

Riding the Rails with Mommy

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 2018 by AQT Enterprises

Copyright © 2018.  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

In my much younger days, shortly after I turned eighteen, I met a couple that completely changed my life. Tom and Linda were older than me, by a couple of years, but in the ways of the world, they were light years beyond. Fortunately for me they were also patient and kind, taking me under their wing and introducing me to a world of sensual delights. My life wouldn't be the same were it not for Tom and Linda's guiding hands and I will forever be in their debt for the way they enabled me; teaching me the power of my sexuality, the force of my presence, and the ability to control the desires of others.

So, many years later, when they called on me, asking if I could join them on a train ride from San Francisco to Chicago, I readily agreed. It had been some time, but I had no doubt that whatever they had planned would be a wonderful experience.


EPISODE 1

Mommy Claire

I maintain a running ad on some of the more popular bulletin boards, in search of potential adult baby mates. I rarely find any quality partners via that medium, perhaps due to my heavy screening process, but I'm ok with that. While I enjoy finding new men and women to manipulate and infantilize, I still need to be safe. On occasion I will come across an interested newbie that really piques my interest, causing me to let my screening requirements dip a little.

In my world, the Holy Grail of partners is the adult baby virgin, the man or woman who is interested in exploring, but hasn't dipped his or her toe into the adult baby water just yet. It's a rare treat, taking someone's virginity, and it is for that opportunity that I am always on the lookout.

I was sitting at home, waiting on a meeting arranged via message board. It was a first time meet, which I don't usually do at my home, but Peter wrote all the right things in his emails, and was absolutely adorable on the phone -- all shy and nervous. It was going to be my pleasure guiding him into my world.

He pulled up in front of my home in a Cadillac Escalade. The vehicle surprised me, given how timid he was on the phone, but at that time I was more excited about the impending mental conversion than I was about automobiles. I should have trusted my instinct because the moment he stepped across my threshold things completely fell apart.

Peter, if that was his real name, was a con man. I don't mean he was trying to seduce me out of my money, but he was being deceptive to get what he wanted. He was as much a newbie to my world as I was a purple elephant. He played me, via email with his stories of innocence and intrigue, and again on the phone with his 'aw shucks' demeanor. Perhaps he had tried to meet with me before and failed, or perhaps he couldn't get a recommendation, but no matter what it was, this guy wasn't who he presented himself to be.

I was in the middle of debating how I should deal with his deceit when my phone rang. The name on the screen sent a raging pulse of excitement through my heart.

"Excuse me," I said to Peter, "I need to take this, have a seat and I'll be right with you."

Ducking into my study I answered the phone, "Linda, is that you? Is everything ok?"

Linda and her husband Tom were very dear friends from my early life, and perhaps the only people for whom I would interrupt a session.

"Baby girl," Linda said, her sultry voice sending a shiver up my spine. "Tom and I want to fuck you from San Francisco to Chicago, what do you say?"

I wasn't exactly sure what she meant but if they were planning on taking my body and mind on a wild ride like the good old days then all they needed to say was when. "Yes, of course," I agreed. Butterflies went off in my stomach, my mouth parched. I couldn't believe the effect they still had on me after all these years, like I was that innocent little girl they first met.

"Great baby girl," Linda said, "we'll send you the details via email. Get ready for a wild ride."

Linda hung up before I could say another word. They were always doing that, building up my excitement, getting me to the edge and then controlling my anticipation. And the best part, by the time they were done with me, I knew my mind and body were going to experience a world of sensual delights.

My thoughts were still on Linda and Tom when I returned to find Peter waiting by the front door. I had begun to plan my revenge on this deceitful man but after my conversation with Linda my mood had changed. I no longer cared that he lied.

"Peter," I said, "I know you're not a newbie, I can see it in your eyes, but I'm in a good mood and if you can be a good little boy I'll give you the Mommy Claire experience. What do you say?"

Peter was dumbfounded. My direct approach may have taken him off guard but he wasn't about to pass up the opportunity to get what he wanted. He followed me to my room like a little puppy dog and when I ordered him onto his back he quickly obliged.

I made a seductive game out of taking off Peter's shoes, socks and pants. By the time he was down to his boxers his cock was rock hard and sticking straight out. "Looks like my little boy is excited," I said.

Peter smiled and pumped his hips back and forth, causing his penis to bob side to side. He certainly was no shy newbie.

I pulled down Peter's underwear to reveal a five-inch dick. It wasn't the smallest I had ever seen, but considering the way he thrusted and pumped I expected more. And it was not well groomed either, a problem I intended to remedy.

"You can't be a little boy with all that hair," I said, and for the first time I saw Peter's bravado wane.

I grabbed my shaving kit and positioned myself between his legs. The first look at my long steel blade causes many different reactions, mostly based in fear, and Peter's was no exception.

"I can't be shaved," he said.

I knew right away why, Peter was married and wouldn't be able to explain it to his wife. But that made me want to break him even more. With both hands I assaulted his cock, rubbing and massaging it with a combination of firm yet soft strokes. Already erect, it only took moments to get him panting like a dog. A few minutes more and he was edging closer and closer to sweet orgasmic bliss. He moaned in response, savoring the feel of my hands on his dick.

And then I stopped.

He looked at me, wide eyed, a helpless whimper escaping his lips.

"I love taking care of my good little boys but my little boys don't have all that hair. Can I shave you clean or is this session over?"

He nodded excitedly.

"I need to hear you say it," I teased.

"Please shave me," he whined.

I didn't miss a beat, lathering his cock and balls with shaving cream, teasing him closer and closer to the orgasm he so desperately wanted. But the time wasn't right; there was more I wanted to do.

The blade I use is very sharp and removes just about every hair with a single swipe. I always go over the skin twice, first to ensure a baby soft feel and then to cement the baby like imagery in my little one's mind. Peter fixated on every motion, undoubtedly worried about how he was going to explain his bald state to his wife, but too horny to stop what was happening. By the time the last of his hair was gone, he was so excited I could have made him do anything, so I did.

I stroked his hairless cock, savoring the silky smooth feel, bringing him deliciously close to release. His freshly shaven skin felt so wonderful beneath my fingers I didn't want to stop, teasing him ever closer to the brink. He whimpered and whined but whatever was going to happen next was entirely up to me. He was helpless.

I liked controlling his lust, and breaking his will, he would submit to my every command and that power was intoxicating.

Peter, lost in ecstasy, allowed his eyes to roll back in his head, submitting to my control. I took advantage of that weakness.

"You wanted to be my baby, right?" I asked.

Peter writhed and moaned under my touch but tried to resist, refusing to answer my question. He seemed resolute at that instant but any sense of strength disappeared the moment I pulled away.

"Please, please, please," he begged.

"I'll take care of my little boy after he's dressed," I answered.

Reluctantly Peter agreed.

A healthy dose of baby powder, a diaper, a blue bonnet and a pink pacifier later and the ensemble was complete. Peter was all set.

"Unlock your phone so I can finally play with you," I said, squeezing his penis through the diaper, reaffirming just what was in store for the little boy who obeyed his mommy.

Peter, consumed with lust, unlocked his phone and handed it to me. He offered no resistance as I photographed him, taking multiple angles of his diaper laden body.

Tossing the phone aside I pulled off Peter's diaper and began a rhythmic stroking of his member. He laid back, allowing my hands to dominate him. To the edge we went, and I kept him there until he could take no more. When he was finally ready, floating in that heavenly space on the brink of orgasm, unable to resist any command, I rewarded his submission. Semen spurted from his cock, splattering his stomach, a deep guttural groan escaping his lips.

I didn't wait for his mind to come down from the high, I got right in his ear and whispered, "Anytime you want to see me, just text me your baby photo."

It took a moment for the words to register in Peter's mind, and when they did the conflict was evident on his face. He would have to keep the picture if he wanted to see me, and after the way I had just satisfied his desires, he definitely wanted to see me.

I helped Peter get dressed and escorted him to the door. There was a goofy smile plastered on his face and he babbled about a lot of different things but I didn't hear a one, my mind was already on my pending trip with Linda and Tom, and the countless possibilities.

NOTE: Peter did contact me again, sending me the picture of him in his diaper. At that moment I knew he belonged to me. It would take some time but eventually I got him to use that photo as his screen saver and then to invite his wife to join us for a session. I am happy to report that after several weeks of training, she is now his mommy, and he is her good little boy, but I'll save the details of that story for another time.


EPISODE 2

Adam

My life sucked. I mean that, everything was completely turned upside down and I had no idea where to turn next.

Let me explain.

I was living in Santa Clara, California, working at a booming tech company as lead engineer. I drove a brand new Mercedes, lived in a three bedroom ranch in a great neighborhood, and was engaged to the love of my life, Marisa, a twenty something beauty queen who was way out of my league but somehow loved me, and made me extremely happy. Of course all that sounds incredible, until a code bomb, inserted by a disgruntled employee, sent my whole world crashing down.

As lead engineer I was responsible for whatever went out the door, and when that little bit of nasty code unleashed itself on the networks of all our clients, I was fired before I could even figure out who did what. The cascading effect was horrendous. The loss of my livelihood quickly turned into the loss of my house, and then my car and then that beautiful young woman, who I loved, and I thought loved me. Marisa was the hardest loss of all, I thought we were in love, but she was out the door the moment she found out that the money train had left the station.

So there I was, all alone, in the most expensive place in the world, with no home, no car and only three hundred dollars to my name. My options were few, and when I realized my only real choice was to return to my parent’s home in Chicago, I was downright depressed.

I didn't even have enough for airfare, so I ponied up more than half of my remaining funds to buy a one-way train ticket, to take me, and the proverbial tail between my legs, home.


EPISODE 3

Mommy Claire

I was to meet Tom and Linda at the Amtrak platform in San Francisco. My pussy tingled as I thought about what was in store. So many times and in so many places they had made the impossible possible, and I was ready for that experience once again.

The hour of departure grew near but there was no sign of my journey mates, and when the phone in my pocket buzzed I just knew disappointment was on the other end.

"Hello," I replied, holding the phone close to my ear, trying to hear over the din of the bustling platform.

"I'm so sorry my sweet," came the staticky voice over the line. It was Linda, she sounded shaken. "Tom has fallen ill. We won't be able to make it."

There was more to that conversation but the rapid change in my mood made the memory of those details fuzzy at best. What I do know is, I tipped a porter very handsomely to help me with my bags, boarded that train, and entered my deluxe private cabin. My intent was to drown my sorrows in whatever booze the bar car could provide, but not before taking out some of my frustration on the helpful porter.

Joshua, that was the porter's name, took every opportunity to peek at my cleavage while loading my bags into the cabin, and he offered no resistance when I squeezed his growing member through his polyester trousers. It was way too easy, unzipping his pants and bringing his excitement to the brink of ecstasy. Perhaps he had no idea how vulnerable he would become, but I had a lot of pent up aggression and the only thing that was going to relieve it was absolute domination of an unsuspecting male.

Joshua wriggled, moaned and groaned beneath the work of my skilled fingers, and when he thought he was going to cum, became very pliant to my will. I kept him in that delicious space, helpless to the needs of his body, until his submission became all-consuming. I continued to stroke and tease, bringing his semen to the tip of his penis without granting him the relief of release.

"Please," he moaned, "I'll do anything."

I already knew he would do anything but it was nice to hear. His little boy mind was lost in ecstasy.

I scooped a dollup of precum from the tip of his cock and allowed him to suck it from my finger. It was such a beautiful sight I did the same with his prostate, massaging it to nirvana before allowing him to clean my finger with his mouth. I debated keeping him in that wonderful state of desperation even longer but despite my inner frustration I couldn't be so mean. Instead I made him beg to be my good little boy and then stroked him over the edge, sending spurts of semen out of his cock and all over his shirt.

It took a while to get him to leave, he was hopelessly enamored with the woman who had given him such intense pleasure, but eventually he did put his uniform back on and returned to his duties. I wasn't sure if I would be requiring his services again, but I had no doubt that if and when I called he would be quite happy to oblige.


EPISODE 4

Adam

I boarded the train a defeated man, tail between my legs, heading back to my hometown, and the safety of my parents’ home. I had failed at life, at love and everything in between.

How quickly things had turned, from the lap of luxury, to the doldrums of defeat. I contemplated the stories I could tell to explain my collapse, but none of them were palatable, the truth was much too real.

It was a two-day trip from San Francisco to Chicago but I couldn't afford a cabin. I was going to be spending my time in general seating. In fact everything I owned was in the backpack that doubled as my pillow. My funds were so low getting drunk in the train bar was off the table, but I was able to score a couple of pot brownies from a friend before leaving Silicon Valley, so at least I had that to look forward to.

I ate the first of my brownies and sat in my seat, feeling the rumble rumble of the train on the tracks, watching the cityscape pass by my window. We were just reaching the city limits by the time I felt the first effects, but the combination of my anxiety, depression, and overall angst made it difficult to enjoy. I decided one drink wouldn't break my wallet, so I headed for the bar car.


EPISODE 5

Mommy Claire

Whenever I go out in public I make sure I am dressed for the occasion and that I can make an entrance. The bar on the train was no exception.

It happened in stages. First my porter friend, Joshua, surveyed the bar car, scouting the terrain. I wanted a highly visible location, with a good vantage point. He returned to my cabin minutes later to let me know that a prime booth had been secured on my behalf, and was awaiting my arrival. I may have missed out on a weekend with my friends but that didn't mean all hope was lost. I might still manage to find some willing prey if I put myself in the right position, and a table by the bar was a good place to start.

The second stage was my escort. Joshua, and another of his porter friends, led the way. They acted more like bodyguards than escorts, but the impact was the same. I entered the bar with pomp and circumstance, grabbing the attention of every person in the place.

I allowed every eye to take me in, cruising to my table without a care in the world, which wasn't the easiest of tasks with the erratic motion of the train on its track. Safely at my seat I busied myself, making sure the table was to my liking, deliberately drawing attention to myself.

Once the fervor of my entrance had passed, and everyone had returned to their normal activities, I began inspecting the crowd. There was ample prey in my midst; I could feel it. The only question, which one would I choose?


EPISODE 6

Adam

I staggered a little heading to the bar car, partly from the swaying motion of the train and partly because of the effects of the pot brownie I had eaten on an empty stomach. When I got to the bar car there was a backup, a woman and her entourage were blocking the way. At first I thought she was a celebrity; designer dress, gorgeous white pearls, and the men around her doting on her every need. I didn't recognize her but that didn't mean much, when it came to star gazing I was an amateur.

She and her minions set up in the only open booth, leaving me to stand by the bar. I might not have minded but when everything settled the men left and this high-class woman was all alone, in the largest booth in the car.

She was very attractive. I don't just mean in the way she carried herself, she was hot and undoubtedly broke many hearts in her younger days, but now, in her elder years, she still drew attention, as much for her handsome features as for her stacked body. I don't know if it was aerobics, or yoga, or spinning, or the gracious gift of God, but she had an hourglass figure that could stop traffic, emphasizing her buxom breasts and long slender legs.

Back when I was rich and confident, I might have made a move, but now, in my broken state, all I could manage was a creepy leer, one that said she was out of my league, even being thirty years my senior.

She ordered a dirty martini from the bartender and while she waited for her drink surveyed the room. When she got to me I quickly diverted my eyes, not wanting to be the creepy man who gawked at single women. I might have snuck a peek back in her direction but the bartender interrupted before I could.

"The lady in the booth would like to buy you a drink," he said.


EPISODE 7

Mommy Claire

I picked out my mark and bought him a drink. It wasn't a difficult choice, everyone else was in a couple, and he had a look of lonely desperation that played toward my desired fantasy. If all went as planned I would have him in a diaper, nursing on my teat, before dinner was served.

He approached like I knew he would.

"I guess I have you to thank for this," he said, holding up his Jack Daniels and Coke.

"Please, have a seat," I offered. "It seemed the least I could do, you being all alone and completely desperate."

My words caught him off guard, like I knew they would. It isn't enough to find a lonely man; you need to exploit that weakness, to break him down, to eliminate any last signs of strength.

"Do I look desperate?" he asked.

"Oh yes," I confirmed. "You look completely broken, like a little boy who lost his lollipop."

"Oh," he responded sullenly. He got up as quickly as he had sat down.

I stopped him.

"It's ok," I said, "I like broken, it will make it easier to manipulate you into my little play thing."

He laughed at what he thought was a joke but I knew better. Either way it lightened the mood and he sat back down. "Do you manipulate men often?" he asked.

"Not often," I giggled. "But when I come across someone like you I just want to smother you in mommy love until everything is all better."


EPISODE 8

Adam

It probably sounds messed up but the way she talked to me I felt like a little boy. She was very forthright, and controlling, and almost condescending, but for some reason I couldn't tear myself away. Maybe it was because I didn't want to be rude, maybe it was because she bought me a drink, whatever it was I just sat there and let her words wash over me.

"Would you like to experience mommy love?" she asked. "Would you like to go back to that place where you didn't have a worry in the world, and everything was peaceful?"

The way she spoke it did sound nice, but it also sounded like she was turning me into a little boy, like there would be consequences that went along with her game. "What exactly are you asking?" I said.

"I think you know," she replied with a wry smile. "If you give me what I want I'll make sure you walk away happy."

Now that I understood. Every guy likes a happy ending, and if this gorgeous older woman was offering a happy ending, who could possibly say no?


EPISODE 9

Mommy Claire

The way his eyes lit up when I offered him a little something on the side said it all. He may have been a desperate and needy little boy on the inside but he was all man when it came to doing whatever it took to satisfy his penis. I was going to use that weakness to my advantage, and make sure I got everything I wanted in the process.

The time for pretense was over. It was time to take him head first into age regression. "Why don't you finish your drink and mommy will take you back to her room?"  

Once again his eyes lit up, only this time it was shock that did it to him. To the uninitiated, infantilism is just a wild theory, but once you are forced to make that decision, the complexity of the moment becomes very real. He didn't know it at the time, but that was the last decision Adam would ever make.


EPISODE 10

Adam

Holy shit.

She wasn't just doing some kind of crazy foreplay; she really meant it. This hot older woman wanted to play house, with her as the mommy and me as the little boy. I don't know if it was the promise of a happy ending, or the effects of the pot brownie and the Jack and Coke, or maybe it was her beautiful body and her calm, soothing manner, but I was ready to go with her, to slide into her world, and find out what this game was all about.

"Ok," I agreed.

"Ok what?" she questioned.

"Ok Mommy," I replied.


EPISODE 11

Mommy Claire

Hearing this grown man, who I had only just met, call me mommy, made my love nest tingle. It was a magnificent feeling but only the beginning. He was in my world now, and I had so much in store for him. His life was never going to be the same. 

I was going to relish every moment, to savor the process of stripping away his manhood, leaving behind an innocent and submissive little boy.

I stood up from the table and offered him my hand. "Come with Mommy," I said.


EPISODE 12

Adam

She had me calling her mommy in a public place without an ounce of shame. I might have been embarrassed were it not for her overwhelming sense of confidence. She was in charge, and there was something magical about that feeling.

I followed her to her cabin, my hand in hers, my mind awhirl with the possibilities of what might happen next.

Her cabin was small in terms of real world living but large when it came to train quarters. She may have been traveling alone but there was sleeping space for four people, a large double bed to the side, two bunks overtop and a bathroom that was so small you could walk in but had to back out.

"Does my little boy need some help getting out of his clothes?" she asked.

Her tone wasn't sexual, but soft and kind. It sent a mixed message. Was this the prelude to sex?

I started to unbutton my shirt but mommy pushed my hands away, choosing to do the honor herself. Her fingers grazed my chest and nipples with each button she undid, and by the time my shirt was completely open I was fully aroused, my entire body tingling with excitement.

I had never been undressed before. It was strangely erotic and had me eager for what came next, but she didn't progress to my pants, instead she sat on the bed and instructed me to lay down with my head in her lap.

I took my position as she instructed and looked up into her deep brown eyes. There was something magical in the way she looked back at me, a strange sense of calm oozing directly from her essence into my soul. When her fingers wound their way through my hair, and massaged my scalp, I transported to another place and time, everything else drifting away.

When she spoke, the timbre of her voice tickled my eardrum. "I want you to let everything go," she said, "give mommy control."

The combination of her soothing strokes on my scalp, her melodic voice in my ear, and the loving look in her eyes made it easy to let go. What did I have to hold on to anyway? No job, no girlfriend, no money. I let it all slip out of my mind, replaced by the way she made me feel. It was the best thing I had going.


EPISODE 13

Mommy Claire

I knew Adam was broken when I first saw him but when I began to massage him, and saw the change in his demeanor as his stress melted away; I knew he needed me even more than I needed him. Infantilizing him was my civic duty, my good deed for the day. He may not have known it but stress was ruining his life, and I intended to make all better.

My fingers worked their way through his hair, finding the spots on his scalp that would soothe even the wildest beast. Adam responded with a few outward moans, a couple of gasps and an audible sigh, but when his eyes began to flutter, and roll back in his head, I knew he was mine.

With one hand still rubbing his head I allowed the other to slide down his bare chest, circling his muscles, caressing his nipples. There was no more resistance. It was time to increase my efforts.

"You're such a good little boy," I cooed, "I want to hear you say it."

"I'm a good boy," he responded.

"And who's in control?" I asked.

"You are," he replied.

I liked hearing it but I needed more. It wasn't enough for him to give in to me, I didn't just want control; I wanted him to regress.

"Who's in control? Who's in charge?" I coaxed.

It took a moment, as if perhaps he was contemplating the impact, and then he said it. "Mommy's in charge."

Most people wouldn't realize it but it was a magnanimous event. He put words to his submission, and that would be huge when it came to his transformation. I made him repeat it, over and over again, while my fingers continued the exploration of his body.


EPISODE 14

Adam

Mommy's fingers in my hair and on my scalp felt phenomenal, and when her fingers began to caress my chest I got super excited. She asked me to verbalize what was happening and at first I was reluctant, but when I finally gave in, and told her that mommy was in charge, my body let go of all its stress. It felt good.

She made me repeat my words of submission, and with each utterance her hands found more of me to caress. Needless to say I said the words often, and by the time the words and the thought became second nature, her hand was inside my pants, inching closer to my erect dick.

The first touch, a gentle graze across the front of my shaft by a perfectly manicured fingernail, sent a shiver through my body. I couldn't believe the intensity of such a gentle touch, it made my mind tremble and my desire pique.

"Oh please," I moaned.

"Tell Mommy what you want," she cooed.

"Please Mommy, please touch me," I begged.

Her hand did not find its way back onto my penis like I thought; instead she unfastened the back of her dress, and revealed the most perfectly wonderful bosom. The weight of that sensuous orb fell upon my face and it was all at once, heavy and yet unbelievably soft. I was in heaven, and the moment her nipple touched my cheek my entire world changed. I was no longer a man playing house with an older, attractive woman, I was a little boy about to nurse at his Mommy's teat.

I suckled on Mommy's breast, not because she wanted me too, but because I needed to. It felt wonderful and instantly transported my mind, body and soul into the ultimate state of peace. I no longer needed to worry about the concerns of the world, Mommy Claire was taking care of everything for her good little boy.


EPISODE 15

Mommy Claire

I knew Adam would latch onto my nipple and suckle like a good little boy, they all do, it's instinctual. I take advantage of those instincts to manipulate men, to transform them into mental and physical age regression. What I didn't expect was the instant change in his demeanor.

Adam was broken. I knew that when I first saw him, I knew that when I spoke to him, and I especially knew that when all of his stress melted away under Mommy's control. He needed to be infantilized, and my wicked mind decided at that moment that I was never going to let him go.

While Adam suckled I allowed my hand to wander down his stomach and inside his boxers. He may have been a little boy suckling on my tit but his erection said that he had grown-up desires, deep seeded wants and needs that would aid my manipulation of his mind, making my job so much easier.

I gently rubbed his shaft and by the third stroke he was leaking precum all over his stomach. The time had come to complete his conversion.


EPISODE 16

Adam

I loved suckling on Mommy's breast but when she began to rub my penis I found out what heaven was like. I never wanted to leave. Mommy Claire began to whisper in my ear and I was too far gone to resist even a single word.

"You really are a little boy," she said, "I thought we were just playing a game but for you it's real. You really are a little boy."

She said the same phrase over and over again. There was a certain part of my brain that felt that I should resist, that I should try to hold on to my strength, my discipline, my independence, but what she was doing made me feel good, and deep down inside I never wanted it to end. I wanted Mommy Claire in control of me, and was willing to do anything to make it so, even if it meant giving up my manhood.

After several minutes I began to float. Perhaps it was the warmth of her breast on my cheek, perhaps it was the orgasm that was building in my loins, but what I think it was most of all, was my need to let go of a terrible life countered by the love Mommy Claire showed me with every intimate touch.

"Oh God Mommy," I moaned. "I love you."

I had said those words to my girlfriend many times but there, in that train car, with Mommy Claire, was the first time I ever truly meant them. She cared for me, she loved me, and being in her arms was the greatest moment of my existence.

"Adam," she whispered, "its time for you to give in, to accept your place."

I wasn't sure what Mommy Claire meant but I knew she was right. My proper place was under her control, I needed to be there and I was going to do anything to make it so.

"Just let go," she whispered.

Many people might think that what happened next was gross but not Mommy Claire, the way her face lit up I knew I had done the right thing.


EPISODE 17

Mommy Claire

There are many steps for the transformation from controlling man to submissive little boy, and Adam crossed every one of those stages when he soiled his pants. It can be very difficult to let go of years and years of mental training, but that is exactly what he did when he gave in to the moment.

I saw the look in his eyes, the combination of terror and surprise. He had no idea how much losing control of his bowels would cause his mind to slide, to revert to a time when self discipline wasn't possible.

I repositioned myself between his legs and removed his stained boxers. It was truly a mess but I didn't mind, the implications were far greater than a ruined pair of underwear. His mind had taken a huge step toward babyhood. Alone that event would have been mind altering, but with everything else that I had planned, the moment of true infantilization was approaching very quickly.


EPISODE 18

Adam

If anyone had told me that I would shit my pants I would have said they had a screw loose, but if they had said that I would love it, I would have thought they were insane.

I didn't love losing control, or the feeling of warm poop smooshing up my back, but the way Mommy Claire cared for me, and made me feel special, was incredible. I had never experienced such devotion. No one had ever made me feel so loved. I never wanted it to end.

Mommy Claire removed my soiled underwear and lovingly wiped me clean. The wipes were wet, and slightly cold, and she used them to touch me everywhere, my cock, my balls, my anus. It felt wonderful.

I had no control over how or where she would touch me and the mere thought made my mind revert, taking me back to a time when every decision was made for me. Is this what it was like being a baby? I couldn't remember but the longer I stayed in that place, completely submissive to Mommy Claire, the more I liked it.

When she finished cleaning me she blew on my penis, which sent a chill up my spine. She had offered me a happy ending before we came to her cabin, and I wondered if it was going to happen now.

"I know you want me to play with you," she said as if she was reading my mind, "but I can't, not just yet. You're not ready to be my good little boy."

I wasn't sure what she meant. I was ready. I had never been more ready. Perhaps she needed an outward sign. "Please mommy," I pleaded.

She reached up and stroked my cheek with her finger. "It's not that I don't want to," she explained, "it's that you're not ready."

I was ready, my cock was hard and I was horny, I couldn't have been more ready. She seemed to sense what I was thinking.

"I know you're excited," she said, "but I only play with little boys and little boys don't have hair all over their bodies."

"I'll shave," I replied eagerly, desperate to get her hands on my dick.

She laughed. "I'm sure you would, but when the time comes I will shave you myself."

I was ready for that time, and would have gladly offered her a razor, but everything I owned was in my backpack, and a razor was not among my belongings.

She laughed again, only this time it was more sympathetic, like she understood my plight. "I can't shave you now, it wouldn't be safe with the way the train moves and shakes."

I hadn't thought of that but she was right. One wrong jolt with a blade next to my cock and we could have a serious problem. I looked at her with longing in my eyes, hoping there was some solution to our problem.

"It's ok little boy, we'll take care of it when the train stops in Denver. In the meantime, let's get you situated." She pulled a bottle of baby powder from her bag and doused my cock and balls. It felt wonderful the way she rubbed it in, but there was a certain level of frustration knowing she wouldn't complete the process.

The next thing she removed from the bag was a cloth diaper. I had never seen one so large and when she began to wrap it around my lower half I got confused.

"We don't want any accidents like before," she explained, and proceeded to swaddle me like a small child.

All of the other activities really excited me but the diaper messed with my mind. It made me question whether I could hold my bowels, it made me question whether this was just a game or if the effects of the situation might last much longer.

Again she knew exactly what I was thinking.

"The more you give in the better it will feel," she said. "Let go of your troubles and your body will thank you."


EPISODE 19

Mommy Claire

Adam was progressing nicely. His weakened mental state made him easy to manipulate, and I had no doubt that I could wipe away any concept of adulthood from his conscious thoughts. The only question was whether I wanted his age regression to be permanent, or if he might be able to serve some use to me.

I laid him down on the bed, cuddled next to him, and allowed my breast to fall against his cheek. Like a good little momma's boy he explored with his lips until his mouth found my nipple, at which time he began to suckle in earnest. He was a wonderful adult baby and each action confirmed my desire to permanently infantilize him.

"Adam," I whispered in his ear, "I think I want to completely control your mind and body until you can't remember all of the problems and concerns of being a grown up, would that be ok?"

Of course he agreed, he was too far gone to do anything else.

Adam fell asleep in my arms and what I did next certainly broached the limits of ethical adult baby play.

Many people will tell you that dipping a sleeping person's hand in warm water is the best way to make them pee the bed but I can tell you that is not true. The absolute best way is to take their first two fingers and put them in your mouth. The combination of warm and wet, along with a gentle suckle, will cause any bladder to open up and release.

Adam began to pee. He stirred for a moment but did not wake until his diaper was fully bloated. I removed his fingers from my mouth and feigned sleep just as his mind came to realization.


EPISODE 20

Adam

Oh my God.

I don't know what I was dreaming about, but when I woke up peeing in my diaper my mind collapsed in on itself. Would I ever be able to control myself again? Was I no longer a man? I would have scurried to the bathroom to hide my shame but when I tried to get up I woke Mommy Claire.

She took one look at me and said, "Oh my God, you really are a little boy."

The words hit me hard and although I didn’t want to, I began to cry.

Mommy Claire instantly took me in her arms, comforting me and telling me everything would be all right. "It's ok," she said. "Some people were never meant to grow up, you don't know how special you are."

Her fingers wound their way through my hair, massaging my scalp, calming my nerves. I liked the way she made me feel but I couldn't come to grips with being a baby. Then she pressed her bosom against my cheek and despite every part of my conscious self telling me not to do it, I latched on to her nipple and began to suckle.

I knew at that moment that I was no longer a man. I wondered how I would go on in life, after this train ride was over, and I didn't have Mommy Claire to take care of me.

With her fingers in my hair, and her breast in my mouth, Mommy Claire whispered gently in my ear. "I think you always knew there was something off in your life. You should be happy, most people never get to truly understand their place in the world."

She was right. I had always felt not quite right. And there, in her arms, nursing at her teat, I felt at one with the world. Was it possible I was never meant to grow up? That I was destined to be a little boy forever?

Mommy Claire changed my diaper and it felt great, not just getting the wet and heavy fabric off of my body, but in the way she made me feel loved, like I didn't have to worry about anything, that she would take care of me, protect me.


EPISODE 21

Mommy Claire

The conductor made an announcement over the intercom that we were approaching our stop. My face lit up. I wanted to shave my little boy clean; to put the icing on his infantilized cake.

"You're a little boy," I stated. "Forget about your past life, you're a little boy and you'll be that way forever."

The look on his face was priceless. He was partly confused, partly relieved. He was coming to the realization of the permanent effects of what I was doing to him, and he couldn't resist. Now it was only a matter of time, and reinforcement, before his transition would be complete.


EPISODE 22

Adam

The train hadn't even stopped and Mommy Claire already had razor and shaving cream in hand. One look at that sharp blade and I was glad we waited until the train stopped before putting it next to my skin.

Just like everything else she did, Mommy Claire removed my pubic hair with gentle care and loving attention to detail. With each swipe I felt my manhood wash away, but I no longer cared, I wanted to be her baby, I wanted the life of her good little boy.

She finished the shaving process and wiped me clean with a warm wet washcloth. When she moved to the bathroom to rinse the rag I couldn't help but touch my cleanly shaven genitals. It may sound cliche but it really was as soft as a baby's bottom. I couldn't stop feeling the smooth soft skin.

"Good little boys don't touch themselves there," Mommy Claire scolded.

I didn't want to get in trouble but it was tough to resist, it really felt incredible.

"Perhaps we should get you dressed so we can go get something to eat," Mommy Claire said.

I was hungry but what I really wanted was a happy ending. I just didn't know if a good little boy was allowed to ask for such a thing from his mommy.

Mommy Claire pulled a clean diaper from her bag and placed it under my bottom. That's when it dawned on me that she wanted me to go out in public with a diaper on. I was accepting my new adult baby life, alone with Mommy Claire, but going out in front of people was a different story.

Once again Mommy Claire knew my every thought.

"Are you worried about going out like this?" she asked. "Do you think you can be a big boy and go out without a diaper? We don't want another accident."

I didn't want to go out with a diaper on but I really wasn't sure I wouldn't have an accident. I had soiled one diaper, and peed in my sleep, so anything was possible. Despite my reservations I told mommy I would be ok.

"Ok," she replied, "I'll get you dressed without a diaper, but you have to tell me if you think you can't control yourself."

I was relieved to hear her say that, and happily allowed her to put a new pair of boxers on me, without a diaper underneath.

She slid the underwear up my legs. "Aren't you a big boy," she said, pulling the fabric up over my engorged penis. "What's that?" she asked, "is that a stain?"

She targeted a spot on my boxers and began to rub. I didn't see any stain but the spot she was rubbing was right on my shaft. Her stimulus sent a jolt of excitement reverberating through my core.

"Uh Mommy," I moaned.

"Don't worry," she said, "I'll get it out."

The way she was rubbing my boxers was inadvertently stimulating my cock and I had a difficult time controlling myself. "Mommy," I said, "I'm getting excited."

"Don't worry," she repeated, "you're a big boy and big boys don't have accidents."

Her rubbing became more vigorous and it became too much. The excitement reached a fever pitch and I didn't think I could control myself. "Please Mommy," I begged.

"I almost have it out," she replied, "just a couple more minutes."

I didn't think I could take a couple more minutes. My orgasm was building and I couldn't hold it back. I didn't want to soil my new underwear and I tried with all my might to stay calm.

The moment I came wasn't like peeing in my sleep but it did reconfirm that I was no longer a man. I released a guttural moan just moments before my semen splashed from my cock. There was no longer any doubt, I was a little boy, a point Mommy Claire was quick to point out.

"Oh my God," she exclaimed. "You really are a little boy."

Never had any words ever wrung so deeply inside my mind. I couldn't argue, I had lost all control of my bodily functions. I had no choice but to submit to her control.


EPISODE 23

Mommy Claire

Adam never stood a chance and when his penis began spouting cum I knew he would do whatever I said, not just in the moment, but forever. He offered no argument when I cleaned him up, nor when I redressed him in a diaper and a onesie. He was going to go out in public as my little boy and I couldn't have been happier.


EPISODE 24

Adam

When Mommy Claire took me by the hand and led me out of the cabin wearing a diaper beneath my clothes I thought I would be mortified but I wasn't. It helped that the train wasn't very busy during the stop, and that I didn't know anyone that we encountered, but the truth was I liked being Mommy Claire's little boy, even in public.

We made it to the dining car and sat in a booth. A waiter approached to take our order.

Mommy Claire ordered a coffee and asked, "Does my little boy want anything?"

"Coffee please," I replied.

She responded with a stern look that let me know I had done something wrong. I quickly realized my mistake.

"Mommy," I said, "may I please have some coffee?"

Her smile let me know I had pleased her and confirmed my thoughts. She wanted a public demonstration of my submission and, much to my surprise; it was easier than I thought.

The waiter gave me a sideways glance and at first it made me self-conscious, but when he left to get our drinks, and she gave me a loving smile, I knew I had made the right decision.

"You're a very good little boy Adam," she said, "and I like to reward good little boys."

I didn't know what she had in mind but it excited me to please her, and excited me even more to think there would be a reward for my submission.

There may not have been a lot of people in the dining car but every one of them were very aware of the beautiful older woman who was treating her grown travel partner like a little baby. It became quite the spectacle when our food arrived and she put a bib around my neck to feed me.


EPISODE 25

Mommy Claire

Eating in the dining car was a test and Adam passed with flying colors. Not only was he my submissive little plaything in private, but he readily accepted that role in public. I knew he was going to be a good subject when I first spotted him in the bar car, but he was exceeding even my grandest expectations.

I took my time feeding him, and made quite the spectacle of cleaning him afterward. The looks we received from the other passengers were varied, from intense curiosity to outright disgust, but I knew that every last detail would aid in the manipulation of his mind. Soon it would no longer be a role we were playing, soon we really would be mother and child.


EPISODE 26

Adam

Being fed like a baby in the dining car completely changed my life. I had severe reservations about being a baby in public but it really wasn't that bad. Sure we got strange looks but the love that I felt from Mommy Claire in public was even greater than the way it made me feel in the privacy of her cabin. I was ready to do away with my adult life and forever be Mommy Claire's good little boy.

When our meal was done, and she had wiped my face clean, Mommy Claire took me by the hand and led me back to our room. She had offered me a reward for good behavior but I was no longer thinking about that, my reward was her love, and she was giving me that in full force.

I didn't know what to expect when we were in private once again but what I got will live with me forever.

"Mommy needs to get changed," she said, "can you sit on the bed like a good little boy while I do?"

Of course I agreed, climbing up on the bed and sitting on the edge like a good little boy, but when she began to disrobe I couldn't contain my excitement.

Mommy Claire made an art out of getting undressed. With each article of clothing she teased me with visions of her sexy body, without ever letting me see the entire picture. It was both delightful and maddening. I so wanted to stand up and ravage her but I didn't dare do anything to disobey her.

At times I saw her cleavage, and then her thighs, and then her belly, but never all at once. She kept me on edge, excited about what was happening in front of me, desperate for more.

She saw the erection growing in my diaper and immediately pointed it out.

"Do you like watching mommy get undressed?" she asked.

"Oh yes," I replied, eager to see even more.

"You are a naughty little boy," she replied. "Just so you know, a good little boy doesn't get to have sex with his mommy."

Her statement was conflicting to me. I did want to see her naked, I did want to have sex with her, but what I wanted most of all was to continue being her good little boy. It was a need that resonated deep inside of me, far deeper than any sexual urge.

"I understand," I responded.

"Good," she said with a broad and beautiful smile, "then let's have some fun."


EPISODE 27

Mommy Claire

I know how to manipulate a man and I also know how to please him. Adam had been manipulated enough, it was time for him to experience the raw pleasure of being Mommy Claire's special little play thing.

His clothes were off in an instant, as was his diaper. I was in a long t-shirt with nothing on underneath. I knew it would be tempting for him but I felt confident that he would not disobey my commands.

I started with long slow strokes on his shaft. He quivered beneath my touch and, as my ministrations became more aggressive, he began to writhe and moan.


EPISODE 28

Adam

Mommy Claire stroked my cock and it was incredible. She made me cum in my pants before but it was this long slow hand job that I had been waiting for. She was rather skilled, able to bring me close to orgasm without release, and I savored every moment.

She lifted my lower body to explore my anus and I let her. Her gentle swirling motions on my sphincter were very stimulating and I felt myself open up in response to her touch.

"Oh look at that," she said, "my little boy is opening up for me. Do you want more?"

It was difficult to respond to her question, my mouth full of drool and my mind spinning. I think I said yes, but I couldn't be sure.

The finger that was rimming my hole pushed inward but it was not invasive like I expected, instead it felt good, and when she found my prostate every preconceived notion I had about anal sex went out the door.

I'm not sure how long she pleasured me that way. I just closed my eyes and let her play, content to let mommy use me any way she wanted. I did wonder if the way I enjoyed anal stimulation meant I was gay, but it was a trivial concern as long as I was under Mommy Claire's spell.

Mommy Claire turned her attention to my penis but before she did she inserted something inside of my ass. It was larger than her finger, and it took her a moment to position it on my prostate, but once it was in place she flicked a switch and the most amazing pulse vibrated through my core. If I thought I wanted to submit to her before it was nothing compared to how I felt at that moment. My body rode a wave of euphoria that I never wanted to end.


EPISODE 29

Mommy Claire

I love playing with a freshly shaven cock, and even more so when that cock belongs to a man in transition to a baby mindset. The only problem was that Adam was so overwhelmed by the stimulus on his prostate that even the slightest touch to his penis was going to send him spurting. So, despite my deepest desire, I refrained from touching his baby soft skin, at least until he had gotten used to the vibrating butt plug.

He spent more than fifteen minutes writhing and moaning, soaking every ounce of pleasure from the anal stimulation, his belly glistening from the constant drip of precum flowing from his swollen penis.

I didn't want to stop his ascent to nirvana but I also didn't want to miss out on controlling his orgasm so I removed the plug before all of the semen had been milked from his testicles. His eyes flew wide when the vibrator left his body, but he was quickly sedated when I wrapped my fingers around his shaft.


EPISODE 30

Adam

Mommy Claire followed the prostate massage with a delicate hand job that made me certain that heaven was in fact here on earth. I pledged my loyalty to her, along with everything else I owned in the world. She was, and would forever be, the center of my universe.

The strokes on my penis sent waves of pleasure through my body and into my brain. She brought me closer and closer to orgasm with each passing moment and the pleasure was so intense I couldn't control my body's physical response, writhing back and forth, desperately submissive to her every whim.

The rise and fall continued until I could take no more, my body no longer able to sustain such incredible stimulus without my brain collapsing in on itself.

"Please mommy," I moaned.

"Tell me what you want," she coaxed.

"I want to cum," I screamed.

"And what will you do in return?"

"Anything," I shouted, "anything you want."

"I want you to be my baby," she replied. "I want you to move in with me and be my baby forever."

"Oh God yes," I answered, and I never meant anything more.

My penis erupted sending cum flying everywhere. Some landed on my chest, some even reached my chin, but I didn't care. I had never been more satisfied in my entire life.


EPISODE 31

Mommy Claire

Adam and I stayed in the cabin for the remainder of the trip. For all intent and purpose I had broken his spirit and rebuilt him as the perfect adult baby. There was still one more hurdle to clear and that would take place on the train platform in Chicago.


EPISODE 32

Adam

I should have been nervous but I wasn't. We got off the train, my hand in Mommy Claire's, her diaper around my bottom. My life had been so drastically changed over the past forty-eight hours but the time had come for my fantasy experience to come face to face with my reality.

My sister waited on the platform, to pick me up and take me to my parent's house. She would be the first person from my old life to learn of my new existence.

For more Mommy Claire fun check out:

Mommy Claire: Adult Baby Diaper Lover

Mommy’s Road Trip

Mommy Claire: Millennial Baby

On The Prowl: An Adult Baby Adventure

Mommy’s Good Little Boy

Mommy’s In Control

Mommy Claire: ABPD

Mommy Claire: Help Wanted

Mommy’s Good Little Girl

Finding Mommy

Turned Against My Will: Adult Baby Diaper
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