

Mommy’s First Adult Baby

Mommy Claire


The following novel is entirely a work of fiction.  Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead is entirely coincidental.

First published in 2019 by AQT Enterprises

Copyright © 2019.  All rights reserved.  No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise, without the prior permission of the publisher.


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. 


SCENE 6
Cairo
  


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. 


SCENE 8
Cairo
  


“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
Cairo Spleef
  


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
Mommy Claire
  


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
Cairo
  


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. 
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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
Cairo
  


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.” 
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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. 


SCENE 34
Mommy Claire
  


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. 


SCENE 35
Cairo
  


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. 


SCENE 36
Mommy Claire
  


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
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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. 
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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
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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
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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
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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
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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
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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
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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. 
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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:

-          #HimToo: Correcting His Point of View

-          Sorority Baby

-          Taming the Ultra Male

-          Frenemies

-          Billionaire Alpha Baby

-          Beer Money Babies

-          Snowflake Baby

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles I

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles II

OEBPS/image_rsrc7.jpg





