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Prologue

Mommy Claire

I love all of my adult babies dearly, but there comes a time when Mommy needs a little break, needs to separate from the constant demands of parenthood and find a little ‘me’ time. Whenever I get to that state I arrange for a little getaway, to a place where no one knows me, where I am free to be who I want to be.

I know what you’re thinking, “Aren’t I, Mommy Claire, exactly who I am and who I want to be?”

The short answer is yes, but just like every other mother out there, there are many layers to Mommy Claire. Everyone’s mother is also a sister, a wife, a friend, a lover. We tend to forget that when we get caught up in our day to day routines. And that is exactly why I felt the need to get away, in time and place but also in culture and expectation, to recharge my battery and find the better part of me.

This latest excursion took me back east, to a condo I still owned although it had been some time since I had seen it. It was from back in my college days, in a suburb of Philadelphia. That is where I stayed when I needed to get away from the sorority house, when I needed to express myself in a way I wasn’t yet comfortable sharing with the sisters. I wasn’t an adult baby diaper lover back then, but I was beginning to explore the roots, and powers, of my sexuality, and that condo played host to more than one moment of miraculous self-discovery.
 


SCENE 1
Mommy Claire
 

I coordinated a Lyft to take me from the airport to my weekend getaway and on the drive, I placed an order with the local grocery store to ensure I had the proper food and drink to last for my stay. I’ll admit I have become rather pampered in life, with assistants to handle the more mundane aspects of daily living, but this getaway was different, I was getting away from all of that as well. That meant I would be responsible for my own cooking and cleaning as well as my extra-curricular fun.

It’s been a long time since I had to secure a new crop of prey for my sensual dominance games but I am no stranger to the world of Internet chat rooms, nor am I lacking when it comes to luring able bodied men into my lair. The only question was, what type of scenario did I want to arrange for myself? Would the weekend be filled with a group of strangers searching for the peace and tranquility of infantilization, or might it be more fun to draw in an unsuspecting lad, twist his desire and render him submissive to my every whim?

If you know me than you already know that my first preference would be to strip an alpha male of his power, and under any other circumstance that would have held true, but this trip was different, I really did want to get away. And so, I went to several of the more popular message boards, posted a few suggestive cleavage shots and the following text, “Visiting mommy in search of littles for love and attention.”

Within minutes the inquiries started rolling in.

“Hi Mommy,” read the first, “I’d like to suck on your titties. Let me know when we can connect.”

Obviously, my first suitor did not measure up to my standards, nor my expectations, and so I moved on. Unfortunately, the prospects didn’t get any better with numbers two and three.

“Not into diaper play,” read the second, “but I’ll play your games if you’ll spank my ass and let me suck on your toes.”

Number three was perhaps the worst of all. “I’ll let you baby me if I can baby you.”

Perhaps Philadelphia wasn’t as progressive as I once thought. I decided to lower my standards, and expectations, changing my pursuit to go in a different direction. If I couldn’t find a collection of littles to coddle and nurture, perhaps I could find one unsuspecting male to dominate. I didn’t really need someone who wanted to be diapered. Given adequate time, and the proper motivation, I could make any man do whatever I wanted. So, I sought a different type of play mate, one that was interested in sensual gratification without any mention of infantilizing fun.

My next posting offered something completely different.
 


SCENE 2
Gordon
 

I had a friend, a female friend, who told me a story of how she paid the bills when times were rough. I don’t think she meant to turn me on when she said it, but once it got inside of my brain, I couldn’t let it go.

Cara was a little older than me, but she had seen much tougher times than I ever had, and when things were particularly bad, unable to pay rent or put food on the table bad, she offered her landlord a happy ending massage. I was naive. At the time I didn’t know what a happy ending was, but once Cara described it to me, I couldn’t get it out of my head.

I would have loved for Cara to be the one to give me that massage but she didn’t owe me any money and I couldn’t bring myself to even mention the words in her presence, let alone request such a thing. So, like anyone my age would be apt to do, I turned to the Internet to satisfy my curiosity.

There are no limits to the number of people advertising such services on the Internet. After hours of scouring I finally found a listing that sounded right, not too funky, not too pure, just the right combination of peaceful massage and sensual enticement. It read, “Escape the mundane. Come visit me for a once in a lifetime thrill ride, where I’ll introduce you to a world of sensual pleasures, limited only by the depths of your imagination.”

I’m not sure what it was that made me select that ad in particular, or that masseuse, I only knew I couldn’t read her words without my own curiosity piquing in the most magical way.


SCENE 3
Mommy Claire
 

I didn’t respond to the first inquiry on the new listing, nor the second or third, or any of the top ten. In fact, it wasn’t until email number eleven arrived that I was even remotely interested. But there was something about email number twelve that hit home, that let me know he was the one.

“I’ve never done this before,” the email read, “and I know there are things I’m not supposed to say, but I’m lonely and I really need to feel a woman’s touch.”

The words were that of desperation, of need, and I liked that. Perhaps the sentiment rung the heart strings of my motherly instincts, or maybe I sensed the weakness that it represented, but either way this was someone ripe for the picking, and I intended to harvest.
 


SCENE 4
Gordon
 

When Cara told me the story of her happy ending massage, I actually got jealous. Cara was a hot young woman and the man she seduced was older and not even attractive. In fact, the only attribute he held was the ability to wave her rent. In my head, I wanted Cara to be on the other end of the door when I knocked for my very first massage, but what I got instead shocked me to my core.

Claire was old.

Let me rephrase that, Claire was older than my mom. Instantly, every one of my expectations vanished, leaving me in the awkward position of telling this woman that she wasn’t what I expected, or what I was looking for.

“Don’t dawdle out in the hall,” Claire said, “get inside, quick.”

I did as I was told, stepping across the threshold into Claire’s apartment, trying to figure out the right words to let her down easy. It wasn’t that she was ugly, she was actually pretty hot, for her age, but she could have been one of my mom’s friends, and that thought kinda skeeved me.

“The cost is one fifty,” she said, “leave the money on the counter and head back to my studio.”

The one hundred and fifty dollars that Claire wanted for the massage was much less than any of the other listings and now I knew why. She wasn’t the young hottie I was looking for, and I instantly thought of an excuse to get out of there without paying.

I was about to say something, about how she wasn’t what I wanted, about how she was too old for me, when she looked at me with those big brown eyes, a sense of need and expectation lingering just behind their surface, and beckoned me to comply. Suddenly I couldn’t bring myself to do it. She may have been old but she had feelings too and I couldn’t hurt her.

Despite my reservations I placed my hard-earned money on the counter and followed her to the bedroom in the back of her apartment.


SCENE 5
Mommy Claire
 

Oh boy. This one was young, real young. He couldn’t have been more than nineteen or twenty and wasn’t interested in mommy play, not in the least bit. I could see it in his eyes the moment he looked at me. Gordon wanted young and pretty and what he got was mature and experienced. Of course, any man will tell you that a little bit of knowledge and a whole lot of experience is way more valuable than young or pretty but he wouldn’t understand that if I couldn’t get him out of those clothes.

I needed to take control.

“The cost is one fifty,” I said, “leave the money on the counter and head back to my studio.”

He hesitated and when he did, I caught his eye. I gave him the sad look, the kind a woman uses when she wants to twist a man’s thoughts and garner his sympathy. That was all it took. Gordon was raised a gentleman, polite and respectful, he wouldn’t want to insult by denying a woman in need. Now that I knew that about him, I intended to ride that wave all the way to pure domination.


SCENE 6
Gordon
 

I stepped into Claire’s studio and I had to admit it looked rather professional, dimly lit, a massage table in the center of the room, a cabinet with all sorts of oils to the side, calm music playing in the background. I began to wonder if I had misinterpreted the ad, if maybe this was just a regular massage. As disappointed as I was at seeing Claire at the door, it was nothing compared to how I felt when I realized there would be no happy ending.

“Take off your clothes and lay face down on the table,” Claire said, “I’ll be right back.”

I took off my clothes, still wondering where I went wrong. I knew I had picked the least expensive option but did I misinterpret the ad? I went on my phone to check the listing once more.

It read:

“Escape the mundane. Come visit me for a once in a lifetime thrill ride, where I’ll introduce you to a world of sensual pleasures, limited only by the depths of your imagination.”

My heart sunk. I was tricked by clever word play. There would be no happy ending.

I removed my clothes and laid down on the table, my face fitting snugly in the little cut out extension, my view limited to a small section of the floor. I may not have been getting what I had come for, but I was at least going to get a massage. No sooner did Claire walk in and I realized how far out of my comfort zone I really was.

She laughed at me.

“This really is your first massage, isn’t it?” she said.

I didn’t realize I was supposed to be under the sheet and towel that were on the table. The embarrassment consumed me. I think I blushed from my face all the way to my toes.

“It’s ok,” Claire reassured me, “one of the things I liked best about your emails was your inexperience. I’m glad I get to give you your first massage.”

Once I was repositioned beneath the towel Claire began the massage, kneading my shoulders and neck, gently caressing my head and scalp. I had to admit it felt nice. So, I closed my eyes and allowed my thoughts to travel, to what I really wanted, to Cara, imagining that she was the one touching and caressing me.

At some point, after I was deeply relaxed by the neck and scalp massage, Claire moved down my back. “Would you mind if I use some oil?” she asked, her fingers kneading my muscles like an experienced professional. While I couldn’t shake the disappointment of it not being a sexual massage, Claire’s sensual touch made for a very nice experience. Her magic hands wound back and forth, stroking every muscle, soothing away any and all pain or discomfort from that part of my body. I really enjoyed the way her hands made me feel. I didn’t even realize that I was still holding out hope for a happy ending until she completely avoided touching my butt, jumping to my calves and feet. The reminder hit home. The disappointment welled within me. Her soothing strokes felt nice but it was miles from what I really wanted.

After an intense foot rub that really did feel wonderful, I knew my one-hour massage had to be coming to an end. In any other time and place I might have thought my time with Claire was a very nice experience, but I had Cara and a happy ending on my mind, and with those expectations anything short of orgasmic bliss was a severe let down.

This fell way short of that.

When she finished with my feet Claire moved to the side of the table. She brought her face close to my ear, to tell me my time was done, but as her warm breath found the nape of my neck, her fingers made an unexpected detour, skating ever so lightly up the backs of my thighs.


SCENE 7
Mommy Claire
 

It was completely unfair, me knowing so much about the male sex drive, him completely oblivious to the freight train that was about to barrel through his life. But that’s how it was meant to be. A huntress doesn’t tell her prey she’s about to attack just to make it fair. Gordon was fresh meat, and delectable meat at that, and he was in my lair, on my table, about to present himself for my domination. The moment was there before me, when I would turn him out, and manipulate his sex until absolute obedience was mine. My entire body tingled with excitement. My juices began to flow. I couldn’t remember the last time I was so excited to take someone new.


SCENE 8
Gordon
 

The gentlest skating touch, up the backs of my thighs, sent a bolt of adrenaline straight to my penis. My erection sprouted. Just when I expected an end to the sensual activity, Claire set every nerve ending on fire with her magical touch. My entire body pulsed in anticipation.

Wow!

The intensity of the moment was surreal. It seized every muscle in euphoric bliss. Before I knew it, my body responded of its own accord, hoisting itself up on all fours, presenting like the prize bull at the County Fair. In one subconscious response I granted Claire complete and unfettered access to my most private zones.

She giggled in response.

“Looks like you’d like me to massage some more,” she said, “would you like to extend our time together?”

Just as those words crossed her lips her fingertips danced between my thighs and rubbed gently against my testicles. An electric charge shot straight up my spine, a pleasure that could not be denied consumed every part of my being from my pulsing penis to the base of my brain and back again. I had no idea anything could feel so wonderful. My entire world pulsed in ecstasy. I let out a primal grunt and instantly begged for more.

“Oh God, please!” I moaned.

I didn’t mean to sound desperate but she caught me off guard. Just when I had convinced myself that things would never become sexual, Claire turned everything around.

“Please,” I groaned again, doing everything I could to keep from grinding my penis against something, anything, to find relief.

As if in answer to my call Claire’s hands wrapped around my cock and balls and began the most wonderful stroking motion. Her grip was firm yet soft and in an instant, I felt an orgasm approaching. It was amazing how quickly things changed and how helpless I was to stop it. When I first saw Claire I wasn’t attracted to her, and then when I stayed for the massage out of guilt, I convinced myself there would be no happy ending, but now this sexy older woman had me all twisted in the brain, desperate for her touch, yearning for more.

And if all that wasn’t enough, that’s when she turned up the heat.

In an instant everything escalated, her hands were everywhere, completely unstoppable. I thought I was going to cum, I really did, but Claire had skills I couldn’t comprehend. She teased me, real close, to the point I couldn’t imagine not exploding, and then pulled back, stunting my orgasm just when I thought it was beyond the point of no return. My body bucked uncontrollably, searching to fulfill its primal needs, searching for more of her wonderful stimulus. I couldn’t stop the physical reaction nor could I imagine anything in the world feeling more pleasurable. It consumed me. I never wanted it to end.

All sense of time disappeared while Claire stroked me. Every touch made me feel like I was floating on a cloud, the most amazing cloud that massaged all the right spots at all the right moments. At first it seemed random, that there was no rhyme or reason to her ministrations, then all at once something happened within me, a vibrating pulse, that started in my balls and began to grow, gradual at first, a pleasurable sensation that relaxed me to my core, then increased in intensity, until those wonderful feelings spread, consuming every ounce of my being.

Claire didn’t stop plying my body with stimulus, her magical touch flooding my addled brain with more and more lust. She overwhelmed me. I literally couldn’t see, or hear, I could only writhe beneath her touch, bucking my hips in wild abandon, trying to bring the thrill ride to its natural end. At one point I thought it was going to happen, that the euphoric bliss would send my throbbing penis over the edge and I would finally get to cum, but somehow, she managed to throttle back that excitement, stopping my orgasm mid-stream, denying me the release I so desperately craved. It was debilitating, the way she stimulated my lust but wouldn’t let me finish, and I might have been fine with it once, or twice, but she didn’t relent, hitting me with wave after wave of that mind-numbing pleasure only to stunt my desire at the last possible second. The longer it went on, the more consuming it became, until I could take no more and I lost all connection to my conscious self, leaving only my helpless throbbing cock and the beautiful woman teasing every last ounce of energy from my well-worn body.

Several times Claire paused the pleasure assault on my penis long enough to look me in the eyes, demonstrate her control over me and then coerce my feeble brain to beg to extend our time together. I needed to cum so bad I couldn’t think straight, and yet she was in complete control of when, or even if, I would ever get to release. So, I begged and pleaded for more of her relentless tease and denial, oblivious to the permanent effects she was having on my brain.


SCENE 9
Mommy Claire
 

Usually I would take a man to the brink, keep him there for five or ten minutes, and he would beg for release, promising to move heaven and earth to experience the relief of his precious orgasm. But Gordon was different. Gordon rode the wave of physical bliss, savored every ounce of the ecstatic thrill ride and then doubled down, searching for more. There was no breaking his will, he offered no resistance at all.

It was then that I realized just what kind of young man I had on my hands and that prospect thrilled me greatly.


SCENE 10
Gordon
 

“How often do you masturbate?” Claire asked, and the moment she said it, with my penis throbbing in her hand and my mind riding the joys of her pre-orgasmic bliss, I couldn’t lie or hide the truth.

“Every day,” I blurted, thankful that on that particular day I didn’t need to touch myself, those needs were being taken care of by Claire.

She pressed on. “Just once a day?”

“Ugh,” I grunted. Her ministrations increased, to the point I couldn’t think straight and yet that didn’t stop me from sharing more. “I jerk off every morning and every night, and in the day, if I have the house to myself.”

“The house to yourself?” she repeated. “Who do you live with?”

“I live at home with my mom,” I huffed, still unable to withhold anything, struggling to maintain my breath. It was debilitating the way she manipulated my orgasm, pure physical bliss starting in my penis, shooting straight up my spine, seizing every muscle in expectant ecstasy. I hyperventilated but that was secondary, all that really mattered was the magic she was performing with my lust.

“You’re a little boy who still lives with his mommy,” Claire stated.

I didn’t like the way she said it. She wasn’t asking, it was like she was making a statement, that I was helpless, and yet the way she was stroking me I couldn’t argue. That’s when she hit me with the words that shook my brain to its foundation.

“You need to call your other mommy and tell her you won’t be coming home tonight.”

Her words confused me. Claire made reference to my other mommy, which was weird, but she also implied that she wanted me to spend the night with her. My mind immediately went to the idea of more happy ending games and the mere prospect of that opportunity excited me beyond belief. Quickly I nodded my agreement. Before I knew it, my phone was in my hand and those wonderful fingers of hers were dispensing their magic all over my dick.

“Call, Mom.” I said into the phone.

Claire slowed her pace but her fingers never left my cock and balls. At the time I didn’t realize the risk I was taking in talking to my mom while Claire played with my dick. She could have made me say or do anything. I was too caught up in the moment to think about anything other than following her command. I had never felt anything so amazing and all that mattered was whatever I needed to do to make it go on.

Fortunately, my mom didn’t answer. I got the machine and quickly left a message about needing to work on a project and staying with my friend Steve. It was a plausible excuse, I had stayed with Steve before, I only hoped there wouldn’t be any follow up call.

No sooner did I hang up than Claire took my phone and ramped up the stimulus on my dick, bringing me back to that helpless state once more. Her fingers danced everywhere, tingling my desire, shortening my breath, making my heart race. I couldn’t control my excitement and just when that thought began to scare me, she brought her face close to mine and said, “I’m going to make you cum. If you want to leave after your orgasm you may, but if you do you can never come back. And if you stay, I will make the last several hours seem like a blink of an eye, replaced by real mind-altering fun.”

Talk about a total mind fuck. I wanted to cum, obviously, and I wanted to be able to visit her again, but I knew me, and I knew that my mind and attitude toward Claire would change once I came. Sure, I looked at her at that moment and she was the most beautiful woman on the planet, teasing my lust, pleasuring my penis. But the moment I shot my load she was going to turn back to the old lady that answered the door when I first arrived, totally cool, but totally not my type. That conflict baffled my brain and were I able to think straight for just one second I might have made a decision, but Claire’s hands were still stroking my cock and the combination of her incredible stimulus and the reality that I would not be able to live without seeing her again, made the choice real easy. I nodded my head and agreed to her demands.

Claire returned my nod with a smile. There was a glint in her eye, an interesting look, from a confident woman who knew something that I didn’t. It could have been scary, me in that helpless state, her in complete control, and yet all at once I felt this pervasive feeling of calm, as if I was about to embark on a spiritual journey with an experienced guide who already knew the way.

She gently squeezed my shaft and began this magnificent up and down motion, building the excitement, stroking my desire to the brink. Her fingers were everywhere, slipping up and down, caressing every sensitive spot. Each touch granted me more and more stimulus, feeding the pleasure center of my brain with those wonderful sex-induced chemicals. It was amazing, those incredible feelings, right up until they became too much.

Unable to process the unending flow of lust coursing through my veins my conscious thoughts collapsed. All at once my body responded in an uncontrollable fit of spastic joy, a carnal frenzy that started at my core and seized every muscle until all sense of reality was lost. My hips bucked uncontrollably, my voice grunted in unintelligible sounds, my mind could only observe as a powerful force overtook my body and dictated my every action.

It all felt amazing and yet I was unable to do anything more than buck and yearn, searching for more and more stimulus. Claire had done something to me, increasing the pleasure, overwhelming my brain with lust, and just as I tried to wrap my head around the insane ecstasy that was pulsing to every part of my body, she looked me in the eyes, held my stare, and secured her dominance in my brain. “The more you give in the better it will feel.”

Her words shot straight into my soul and while I couldn’t comprehend everything that was happening, her power over me was evident and grew stronger with each passing moment.

I knew it was coming, my orgasm, she had told me as much, and yet those wonderful feelings still took me by surprise. The first pulse shot up my spine, flooding my brain with even more of those pleasure inducing chemicals. The second pulse originated in my balls and sent wave after wave of pleasure spasming up and down my shaft until my penis responded the only way it could, spouting semen in every direction. The first burst felt like an explosion in my testicles, the second and third spilled the remainder of my seed in fits of helpless joy.

The orgasm was intense, much more powerful than any I had ever experienced before, causing me to spray like a bitch in heat. I will always remember the mind-altering joy of that physical feeling but what truly affected me most was the way Claire held my gaze throughout the entire experience. It was like she was inside my head, not just partaking in the moment but influencing every part of it. She became more attractive in that moment, beautiful even, and I couldn’t shake the idea that our relationship would never be the same.

Throbbing in her hand felt so good, and it got even better when she looked deep into my eyes and planted the seed I could not resist.

“You like this and you want me in control,” she said, “and the more you give in the better I can make you feel. Tell me how much you want me in control.”

I couldn’t deny it. Claire had already made me cum and yet I was still unbelievably horny, desperate to obey her every command. I wanted more of her rewards and gladly told her so. “Yes, I want you in control. I need you in control.”


SCENE 11
Mommy Claire
 

Gordon’s power belonged to me.

I saw the change on his face the moment it happened. His brain connected me with the pinnacle of physical bliss that was his orgasm. He would forever associate me, and gazing into my eyes, with the euphoric bliss of that moment. It secured for me a permanent place inside his psyche, one that I would be more than happy to exploit in the days to come. Of course, I made him verbalize it, admit it out loud for he and I to hear, but the transition had already occurred. He was mine and nothing would change that.
 


SCENE 12
Gordon
 

I’ve never had sex with a woman and my time with Claire didn’t change that although I did feel more like a man than ever after I sprayed my seed. It was like she found this hidden power inside of me, nurtured it, built it up and released it upon the world. I was a formidable beast in that instant and that feeling remained right up until she spoke her next words.

“It’s been a lot of fun but the remainder of my stay is reserved for baby play so unless you want to give up your manhood and completely submit to mommy like a little boy, our time together is through.”

There were parts of her statement I didn’t understand, but the part I did, about our time together being done, shook me to my core. I had just found life’s greatest secret. I couldn’t let it go.

“Wait, wait,” I pleaded, “we don’t have to end things. I can do whatever you want.”

Claire smiled. “I don’t think you understand. I was quite happy to give you what you wanted, it was fun, but this is my vacation and for the remainder of my stay I’d like to be the dominant mommy. I’d like to manipulate a man and make him experience true age regression, diapers and all. So, unless you can give in to baby play, I mean real infantilism, I think I need to find someone else to play with.”


SCENE 13
Mommy Claire
 

“So, unless you can give in to baby play, I mean real infantilism, I think I need to find someone else to play with,” I said, adding extra emphasis on the words, ‘play’ and ‘with’.

I figured I had sufficiently teased Gordon’s lust to make him agree to just about anything but I wasn’t certain until he spoke.

“I can do whatever you want,” he pleaded, “please let me stay.”

He was right where I wanted him but there were still a few hurdles to clear. It wasn’t enough for him to agree to be infantilized, I needed him to buy in, to give up control and accept a new station in life.

I shook my head dramatically. “You say you’ll do whatever I want, and I’m sure you mean it, but I don’t want a man playing a part. I want someone who will help me find the little boy inside of him, someone who will let go of all responsibility and indulge as my submissive little one. Do you think you can do that?”

The look on Gordon’s face said it all. He wasn’t sure if he could live up to my expectation but he knew he didn’t want to leave. With a nod of his head he agreed to my terms but it would take an overt act before I would truly believe he was mine.

“I want you to call your other mommy,” I said. “I want you to tell her that you won’t be home for the entire weekend, and then, once you’ve done that, I will take all of your clothes and shave you bare like a little boy.”


SCENE 14
Gordon
 

I’m not sure what I thought Claire meant when she said, “shave you bare like a little boy,” I only knew I was too horny and excited not to comply. No sooner did I finish talking with my mother than Claire took me by the hand, led me to her master bedroom and adjoining master bath, and began to take my clothes.

Another thing I wasn’t certain about was that Claire wasn’t just taking off my clothes, she actually took them, locking them in her safe, showing me that my wardrobe for the remainder of my stay would consist only of diapers, onesies, and, if I was very good, some little girl dresses. My brain was deeply confused by everything that transpired however my penis was all in on the action, harder than I had ever been, ready for whatever might come next.


SCENE 15
Mommy Claire
 

I took Gordon’s clothes and locked them up while he watched. I wanted him to know just how serious I was about his commitment. He didn’t flinch at that sight nor did he show any reaction when I showed him the diapers but when I mentioned the little girl dresses he winced. I didn’t know if I would ever need it, but feminization seemed to be Gordon’s breaking point, the area I would test when I wanted to understand the true depth of his submission.


SCENE 16
Gordon
 

Claire used a long straight blade to shave my cock and balls and let me tell you, it was scary. With that sharpened steel so close to my junk, anything could have happened, but what took place in those moments was much more than just the removal of some hair. There was a separation, from the young man I thought I was, to the little boy that still resided somewhere deep inside of me. The simple act of removing my pubic hair signified so much more. It filled my head with a new mental state, one that put me in touch with a part of me I thought was gone for good.

Being hairless down there affected me, deeply. No sooner had Claire stripped away every last follicle and I already felt younger, immature, infantile. And when I touched the incredible softness of that newly exposed skin, those feelings doubled, and then tripled, until I truly became one with the little boy inside of me, the little boy desperate to reveal himself to this mysterious yet powerful woman.

“You’re going to start feeling a change inside of you,” Claire informed me. “Allow those feelings to flourish, allow them to take over and I will let you stay. If you can’t then we’ll need to end our time together.”

I had come too far to turn back so I allowed those feelings to grow within me, to consume every thought and action, and believe it or not, it was nice, really nice. I forgot what it meant to hand over all responsibility, and those feelings got even better when Claire rewarded my submission.

Throughout the entire massage Claire never revealed any part of her body to me and yet the moment I allowed the little boy inside of me to surface, to take center stage in my mind, she lifted her blouse and rubbed the softness of her bosom against my face. I’d say it was incredible, and it was, but the true magic didn’t reveal itself until her hardened nipple grazed my cheek. It was then that my body responded, not of conscious thought but on instinct alone, and for the first time since I was a very small boy, I nursed at a woman’s breast.

I thought I loved breasts but I gained an entirely new and deeper appreciation for the female anatomy in that moment. They weren’t just the source of wonderful and healthy nutrients for the infant inside of me, there was also a connection there, a bond that transcended man and woman to the point of perfection. Claire’s soothing words in my ear, and the calming caresses of her fingers in my hair, helped to ease the transition, and before I knew it the little boy inside of me was latching on to a new way of life.

“You should start calling me Mommy Claire,” she whispered.

Immediately I knew she was right. “Yes, mommy,” I replied and a tingle surged through my body at the sound of the words. She wanted me to give in to baby play, she demanded it, and while I first went along because I wanted her to play with my pee-pee, I actually liked it and wondered just what else I would learn about myself if I continued on this path.


SCENE 17
Mommy Claire
 

I enjoy dominating men. Sadly, it is much easier than you’d think. Once the flow of blood is redirected from his brain to his penis, everything else is just a matter of time and persistence. Take Gordon for example, he lost all sense of self with just a few hours of lust manipulation and now he was committed to whatever it would take to get back to that place. I took him there, I could take him there again, the only question was, what price would I extract in return?

Fortunately for Gordon I did not want his money, although with the position I now held in his brain I had no doubt I could easily separate him from all of his earthly possessions, what I wanted was his weakness. I wanted him to know and accept that a woman was his superior, his mommy, and that he could never escape that control.

Shaving him bare was a big step. It set the physical stage for his regression, preparing his body to coincide with the journey his brain was about to undertake. Gordon responded perfectly, fondling the freshly shaved skin with wonder and awe, savoring the loss of his manhood.

My bare breast against his face pushed Gordon’s journey another step further. The softness of my skin created a connection between us, my hardened nipple against his cheek an instinctual reminder of a simpler time. Gordon latched on, like I knew he would, and just like that he was mine.

“You should start calling me Mommy Claire,” I whispered. I comforted him, massaging his scalp, caressing his head, welcoming him into my world.

Gordon broke away from my nipple long enough to say, “Yes, mommy,” and then latched back on, suckling like a contented newborn at mommy’s teat. That simple act sent a surge of adrenaline through my veins, my juices flowed in anxious anticipation of what was to come.


SCENE 18
Gordon
 

It had been an intense several hours capped by a mind altering and ball draining orgasm. To say I was whipped would be the understatement of the year. I was ready to pass out and was thrilled when Mommy Claire offered to have me sleep in her guest room. Before she shut off the lights, as I lay in the bed, she sat next to me and asked, “Tomorrow is a new day, what would you like to experience in our time together?”

I thought it over, taking into consideration my desire to be played with and her desire to infantilize me, and came up with the only option that ensured I would get to stay.

“I want the full treatment,” I replied. “Dominate me, infantilize me, I’ll do whatever you want.”


SCENE 19
Mommy Claire
 

When Gordon asked me to dominate him, I had to admit I didn’t think he understood what he was asking for. Sure, I could infantilize him, sure I could manipulate him sensually, but a full-on domination? Was he prepared for the aftermath of such a cataclysmic transformation? I doubted it but somewhere deep inside I wanted to give him the experience, I wanted to fly him close enough to the sun that his fantasy would become a reality.

So, when we awoke the following morning, I handed him his clothes and laid out the ground rules should he wish to stay another day. “Gordon,” I said, “it’s a brand-new day and you get to decide if you wish to leave or if you’d like to delve deeper into my world. Get yourself dressed and meet me in the kitchen.”

It wasn’t but a minute or two before Gordon was out at the kitchen table, the smile on his face and the bulge in his pants giving me every indication he intended to stay, but he had yet to hear the terms.

“Today we’re going to play a little game,” I told him. I didn’t wait for a response before adding, “My goal will be to get you into a diaper and turn you into a little boy. Your goal will be to try to resist. Any questions?”

Of course, he wanted to know more. “Are there any rules?” he asked.

“I am allowed to touch you in any way I want,” I replied, “as long as I don’t hurt you. And you are not allowed to stop me. You can resist the temptation but if at any time you feel like you are going to release you must give me warning. Are you ready to play?”

I could tell he was anxious to start but he still had questions. “What happens if I lose?”

An easy question that I answered directly. I wanted him to know what he was getting into, and I wanted him to submit anyway. “If you lose then I am going to infantilize and feminize you. It will permanently affect your mind, like hypnosis only stronger. Whenever we are together you will be a submissive little girl and I will be your dominant mommy, controlling every part of your body.”

The look on his face was priceless. “Every part of my body?” he asked.

“Every part,” I answered, “and I will tease and please you until you are drooling like a horny and desperate little slut.”

He immediately asked, “And if I win?”

I couldn’t hold back my laugh. Once I had my hands on his dick there was no way he was going to win, but I decided to play along. “As long as you play by the rules there isn’t much chance of that, but if you should win then I will teach you all of my pleasure spots and how to stimulate them.”

I allowed him a moment to contemplate my response before saying, “But you don’t want to win, do you?”

He was busted. He wanted me to lead his body on a pleasure joy ride and he wanted me to take control in the process. It was obvious in the way his eyes lit up every time I talked about turning him.

“What do you say,” I asked, “do we have a deal?”

We shook hands and I undid the top two buttons of my blouse. It gave him a bird’s eye view down my shirt and he struggled to contain his excitement. I then said, “If you take off all of your clothes and hand them to me, I will take off my blouse and let you see mommy’s breasts. Would you like that?”

He stripped off his clothes and handed them to me, absolutely consumed by thoughts of sex. I liked how quickly he obeyed my command and intended to use that unbridled lust to make him do even more. For my part I took my time unbuttoning my blouse, building his excitement. The growth in his pants let me know that my actions were having the desired effect.

I hadn’t even gotten to the last button and he was already beside himself.

“I’m excited,” he blurted, “I’m getting close.”

I laughed.

“Already?” I asked. “You’re not putting up much resistance, are you telling me I’ve already won?”

“No,” he replied but I was certain that I was in control and that as long as he was horny, he was going to do everything I said.

His eyes just about popped out of his head when I opened my shirt and I hadn’t even shown him my boobs yet. “Play with yourself until you’re close to coming,” I told him, wanting to see just how far he would go. Then I added, “and I’ll let you see the girls.”

He started wanking his pee-pee with reckless abandon, eager to please his mommy in every way possible.

“You’re such a good little boy,” I told him and then I let my shirt fall to the floor.

If I hadn’t known any better, I would have sworn it was the first time he had ever seen breasts. He was giddy with delight just looking at them and I could tell that he wanted a closer experience.

“Tsk, tsk,” I admonished him, “you don’t get to play with mommy until you’ve lost, are you ready to concede?”

At first, I thought he was going to give in but was relieved when he didn’t. I didn’t want him to give in, I wanted to conquer him, I wanted to drive his lust until he was so crazed with desire that he would do anything I said.

“Ooh, resistance, I like that,” I teased. “Get on all fours on the bed, with your butt up in the air.”

He did exactly as I instructed, jumping up on the bed and presenting his ass to me. I didn’t waste any time, sliding one oil covered hand under his cock and using the other to explore his little rosebud. It was a gentle exploration, designed to stimulate him, and based on the copious amount of pre-cum that dripped from the tip of his cock, it worked.

“I’m close,” he squealed.

“I know, and you’re about to get even closer,” I replied.

I continued my ministrations on his cock and around the rim of his hole. He squirmed in delight. He liked what I was doing to him and his body opened up of its own accord. “Look at that, your body is opening up like a bitch in heat.” I was amazed at how open he was and added, “Would you like me to turn you into a desperate little girl, an insatiable slut?”

I was teasing when I said it and was shocked when he answered, “Oh God yes!” It was becoming increasingly clear that not only was Gordon’s submission very real, but that I was on the verge of having a new play toy at my disposal.

I continued my work on his prostate, stimulating him until his hips were spread and I could actually see inside his hole. His body was in desperate need and I knew his mind couldn’t be far behind.

“I could turn you into a cock sucking whore,” I said half joking, “wouldn’t that be fun?”

He didn’t voice any objection and I knew what that meant, he was so lost in the pleasure that he would obey my every command. “It’s ok,” I told him, “I’ll save that for later. Today I’m going to let you see how nice it is to be a submissive little boy. One who can’t think for himself, one who needs mommy to make all his decisions for him.”

Again, his only response was a few guttural moans that let me know he was feeling fine.

“Now I want you to roll over onto your back so I can take a look at you.”

Once again, he did as he was told, turning over and spreading his legs.

I didn’t have to do it but I wanted to force his mind into that place of submission. With him naked on the bed I took a diaper from my bag and showed it to him. “Lift your bottom for mommy so I can get this on you.”

He was totally lost in ecstasy, willingly lifting his butt and allowing me to wrap the diaper around his body. It was an infantilizing act and he was so consumed with lust he had no idea just how deep his mind was traveling into age regression. I added a couple “goo goos” and “gah gahs” to reinforce his little boy state. It was time to seal the deal.

Repositioning myself on the bed I instructed him to place his head in my lap. From there I rubbed and massaged his head until he was good and relaxed, then I teased him with my breasts.

“Close your eyes,” I said, and then I brushed my hardened nipple against his cheek.

His eyes flew wide at the feeling but I calmed him by rubbing his scalp, instructing him once again, “Keep your eyes closed and do whatever your inner child tells you to do.”

It’s an innate reaction for a little boy to turn his head when his mother’s breast is next to his cheek and Gordon was no exception. And when he took my nipple in his mouth, and suckled like a newborn, I just about lost it. He was giving in physically and mentally. Soon he would be beyond the point of no return. “Wow,” I said, “you really are a little boy. Soon you will forget what it is to be a man, soon you will need mommy to make all your decisions for you. Do you understand?”

“Yes, mommy,” he replied.

His willing submission to my control caused a tingle in my kitty, a tingle that excited me to a whole new level. He was about to be conquered, forever dominated in his mind, forever submissive to me. I may not have wanted it when we first began, but now that I was so close to becoming his master there was no way I was going to let him go.

“Good,” I said to myself, unable to control my excitement over my new sub.

Like all little boys his thinking started and ended with his pee-pee so I slid my hand inside his diaper and took his cock in hand. It didn’t take much to get him panting like a bitch in heat and once I had him there, I used my words to secure his fate. “It was easy to get you into the diaper. Now mommy is going to play with your pee-pee. Be a good little boy and spread your legs for mommy.”

He did as he was told just like I knew he would.

“Gordon,” I informed him, “it’s fun to play like this but you have to be careful. If you lose control, if you make a sticky mess in your diaper, it could have long term consequences.”

He was gone, too lost in the euphoria of pre-orgasmic bliss to care about consequences. But I had given him warning, now he was fair game to do with as I pleased. And if that wasn’t enough, he secured his fate with one final plea.

“Please Mommy, please make me your good little boy.”

“Do you want me to have permanent control over you?” I asked, still keeping his cock on the brink of orgasm.

“Yes, please,” he answered.

“And if I want to make you suck dick like a slut?” I asked.

“I’ll do whatever you say,” he responded.

I may have been very good to him up to that point but I’m no angel and there were things I wanted to do with my submissive little boy. “You’re a horny little boy,” I told him, “the way you are right now I could make you do anything I want. I think since I have you desperate and needy there’s something I’d like you to do for me,” I explained.

His broad smile and wide-eyes let me know there would be no more resistance. He wanted, and I held the key to his satisfaction.

“It’s time I teach my little boy how to worship the Yoni,” I said, then I took off my pants and spread out on the bed.

I don’t usually indulge in such actions with my adult babies but this was a unique circumstance. Not only was I on a vacation escape, but I also did not intend to make Gordon a permanent member of my fold. As such, I was free to bend my adult baby rules in whatever way I saw fit. And as naughty as I felt, I was ready to do some major bending.

I started by giving Gordon an education on how to please his mommy. He was an excellent student, kissing and licking just as I told him, servicing my kitty with extraordinary attention to my pleasure. Soon he was lapping at my flower, kissing and suckling until my body grew warm. The build-up was wonderful, I savored every moment, and when my body reached the pinnacle of delight, I discharged a gush of warm fluids all over his tongue, his fingers and the bed. It was a beautiful experience for my new little boy and I vowed that I would do whatever it took to return the favor.

Once my breathing restored to its normal state, I knew I needed to finish his journey. It was a very important step if I was going to keep his mind infantilized and obedient to me. Moving toward his penis I said, “Let’s help you make a sticky mess in that diaper of yours.”

I rubbed his cock through the diaper and for the first time Gordon showed real resistance.

“Wait,” he said, “didn’t you say that this could become permanent?”

The time he spent servicing my needs allowed him to level his lust, to regain his composure. For the first time Gordon wasn’t thinking with his penis, and he sensed the precarious position he was in. I couldn’t let him think things through, I had to get aggressive. Targeting my efforts, I found his most sensitive spots, stroking and fondling. It only took a moment to set him off guard, to bring him back to that place of bliss, then I smiled and said, “I want to make this permanent, I want to turn you into my good little submissive.”

Resistance was still on his mind right up until I found his trigger, rubbing and stroking that special spot until his eyes rolled back in his head and his mind could no longer form words. I watched his disposition change and said goodbye to the man he once was.

“There you go,” I whispered, “you’re finding it hard to resist now that I found your spot. The more you give in the better it will feel.”

I continued those ministrations, beyond his need to ejaculate, way beyond his need to release, all the way to the point of a mental breakdown.

“Please Mommy,” he begged, “Please I’ll do anything.”

“Beg to be my good little girl,” I replied. “Pledge yourself to me.”

His previous fear of feminization was gone, replaced by a deep willingness to please me. “Please can I be your good little girl,” he squealed. “I’ll do whatever you want.”

His outward submission was exactly what I wanted and I rewarded his weakness with more mind-numbing pleasure. There was only one thing left to do, and the moment he released, the moment he spurted in that diaper, it would be complete.

Gordon was thoroughly conquered.

“Oh my God,” I said for effect. “You really are a little girl. I thought it was just a game but you soiled your diaper. You really are a little girl.”

The look on his face was incredible. He struggled with the loss of power, that was clear, but he also could not deny the extreme satisfaction. I’m sure he would replay the experience in his head many more times, reliving the moment he lost his manhood and his independence but gained a loving and dominant mommy.


SCENE 20
Gordon
 

There was a point, right after I went down on mommy, where I realized I was in over my head, and I tried to turn back. It may sound weird, me being a young strong guy, and her an older woman, but she overpowered me. She was quick, and the way she touched me, I couldn’t get my muscles to work the way I wanted them to. She had this bewitching power and before I knew it, I felt myself giving in, despite my best efforts at restraint. I had never felt so helpless, or powerless, in all my life.

Then Mommy Claire said the words that changed everything. “The more you give in the better it will feel.”

Her words sunk in, and the moment they did, the moment I let that single thought take center stage in my brain, the reality of submission became very real. I couldn’t beat her, I couldn’t resist her, she had already proven that, time and again. Her dominance was pervasive and the sooner I accepted that the better off I would be.

“Please Mommy,” I begged, “Please, I’ll do anything.”

Mommy Claire was quick with her response. “Beg to be my good little girl. Pledge yourself to me.”

It was like she could read my every thought, like she knew my every action. I couldn’t be her little girl, that was the one thing I couldn’t give, and yet the way my body felt, the way my mind floated, my lips started spouting words before my brain knew what was going on.

“Please can I be your good little girl?” I pleaded. “I’ll do whatever you want.”

What was I saying? I didn’t want to say it, and yet I couldn’t deny her power or her influence. But what scared me most of all was the deep feelings that went along with those words. Was I saying what mommy wanted to hear? Or would I really do whatever she wanted? Those thoughts consumed me as I snuggled next to her ample frame, comforted by the soothing caresses of her soft skin against mine.

I spent the night in mommy’s arms and awoke the following morning with my lips still suckling at her breast. I don’t know how long I had been doing that, only that it became second nature, an instinctual part of my being.


SCENE 21
Mommy Claire
 

Gordon spent the night in a diaper, cuddled in my embrace, nursing at my breast. He was conquered in a way that would leave a lasting impression, an indelible mark in his brain and on his soul. I was completely sated by the experience but my departure would be difficult for him. When I left, when my motherly influence was no longer present in his life, how would he respond? To whom would he turn? I contemplated ways in which I could ease his transition and came up with an idea I thought would serve both our needs.


SCENE 22
Gordon
 

Saturday was a very full and intense day, one that forever shaped who I am and who I will always be. I may go on to graduate from college, or get a job, or start a business, but I will always remember how it felt to be dominated by Mommy Claire. It’s crazy how a chance meeting, brought on by a message board listing, could have such a profound influence on my existence, but there I was, the little boy, or girl, inside of me revealed for Mommy Claire to see.

“I have to admit I’m sad,” I said to Mommy Claire at the breakfast table on our final morning. “I don’t want the weekend to be over, I’m going to miss being with you, I’m going to miss your attention.”

I said what I said because it was how I felt in the moment. The fact that Mommy Claire pushed me onto the floor and rewarded my submission by sliding her hand between my legs and stroking my cock, only affirmed what I already knew, giving in to her baby games was the right thing to do and I never wanted it to end.

Mommy Claire didn’t stop with just the stroking, like always she went full-on mommy mode, including another diapering.

The cloth felt soft against my skin and Mommy Claire’s fingers performed absolute magic as they applied a healthy dose of baby powder to my newly shaven genitals. I think she liked the smooth soft feel as much as I did and, much to my delight, her fingers lingered in that place for longer than expected, tickling my pee-pee until I was throbbing hard and bobbing from side to side. I would have liked for her to continue but before I knew it, she closed up the diaper and swaddled me in a blanket, wrapping me in a helpless little ball. My arms were pinned by my side, which at first, I didn’t like, but then she laid me back and her fingers began to massage my neck and scalp and it all became much more palatable. Her touch soothed me and I allowed those feelings to spread, permitting myself to indulge as her baby, allowing myself to receive her undivided love and attention once more. It was in that instant that I had my epiphany, understanding for the first time the true value of the age play experience. It truly altered my mind, changing everything for me.

I owe my enhanced understanding and appreciation of life to Mommy Claire. She truly is my mommy and will forever hold a special place in my heart. I can’t explain the connection, or why it was any different at that moment than the day before, but I felt it and it was true. She asked for my submission and promised me a mind-altering experience in exchange and she was one hundred percent accurate in her description. Giving up all independence and submitting to her dominant control, granted me a freedom like nothing I had ever experienced before, and while my mind fully contemplated the letting go of all responsibility, what I didn’t expect was for my body to follow suit. And when that happened my entire world turned upside down.

For the first time in my post infant life I lost control of my bladder and it was both scary and exciting.

I was thrilled giving in to the regressed state of adult baby play in my head but when my body lost all sense and I peed in my diaper it scared the shit out of me. I didn’t do it on purpose, I didn’t just let it go, my body forgot, like I wasn’t trained anymore. Would it always be that way now? The thoughts hit me all at once and I couldn’t help it, I began to cry.

“There, there,” Mommy Claire said in her soothing voice, caressing my head and neck.

But the more she soothed and caressed me the more infantile my experience became until it wasn’t just my bladder that lost control but my bowels as well. If I thought it was mind altering to pee in my diaper it was nothing compared to how I felt when my sphincter stopped holding back and my bowels released. It was demoralizing and humiliating. The warm ooze slithered up my back confirming my weakness. I cried, letting Mommy Claire know I needed help, but the damage was done, something very real took place in that instant. It wasn’t an act. I lost control. I really was helpless.

As I lay there waiting to be changed, Mommy Claire stroked my scalp, cooing at me with soft and soothing words. It was then that I realized the totality of a mother’s love. She was there for everything, the good and the bad, ready to give me anything I wanted or needed, the nurture of her heaving bosom, the attention of her caring hand. Mommy Claire showed me a mother’s unconditional love and then took it one incredible step further, satisfying every sexual urge that went with it, fully indulging every lust filled fantasy that I never realized attached so closely to my maternal connection.

Mommy Claire is perfection personified, the embodiment of Oedipal’s dreams. I freely gave everything to my time with her and she rewarded me with a pinnacle experience, one that will forever mold how I view life and love.


SCENE 23
Mommy Claire
 

You might think, because he so readily agreed to being diapered, that Gordon was an easy conquer, but the truth was he was actually one of my more difficult conquests. The men who masturbate all the time always are. Lust manipulation is a powerful force, many say the most addictive of all habits, but it is driven by two irrefutable requirements inhibited by the actions of the serial masturbator. The first is a certain yearning deep inside, usually brought on by an extended period of orgasm denial. In Gordon’s case there was never any extended time between his orgasms, which completely obliterated any yearn. The second requirement is an unfamiliarity with the body’s response to the flood of pleasure chemicals to the brain caused by prolonged edging. Once again, Gordon’s constant levels of self-pleasure guaranteed he was no stranger to the flood of oxytocin to the brain caused by extensive time on the brink, making Gordon a unique and difficult challenge.

I am nothing if not determined. So, despite the obstacles before me, I set out to conquer my prey, to break down his defenses and render him submissive. It took nearly four hours, including an hour of mental manipulation, reducing his expectations, leading him to believe there would be no relief, followed by several hours of relentless tease and denial, fully controlling his mental, spiritual and physical existence. It was only after all of those efforts that I was finally able to make my move. And then, when he was fully primed and ready, I topped off his experience with an explosive orgasm, one that included an intimate connection at the most vulnerable moment of his life. From that point on, everything that followed was merely a bi-product of the warm, safe and permanent place I had secured inside his mind.

Yes, I conquered Gordon, while also earning his submission. He received a great reward in his time spent with me while I enjoyed an escape from the everyday. I was richer for the experience and would be forever grateful to my conquest, even promising to keep his number should I return to my place back East.

I was ready to return home, refreshed and renewed, prepared to dole out a new brand of mommy love to those I cherish and adore. There was just one more detail that needed my attention.


SCENE 24
Gordon
 

I wasn’t ready to say goodbye, and was about to tell Mommy Claire, when she interrupted, almost as if she knew exactly what I was going to say.

“You don’t want to leave and you’re not sure what you’re going to do once I’m gone,” Mommy Claire said, not asking a question but stating a fact.

I could only nod my head, unable to find the words to say.

“It’s ok,” Mommy Claire replied, sensing my unease, “I can do something for you, something that will keep you excited, keep you submissive.”

Her words were magic to my ears. I wanted her, I needed her, anything she could do to help was amazing. “Yes, please,” I answered.

She smiled then took out her phone and held it up towards me. “Good, I want you to repeat after me — say, please mommy, please play with my pee-pee.”

I did as I was told, saying the words exactly as she instructed. She repeated the process again, only the next time she had me say, “Mommy you are so beautiful and sexy, I get so excited when I look at you.”

Mommy Claire had me make one more recording.

“Please mommy, please make me cum.”

Once I finished the third recording Mommy Claire undid my pants and began to play with my pee-pee once more. She was amazing in the way she plied me with pleasure and I willingly let her assume dominant control over my body and brain. The feeling was incredible, pulsing to every part of my being, making me feel the most unbelievable bliss. I could have stayed there all day, or for the rest of my life, but Mommy Claire had a different idea in mind.

“You like how that feels?” she cooed.

“Oh God yes,” I replied.

“And you like having me in control?” she added.

It was weird how I felt saying yes to that question. I really did like having Mommy Claire in control. I liked being submissive to her. “Yes,” I agreed.

“Good,” she said, “because I may be two thousand miles away but I am going to text you from time to time and you are going to do exactly as I say.”

I appreciated what she was doing, and how she was going to try to keep my mental excitement alive, but I couldn’t imagine how she could possibly remain in control from thousands of miles away.

And once again, just as if she could read my thoughts, Mommy Claire answered the question I had yet to ask. “And if at any time you don’t obey mommy, then I am going to reach out to your other mommy and leave this message on her voice mail.”

Mommy Claire pressed her phone and played the following, “Please mommy, please play with my pee-pee.”

All at once the fear of God shot straight into my brain, and in perfect response, Mommy Claire simultaneously made me cum. It was a complete contradiction of terms, the bliss of an uncontrollable orgasm combined with the paralyzing fear of my incestual infantilism being exposed to my mother. I was about to voice my concerns when something strange happened, the mere thought of Mommy Claire’s dominance in my life excited me, and despite the orgasm my erection began to grow once again.

Right on cue, Mommy Claire said the words she knew I needed to hear. “The excitement of not knowing when I am going to send those messages to your mommy is going to scare and excite you, and you will obey.”

She left for the airport shortly after that and I was already doubting her words by the time I got home but then it happened and my mind was completely changed. The text that came across my phone was rather simple but it affected me deeply.

It read, “Make a sticky mess for mommy and send me a pic.”

I liked that she was staying in touch and that thought thrilled me however it didn’t have the full impact on my brain until her next text came across my phone.

“You have fifteen minutes or I send the first recording to your other mommy.”


SCENE 25
Mommy Claire
 

There is always some level of doubt about just how deeply my lust manipulation and adult baby games affect my subjects. Of course, while we are together it is absolutely certain that my littles are unable to control themselves, giving in to the moment and to me, but the long-term impact has always remained a mystery. Gordon resolved many of those questions when his text came through just minutes before the deadline. The words read, “Thank you, mommy,” which was nice, but it was the accompanying photo that gave me that special feeling inside. His sticky mess clung to the thin white fabric. Not only had Gordon cum but he did it with a diaper on. The message made me tingle all over, an emphatic and erotic ending to a wonderful weekend getaway. 
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