“And I bet you gave in a lot,” he said with a smirk. “But I wasn’t her baby, I was her husband, and I didn’t give in, so she kept doing it, and doing it, until I broke.” 

His words landed like a ton of bricks. I had witnessed Mommy Claire dominate countless men, and make them do things they would never want to do, but in the end every single one of them begged for more and more of her attention. Here was someone who not only didn’t want her attention, he resented her control, seemingly to the point of hatred. 

“Do you hate Mommy Claire for what she did?” I asked. 

His answer will stay with me forever. 

Craig looked me deep in the eyes and said, “She’s a part of me, all the way to the core. I am who I am because of her and she is who she is because of me. I could no sooner hate her than hate myself.” 

The interview had taken some wild and crazy turns. I didn’t know how I could possibly use this new information, not yet anyway, I needed to delve deeper. Despite the risk of what it might do to his psyche I pressed on. “So, you said she’s deep in your head, can you explain exactly how that works?” 

Craig got a contented smile on his face as he said, “Lock that door and I’ll tell you the whole thing.” 


SCENE 11
Mommy Claire
  


I told Cairo he was free to perform his own objective research but that certainly didn’t mean I wasn’t going to listen in. From the comfy confines of my master suite I watched and listened, taking in every last detail, contemplating how I would spin the story after Craig was done weaving his tale. The moment Craig instructed Cairo to lock the door I knew things were about to get real. I only wondered what effect it would have, on Cairo, on Craig, and on my ongoing ability to seduce and control. 


SCENE 12
Cairo
  


Once Craig got started, I couldn’t have stopped him with an eight-hundred-pound gorilla, but with everything that he was sharing, I wouldn’t have dared. 

“Claire and I worked together, that’s how we met. It was the traditional secret office romance and boy was it hot. We loved each other and kept finding new and unique ways of expressing that love, in the office, on trips, everywhere. I wasn’t very experienced with sex, but Claire was and she was happy to educate me. 

“We were a great pair, best friends really, with the most amazing benefits. Claire opened up my eyes to how great sex could be and treated me to so many delights I literally couldn’t look at her without getting excited. I’m not exactly sure the moment our relationship began to turn from partnership to dominance but I think it was at the office very early one Friday morning. 

“Claire and I were the only ones in, we both liked to get in early, especially on Fridays, so we could cut out in the afternoon to get an early start to the weekend. Claire was having a problem with her computer so she called me in for help. 

“We were a relatively small company and didn’t have an in-house tech team. I was everyone’s first call whenever anything went wrong, and as I was leaning over Claire’s computer, checking out why her computer wouldn’t boot, I felt the slightest touch on the inside of me knee and then up my thigh. 

“I snapped my head around to find Claire looking up at me with those adorable brown eyes. ‘You play with your thingy and let me play with mine,’ she said. 

“We had fooled around in the office before, some kissing and such, so I decided to let her play. No sooner did her fingers slide beneath my boxers than I knew it was a mistake. We had had sex before but this was the first time Claire had ever given me a hand job and she was really good at it. I never expected she would be able to make me cum until it was too late and by then I had a big wet stain seeping through my shorts. 


“Aw shit,” I said. 

Claire was quick to get in my ear, “Actually I think it’s cum,” she said. “I made you cum in your pants.” 

“I turned to face her and for the first time since we were together, I couldn’t look her in the eyes. A change took place between us in that moment, I don’t know if she knew it then, but that was the first time I noticed a shift in our relationship. 

“We went back to normal after that, dating like the young lovers we were. There were times when she would bring it up, and take me right back to that feeling of inequality, but that’s all it was, just talk. It stayed subtle in the beginning, but the more she tasted the control the more she liked it and soon things began to escalate.” 

Everything Craig shared was pure gold. I scribbled quickly trying to get down every last word. It was all great stuff. I was sorry that our first session was about to come to an end, but I looked forward to my meeting with Mommy Claire, to question her and learn the other side of the story. 


SCENE 13
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Cairo finished his meeting with Craig and found me in the dining room. I usually prefer the dining room for morning meetings, liking the way the sun rises over the horizon through the big bay window, but this meeting was very important and I had to keep it professional, or at least more innocent than a meeting in my bedroom could possibly convey. 

“Here you are,” Cairo said, crossing the room to our normal morning meeting area. 

“Please have a seat,” I said, “I trust your initial meeting with Craig went well?” 

Cairo laughed. “It took a while after you stopped by to say hello, but in the end we got to some good info.” 

“I’m glad,” I replied, wondering if he was going to pry me for details or if he intended to play it close to the vest. He answered that question with his very next words. 

“If it’s ok with you,” Cairo said, “I’d like to ask you some questions, about your time with Craig.” 

“Shoot,” I replied. 

“Craig told me about how you met and when you first started dating, I’d like to hear your version of that time,” Cairo said. 

I smiled in return. “That’s not really what you want to know about, is it?” 

The look on Cairo’s face said it all. He wanted to take control of the interview, of the line of questioning, but he wouldn’t dare challenge his mommy. I decided to make it easy on him. 

“I think what you want to know about, is how I went from a loving and submissive wife to dominant mommy.” 

Of course, it was true and it only took a moment for Cairo to nod his confirmation. And so, I began my tale, the story I wanted to tell, to set the tone the way I wanted it set. 

“It all started shortly after we were married,” I said, “we had just come home from a party with my family and I wanted to thank him for how great of a husband he was. I had him take off his pants and sit back so I could give him some special attention.” 

Cairo sat back himself, taking in my story word for word, ready for my influence on his mind and on his research project. 

I continued. “We were a lot like any other young couple in love, even participating in the silly, ‘who loves who more’ game. It was basic really, I would tell him how much I loved him and he would respond with, ‘I love you more’. They were just words back then but they held a deeper meaning, a symbolic representation of our relationship. 

“I wanted to give him a special treat, a thank you for all the things he did for me and my family, so I set to work providing him with the consummate hand job. 

“He wriggled at first, squirming beneath my touch, and then he groaned aloud, and all at once something triggered inside of him. He began to beg. 

“‘Please, I’ll do anything,’ Craig moaned. 

“At first, I thought he was just playing, but he didn’t stop, moaning for mercy, pleading, but I wasn’t quite sure what he wanted. 

“I continued to play, building up his excitement. I could have made him cum at any time but for some reason I didn’t want to, I wasn’t done saying thank you. I knew he liked what I was doing and I wanted him to have even more. That’s when he really began to beg. ‘Please, I’ll do anything, please.’ 

“Just for kicks I thought I would have some fun, pushing him to say the words I knew would never cross his lips. ‘Tell me I love you more,’ I said. I couldn’t stop the smile from overcoming my face as he squirmed beneath my touch. 


“That smile quickly faded when he did exactly as he was told. 

“‘Please,’ Craig whined, ‘you love me more. Please.’ 

“I learned two very important things that day. First, was the awesome power of lust manipulation, and the effect it can have on the weak mind of the horny male. And second, was how much the feeling of that power affected me. It reached me deep inside and to be honest it scared me too. Craig was my equal, my partner, and all of a sudden, he was begging for my control. As much as I liked it, there was also a part of me that never wanted to experience it again.” 

I let those words hang in the air, allowing Cairo to contemplate all that had happened and why I did what I did. And just like the good little boy I wanted him to be, Cairo asked the question that would forever define my actions in his mind. 

“If you never wanted to experience it again,” he asked, “how did you end up dominating him?” 

He played right into my hands with his question and I offered him my sweetest, most innocent look as I replied, “I didn’t want to, but I loved him, and when he kept begging and begging and begging I reached the point where I couldn’t deny him any longer. I did it for him.” 


SCENE 14
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I went back to my cottage that Friday evening horny as hell. All of the talk about Mommy Claire’s sexcapades had my mind reeling and my penis hard as a rock. It took three orgasms before I could finally fall asleep, but even that wasn’t enough to settle my restless desire. 


SCENE 15
Mommy Claire
  


I watched Cairo leave the dining hall to retire to his cottage for the evening. It had been a long day but I still had work to do, there was a guest in my home, one I hadn’t played with in a very long time. 


SCENE 16
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I was prepped and primed for a full day of interview time with Craig and Mommy Claire. The first day provided a glimpse into their dynamic and I intended to delve deeper into the inner workings of their past. 

Craig came into the office and took a seat at the end of the couch. I walked to the door, locked it and took a seat in the recliner opposite of him. “I don’t want any interruptions to start our day,” I said. 

“You don’t have to worry about that,” Craig informed me, “I stayed in the room next to Claire last night and she paid me a late-night visit.” 

“Is that right?” I asked. I had no idea that extracurricular activities were taking place. “Did she try to influence what you would share with me today?” I asked. 

“No,” Craig replied, “she wanted to show me that she was still my master, no matter how far away I moved or who I married.” 

“And exactly how did she do that?” I inquired, hoping to better understand exactly what was going on between them. 

“She’s my ex-wife,” he said, “how graphic do you expect me to get?” 

I had lived with Mommy Claire for only a short while but already I was oblivious to the sensitivities of talking about sex. At the mansion it was common place, every discussion revolved around sex and mommy play, but Craig didn’t live at the mansion and all of a sudden, I was face to face with someone who viewed sex as a taboo subject. It was weird having to reduce my expectations. “Share what you’re comfortable sharing,” I offered. I then added, “but keep in mind I do need details if I am going to properly portray your side of the story.” 

I hoped that would lead him to share everything, because I really wanted to know. 

“Let’s just say she got me started and once she was in control, she did what Claire does,” Craig responded. 

That left a lot of room for interpretation and yet in a strange way I understood exactly what he went through. Mommy Claire dominated him, perhaps that meant she shaved him, or diapered him, or even made him wear a dress, but whatever it was she took control and didn’t stop until any sense of his manhood was gone. She stripped him of his power and replaced it with the most incredible physical bliss, a feeling so powerful he couldn’t resist despite knowing what the end result would be. A part of me envied his experience and yet as I looked at Craig, he didn’t hold the look of infatuated glee that most of Mommy Claire’s subjects held. Craig had fear in his eyes, fear of the unknown, or perhaps worse yet, a fear he knew all too well. 
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I logged into the security network to take a gander at just what my ex-husband was saying about our love life and much to my surprise he was relaying the details of a much more recent event, one I expressly forbid him from sharing. 

Yes, I snuck in on him in the middle of the night, and yes, I teased him until he completely gave in to my control, but I never, in a million years, expected him to say anything about it later. He never would have defied me like that in the past, perhaps my hold over him wasn’t as strong as I thought. 
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As much as I wanted to hear about Mommy Claire’s late-night escapades, I had a full slate of topics I wanted to cover and couldn’t let the day slip away. I needed to get Craig back on the right track. 

“I talked to Mommy Claire about the turning point in your relationship and she didn’t mention the computer or anything at work,” I said. “In fact, she said the turning point was when she gave you a hand job after one of her family get togethers, and how you wouldn’t stop begging for more after that.” 

“Uh...uh...uh,” Craig stuttered. 

“Is any of that true?” I pried. 

“You don’t understand,” he balked defensively. 

“This is your time to explain,” I said, ready to hear exactly how he would relay the story. 

Craig remained silent for more than a moment. It wasn’t that I wanted to paint him into a corner, if anything I wanted to encourage him to share, but I only had a little information to work with, and this story, provided by Mommy Claire, was obviously a bombshell. 

Finally, Craig broke the silence. “She’s right. Once I experienced her hand job, I wanted it again. I didn’t mean to become obsessed but the way she did it, extending the moment, longer and longer, I had never felt anything so awesome. But then after that one time she didn’t want to do it for me anymore. It was like she said, here’s the greatest feeling on earth, now that you know I can do that for you I’m never going to do it again. Of course, I begged. I pleaded. I wanted it bad.” 

“And did she eventually give it to you?” I asked. 

“She did,” he nodded, “but it came with a price.” 


“A price?” 

“The only way she would agree to do it was if I agreed to hand over my power to her. At first, I thought they were just stupid words that she wanted to hear but after a while I realized how true they really were. With each hand job I really was turning over the power of my life until one day things went too far.” 

“What happened?” I asked, literally at the edge of my seat, wanting to know more. 

“She strung me along, she took me to the edge and kept me there, she teased me relentlessly until I couldn’t take anymore and then,” he paused, perhaps to add emphasis or maybe to conjure just the right words to say, then added, “she turned me into a little boy.” 


SCENE 19
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Craig wasn’t holding back, sharing details of a very tumultuous time in our lives. None of what he said surprised me, it was what he left it out that told the real story. 
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The morning session with Craig provided quite a few research nuggets, ones that were sure to inform my lunchtime discussion with Mommy Claire. I needed to verify the veracity of Craig’s story and there was no better time than the present. 

“How is everything going with the research?” Mommy Claire asked as I entered the dining room for our lunch meeting. 

“Excellent,” I replied, “in fact I have several things I’d like to ask you about.” 

“Go on,” she invited. 

“I spoke to Craig about that first time, and the way he begged for more,” I said. 

“And did he deny it?” Mommy Claire questioned. 

“No,” I responded, “he agreed that he begged, but he also said that you would only do it if he gave in to your control and that each time you became more and more dominant.” 

“I tried to resist,” Mommy Claire said. “I really did, but the way he gave in, completely submissive, I liked it too much. I couldn’t help myself.” 

“And he said you tried to turn him into a little boy,” I added. 

“That’s not exactly the way it happened,” Mommy Claire inserted. “I started with my breasts that’s true, I have very sensitive nipples and I love having them sucked, but he was the one who introduced mommy play into our bedroom.” 

He did? 

“How so?” I queried. 

“We were having one of our sessions, me stroking his cock and him nursing at my breast, when he let it slip. He certainly didn’t mean to say it out loud, and was terrified when I made him say it again, but when he called me ‘mommy’ I swear I had an orgasm on the spot. It was like my whole world opened up and I knew exactly what I was meant to do, who I was meant to be. 

“I liked it. So, from there I made him call me mommy all the time. He objected at first, but I had ways of overcoming his resistance and soon we were both getting exactly what we wanted, him with the hand jobs and me with my good little boy suckling at my teat. 

“I loved those times, and that feeling,” Mommy Claire shared. “I love my life now, but I would give anything to go back to those early days.” 

As Mommy Claire shared her innermost thoughts, I truly understood what she was saying. I loved belonging to Mommy Claire, living in her mansion, submitting to her control, but God how I longed to relive that first time, when she took me to the edge, broke my resistance and conquered my soul.
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It’s true that I manipulated Cairo in his research efforts. I gave him free reign over the research process and the questions he could ask but just before each of his scheduled sessions with Craig I planted a seed, a seed that grew into a weed of thought that would completely dictate the direction of his next interview. 

I don’t feel guilty about it, I control people, it’s what I do, and I’ll never stop being who I am. 
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My afternoon meeting with Craig had been designed to cover the time when he and Mommy Claire parted lives but the story as it was unfolding was way more interesting. I intended to delve deeper into who had introduced mommy play into their relationship and just how it went from mutual bliss to self-destruction. 

“Craig,” I said, “I received some conflicting information about your last story. Mommy Claire said she didn’t introduce mommy play into your relationship. She said you were the one who first brought it up.” 

His face turned beet red. 

For the longest time he didn’t respond. 

“I take it by your lack of response, and the blush of your cheeks, that you are the one who called her mommy first.” 

“You don’t understand,” he objected, “I may have started it, but she wouldn’t let it end.” 

I felt for him. Mommy Claire was a powerful force, and I had no doubt that what he was saying was true, but the fact that he initiated the Mommy play was significant. I decided to point that out. “Perhaps somewhere deep inside you wanted to be infantilized,” I offered. 

This time he didn’t hesitate in his response. “I don’t know why I called her mommy, it just slipped, but I knew I didn’t want to say it again but she made me.” 

“And how exactly did she do that?” I asked. 

“She just kept rubbing me and rubbing me,” he replied. “I couldn’t stop her and soon it felt like I couldn’t think for myself. You wouldn’t understand.” 

I understood better than he realized but that still didn’t connect all the dots. “And that made you call her mommy?” I asked. 

“Like I said, I don’t know why I said it the first time, but once it slipped out she wouldn’t let it go, and the way she made me feel, I would have agreed to anything.” 

“I get why you repeated it, once she had you edging it’s impossible to resist, I know, I’ve been there. But the first time you said it, that couldn’t have been an accident. Freud would say there are no accidents, you wanted her to know about your mommy fetish.” 

Craig reacted. He may not have been able to dispute my words but he definitely didn’t like the way I was portraying his feelings. 

“Listen,” he said, “maybe somewhere deep inside I do have a mommy fetish, but that doesn’t mean I wanted my wife to strip me of my manhood and turn me into a little boy.” 

The mention of being turned into a little boy made my own mind revert back to my experience with Mommy Claire. It excited me immensely. It was a struggle to keep my mind on the job at hand. “Maybe she thought that was what you wanted,” I offered, knowing full well how much I enjoyed that journey. 

“No, no way. And I didn’t want to be diapered either,” he added, “but she did that too... as punishment.” 

“As punishment?” I questioned. 

“Yup,” he replied with a satisfied smile, “let’s see her try to deny that.” 
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I knew Craig would eventually tell Cairo about the forced diapering but I didn’t expect it to happen so soon. I had an explanation, as to why I forced his regression, but I wasn’t sure how that would be received, and I was still intent on making sure I came out looking like the hero in this story. 
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I wrapped up Craig’s afternoon interview with a long rundown of all of the infantilizing acts Mommy Claire had forced him into. It was a lot. Mommy Claire swung every lever and pushed every button on her way to claiming Craig as her first adult baby and I had to admit it gave me a lot of topics to question her on when I finally got the chance. 

Fortunately, that chance came much sooner than expected. 

No sooner did I send Craig away than Mommy Claire summoned me to the dining room. I found her at the table, awaiting my arrival. 

“Thank you for joining me,” Mommy Claire said, “I thought I’d give you a chance to ask some questions before I retire for the evening.” 

“Retire for the evening?” I questioned, “it’s still early.” 

Mommy Claire smiled in response. “There’s a little boy under my roof who is in need of some special mommy time, and I intend to make the most of the opportunity.” 

Her words hit home. She intended to dominate Craig again, to fulfill all the stories he had just been retelling to me. “Are you worried at all that he doesn’t want to be infantilized?” 

“No,” she answered, “once I start to rub his little pee-pee he’ll agree to anything I say.” 

“Yes, you can make him agree. But does it matter that he doesn’t want to do it?” 

“Is that what he told you? That I forced him? That he didn’t want to be my good little boy?” 

She didn’t wait for me to respond, pressing down on the intercom button, directing one of her assistants to bring Craig to the dining room. 


It was only a short while before Craig was at the door. 

“Craig, there you are,” Mommy Claire said, “Cairo was just telling me that you don’t want to play my mommy games, that you don’t want me to come to your room this evening?” 

Craig shook his head. “I didn’t say that.” 

I was shocked. “You did say that,” I exclaimed, “you told me all about the times she dominated you and how you hated it.” 

He was quick with his reply, but it wasn’t to me, it was directed to Mommy Claire. “Please don’t listen to him,” he pleaded, “I’ll be your good little boy, please.” 

Mommy Claire smiled. It was a Cheshire Cat smile as she lorded over her prey. “Please what?” she prodded. 

“Please mommy,” Craig replied and I instantly realized that Mommy Claire’s dominance may fade over time but it never goes away. 

“That’s what I thought,” Mommy Claire said. She then turned to me and added, “If you’ll excuse me, I want to get freshened up before my special evening. I intend to make it one for the ages.” 

Mommy Claire left Craig and I in the dining room. 

Before she was even out of sight, he turned to me and said, “I’m sorry. I know what I told you but if I didn’t give in to her she wasn’t going to visit me tonight, and I couldn’t pass that up.” 

“But she’s going to dominate you,” I said, “and turn you into a little boy.” 

His answer cut straight to the point. “I know, but she’ll also reward me, and I would kick myself if I missed out on that opportunity.” 

He turned and left before I could respond but not before planting a seed of envy deep in my heart and in my mind. Craig was about to be dominated and controlled by Mommy Claire and I wanted it to be me. 
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I was ready to dominate Craig but I waited anyway. First, I wanted to build his expectation, to allow the anticipation of the evening to fester inside his mind. But second, and perhaps more importantly, I wanted to give Cairo an opportunity to get to the security office, to ensure I had an audience for my latest escapade. 
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It wasn’t like I was excused for the evening, everyone just left. And while I wasn’t given explicit instruction to watch and record the activities between Mommy Claire and Craig, she didn’t tell me I couldn’t. So, I scurried to the control room and my front row seat to all of the action. 

It didn’t take long to get things situated and soon I was in front of the large monitor, excited and ready for the show. Craig was alone in his room, still dressed, lying in the center of the bed. We both waited in anxious anticipation for the activities to begin. 

Like always, Mommy Claire made her entrance in grand style, wearing nothing but a very thin nightie that hugged every magnificent curve. She didn’t leave anything to the imagination but that’s how Mommy Claire was, she wasn’t happy unless she was controlling every detail. 

Craig’s eyes just about popped out of his head as she crossed the room and sat on the edge of the bed. I undid my fly and took my shaft in hand. 

“Last night I gave you a taste,” Mommy Claire said, “a sampling. And if you are ok with it, tonight I will completely take you.” 

It was odd to hear. Mommy Claire never gave her targets any warning, if anything she would pounce and manipulate before the bloke even knew what was happening. But Craig was different, they had history, and a relationship that extended beyond her need to dominate. And even though he was given ample caution, he did what every other unsuspecting man had done. 

“Yes mommy,” Craig replied. 


I couldn’t help but marvel at the complete transition in his manner. Gone was the defiant man who hated Mommy Claire’s control, replaced by a horny little boy desperate for his mommy’s attention. I envied him and gave my cock several targeted strokes so I could savor in the moment as well. 

Mommy Claire took her time undressing him and Craig allowed her complete control in the process. She was very tender in the way she caressed his skin at every step and by the time he was nude his cock was hard, bobbing from side to side in search of more attention. Craig had a pretty big dick. I couldn’t tell exactly how large via the video monitor but it extended well beyond Mommy Claire’s hand as she stroked him. He was clean shaven and I couldn’t help but wonder if he had arrived at the mansion that way, or if Mommy Claire had taken care of those details on her first nightly visit? 

Mommy Claire’s first touch was barely a graze, the very tip of her finger nail as she ran up Craig’s leg, over his balls, and across his already erect cock. He quivered and shook in response, and in an instant, I knew exactly where he was, and how insane it must have felt. I had to stop touching myself, for fear that my own excitement at the visual might send me over the edge. 

Craig’s eyes flittered to the back of his head as he allowed the full effect of Mommy Claire’s ministrations to consume him. He offered no resistance and she didn’t seem to mind, quickly taking him to that point of bliss he had so accurately described in our first meeting. 

While her fingers danced over and around his genitals Mommy Claire spoke to him. “I’ve learned a lot since the last time you were here,” she said, her fingers skating lightly over his skin, winding their way down his shaft, around his testicles and to his anus and taint. “If you thought I was dominant before, just wait.” 

Craig may have been lost in ecstasy but that didn’t mean he wasn’t listening. When Mommy Claire revealed her increased dominance, his eyes flew wide and I saw a look of absolute terror in his eyes. He had given in freely, desperately searching for the euphoria he remembered, but the thought that her power was even greater now terrified him. He had no idea what she might do, and was too deeply invested in his own lust to stop the freight train that was about to barrel through his life. 

My own feelings were mixed. I had come to like Craig, he was genuine, and honest, but at the same time I knew what it was to be taken by Mommy Claire, and he was about to experience that joy all over again. 

For his part, Craig mounted some resistance, he really did, but he was way too far down the rabbit hole to turn back. It was hopeless. His body rode a wave of pre-orgasmic bliss and to deny that would have been counterintuitive if not impossible. I had been there. I had felt that. I would have given anything to be back there with Mommy Claire. There was no way on earth that he could possibly stop mid-stream. And so, she continued, caressing and stroking, tickling and teasing, until his body began to buck in response, completely separated from the thoughts of his brain. 

Craig would have agreed to anything, I know, I’ve been there. The only question was, what would Mommy Claire make him give up in exchange for his weakness. 

“Be a good boy and beg for mommy,” she said. 

“Please mommy,” he whined. “Please.” 

“Tell me how much you want me to diaper you,” she coaxed, “tell me how much you want to be my good little boy.” 

“Please diaper me,” Craig begged, “I want to be your good little boy. I’ll do anything.” 

Only a couple of hours ago Craig was telling me how much he hated being diapered and yet there he was begging for it. Mommy Claire’s power was absolute and watching him crumble beneath her control was both emasculating and erotic. I stroked myself several times at the sight but it wasn’t even necessary, the activities on the screen more than enough to drive my arousal. 


That’s when she shifted her body and presented him with her bare breast. I thought it was hot before, but when he wrapped his mouth around her nipple and got lost in the connection with his dominant mommy, oblivious to everything else in the world, I lost it. Several spurts of semen spouted from my tip, landing in a pool on the floor. I was too excited to hold it back, too driven to stop the inevitable. 

I had kept my arousal going for a while, more than fifteen minutes if I had to guess, and yet Mommy Claire was only at the beginning with Craig. While I sat back in spent satisfaction, Mommy Claire kept Craig on the edge, in that delicious state of pre-orgasmic bliss, for close to an hour. All the while she made him say it over and over again, how much he wanted to be diapered, how much he wanted to be her good little boy. I had never seen her take anyone that long before, and Craig was a quivering mess by the time she finally gave the first signal that they were nearing the climactic end. 

“I’m going to do what you want,” Mommy Claire said, her voice a gentle coo, her hands still performing their magic upon Craig’s member. “But if I’m going to diaper you and make you my good little boy, I want something in return.” 

“Anything,” Craig blurted, the needs of his body obviously in full control of his existence. 

It was an interesting evolution and I was very excited watching it unfold. Mommy Claire had Craig’s body riding an extreme physical high, one that made him willing to do anything. God how I wished it was me on the receiving end of that dominating bliss. 

Then she extracted her pound of flesh. 

“I’m going to let you have your orgasm,” Mommy Claire informed him, “and when I do you’re going to text your wife and invite her to the mansion,” she added, “so I can take her as well.” 

I thought that Craig would resist, I thought the idea of his wife being dominated by Mommy Claire would be too much, but he was too far gone, the needs of his body too strong to deny. 

“Please,” Craig whined, “I’ll do whatever you want Mommy. Please diaper me and make me your good little boy.” 

It seemed odd. Craig wasn’t begging to cum, Mommy Claire had him yearning for a diaper, but as strange as that seemed to me, it satisfied her immensely. Soon she had his lower half swaddled in a thin layer of cloth, her bare nipple dancing between his lips. 

I didn’t get to see his orgasm beneath the diaper but his long guttural groan let me know the moment Mommy Claire sent him over the edge. It was highly erotic, driven to an even greater level when it began to seep through the thin fabric and Mommy Claire pointed it out. 

“Look who made a sticky mess,” she cooed. “You really are a helpless little boy.” 

I thought that might irk him but instead Craig had the most contented smile on his face. He suckled at Mommy’s breast while she changed him, gasping with each wipe and then giggling aloud when she doused him with baby powder and aggressively rubbed it in. His commitment to her, and to the experience, did not wane with his orgasm, if anything he was more involved, accelerating his submission to his dominant mommy. 

“You’re such a good boy,” she said, running her fingers through his hair, holding him close to her bosom. “It’s going to be so wonderful meeting your wife. I can’t wait.” 

If there was any fear at the prospect of Mommy Claire dominating his wife, Craig didn’t show it. He fell asleep in her arms, quite content to give up his manhood, and his wife, in exchange for mommy’s love and attention. 
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It had been a long time since I had thoroughly dominated Craig and boy did I miss it. Most men will quiver and submit in the first five minutes, and none, I mean none, could go beyond ten minutes of edging without completely losing his mind. But Craig was different, he trusted me and allowed me to delve deep into his subconscious while I repeatedly teased his lust. I could make him do, say or think anything I wanted and I exploited that opportunity in ways he would never understand. Ways that would last long beyond a single weekend. 
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All interactions with Mommy Claire are highly sensual, with most also being highly sexual, and yet if you walked away thinking that was what the entire Mommy Claire / adult baby relationship was all about you wouldn’t understand even an inkling of what really happens between the participants. The truth is, for most guys other than Craig, the sexual part lasts less than fifteen minutes, and yet the intimacy, the connectedness, and the submission last much much longer. Those are the feelings that create the inner joy, the calming peace, the personal connection. 

Craig spent the night with Mommy Claire, cuddling next to her body, feeling the warmth of her touch, savoring the feel of her skin. She may have secured his submission with lust manipulation but she rewarded his loyalty with feelings and experiences that were way more powerful, ones that made me long to return to my mommy’s arms. 
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I awoke bright and early the following morning to prepare for my day. It was Sunday, the last day of Craig’s visit and my last opportunity to question him. There was so much I still wanted to know. 

Mommy Claire was waiting for me at the dining room table when I arrived for our morning meeting and she had a glow about her like I had never seen before. 

“Good morning,” I said. “I trust you had a good time last night?” 

Mommy Claire looked over her cup of coffee and smiled. “I know you were a naughty little boy and spied on mommy last night. Did that excite you?” 

Oh shit. She knew. “Uh, uh, uh,” I stammered. 

“Does it excite you to see mommy naked?” she said and slowly she began to undo the buttons on her blouse, first one, and then another, until I had a wonderful view of her heaving bosoms. 

“We can’t,” I replied, “you said I have to remain objective.” 

“Maybe we could play a little,” she responded, “just for fun. Did I tell you how excited I got knowing you were watching? It made me want to dominate you all over again, just like our first time. Would you like that?” 

Of course, I wanted that, but I had made a promise to Craig, that I would remain objective. I had to see that through. “I can’t,” I said and before she could say or do anything more, I bolted from the dining hall and away from the temptation of Mommy Claire. 
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Cairo thought I was trying to seduce him at breakfast but nothing could have been further from the truth. I knew if we had our normal breakfast meeting that he would have questioned me about my escapades with Craig the night before, but I didn’t want to answer those questions, and so I manipulated the situation to ensure Cairo moved on, still believing he was controlling the research. 
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I escaped the situation with Mommy Claire and considered myself lucky. She had hinted in the beginning that she might try to instill undue influence on my research but up until then I had yet to see it. I made a mental note to masturbate before our next meeting, to eliminate her ability to control my lust. 

Having left my breakfast meeting early I made it to the office thirty minutes ahead of schedule but much to my surprise Craig was already there, waiting for me. I was glad, I had a lot of information I wanted to cover and time was running short. 

“Good morning,” he said, his tone surprisingly upbeat. 

“You’re in a good mood this morning,” I replied. 

“You bet,” Craig said, “Claire took me to heaven last night and I couldn’t be happier.” 

“I thought you didn’t want her in control?” I questioned. 

“I don’t,” he answered, the smile on his face undeniable, “but that doesn’t mean I don’t like being edged. She gave me the greatest experience of my life.” 

“Was it just the edging that you liked?” I asked. “Or was there more to your night?” 

Craig responded with a sly smile. “Of course, I had to give in to her mommy games,” he replied. 

“And what did you have to give up?” I queried. 

His mood instantly changed. “I’d rather not talk about that.” 

“Ok,” I said, sensing his desire to steer away from a sensitive topic. “So, I understand your wife is coming to pick you up today?” 

The look on his face when I said that was priceless. “Fine,” he blurted, “I had to give up my wife to Mommy Claire, but the joke’s on her, I told my wife all about it and she’s ok with them meeting.” 

“She’s ok with it,” I repeated, “but how do you feel?” 

Perhaps that was the first moment Craig actually contemplated the full ramifications of his wife’s visit. As those thoughts surged through his head, his disposition changed until his giddiness was gone, replaced by a somber reality. 

Finally, he spoke. “I don’t want to lose my wife,” he admitted. 

“And do you think that’s what’s going to happen?” I pressed. 

“I don’t know what’s going to happen,” he replied, “I only know that when I’m a thousand miles away I think that I can resist her, but when we’re in the same room I cannot disobey.” 

I didn’t know about the thousand miles part but I did know that I also could not disobey Mommy Claire when we were in the same room. It made me wonder what was going to happen when I finally was alone with her, when she really did try to influence my research. 

I felt the need to let Craig know. 

“Craig,” I said, “I know I told you I would be objective, and I really will...” 

He stopped me before I could finish. “Trust me, I know.” 

He went on. “Cairo, you’re a good guy, but when it comes to Claire, we’re just vying for second fiddle. We both know she always gets what she wants.” 

“You’re not mad?” I asked. 

He shook his head. “I really did want someone to hear my side of the story, to know the divorce wasn’t my fault, and now I know at least you understand.” 

“I do,” I agreed, “I don’t think it was anyone’s fault, I think you both needed something different, something the other couldn’t provide.” 

“I like you Cairo,” Craig said. 


I think he was going to say something more but a buzzer sounded followed by a voice over the telephone intercom system. “Cairo, can you please let Craig know his wife is here.” 
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Craig’s wife Lisa arrived and I had one of my littles keep her company while I watched Cairo’s last interview. It was important that he get the information that he needed, specifically that Craig wasn’t as resistant to my control as he first expressed. When I felt that they had exchanged sufficient info I interrupted with the announcement of Lisa’s arrival. 

The real fun was about to begin. 
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Lisa, Craig’s wife, was nothing like I expected. Knowing about his previous marriage I anticipated that she would be older, maybe even motherly, but she was nothing of the sort. She was young, blonde and extremely cute. It made me think that Craig had gone the complete opposite direction after his failed first marriage, to the point of being the fatherly figure in his new relationship. 

Craig ran over to give her a hug. “Hun,” he said, “I’d like you to meet my new friend, Cairo.” 

I liked being introduced that way, as his friend, and readily shook Lisa’s hand. “It’s nice to meet you,” I said, “I’ve heard wonderful things.” It was a fib, Craig really hadn’t mentioned her much at all, but I felt it was the right thing to say. 

“Nice to meet you too,” Lisa replied, but her eyes quickly left me and zoomed toward the sweeping staircase where Mommy Claire was descending in all her glory. 

Like always, Mommy Claire knew how to command the room, strolling down the steps wearing a pair of very small gym shorts and a t-shirt that hugged every curve like it never wanted to let go. My jaw hit the floor at the sight but Lisa’s eyes just about popped out of her head. 

“That’s your ex-wife?” Lisa asked in disbelief. 

Before Craig could say a word, Mommy Claire swept over, wrapped Lisa in a big hug and held her tight, allowing the full weight of her breasts to press against the petite girl’s frame. Mommy Claire held her close for more than a moment and then whispered something in her ear. When they parted, Mommy Claire took Lisa by the hand and eschewed her away, motioning, with a single finger to her lips, that Craig should say nothing and allow her to have her fun. 

Together Craig and I watched Mommy Claire lead Lisa up the sweeping staircase. I can only imagine what was going through his mind as he watched his wife going away with the most sexually dominant woman ever to walk the earth. I only knew that I was excited beyond belief, evidenced by the raging hard-on stretching my pants to the brink. 
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Craig never knew it, but I had met his wife before. In fact, I nursed her, diapered her, dressed her in my favorite pink onesie and matching bonnet, and even filmed her as she begged to be my good little girl forever. It was shortly after they got married. I was going through a jealous phase and felt the need to impose my will. I realized right away that I shouldn’t have done it, and so I cut it off after that first encounter, but it happened, and ever since I knew there would come a time when we would meet again. 

Surprisingly, even though they had only been married a short while, Lisa wasn’t that difficult to seduce. She loved Craig, that was clear, but she was missing something in her life, a strong hand, to put her in her place, to make her feel controlled and loved. It was easy convincing her that she deserved to have those needs fulfilled and that she couldn’t be a complete person until she did. It also made sense that it would be disrespectful to her husband to allow another man that type of influence, and yet a woman, a mother, could grant her everything she needed and more, without violating the sanctity of their marriage. 

That is how I got Lisa from the night club where we met back to my condo in the city, but the real transformation didn’t take place until I got her naked in my tub. That was the true moment of transition, a glorious domination of a cute little girl who was more than willing to submit to the awesome power of Mommy love. 

It was really rather amazing. A simple phone call, a couple of years later, reminding Lisa of that moment, and a promise for an opportunity to return, was all it took to convince her to make her husband join his ex-wife for a weekend of mommy fun. I may have regretted dominating Lisa back then, but like they always do, the fruits of my conquest came back to me, and I had a fabulous weekend with my ex to show for it. 

Now it was time for Lisa’s reward. 

No sooner did we step across the threshold of my Victorian Suite, away from the view of any prying eyes, and Lisa dropped to her knees and began to plead. “Please mommy, please take me back, please I’ll do anything.” 

It was flattering to hear, knowing how much she wanted to get back under my control, and I intended to exploit that weakness for every possible advantage. But I had a message I needed to convey, before spying eyes would be joining us. 

“Baby girl I need you to listen,” I said, cognizant of my time and my audience. “I want you to role play like this is our first time, like you’re trying to resist, can you do that for me?” 

“Please take me back,” she whined. 

I needed her to understand but we didn’t have much time. “Ok,” I agreed, “I will take you back on two conditions, you have to act like this is the first time I’m seducing you, and Craig can never find out that we knew each other before now. Do we have a deal?” 

The hungry little slut inside of her was quick to say yes. She wanted the full mommy treatment and she wanted it bad. I intended to give her what she wanted while at the same time putting on a show for the objective journalist and my submissive ex-husband who would undoubtedly be watching from afar. 
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I didn’t think twice, the moment Mommy Claire took Lisa to the Victorian Suite I grabbed Craig by the hand and led him through the house and back to the control room. Guests were definitely not allowed in the inner workings of the mansion but I had come to like Craig and felt he had a right to see what was going on. 

“Where are you taking me,” Craig said, “I want to be there when Lisa comes out.” 

“Trust me,” I said, opening the door to the control room and leading him in, “you are going to want to see this.” 

It took a couple of minutes to get the monitors turned on and the proper cameras displayed on the screens, but the moment they were we had a fly-on-the-wall view of Mommy Claire and her latest prey. I was excited to see how Mommy would manipulate and turn the young girl, Craig was petrified seeing his ex and his current wife finally coming together. 

I turned up the volume so we could hear what they were saying. 

“I came here to tell you that Craig is my husband now, I know you have eyes for him but what you had is over, he’s with me now.” 

I was shocked to hear Lisa speak so forcefully to Mommy Claire. I turned to Craig and he was beaming with pride watching his wife on the monitor. 

Mommy Claire stepped toward Lisa, she towered over the petite girl and presented a domineering figure. “How dare you come into my home, a welcome guest, and speak to me in that manner. I have never been so insulted.” 

Lisa’s jaw dropped. It was obvious she never intended to insult anyone, she was just defending her husband, and yet Mommy Claire had her on the defensive. “I...I...I...I’m sorry,” she stammered. 


Mommy Claire quickly pounced, moving even closer to the young girl. “I should teach you a lesson, take you over my knee and spank your bottom.” 

Lisa was speechless and in the moments she said nothing, Mommy Claire mounted another attack. “No answer?!? I see someone does need some discipline. Come over to the bed and lay over my lap.” 

Mommy Claire took Lisa by the hand, led her to the edge of the four poster bed, and directed her to stand before her. “I want you to take off your panties and lay across mommy’s lap, do you understand?” It was a bold move that was quite shocking to watch, but even more shocking was the way Lisa dutifully complied. Gone was the young woman standing up for her husband, replaced by a desperate little girl unable to stand up to her dominant mother. 

The first whack from mommy’s hand reverberated on Lisa’s tight little ass and I have to admit it was hot. I wondered how Craig was taking it and when I turned to gauge his reaction, I found him with his pants around his ankles and his dick in his hand. Under any other circumstance I would have bolted from the room but I really wanted to see where things went with Mommy Claire and Lisa so I turned back to the monitor and tried to act like everything was fine. The action on the monitors helped, Mommy Claire gave Lisa one more swat with her hand then led her into the adjoining bathroom. 

I had seen similar situations like this play out before, Lisa was in for quite a treat. 
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Lisa and I barely stepped into the bathroom and already she was shedding her clothes like a wanton slut. I knew she wanted attention but I needed her to slow down, I needed Craig and Cairo to think this was all new, a first-time event. 

“Slow down little girl,” I said, wrapping my arms around her and pulling her close. I pulled up my t-shirt, allowing my bare breasts to press up against her. 

Once I did that there was no holding her back. Lisa began suckling like a newborn at her mommy’s teat and that in turn set my juices flowing. Before I knew it, we were passionately intertwined, one big ball of flesh rolling on the floor, caressing and fondling like bumbling teenagers in the back seat of daddy’s station wagon. I don’t know how it spun out of control so quickly, I only knew if I didn’t put a stop to it soon, I ran the risk of losing control. 

I needed to maintain my dominant position, to ensure my rightful place at the top of the food chain. While Lisa lapped at my breast, the full weight of my bosom resting gently on her cheek, I began to explore her kitty, starting on the outside, massaging her, caressing her sensitive skin. Her lips began to pout in response, opening up for further exploration. I acknowledged the request with some minor penetration, just the tip of my forefinger, and then found and rubbed her little nub. It was enough to stimulate her juices but not enough to satisfy her need. Soon Lisa began to groan aloud, pleading for more. I liked teasing her lust and continued to drive that desire until Lisa’s groans turned into grunts and her hips began a subtle gyration in search of more. She wanted my attention, and that pleased me just as much as it excited her. 

Just as those gentle gyrations became more aggressive, I removed all stimulus causing Lisa to lurch forward, desperate to regain the intimate contact that had become central to her core. 

“Calm down little girl,” I said, “it’s time to give you a bath.” 

Lisa wasn’t happy that I stopped the pleasure assault on her kitty but when I mentioned a bath, she became quite compliant once again. She had been down this path before and knew the reward that awaited the little girl who was good for mommy in the bathtub. 


SCENE 37
Cairo
  


The moment Mommy Claire had Lisa step into the tub I knew what was going to happen yet I was glued to it all the same. Lisa may have been Craig’s wife but she was a smoking hottie with a tight little bod. Watching her naked was a treat in and of itself, watching her being caressed and fondled by Mommy Claire was out of this world. 

Most people, men and women, take pause the first time they see the sharpness of Mommy Claire’s blade. Not Lisa. She seemed to salivate at the sight, from both sets of lips. I thought it was super-hot and got even hotter when Mommy Claire set to work removing every last hair from that beautiful kitty. With each successive stroke Mommy Claire not only stripped away Lisa’s strength, but also dipped deeper and deeper inside her essence. And that process continued, until the last of the hair was gone and Mommy Claire’s latest prey was a quivering mess, rendered submissive, a satisfied smile on her face, her flower pulsing in ecstasy around the three fingers still curled deep inside of her. 

“Ungh, ungh, ungh,” Lisa grunted not once but several times. Mommy Claire worked her insides with great vigor and the more she stroked the more vocal Lisa became, right up until Mommy Claire reached down with her second hand and pinched Lisa’s button. The scream that followed was ear piercing but that was nothing compared to the orgasmic spray that followed, projecting across the room and coating the mirror covered walls. 

I had seen squirters before but I had never seen a woman like Lisa, one who submitted so freely to everything Mommy Claire wanted to do. It was like she was a natural adult baby, ready to give up all independence and control at the very first opportunity. Mommy Claire sensed it too, and pushed Lisa beyond anything I had seen her do with a first timer. 


SCENE 38
Mommy Claire
  


Things got a little out of hand with Lisa in the tub and while she did suckle at my breast, the rest of our time together wasn’t mommy play but pure unadulterated sex. I teased her desire and she let me drive her insane with lust, right up to the point where she just spread her legs and let me have my way with her. I could have rented her out to a high school football team and she would have thanked me, she was that far gone. 

I ended up diapering and dressing Lisa just for show. I didn’t need to do it; she was already conquered but I wanted Craig to visualize his new wife as mommy’s little girl. It also gave me a few special ideas to plant in his head, about the two of them being brother and sister, and the incest that would result if they fooled around. The very thought pleased me and I made a mental note to say something to each of them before they left. 

I chose the same pink onesie and matching bonnet that I had used in our first meeting and even took more video, making sure that Lisa pleaded to be my good little girl for my camera, as well as for the one relaying it’s signal to the security control room. 


SCENE 39
Cairo
  


When Lisa looked directly into the camera and pledged to be Mommy Claire’s good little girl forever I just about lost it. Craig shot his load during the bath tub scene and I have to admit it was hard to ignore that happening next to me, but the scene on the monitor was super-hot and it was his wife after all. I probably would have done the same if I had been alone. 

The scene on the monitor changed and it appeared things were about to come to an end. 

Mommy Claire looked at Lisa and said, “I think it’s important that you wear that outfit for your entire ride home. And from now on both you and Craig belong to me, you are brother and sister and you will both call me mommy. Do you understand?” 

Lisa nodded, readily agreeing to Mommy Claire’s instructions, although I’m not sure that either she or Craig actually understood the ramifications of that agreement. Mommy Claire’s influence was pretty powerful, I saw her make Craig cum in his pants by whispering a few well-chosen words in his ear, I had little doubt she could convince each of them they really were brother and sister. 

Shortly after that we all met in the foyer to say goodbye and send Craig and Lisa on their way. I thought Lisa looked awesome in that skimpy little outfit when I was watching on the monitor, but live and in person her body was insane and the outfit highlighted every tight little curve. I would have loved an opportunity to ravage her sexy frame and had no doubt what Craig would be doing in the back of the limo on their ride home. 

I was going to miss Craig. He had only been with us for a short while but in that time, we connected in a meaningful way. We became friends. I was going to miss that. 

As Mommy Claire leaned in to give Lisa a hug, a lingering hug that included a lot of breast to face connection, Craig slid up next to me and whispered in my ear. What he said in those moments will stay with me forever. 

I knew a lot about the mansion and its many cameras and microphones, and I presumed Craig did as well, so when he chose that moment, and more particularly that location, to share his words I had no doubt that it was a very important message, one he couldn’t reveal before prying eyes and ears. And those nuggets of wisdom had a purpose, intended to lead me down a path, one of enlightenment and discovery. I took all of the information to heart, to be brought up again, at a later time, when Mommy Claire and I were alone. 

Those thoughts stayed in the back of my head as we said our goodbyes. There were promises to get together soon although I wasn’t sure Craig would ever allow that to happen. It takes a lot to break away from Mommy’s control, and once he did, he truly understood the value of staying away. But as much as I believed that, there was more than one person in the mix now, and the starry-eyed look in Lisa’s eyes as she tried to say goodbye to Mommy Claire let me know she would be returning the first moment that Mommy called her name. 


SCENE 40
Mommy Claire
  


The entire visit with Craig went exactly as planned. I was able to steer all of Cairo’s investigative work without him ever knowing, I also got to take control of my ex one more time and I made a meal out of sensually dominating his cute little wife. All told, I couldn’t have asked for more. 

Craig was always my favorite, I loved him and still wished that we could have made it work. But the past is in the past and my hope on this visit was that I could show him what he was missing, and how it could be if he just came back into my fold. That is why I took such loving care of his wife as well, giving them both a sample of what was in store if they would just reconsider and pledge themselves to Mommy’s care. 

I love all my adult babies dearly and Craig, my first, is truly the one who got away. 


SCENE 41
Cairo
  


At breakfast the next morning Mommy Claire and I began the process of laying out all of my notes and developing the story as it needed to be told. This is the part that I had most looked forward to when I suggested the whole concept, but now that I knew I could have no intimacy with Mommy Claire until the entire project was done, I was terrified at the prospect of being so close to her for such an extended period of time without being able to savor the fruits of her attention. Things got even worse when I saw her outfit, a short pair of pajama shorts that showed the full length of her voluptuous leg and the thin, low cut camisole that put her incredible cleavage on full display. 

Like always, Mommy Claire took control the moment I arrived. 

“Before we get started,” she said, “let me just say, I know that some of this material may be erotic, and that you’re just a horny little boy, so I expect that you are going to get aroused. If you were my little boy I would take care of you, but, for the purposes of this project, you are not, so I have set up a screen in the corner, and if at any time you need to play with your pee-pee you can go behind the screen and do your business. Understand?” 

It was kind of fucked up. I was a professional after all, I could get through a meeting without jerking off. I was about to say something when Mommy Claire bent over the table to spread out my note cards and I got a gaping view of her incredible boobs, hanging free, the thin fabric of the camisole the only thing between me and that fabulous skin. It didn’t send me racing for the screen just yet, but it did let me know that it was highly unlikely I would be leaving for the day before using its services. 


SCENE 42
Mommy Claire
  


While I was able to craft and steer the way Cairo’s research went, I still needed to make sure he saw things my way. I dressed in my summer pj’s for our conference and I started the meeting by pointing out what a horny little boy he was and that he was free to run behind a screen and play with his pee-pee anytime he wanted. I intended to make the entire experience highly sexual and I put him on full notice right from the beginning. 


SCENE 43
Cairo
  


We managed to separate the note cards into categories, basically by time period, before things veered into the super erotic. 

“I think you should start with Craig talking about the time at the computer,” Mommy Claire said, “come over here, I’ll show you how it happened.” 

I moved around the table and she slid her chair back. 

“Turn toward the table, like it’s a desk, and bend over like you’re typing on a keyboard.” 

I did as she instructed, and Mommy Claire’s hand found the inside of my knee and slid up my inner thigh. It felt insane and every muscle froze in anxious anticipation. 

“You’re supposed to snap your head around at me,” Mommy Claire said. 

I turned my head and our eyes connected. She spoke right into my soul when she said, “You play with your thingy and let me play with mine.” 

In an instant I was there, I felt what Craig had experienced and just like then, Mommy Claire slid her hand up my thigh and onto my now engorged member. Holy shit! The ecstasy was insane and in an instant, I felt my orgasm building. I couldn’t believe it was happening and my body began to buck in search of more and more stimulus. It was an extreme shock to my system and before I knew it, I was dropped to the floor, curled into a helpless ball, wriggling beneath Mommy Claire’s touch. 

She was right by my side through every moment, her soft hands stroking my bliss, her soft words whispering in my ear, “I wanted you to see what it was like but I can’t take care of you because you’re not my little boy. You can use the screen if you want.” She ramped up the stimulus, sending my body and my mind into a frenzy, then all at once her hand was gone and I was a desperate little boy humping the air, searching for satisfaction in the center of the dining room floor. 

I didn’t make it to the screen, in fact I didn’t make it anywhere at all. I pushed my pants down so I could get to my cock, accepted my defeat and rubbed myself into masturbatory bliss. It didn’t take long, three strokes if I’m being specific, and I was savoring the sweet satisfaction of orgasm. Mommy Claire was right over top of me the whole time, filming every second on her phone. Normally any such recording would be against house rules but so was what I was doing. There were very few places on the estate where open self-gratification was not permitted but the dining room was at the very top of that list. 

No sooner did the semen spout from the tip of my dick, coating my stomach with the sticky goo, than Mommy Claire was right in my ear, informing me of my fate. “You know the rules,” she cooed. “I set up the screen just for this purpose, now you just earned yourself three days in the cage.” 

Oh shit! Three days in the cage with the topics we would be covering was pure torture. I wouldn’t be able to survive that. 

The cage, as Mommy Claire referred to it, was intended for one purpose and one purpose only, to capture and control the wearers cock. It fit snugly around the balls and shaft and wasn’t particularly uncomfortable, unless your penis were to grow erect, at which point the cage would restrict the growth to the point of pain. 

“Please Mommy,” I pleaded, “not the cage.” 

“You know the rules,” she replied. 


SCENE 44
Mommy Claire
  


It was no accident that I chose the story that I did or that Cairo ended up breaking the rules on day one of our meetings. I wanted him in the cage, so I could control when he got to release, and further exploit his weakness. 


SCENE 45
Cairo
  


If you’ve ever had your cock in a cage you know it sucks and if you never have then do whatever it takes to avoid it. I wore that cage through the night and by the time I got to breakfast the next morning I was begging to have it removed. 

“Please Mommy Claire, please take it off, I’ll do anything.” 

She wouldn’t relent, at least not at first. 

We managed to cover a lot of the lesser erotic stories first and actually got through quite a bit of our work when we came upon one particular event that I wanted to include but Mommy Claire did not. 

“I think it humanizes you,” I offered, “and shows what you had to overcome to get where you are today.” 

“It’s not as significant as you’re making it out to be.” Mommy Claire responded, “we should just leave it out.” 

“It’s not insignificant,” I balked, and I was about to press further when Mommy Claire raised a single finger to her lips. 

Instantly, like a well-trained first grader, I hushed at the sight. Mommy Claire wanted to speak. 

“We obviously aren’t in agreement, what do you say we push this one off to the end, so we can get more work done?” she asked. 

It seemed reasonable, right up until she mentioned the next topic she wanted to cover. 

“What do you say we do this one next?” she said, holding up the note card for her moment of transition, the first time she felt the need to dominate. 

“Oh no!” I exclaimed, “that will be painful.” 

Mommy Claire smiled. “What if I agree to take the cage off for this part of the meeting?” she offered. 

“Deal!” I answered, not giving her a chance to rescind the offer. 


SCENE 46
Mommy Claire
  


We were nearing the end of another day and I had successfully tabled the one story I definitely did not want making the final cut. Cairo has a rather strong sex drive and I knew it would be extremely difficult for him to get through another night with the cage on, so I decided to give him some relief, but not without him knowing exactly who was in control. 


SCENE 47
Cairo
  


With the retelling of Craig’s version of their first power exchange, Mommy Claire gave me a firsthand experience. I secretly hoped the retelling of her version would be the same. I managed to keep my erection at bay while she undid the lock on my cage but had little luck controlling my arousal when her fingers grazed my balls and stroked my shaft. 

“Stay calm,” she warned, “we don’t want you getting stuck.” 

No sooner was I free of that contraption than my cock sprang to full height, bobbing and searching for stimulus to go along with my mental arousal. 

“Looks like someone’s ready to get to my side of the story,” Mommy Claire laughed, and just like that she had me sitting back in my chair, while she slipped down to the floor and between my legs. From that position I had a bird’s eye view of her wonderful cleavage but that instantly disappeared when she began to stroke my cock and my eyes rolled to the back of my head. 

Her fingers danced and squeezed and caressed and it was amazing. I never knew where she would touch me next but each time, she landed on an unexpected spot that would trigger an even greater response. Those fabulous feelings traveled all over, in my balls, up my shaft. At one point, my entire genital region began to pulse, from my anus to the tip of my penis. I swear I had an out of body experience, watching this incredibly gorgeous woman dominate me, the helpless little boy. 

I wanted to get close to her, I wanted to pledge my loyalty to my loving mommy and suckle at her teat, but Mommy Claire kept me at bay, driving my lust but not allowing me the intimacy of her embrace. “Please mommy,” I whined, “I’ll do anything.” 

I was supposed to stay strong, to remain objective, yet there I was, begging for Mommy Claire’s strength and dominance in my life. It was rather fitting, I was meant to experience Mommy Claire’s hand job, to see how she was a master at controlling a man’s desire, and now I knew what Craig had experienced, and why he begged and begged for more after experiencing it for the first time. 

Mommy Claire took me to heaven like she had done to so many men before, only this time when I was at the absolute peak, she pulled away, leaving me desperate and yearning for more. 

“I can’t take care of you,” she cooed, “because you’re not my little boy. You can use the screen if you want.” 

God how I wanted her hands on me. God how I really would have done anything to make that come true. But she made it clear it was never going to happen and so I scurried behind the screen to take care of business. In the process of the move I lost a bit of the peak excitement, but not enough to quell the insanity that Mommy Claire had built up in my sex and in my brain. I relieved myself, because I was too far gone no to, but it was definitely frustrating having my excitement interrupted like that. I was about to say something when Mommy Claire moved in on me, pinning me down on the floor and fashioning the cage back on my dick. 


SCENE 48
Mommy Claire
  


Cairo is a good little boy. 

He lets me play with his pee-pee whenever I want and because of that I have complete control over his every thought and action. The ironic part is that as my writer he will actually have to write these words, but still has no way of stopping what I am going to do to him. 

God how I love my life, and all my adult babies. 


SCENE 49
Cairo
  


I hate that everything Mommy Claire said in the previous scene is one hundred percent true but I’m actually looking forward to whatever it is that she is going to do to me. Yes, she will strip me of whatever power I thought I had, but at the same time she will reward me with the greatest euphoria I have ever known. It’s always like that with Mommy Claire, with great sacrifice comes great reward. 


SCENE 50
Mommy Claire
  


The research and writing were finally coming to an end. Cairo and I were down to the very last elements and, not to brag, but things were developing exactly as I had planned. There was only one more item remaining, the last point of contention between what Cairo wanted to include, and what I could not allow. 


SCENE 51
Cairo
  


It was the last day of the project, by the end of our session we needed to have a final copy ready for the editor. Together, Mommy Claire and I easily finalized the formatting and the attributions, it was time to address whether or not we would be including a controversial scene, one that I thought was integral to the evolution of Mommy Claire’s character but one that she didn’t think merited inclusion. To make things even more difficult it was the one story Craig absolutely wanted shared, even going so far as to make me promise to do everything in my power to include it. 

“If you really want it included, I guess you’re going to have to experience it for yourself,” Mommy Claire offered and before I knew it, she was pulling at the draw string of my sweats, the only pants big enough to fit over the confining cage. 

I wanted the cage removed in the worst way, and was quite excited when she not only took off my pants, but also pulled at the string hanging between her cleavage, the one that held the key to my freedom at the other end. 

Mommy Claire had a broad smile on her face when she undid the lock and freed my cock from the confines of the steel cage. And that smile turned into magnificent glowing beauty when she took my cock between her fingers and began to gently strum ever so lightly on the front of my shaft. She was a master at physical stimulation and I marveled at how easily she was able to bring me to a state of helpless bliss. But she didn’t stop there. Each successive stroke sent waves of pleasure through my penis and out to every limb. It was a mind-numbing stimulus that instilled a sense of calm and peace throughout my entire body and deep into my brain. It had been a little while since my last orgasm, and her fingers were always very erotic, but this time was different, the pleasure greater, the separation from reality much more intense. 

I didn’t know what was different, I only knew it was more consuming. Every part of my body vibrated. The ecstasy dominated my very existence. I didn’t want it to end, not then, not ever, and I would have gladly given up anything for the opportunity to stay in that state of peaceful bliss forever. 

But that wasn’t what Mommy Claire had in mind. 

With a subtle increase in her pace, she accelerated the peaceful bliss into an arousing state of awareness, one that heightened my perception and made every moment much more intense. The new sensation was delightfully maddening and it quickly overwhelmed me. I felt it everywhere, from the tips of my toes to the top of my head and it was both incredibly pleasurable while simultaneously frustrating. I wanted to cum, I needed to cum, and yet Mommy Claire wouldn’t allow it, instead she just kept me in a state of heightened anticipation, begging for relief where none would be found. How did she do that? How did she remove all sense of reality and replace it with absolute dependence on her and the pulsing ecstasy that made everything else seem obsolete? 

Just as those questions surfaced in my head, she increased the stimulus once more, pushing me even further into the heart racing excitement of primal lust. This time the stimulus was too much, the familiar stirrings of an orgasm taking root, first in my balls and then quickly up my shaft. It all happened so fast there was nothing I could do, my hips shifted of their own accord, my body bucked in helpless reply. The power of the orgasm took control of every bodily function, my upper half froze in ecstatic bliss, the lower half pulsed in spastic fits of pleasure. I had never felt anything so intense. I couldn’t control my cock but amazingly I didn’t need to. Somehow Mommy Claire pulled back the reigns at the last possible moment, stunting my desire, putting an end to my lust filled desires, at least for the moment. 

My orgasm was no longer under my control, it belonged to Mommy Claire. 

There is a weakness in that moment, a desperation of need combined with the driving force of desire. I was helpless to her every whim and she knew it and she wasn’t shy about demonstrating her control. 

Mommy Claire looked deep into my eyes, connected to my soul, and exerted her control once more. She spoke to me in words that were not conversational but instead instructional, on how to live, on how to act, on how to obey. She reaffirmed her status as dominant mommy, as well as my role as little boy. I’m not sure there wasn’t some level of hypnosis to go along with her physical and mental manipulation. I felt her influence all about, around and inside, consuming my very existence. Her words, and in essence her, became a part of me, a warm part, the best part, a part I could never let go. 

There was no more we, or us, there was only her, and the way she overwhelmed my existence with her presence and her power. She was the dominant mommy to my little boy and it was never more evident than in that moment. Like the small child to his omnipotent mother, I pledged myself to Mommy Claire, not just in that moment of ecstatic bliss, but always, and forevermore. 


SCENE 52
Mommy Claire
  


I was occupied with a helpless little boy during Craig’s visit but deep inside I missed my time with Cairo. He had an innocence about him, the same kind of innocence Craig had back in the beginning. And the way he handed over control, submissive yet also quizzical, excited me, like I had found a brand-new psyche to manipulate and explore, one that was just as curious to learn as I was. 

I only hoped that I could do better this time, that I could push Cairo to the limits, but also keep him as my own. 


SCENE 53
Cairo
  


Everyone has experienced that moment, when the excitement of pre-orgasmic bliss meets the euphoric peak of ecstasy. It is mind altering joy and for many the closest realization to heaven on earth. And if experiencing it for just a split second is absolute joy, how do you describe it when Mommy Claire keeps you there, in that helpless state of euphoria for not just minutes, but hours on end? 

My head swam in euphoria. The flood of pleasure chemicals in my brain made thinking impossible. It wasn’t a matter of submitting to Mommy Claire’s awesome power, it was a matter of all reality completely disappearing until any sense of the world as I knew it was gone, replaced by whatever reality she wished to instill inside my mind. 

“Who’s a good little boy?” Mommy Claire cooed in my ear, “Who wants a diaper around his bottom?” 

My response wasn’t my own, or at least not from my conscious self. I was on auto-pilot, driven by the needs of my body. The words rushed from my mouth in a desperate plea to serve my mommy master. “I’m your good boy,” I spouted. “Please diaper me.” 

Mommy Claire didn’t relent upon hearing the words one time. She continued her ministrations and her relentless cooing in my ear, until the thoughts became ingrained in my head, synonymous with the insane pleasure that was pervasive throughout my entire body. I desperately wanted to be her good boy. I desperately wanted a diaper around my bottom. 

“Please,” I repeated, “I’m your good boy. Please diaper me.” And for some reason once wasn’t enough, nor was twice, or even three times, and so I continued to plead my case, hoping beyond hope that she would grant my wish and diaper her good little boy. 

I don’t know how long she kept me in that delicious state. Craig told me tales of being kept there for hours on end and I believe Mommy Claire intended to push me further than I had ever gone before. Perhaps it was to let me experience it, so I could write about it, or perhaps it was so she could control what was written. Either way I didn’t care. I was on the receiving end of Mommy Claire’s attention and I never wanted to leave. 


SCENE 54
Mommy Claire
  


Lust manipulation has become a way of life for me. It pacifies even the most anxious soul and brings to reality the true weakness of men. Cairo would have given in to me with much less tease and denial, he had proven that before, but I wasn’t looking for a single moment of submission. My visit with Craig reminded me of how much there is to explore within the sexual desires of the human mind, and the endless possibilities when it comes to manipulating the adult baby within every lust driven man. 


SCENE 55
Cairo
  


Mommy Claire succeeded in dominating me. I thought I had been conquered before but this assault on the pleasure center of my brain was way more powerful than I ever could have imagined. It made me think of Craig, and the dangerous games he played back then, with a dominant woman just learning the depths of her powers. 

Craig and Mommy Claire were man and wife, in an era that presumed male dominance in such a relationship, but Mommy Claire not only broke the equality divide, she shifted the balance of power in the opposite direction. She stripped Craig of any sense of control, dominating and controlling his every thought and action until all that was left was a helpless little boy submissive to his mommy. 

Before this project I had only ever seen the tip of the adult baby iceberg. There was a depth to Mommy Claire’s powers that I had never even fathomed. She was so deep inside Craig’s head she could make him cum by whispering a few words in his ear. Could she do that to me as well? Did I want that? 

The more those thoughts circled my head, the more desirous I became of experiencing it, of giving Mommy Claire that power. As crazy as it sounds, I wanted to completely lose control, to know what it was like to be taken to that point of utter helplessness and I wanted Mommy Claire to be the one to take me there. 

I don’t recall the exact words she said but I distinctly remember the way she gazed into my eyes, deep and penetrating, sharing in my moment of submissive bliss. It was a transcendent moment, a transition of power after which our relationship would never be the same. 

“Oh God, please!” I pleaded. My mind and body were ready for this incessant thrill ride to finally be through. “I’ll do anything,” I begged, hoping she understood how serious I was. 


Her words were powerful as they cut to the heart of the matter but it was the way she held my gaze that will stay with me forever. Mommy Claire looked deep inside of me and said, “I know you want this, that you want my dominance and control.” 

She knew me like no one else on earth and the way she saw past all of my masks, to see the little boy inside, let me know that she did know what was best for me. She knew what it was that I truly needed. 

Copious amounts of drool flowed from my lips; utter gibberish spouted from my mouth. At some point Mommy Claire inserted a tiny vibrator into my ass. It was invasive at first but once it began to stimulate my sphincter and prostate with its gentle pulsing stimulus everything else disappeared. My insides melted, the ecstasy I thought couldn’t get any better became an absolute joy that consumed my entire nether region. 

Mommy Claire was going to have her way whether I agreed or not but there was no part of me that would ever disagree with her again. That is exactly why she kept me on the edge as long as she did, way beyond my breaking point, to the point of permanent effect. 

The explosion, when it finally came, began at the base of my balls and those soft brown eyes of hers, locked with mine, absorbed every part of my innermost weakness as it unfolded. It was a powerful connection at a point when I was at my most vulnerable. The intensity of the orgasm progressed through my shaft, pressing upwards with the force of a thousand explosions, bringing with it a pulsing pleasure that made my eyes flutter and my voice grunt and groan aloud. Its’ bliss was undeniable and I was ready for release, so I could finally think clearly again. 

I arched my back in preparation for the moment, ready to ejaculate, ready to shoot my seed. I needed it, and thought for sure it was there. I know I could not have held it back on my own, but all at once Mommy Claire pinched the base of my shaft, and in an instant the orgasm I thought was inevitable was gone, a distant memory wrapped up by Mommy Claire’s power and control. 


“Please!?!” I whined, but it was no use. Mommy Claire had plans for me and I was helpless to do anything more than bow my head and obey. 


SCENE 56
Mommy Claire
  


Once I got started with Cairo it was hard to stop. He wanted my control and offered no resistance when I sought to push him further and further down the path of submission. In many ways he was like Craig, handing over the reigns of his existence to my complete and absolute control. I intended to do better this time, to stretch his limits to the brink, while still maintaining his loyal connection to me his dominant mommy. 


SCENE 57
Cairo
  


Craig had described the lengths Mommy Claire had gone to in controlling his existence, and there I was, experiencing it firsthand. The physical pleasure was far greater than anything I had over known but that wasn’t the half of it, it was the mental manipulation that had the biggest impact and completely took me to another plain of existence. 

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

I couldn’t believe how much I meant it, or how willing I was to do anything to finally achieve satisfaction. 

Her answer floored me. 

“I can’t take care of you,” she said, “because you’re not my little boy.” 

I was broken. I needed to cum, my penis needed it, my brain needed it, every part of my body needed it. I knew the punishment for masturbating in public but I didn’t care. I reached for my cock to take care of business but much to my surprise Mommy Claire blocked me. 

“Oh no, little boy,” she said with a devilish smile, “you do not do that in public and definitely not where we eat.” Her hands were surprisingly fast, blocking me from being able to touch myself while simultaneously grazing my intimate parts, driving my lust even further to the fore. It was uncanny the way she kept my arousal at top desire without ever letting me cum. 

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

“Well,” Mommy Claire said as she contemplated my latest offer. “I guess if you agreed to take that segment out of the story then the project would be done and we wouldn’t have any restrictions on Mommy play anymore. What do you say?” 

Wham! 

I should have seen it coming. I should have known. Somehow, she got me all distracted, turned around, and now the telling of her story seemed insignificant, the needs of my body the only thing that mattered. I knew what she was asking me to sacrifice, my promise to Craig, but she also made it clear what my reward would be, and that was a temptation far greater than any I had ever known. 

I’d love to tell you all about how I held firm and got Craig’s story included but nothing could have been further from the truth. I was so desperate to cum I would have done anything and agreeing to Mommy Claire’s editing request fell into that category. I bent over and let her have her way with me, giving in to her every demand, savoring her favorite fruits. 

Once again Mommy Claire gazed into my eyes only this time there was something different. With our connection firmly established she whispered the words I longed to hear. “Who wants to make a sticky mess for mommy?” 

“Me, me, me,” I pleaded and just like that Mommy Claire granted my request. 

The explosion that followed was both physically powerful and emotionally satisfying. The semen shot from my tip and spouted in every direction. I had never cum so hard in my entire life, shooting several feet with the first ejaculate and even further with the second. When my body and my mind finally came down from the euphoric high, Mommy Claire was right in my ear, welcoming me back to the real world. 

“Who’s my good little boy,” she cooed. 

I felt the soothing warmth of her bare bosom pressed against my face, her hardened nipple in my mouth. I didn’t know when I began to nurse, or how long I had been suckling at her teat, but it felt natural and I didn’t want it to end. While I remained lost in that wonderful connection, Mommy Claire informed me of my fate. 

“Things are going to be different now,” she whispered, her fingers running through my hair, caressing my scalp. “You’re going to feel weak, helpless. Whenever you have those feelings, I want you to come to me, so I can calm your fears.” 

I knew what she meant. Those feelings had already begun to surface, kept at bay by the warmth and security of mommy’s embrace, soothed by her wondrous touch. 

I stayed with Mommy Claire for three days after that, three straight days of adult baby bliss at the hands of the greatest female dominant to ever walk the earth. She diapered me, she changed me, she dressed me in baby clothes, but most of all she gave me her undivided love and attention. I’ll never forget the way she stripped me of my power but also how she never left my side in my moments of greatest weakness. Mommy Claire controlled my orgasm, that is true, and I willingly give her that power, but there is so much more to the relationship than can ever be described by words on a page. Life will never be the same now that I know the true bliss of Mommy Claire’s love and affection, the feel of her skin against mine, the caress of her fingers on my scalp, her supporting words of encouragement in my ear, her firm nipple in my mouth, and her diaper around my bottom. 


SCENE 58
Mommy Claire
  


I’ll admit I loved taking Cairo beyond his limits, breaking his will to resist. It reminded me of the strength of my power, but there was a part of me that also had a fear of the moment. Cairo placed his trust in me, handing over his entire existence like only one other man before him. I intended to make the most of the opportunity, to delve deeper into the inner workings of the human mind, while also correcting the mistakes of my past. 


SCENE 59
Mommy Claire
  


I placed a call to Craig a week after his visit, just to see how he was doing, and if there was any chance of bringing him back into my fold. 

“You really did a number on Lisa,” he said, “she won’t stop talking about you.” 

“That’s wonderful,” I said, “tell your little sister that the two of you are welcome to come back as soon as you are ready.” 

“And about that,” Craig replied, “she doesn’t want to fool around with me anymore. Says it wouldn’t be right as my sister.” 

I laughed. 

It was my intent when I fed those thoughts into each of their heads to keep them apart but now that Craig was a thousand miles away, and frustrated beyond belief, I felt sorry for him. 

“I’ll tell you what,” I offered, “I’ll have a talk with her, and get her to open up to the idea of incest with her brother, but you have to do something for me?” 

He paused in silence only we both knew he would not be able to hold out. He wanted his wife back, or at least her sexual gratification, and was going to have give in to me to get that. 

“Fine,” he huffed, “what do I need to do?” 

“You need to come back for another visit,” I replied. I didn’t wait for his answer before adding, “Now put your little sister on the phone so I can talk to her.” 

Craig handed the phone to Lisa who was absolutely giddy to hear my voice. 

“Hi mommy,” Lisa said, “I’ve been a good girl, can I come see you again?” 

“Baby girl,” I said, “your big brother is going to bring you to see me again, would you like that?” 

“Yes, please,” Lisa replied. 

“Good,” I said. “Now just so you know, I have a bare bottom spanking waiting for the little girl who plays the naughtiest incest games with her brother. Are you going to be the naughtiest little girl?” 

“Oh yes Mommy,” Lisa answered, “I can be very naughty.” 

I had no doubt she would do anything and everything in her power to find herself over my knee. 


SCENE 60
Cairo
  


Craig and Lisa come back twice a year now. It’s not as often as Mommy Claire would like but much better than before. Their visits are still filled with lots of learning and exploration, but not like it once was with Mommy Claire and Craig, that role has fallen to me. It is a scary ride, never knowing what to expect, but it is also filled with incredible fun, sensual bliss at the hands of the world’s greatest adult baby diaper lover. 

I love my new existence and look forward to waking up every morning as Mommy Claire’s muse. It is a wonderful life that rewards me each day with more and more mommy love. I’m not oblivious to the pitfalls of my choices, nor of the terrorizing thought that I might one day wake up to find that I want something different, and that I am too far down the rabbit hole of submission to ever find my way back. 


Epilogue

Mommy Claire

There may come a day when I reveal the details of how and why I first diapered my ex, but that day isn’t today and that decision certainly won’t be made by my ex, by Cairo, or by anyone else but me. I am a dominant woman, a dominant mommy, and nothing is ever going to change that.

For more Mommy Claire fun check out:

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles I

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles II

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles III

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles IV

-          ABC: Adult Baby Cuckold

-          Mommy Domme Business: Mergers and Acquisitions

-          The Huntress

-          Mommy’s Cure for Naughty Boys

-          Mommy’s First Adult Baby

-          #HimToo: Correcting His Point of View

-          Snowflake Baby

-          Tricked Into Diapers

-          Too Much To Resist
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