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SCENE 1

Mommy Claire

The mantra, “If you’re not growing, you’re dying,” has been used in business and in life as a means to reject complacency and the status quo, replacing them with a relentless motivation for advancement. I myself realized early on the importance of business expansion, especially as the size of my fold has continued to grow. 

My latest foray into the corporate world revolved around mergers and acquisitions, absorbing quality companies to ensure a long and fruitful future for myself, my organization and my employees. Of course, with every one of these engagements there is a flip side, the other owner intent on securing his own best deal. 

And therein lie the perfect environment for a woman of my proclivities, to go head-to-head with the king of the jungle, on his home turf. If you know anything about me then you know I never shrink from a challenge, and the opportunity to dominate a CEO in his own boardroom was too big a mountain not to climb. 

My first meeting with Charles was over dinner and I knew right away that he was a seasoned negotiator ready for battle. His handshake was firm but not overly so, and his eyes never left mine, even though the dress I was wearing screamed for his attention to wander lower.

The hotel restaurant was quiet and our booth was to the back, secluded and away from any prying eyes. It was an ideal setting for a meet and greet, especially considering the tone I wanted to set for all of our future engagements. 


SCENE 2 


Charles 

I spent twenty-two years building my service organization. We specialized in concierge and tourist services, focusing on the city hotels not large enough for their own staff. It took a while to establish a clientele, but over time I found some inroads and after many more years of hard work and nurturing those relationships, I grew the business into a successful enterprise. 

It is a wonderful thing to build something from scratch and would be even better if I had someone to hand it to, however the long hours required to build a business also took away from the long hours required to find a wife and grow a family. In the end, I achieved one but not the other. While I didn’t have anyone in my bloodline to take the reins, that didn’t mean what I had didn’t have value, and so I set out to find a buyer for my lifelong pursuit. 

Claire expressed interest in the organization right away and certainly had the means to make my dreams come true. So, after a lengthy back and forth, we agreed to a meeting, to finalize the offer, and find out exactly what she had in mind for the future of my baby. 

I got to the restaurant early and secured a quiet booth to the back. It wasn’t but a couple of minutes before I spied her, those long slender legs as she strolled across the floor, the dipping cleavage of her dress that gratuitously showed off her God given gifts. It was a classic ploy, utilized by the farer sex to distract if not intimidate. I wasn’t going to be phased and stood up to greet her, my confidence up to the task. 


SCENE 3 


Mommy Claire 

There are standard patterns of behavior that I utilize leading up to every negotiation. I follow them rather strictly as a test of sorts, to provide personality cues that will aid me later on. I almost never vary from this script, that is, unless I spot a weakness. The moment I looked at Charles I knew. He wouldn’t look at my body, despite the dress that I was wearing which I have to admit was fabulous and screamed for attention. The way he actively averted his eyes let me know, the lure of my sex was a trigger for him. 

For this negotiation I would need to go off script. 

“Were you staring at my breasts?” I asked before even saying hello. I was quite certain I could force him off guard, that I could coerce him into objectifying me with his eyes. 

His response did more than a little to jar my perception of this interesting man. 

“Actually,” he replied, “I found myself rather enamored with your cleavage, which in fact, is the space between, so, no, I was not staring at your breasts.” 

I didn’t know how to respond to that. His attitude and honesty were a breath of fresh air in a world filled with discontent. I liked him and wanted him to know. 

“I like you,” I offered, “but when I like something, I want to make it mine. I hope you’re ok with that?” 

Again, he proved up to the moment. 

“As if it’s that simple,” he answered. “Claire wants and Claire gets. Is that how it is in your world?” 

I had to laugh. And then I thought about what he said, truly pondered his words, until I came to the natural conclusion. “Yes,” I replied, “it usually is that simple.” 

“Well,” he said in reply, “I guess today is going to be a day of new beginnings, because today you’re not going to get what you want.” 

It was an affront to my control and I have to admit I liked it. Usually I would view such dissonance as insubordinate, but for some reason his attitude thrilled me, to the point I felt a response in my kitty, a little throb calling me to action, calling me to demonstrate my command. 

It was then that I did something completely out of character, I let my target know of his impending doom. 

“I am going to claim you as my own,” I stated. “I’m going to twist you up in desire until you’re begging to be my good little boy.” 

The look in his eyes showed his disbelief but that only spurred me onward. 

“And once I have control,” I added, bringing my shoulders close together to accentuate my breasts and let him know the reward that awaited his surrender, “I’m going to diaper you and nurse you until you completely forget what it means to be a man.” 

I paused for a moment, to allow my words to sink in, then added, “So what do you say? Do you want to play?” 

I could see the doubt in his eyes. He didn’t believe me. Under different circumstances that might have bothered me but then he did the one thing no man had ever done before. 

“Claire, he said, “I’m not sure why you chose to divert our conversation to sex and domination. I can only imagine that you feel it will give you a competitive advantage when it comes to our negotiations, but that isn’t true. I know exactly what I need to get for my company and no amount of manipulation is going to change that.” 

I laughed. 

It was a little awkward but once again his words and his attitude caught me off guard. Charles was directly challenging my control, as if he held no fear of the outcome. If that was true, then there would be no reason for him not to accept my challenge. 


“You’re right,” I replied, “I truly believed that I could take control of that little pee-pee of yours, stroke it until it feels so good, you’d want to be my good little boy and then claim you as my own. But I see you’re much too smart for that, you would just let me tease and please you for hours on end and then I would be no better off.” 

My words had the desired effect. Charles squirmed when I mentioned stroking his little pee-pee and when I spoke of teasing and pleasing him for hours on end he actually shifted in his seat, trying to keep his erection from tenting his pants. It was a wonderful sight, almost as wonderful as the way his eyes lit up when I leaned over the table, giving him a bird’s eye view of mommy’s assets. 

“What do you say we go up to my room? We can get all of this sexual tension out of the air, that way, when it’s time to negotiate, we can focus on our work?” 


SCENE 4 


Charles 

This may sound odd, but Claire was not the first woman to proposition me before a big negotiation. In fact, it had happened to me three times prior. The first time I was naive, thinking it would be unethical, and so I turned it down. That proved to be a big mistake, as I was never able to focus with such temptation always on my mind. Times two and three were different all together. I met those situations with unbridled enthusiasm and the resultant calm after dispelling my lust, allowed me to think clearly and negotiate masterfully. After my experiences in those situations it became abundantly clear what I needed to do. 

“Claire,” I said, “your offer is very tempting, and I would like to go through with your request, provided we can agree on one thing.” 

My expectation was that she would balk, that she wouldn’t want any strings attached to the dalliance, but much to my surprise she was open to the idea. 

“And what is it that you want?” she asked. 

There it was, my opportunity to lay the ground rules, my opportunity to set the tone for our arrangement. I steeled my nerves and prepared to say what needed to be said. 

“All of my life I have had a fantasy,” I admitted, “to be sensually dominated and controlled by a beautiful woman such as yourself. Now, here you are, offering me that very scenario. I must admit I have my doubts, that you can really do what you say, but in the end, I would like to experience it very much, to indulge. But as much as I want to pursue that possibility, in the slight chance that it is real, I do have obligations, to my employees who depend on me for leadership, for guidance. If you can agree to maintain discretion regarding this affair, I think we can come to terms.” 

Her response was nothing like what I expected. 

“No.” 

Plain and simple she shot down my request for discretion which put things in a bad light, and then she explained why in the most seductive way possible. 

Claire leaned in close, accentuating her wonderful bosoms but also gathering my attention. With intimate eye contact and soft puckered lips, she cooed her explanation. “I learned a long time ago to be honest about who I am. It’s my secret to success. I want to touch you, to caress you, to fondle you. I want to excite you in a way you’ve never experienced before and bring forth a passion so powerful it will consume every ounce of your being. That’s who I am and I’m not going to change that or apologize for being me.” 

Her words were enticing, but she didn’t stop there. 

“And you,” she added,” you want to experience it, you want to feel the intensity of the moment, and savor the ecstasy of the physical bliss.” 

“Exactly,” I answered, agreeing with her statement, but not understanding why we weren’t on the same page. 

She shook her head. “You can’t have it both ways. There is no reward without the risk. The mental play makes all the difference.” 

I nodded my head, as if I understood what she was saying, and yet I still didn’t connect the dots. That’s when she said something that should have made everything clear, but instead gave my willing mind a reason to go along. 

“I’m happy to agree to certain things right now,” she said, “to get you to agree. As long as you understand that once I am in control, once you are mine, there are no limits.” 

The way Claire spoke, not just the words she chose, but the confidence she exuded, actually made me think she could dominate in the bedroom. And that body!?! The way her dress hugged every curve left little to the imagination but that didn’t mean my mind wasn’t running wild with endless ideas anyway. 

Claire stood up from the table, leaned forward and when she did, I had a full and open look at her wonderful cleavage. I’m not sure why, but that visual had me fixated, to the point of obsession and I struggled to avert my eyes even as she whispered in my ear. 

“I’m in room 1121, give me ten minutes and come meet me.” She slid a key into my hand before sauntering away from the table. 

It was really happening. 

I flagged our waitress, my excitement bubbling on the inside. I never did check my watch but it seemed an eternity to get the bill, so I slapped a couple hundreds on the table and bolted toward the lobby and the elevators. 

This may sound like an exaggeration, but all my life I’ve harbored a fantasy of being sensually dominated by a confident, mature woman. It was core to all of my excitement as a boy and as a teen, and never wavered even into my twenties and thirties. At forty-nine I thought I was long past the time when it could really happen to me, and yet with Claire there was hope if not real opportunity. 

Another thing you probably need to know is that when a boy fantasizes about something, and that fantasy stays with him into his adult life, it becomes perfect, in a way that is truly unattainable. My dreams always started with a gorgeous confident woman and Claire was all that and more, but in my dreams that same sexy woman also possessed the skill and ability to control my desire, and that is where dream parted from reality. 

Despite what was sure to fall short of my ideal, I rode the elevator to the eleventh floor full of excitement and expectation. If I could experience it just once, that loss of power at the hands of a woman’s controlling sensual bliss, I just knew I would be content. That I would have fulfilled my lifelong dream. 

I had to hold myself back, to keep from running down the hall towards room 1121 and my destiny. Could it really happen? Could all of those boyhood fantasies, the ones that carried well into my adult life, really be fulfilled? I fumbled with the key, nervous hands shaking with remembrances of what it was like to be that little boy. 

I’m not sure what I expected when I opened the door, but seeing Claire topless, and then seeing her quickly cover up that nakedness in embarrassed shock, stimulated me in a way I did not expect. 

“You, naughty little boy,” she squealed, “didn’t mommy ever teach you to knock?” 

I couldn’t believe I walked in on her like that. Or how that forbidden glance stimulated me. I turned and closed the door but that didn’t stop my temperature from rising or my cheeks from turning red. 

That’s when she noticed my embarrassment and moved towards me, her tone changing. 

“Look at you,” Claire said. “It’s ok little boy.” 

She pulled me in, her dress barely covering her nakedness, her skin soft against mine. It was all so close, so intimate, I couldn’t stop my arousal. 

“It’s ok,” she assured me and then she consumed me in her embrace. “Mommy’s got you. You don’t have anything to worry about. Now that we’re alone I’m going to take complete control.” 

Her voice was soothing in my ear and then, without another word, she began to undress me. First, the buttons of my shirt, quickly undone, exposing my bare chest, her fingers fondling and caressing, stimulating my desire deep within. It was sexy as hell and I struggled to maintain my composure. 

My body tingled. 

I willingly gave up control. 

Her fingers didn’t stop, skating lightly over my skin, gently tickling my back, my chest, the underside of my biceps. A shiver shot up my spine, a paralyzing tingle that was followed by an involuntary gasp as her fingers slid around my hips, to my stomach and then inside the waistband of my shorts. My pants and my belt were gone in a flash but her fingertips didn’t relent, grazing ever so lightly up the backs of my thighs and across my bare behind. 

All the while I couldn’t lose the image of walking in on her, catching her in that moment, the way it made me feel, like the little boy seeing a naked woman for the very first time. It was inside my head and it was every bit as delightful as her fingers and their tantalizing touch. By the time my clothes were gone my cock was hard as a rock and my entire body pulsed in delight. There was something more to Claire than just the gorgeous face and stellar body, she was inside my head, and that proved to be every bit as exciting as her wonderful physical prowess. 


SCENE 5 


Mommy Claire 

I always say that getting the little boy out of his clothes is the hardest part. Not only was Charles naked in my room, but he was quickly revealing all of his erogenous zones with not so subtle gasps of delight. In just a very short period of time, I knew exactly how to drive the little boy’s lust, the first step in taking control. 


SCENE 6 


Charles 

If Claire had said she was a masseuse and invited me to her room for the most amazing massage I would have said yes, gladly. And the way she performed her work upon my body, with expert precision and attention to detail, affirmed that decision. But a massage wasn’t Claire‘s lure, and as much as I liked what she was doing, my mind was fixated on what would come next. 

Her hands were everywhere, moving about in the most delicate, gentle glide; skating ever so lightly over my skin, making nerve endings tingle in ways I had never experienced before. It was incredible and I would have gladly paid for such an experience over and over again. But Claire didn’t want payment, and the caressing massage wasn’t the pinnacle moment, in fact, it was just an appetizer to the main event. 

Claire continued those gentle caresses, returning to the areas that stimulated me most, drawing every last ounce of pleasure from my body. The under portion of my arm, the backs of my knees, the inner of my thighs, the nape of my neck. I never knew these places could hold such wonder and yet Claire played them like musical instruments, contributing pieces to her symphonic overture. 

The entire scene had me super relaxed yet hyper aware, right up until she used her sultry voice to inform me of my fate. 

“I hope you’ve enjoyed the warm-up,” she cooed, “now it’s time to turn up the heat.” 

She never gave me a chance to contemplate just what those words meant, instead, at that moment, her hand slid between my thighs and her silky fingers wrapped around my shaft. With three supple strokes she set my penis pulsing and my mind a whirl. It felt much better than I had expected, and within moments I was ready to profess my love for Claire and her wonderful skills. 

I hold no illusions about what I wanted from the experience. All my life I had dreamt of that moment, when the pleasure emanating from my genitals would become so all-consuming that I would lose all sense of self, ready to submit to her and those incredible feelings. At first, I couldn’t believe it, and then, as I allowed myself to indulge, I realized how wonderful it really was. 

I didn’t have to tell her when I reached the breaking point, she already knew, but for some reason I wanted to confess it, to let her in on the secret. 

“Ungh,” I grunted, “I’m there.” 

If there was any doubt about what I meant she washed it away with her reply. 

“Perfect,” she cooed, “now it’s time to turn you into a submissive little boy.” 

Her words may have sounded strange to some but to me they were music to my ears. I was right where I wanted to be, completely under Claire’s sensual control, and I had no intention of resisting. 

Those feelings stayed just as strong when she unbuttoned her blouse and welcomed me to lay in her lap and suckle at her teat. The way her hands stroked my cock was amazing but it paled in comparison to how I felt when the soft smooth skin of her bosom came to rest on my cheek and when her eraser sized nipple formed perfectly between my lips. 

Nursing was never part of my fantasy growing up but as I became one with Claire in that action, I couldn’t help but take on a new appreciation for the intimacy of the connection. And Claire responded with her own gasps and heaves every time I suckled hard, encouraging me to work her nipple even more with my mouth and tongue. 

I was in heaven, my penis throbbing in pre-orgasmic bliss and my mind slipping into a childlike existence, absent the stressors of everyday adult life. It was amazing, and I was fully committed to continuing on that indulgent path when Claire encouraged me to delve even deeper. 


“The more you give in the better it will feel,” she cooed. 

It was hard to imagine anything feeling better but I was all in, and the moment I let the last of my reservations go, the feelings escalated, to the point I was certain I was knocking on heaven’s door. 

That is when Claire’s directives took on a new tone. 

“Give in to mommy,” she said, and she repeated those words while continuing to stroke me into bliss. “Give in to mommy. Give in to mommy.” 

The response I gave was not intentional, I had not planned to pursue her baby games, but somewhere in the throes of her relentless stimulus, I stopped thinking for myself and gave in to mommy’s lead. 

“Yes, mommy,” I complied. 

I am not sure if it was the overt act of submission, or the intense physical pleasure coming from her fingers, but all at once the feelings inside me grew, becoming much more intense, to the point of overwhelming. I felt like I might pass out. 

Fortunately, Mommy Claire was right there, to hold me in her arms, to wash away all of my fears. I didn’t know it at the time but that was my brain’s first encounter with regression, and there would be many more to follow. 


SCENE 7 


Mommy Claire 

Charles wanted it. I don’t know what else to say. Most men would resist my domination, my control, but Charles wanted to experience all of it firsthand, without a net. He didn’t care about long term consequences or lasting effects, he wanted to know if it could be real, to him nothing else mattered. And I was happy to oblige, fully aware of what I had to gain from the situation. 


SCENE 8 


Charles 

At some point you’re going to tell me how stupid I was but to be honest I never wanted it to end. Yes, I knew she was gaining power over me in the process, but it felt so good, none of that really mattered. 

Let me try to explain. 

All my life I dreamt of meeting the perfect woman and having the perfect experience. For me it was all about the seduction, and then submission to the moment, and ultimately surrendering control. The expectation of those fantasies had mounted over years of mental use, achieving outrageous levels that I would have thought unrealistic, and yet Claire exceeded every one of those lofty ideals, leaving a permanent and indelible mark upon my soul. 

I’m not exaggerating when I say I had never felt better in all my life than when she was teasing the lust out of my penis, which is why I had no problem agreeing to any and all of her demands. 

“Call me mommy,” she said. 

“Yes, mommy,” I complied. 

“Nurse at my breast,” she offered. 

I couldn’t suckle quickly enough. 

“Give up your independence and surrender to me,” she added. 

Gone was my manhood. Gone was my independence. Replaced only by a desperate longing to succumb to Mommy Claire’s command. 

The moment it dawned on me I was blown away. The feeling was amazing all throughout my body but the impact on my brain was far far greater. There was something special here, I not only wanted but needed to move forward with Mommy Claire and her adult baby games. 

That is the moment she laid it all on the line. 

“Charles,” she said, “I know you’ve enjoyed this, and I’ve enjoyed it too, but now we get to experience the real thrill.” 

I wasn’t sure what that meant until she presented me with a can of shaving cream and a long straight blade. At first, I thought she wanted me to take them, but then she squeezed a dollop of cream into the palm of her hand and I realized she intended to use them on me, to shave me bare. 

I have been with many women who have shaved their kitties and I have always found it super sexy but that paled in comparison to how I felt when Mommy Claire used her silky-smooth fingers to lather my cock and balls. Just like everything else she did, it was amazing, and I willingly gave her the power and control to do with me as she will. 

The first stroke of that fine sharp blade took my breath away, but it was the smooth swath of bare skin that was left in its wake that caused my heart to skip a beat. There was something about the complete removal of my hair that affected me deeply, a feeling that grew exponentially with each successive swipe. 

Mommy Claire had obviously done this before. She was absolutely masterful in her actions, removing every last hair until I was as soft and bare as a baby’s bottom. 

My fingers confirmed the reality, that touch, that softness. I struggled to pull away. Why did it feel so good? Both to my fingertips and to my brain? 

“I know it’s tempting,” Mommy Claire warned, “but polite little boys don’t touch themselves there. Besides,” she added, “an obedient little boy will get rewarded by his mommy. Would you like that?” 

Was she serious? God, how I wanted that. “Please mommy,” I squawked, unable to contain my excitement. 

“You can’t help yourself,” she said, “that’s the little boy inside of you. He wants to come out and play.” 

I felt the power of her words. The urges of the little boy grew inside of me. The desire to let him out, to indulge my inner child, to submit to mommy and wallow in the carefree attitude of youth. It wouldn’t be hard, all I had to do was give up control, and accept her dominance over my life. 

There are many times that I look back and I think, “I should have known,” but in the moment the only thing that mattered was the gorgeous woman before me and the realization of a lifelong fantasy. Mommy Claire took control, exactly like I wanted her to, and I didn’t want it to end. 

After the shaving she laid me out in the middle of her bed with a diaper beneath my bottom and a bottle of baby powder at my side. Her hands never left my freshly shaven penis and her fingers tickled relentlessly, driving my desire to the brink. From there it was an erotic combination of sensual tease and infantilizing love. I couldn’t separate the carnal desire emanating from my loins from the maternal bond forming between Mommy Claire and myself. It confused and excited me, in a way I had trouble comprehending. 

Claire became my mommy in that moment, not just in name, but also in stature, and yet she also dominated my sex, in a way no woman ever had. My hips bucked, my penis grinded, she drove my lust and at the same time she satisfied this long-held need within me, to cuddle into her embrace, to feel her skin and share her warmth. The instant I felt it, everything clicked. The softness of her flesh against my face, the firmness of her protruding nipple at my cheek. I did what I was always meant to do, shifting my neck, turning my head, and gathering that succulent bosom into my waiting mouth. No one needed to teach me to suckle, I already knew how, and Mommy Claire’s breasts were my return to that natural order. 

The feelings ran deep, way beyond a singular event, and that was the first time I began to wonder if I would ever be able to separate myself from this experience when all was said and done. 


SCENE 9 


Mommy Claire 

I have dominated many men in my life. Most are forever changed, forced to go through the remainder of their lives knowing a woman conquered their soul. But Charles wanted the experience, to be dominated, to submit to my control. I couldn’t just let someone like that go, I needed to claim him as my own. 


SCENE 10 


Charles 

At the exact moment that she swaddled the cloth around my bottom, Mommy Claire aggressively rubbed my pee-pee through the thin fabric, bringing my orgasm to the fore. It felt amazing, and at the same time, she spoke a few well-chosen words to heighten the experience. 

“Whatever you do, don’t soil your diaper,” she warned. “If you do it will be very hard for you to separate from the baby play.” 

Now, you’re probably thinking it was total bullshit. And I did too at first, but then I thought about everything else she had said, and predicted, and I couldn’t help but fear the potential permanence of this submissive game. As much as I enjoyed the escape, forever was too much to ask. 

With every ounce of will power I could muster, I gathered my resolve, intending to keep my diaper clean. But as I mounted my defense, Mommy Claire combined her efforts, caressing and rubbing my shaft through the thin fabric with one hand, while using the other to squeeze my thighs and gently tickle my rosebud. I had never felt anything so incredible and the moment my body buckled in response, she was right there, to take advantage of my weakness. 

It was a struggle, me and my self-control against this incredible woman and her omnipotent presence. I wanted to hold out, to demonstrate my worth, but the magnificent pulses she created in my loins made that impossible. She pushed me way beyond what I thought I could take, bringing me to the edge but not allowing me to complete the ride. I let out a long guttural grunt, the sound reverberating throughout the room, but that did nothing to stop the onslaught coming from her fingers. My hips bucked as each throb served to stimulate me more but not enough for satisfaction, breaking me down, until I was nothing more than a rutting pig, desperate to complete the orgasm thrill ride she had so deftly placed me on. I hadn’t made a mess in my diaper, not yet anyway, but my body was screaming to release and I was in no condition to dispute those needs. 

It was then, while I was completely broken, that Mommy Claire offered me salvation in her hands. With a long gentle squeeze, she coaxed even more pleasure out of my pee-pee, causing my eyes to roll back in my head. I could take no more and pleaded for mercy. “Please mommy,” I wailed. God how I wanted to soil that diaper, God how I wanted to release. 

She responded with two more squeezes, one on my shaft and the other at the base of my balls, sending my orgasm and my sense of reality over the edge. The discharge shot from the base of my balls like a rocket and my body went into an involuntary hump and grind, desperately working every last ounce of lust from my worn body. I wanted it, never had I wanted anything more, and the moment it was upon me I knew I would never be the same. 

Not only did I soil my diaper, the sticky mess seeping through, the thin fabric clinging to my body, but I also felt an unnatural yearn, an unfulfilled need emanating from deep within. Immediately, Mommy Claire’s words came back to me, how I would never be a man again. I couldn’t control my response, tears welled in my eyes, I struggled to form words. I might have been able to pull myself together but for the next idea fed into my impressionable mind. 

“Oh my God!” Mommy Claire exclaimed. “You really soiled your diaper. You really are a little boy.” 

I couldn’t deny it, my loss of control, but the more she said it, the less I was able to separate myself from the moment. 

“You really are a little boy.” 

“You really are a little boy.” 


“You really are a little boy.” 

The little boy inside of me, longing to get out, heard her call and found his way to the surface. And while he was peeking his head out from the shell of my forty-nine year old self, Mommy Claire offered him a welcome home at the end of her breast. 

I don’t know what came over me, something snapped when I leaned into mommy, and when I took her nipple into my mouth, accepting my role in our relationship, the regression took full hold. My orgasm was spent, I should have regained my senses, and yet rational thought still escaped me, replaced by an unending need to submit, to further explore this experience with Mommy Claire. 

I will never forget the feelings of utter helplessness as she changed my diaper nor can I ever break away from the memory of her breast against my face and the way her nipple found its way into my mouth. But the pinnacle moment came with her outward gasp when I actively suckled, completing my transition to submissive adult baby. 

It was an amazing moment, an amazing experience, and I fell asleep in mommy’s arms, content in the natural connection between my new mommy and myself. 


SCENE 11 


Mommy Claire 

Charles was a wonderful conquest. Not only did he fully indulge in the submission and infantilization, but he continued to partake in the experience long after his orgasm was spent, leaving no doubt as to his true desires. 


SCENE 12 


Charles 

I awoke the next morning alone in the bed, a fresh clean diaper swaddled around my bottom and a note from mommy. 

“See you at your office. Can’t wait to begin our negotiations.” 

As great as the night was, I can’t tell you that I wasn’t confused by the situation. Mommy Claire didn’t just grant me a great sexual experience, she completely dominated my existence, to the point that I struggled to see a future without her in it. 

Those thoughts consumed me as I prepared for work and our upcoming negotiation. 

I arrived at the office by eight, plenty of time to get ready for our nine o’clock meeting, but the memories of the night before made me question whether I would be able to separate that experience from the negotiations at hand. Mommy Claire thoroughly controlled me, in a way that resonated beyond a hotel room or a single night. She was inside my head like no woman had ever been before. How could I possibly remain professional in her presence? 

That question remained right up until she walked through the door. The mere visual of her sent my heart a flutter. The moment our eyes connected I motioned for her to meet me in my office, so we could talk, so we could set things straight. 

No sooner did the office door close and I was on my knees, begging for mercy. “Please mommy, I’ll do anything, but we need to postpone this meeting. I can’t let my employees see me like this.” 

“It’s ok dear,” she said, running her fingers through my hair, calming my nerves. “I’m about to blow up the deal with your legal team. You won’t have to worry about today’s meeting.” 

I was so grateful. “Thank you.” 

Mommy Claire helped me to my feet and then whispered in my ear, “But your day isn’t done. I want you to meet me at noon, in my hotel room.” 


Then, she pulled away, enough to look deep into my eyes and added, “Don’t worry little boy, Mommy’s got you.” 


SCENE 13 


Mommy Claire 

The night with Charles changed my view on the acquisition of his company. Initially, I had wanted it for its natural fit with my organization, a perfect complement to the other businesses I own. But after the titular experience with my latest conquest, I saw an entirely new future, one that included many more adventures for me and this excitable little boy. 


SCENE 14 


Charles 

I know it was the cowardly thing to do but I stayed in my office while Mommy Claire went to talk to my attorneys. I was curious what was being said, but I preferred to hear it from them, my hired staff, rather than her, my dominant mommy. 

It didn’t take long. She was only in the conference room a couple of minutes and when she strolled out the door, she looked like the cat that just ate the canary. I waited until she was completely out of the building, before I made my way to the meeting. 

There was a lot of grumbling when I entered the conference room and no one wanted to be the one to tell me the bad news. 

“What’s the matter?” I asked. “Where’s Claire?” 

Several murmurs came in response until one hapless soul finally spoke up. 

“She’s trying to back out on our deal,” he explained. “She’s changing her demands at the last minute and trying to play hardball, saying the deal is off if we don’t agree.” 

“I see,” I replied, surveying the room, seeing a bunch of sycophants nodding along with their leader. “And what exactly is she asking for?” 

Another member of the legal team cleared his throat as he began to speak. “She wants every employee to take a three percent pay cut and she wants you to stay on as CEO for the next three years.” 

Hmm. It wasn’t what I expected but I should have known Mommy Claire would try to leverage her position, especially now that she held the dominant place in my head. “Is that all? Is there anything else?” 

The man cleared his throat again, this time more dramatically, before adding, “She removed the commission clause from the agreement. She changed it to a straight fee not tied to a percentage of the sale.” 


“Can she do that?” I asked, knowing it would create a huge shift in their fees. 

The leader of the group grumbled his response. “It’s standard in the industry for the agent to get a percentage for brokering the deal. But a bitch like her will try to get away with whatever she can.” 

I didn’t like hearing him use such a word when talking about Mommy Claire but thought better than to make a big deal about it. Instead, I let them know I would reach out to her, to see if I could smooth things over. 

No sooner was I out of the conference room and I began to contemplate my next meeting with Mommy Claire. 


SCENE 15 


Mommy Claire 

I hate lawyers and I absolutely abhor people who are always trying to take undeserved credit. Charles and I met online, we negotiated the details through a string of emails, and met in person to finalize our deal. At no point did his attorneys participate in the process, with the exception of their review of the contract, which resulted in one significant redline change, a commission on their behalf. It was a disgusting show of greed and I had no intention of allowing it. 


SCENE 16 


Charles 

I knocked on Mommy Claire’s door at exactly 12:00. I could have been early but I waited, wanting to show her that I was a good little boy who knew how to obey mommy’s command. 

Just like the day before, I opened the door and entered to find Mommy Claire standing inside, only this time she wasn’t topless, instead she wore a thin nightgown that clung to her curves and highlighted every last detail. It was every bit as sexy as the previous day and once again I responded with a tenting of my pants. 

“Ooh, what’s that?” Mommy Claire said. 

She moved towards me and by the time I realized what she meant she was vigorously rubbing my shaft through the fabric of my trousers. It didn’t take long for her to get me excited and soon after that I felt the stirrings of my orgasm take root. 

I would have been content to be teased, taken to the edge and brought back, but the moment my excitement piqued, Mommy Claire didn’t withdraw but instead accelerated her actions, causing me to lose control, to spurt inside my big boy pants. It completely took me off guard, that direct approach, and I truly felt little, unable to control myself or my urges. And then, as the warm sticky seeped through my pants, it got worse. The feelings in my head expanded, the pervasive state of weakness consumed me. I huffed. I gasped. The semen from my excited pee-pee filled my boxers, seeping through the fabric, creating a visible stain on my slacks, but it was the full weight of regression dominating my brain, that made the moment too much to bear. What was happening to me? 

“I knew you were a little boy,” Mommy Claire exclaimed. “I barely even had to try and you made a sticky mess.” 

I didn’t mean to do it, I really couldn’t help myself, but I guess that was her point. My regression was deeper than a single event, and I began to wonder if every meeting with Mommy Claire would play out this way. 


What followed next was the reward for my submission and affirmation of my weakness. Mommy Claire cared for me tenderly. She removed my soiled pants and underwear, and cleaned me with great love and attention. 

“It’s ok little boy,” she cooed, “you couldn’t help yourself. You wanted to give in to me and now you don’t know where to draw the line.” 

As crazy as it sounds, she was right. I wanted to give in to her and now that I had I didn’t know how to turn back. And the more that she doted on my submission, the more she rewarded that behavior, the more I wanted to give in, until the only thing that made sense was giving up all sense of self and succumbing to her control. 

The new diaper felt wonderful around my freshly cleaned loins and when she offered me her breast, I welcomed the opportunity to indulge my inner child. God, how good it felt to suckle at her bosom, and how nice it was to fall into her embrace. It was easy forgetting the changes to our deal, the reason for us meeting in the first place. And I probably would have let it go, our new agreement, but as I nursed at her teat, Mommy Claire shared her motherly wisdom. 

“You’re probably wondering why I changed the parameters of our deal,” she whispered, her fingers massaging my scalp as I continued to suckle at her breast. “When I saw the changes from your legal team, I knew I wouldn’t be able to deal with them remotely, that I would need to get you face to face.” 

Her words made sense. She manipulated me to gain the upper hand and knew once she had the intimate contact, she would be able to control the situation. At least, that’s what I thought, right up until she added her next words. 

“I don’t want the pay cut for the employees, in fact, I intend to give them a raise. I only threw that in so you could look like the hero when you negotiate it back in. But the commission to the legal team is out, that would have cost each of us close to a million and trust me, they aren’t worth it.” 

Everything coming out of her mouth sounded too good to be true. There had to be a catch. “And me staying on as CEO?” I asked, addressing the one thing that would affect me most. 

“That, I want,” she replied. “I’d like you to move out to Vegas and run operations from there, that way mommy can stay on top of her little boy, making sure he’s doing ok.” 

Instantly, what seemed like the worst part of the deal started looking like the best. 

“Yes, mommy,” I replied, quite content that we could come to a deal, quite content to stay on as mommy’s good little boy. 

Once I agreed to her terms, mommy slid her hand back inside my diaper and began to gently stimulate my pee-pee. It didn’t take long, and soon I was at full arousal, prepared for another round on the Mommy Claire express. 


SCENE 17 


Mommy Claire 

Charles gave in to my demands and the moment he did I knew I needed to reward his submission. It is easy controlling a little boy’s mind once you have his pee-pee in hand, provided you never let his arousal go unchecked. It is important to string out that desire as long as possible, to not only reward his submissive behavior but to also encourage a future of happy obedience. 


SCENE 18 


Charles 

Mommy Claire took me to the gates of heaven and showed me true bliss. That was our first night together and I couldn’t imagine anything topping that experience. And that is exactly why I am the little boy and she is the dominant mommy, because while I was thinking about the previous night, Mommy Claire was three steps ahead, preparing me for the future. 

“Get up on all fours,” she instructed. 

Immediately I obeyed, shifting onto my hands and knees. 

Mommy Claire didn’t waste any time. She slid her right hand inside the waistband of my diaper, taking my pee-pee in hand. Her fingers were firm yet soft and I grew in response to her touch. That hand alone could have easily sent my arousal over the edge but mommy had two hands and the second slid up the back of my legs, gently squeezing my thighs, higher and higher, until her fingers were grazing my testicles and her thumb upon my little puckered hole. It was all so personal and intimate, and the resulting tingle that ensued shot straight up my spine and into my brain. 

In an instant my orgasm was upon me. 

I don’t know how she did it, that rocket blast of erotic adrenaline, but what was more amazing was the way she stemmed the arousal, just when I thought all hope was lost. My body responded in involuntary fits, bucking at the hips, muscles spasming uncontrollably. And my brain completely swooned at the chemical rush, indulging in a euphoria I didn’t know was possible. 

The first ride on that magical express was incredible, separating me from my independence, and when she continued the process, taking me to the edge not once but multiple times, I swore I would obey mommy forever. God, how grateful I was, happily receiving her attention, willfully indulging in the lust. I never noticed just how powerful that force was until she didn’t stop, and I started to lose connection with all rational thought, changing the situation into something completely out of control. 

I’m not sure how long she kept me like that, under her spell. I only know that the longer it went on the better I felt until I couldn’t imagine a future where Mommy Claire wasn’t in charge of me and my pee-pee. It was then, as I slowly accepted my fate, that the real exchange of power took place between us. I agreed to her contract changes and she completely took control of my lust. It was a fair exchange, highlighted by her countdown to bliss. 

“We’re at that point,” Mommy Claire warned. “This is your last chance. Once I break you there’s no going back. Are you ready for a permanent life as mommy’s little?” 

As incredible as mommy’s hands felt, sliding up and down my pee-pee, tickling my little rosebud, I actually had reservations. Submission in life is way different than submitting to the moment. As much as I savored Mommy Claire’s love and attention; would I still feel that way about her dominance and control afterward? 

Those thoughts were fighting out in my head when mommy’s hands went into overdrive. They were everywhere, tickling and teasing, driving my excitement. She said she would give me a chance to reply but her hands were pushing me forward, forcing the moment. I wasn’t sure what I wanted, I needed more time, but those fingers kept moving, stroking my bliss, controlling my desire. If only she would give me a second, to think things through, but those dominant hands wouldn’t stop and that’s when I realized her true intent. Mommy Claire wasn’t giving me the chance to decide. She was taking me, in a way that would forever define our relationship going forward and as good as it felt, there was a part of me deep inside that couldn’t allow that to happen. 

I needed to put a stop to the mental mind games between us. I turned to look at her, to inform her of my decision, but the moment our eyes connected I got lost, in her beauty, in her essence, in her. Mommy Claire was everything that I had ever dreamed about, and here she was, fulfilling that fantasy in exquisite detail. The vision of her filled my mind and that momentary lapse was all it took to tip the scales, sending my life on an irreversible path. 

The first spurt emanated from deep within and it didn’t just soil my diaper, it broke my spirit. I couldn’t stop her. I put forth all of my defenses and she conquered me. There would never be a point in my future where I would not obey her. She held a position of power now, she was my alpha, and I would never be able to see her any other way. The remaining spurts felt every bit as wonderful, filling my diaper and placing an exclamation point on her victory, the little boy inside of me forever hers for the taking. 

Mommy Claire continued to fondle me, long after my orgasm was spent, maintaining her position of dominance inside my head and over my body. She could touch me anywhere she wanted, and that intimacy burrowed to a place I can never forget. 


SCENE 19 


Mommy Claire 

The moment Charles collapsed under my control I creamed so hard my panties were soaked. It was one of those moments to relive over and over in my head, another acquisition for my business and another conquered alpha for my mantel. 


SCENE 20 


Charles 

The next two weeks were a whirlwind. There was a lot of paperwork with the lawyers, a group that wasn’t too happy after Mommy Claire was done with them, and then there was the packing up of my life and moving to Las Vegas. It was all a huge upheaval in a very short period of time, made even more exasperating by the news that awaited my arrival. 

Mommy Claire was there to greet me at my newly furnished apartment and I was super glad to see her. It had been too long and I was anxious to get back under her spell. 

The moment we were alone she set to work, undressing me, taking control of my body, stimulating my arousal. I wasn’t sure what I wanted most, to nurse at her breast, to cuddle next to her skin, to cum in her hand, and she did not disappoint, swarming me in every last wonderful feeling. 

I never realized how sexual the mommy son relationship is, every tender moment, every fondling caress. The way mommy’s touch caused my pee-pee to rise, and the way her delicate breath stimulated my arousal. I wanted to cum for her. I wanted to cum in her. I felt compelled to let her know. 

“I love you, mommy,” I said, “and I want to put my pee-pee inside of you.” 

“Oh, dear,” Mommy Claire replied, her fingers still working their magic, driving my lust inside my big boy pants. “I know little boys get excited, that’s very flattering, but do you think you’re ready for that?” 

And then, just to prove her point, Mommy Claire went to town on my sexual desire. One hand worked my pee-pee, rapidly stroking my little rod, while the fingers on her other hand burrowed inside the back of my big boy pants and into my hole, stimulating my anus in a relentless assault of pleasure. 

I tried to hold out, to show Mommy Claire that I could be her man, but just like she said, she was too much for me. I crumbled under the weight of her stimulus. The man that I am struggling to maintain his composure, to show her that I was worthy as her equal. 

You may think that I’m exaggerating, overstating the impact of her sensual bliss, but she didn’t stop with just a few aggressive rubs, instead she indulged my every desire with a relentless show of love and attention. I may have been able to hold out for a little while but soon every nerve ending pulsed in ecstasy, a surge of pleasure chemicals flooded my head. It was too much. There was no defense for such intense euphoria and little by little it broke my will, until I had no choice but to succumb to the moment and to her. 

Mommy Claire used the needs of my body to overwhelm my brain and it was an incredible experience, one that will last with me forever. 

I didn’t mean to do it, but what happened next was inevitable. Mommy Claire was my superior in every way and that was never clearer to me than when she increased her efforts, forcing me to lose control inside my big boy pants. It was emasculating, the way she dominated my little pee-pee, and it proved once and for all my place going forward. Mommy Claire found the little boy inside of me and brought him out to play, and once she did, there was no putting him back. But if I thought that was my lesson for the day, I was sorely mistaken. For no sooner did Mommy Claire change my sticky mess than she informed me of my fate. 

“I’ve left your projections on the table,” she said, her tone no longer motherly but now business like, “your growth predictions for the next year. You’ll provide an update on the first of every month. Each time you meet your target we’ll meet in person, for special mommy time, and every time you fall short, we’ll do the call via Skype. Any questions?” 

All at once the reality came crashing down around me. “So, I only get to see you once a month?” 

“Provided you meet your goals,” Mommy Claire explained. 

It was a frustrating revelation, one that I did not expect, and while a part of me wanted to rebel, to let her know I would not be manipulated that way, the true essence of me rose to the surface. 

I knew exactly what needed to be done. 

I said goodbye to Mommy Claire and escorted her to the door, demonstrating my obedience, showing her what a good little boy I could be. There was no point fighting her control, she had proven her dominance. My only hope was to curry her favor, to win her reward. 

The following morning, I got up early and set to work, to build the business, to meet her expectations. For as much as I didn’t want to be manipulated and controlled, I now held a very unique desire, with only one woman on the planet who could satisfy that need. 


EPILOGUE 


Mommy Claire 

With the proper motivation little boys can be highly productive. I gave Charles just the right incentive to work hard for mommy and he did not disappoint, exceeding my expectations. And I made it a point to continually exceed his. 

For more Mommy Claire fun check out:

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles I

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles II

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles III

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles IV

-          The 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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