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SCENE 1

Mommy Claire

I don’t visit the message boards very much anymore. I used to, there was a time when I frequented them often, to find new littles for my adult baby games. Back then, those back and forth exchanges fed my desire, revealing the mental secrets that were the key to stimulating the libido and ultimately taking control. But while the mind will always be the greatest erogenous zone, there is no substitute for the domination and control that physical interaction provides, and once I developed a following of my own, submissive men and women that I could play with live and in person, the appeal of those online communities faded, replaced by a life of intimate engagement. 

Fortunately, I happened to return to the boards late one night, while I was in bed, having difficulty falling asleep. And it was during that visit that I met a diamond in the rough, a newbie that would intrigue me in a way that I hadn’t experienced in quite some time. 


SCENE 2 


Newbie 

It all began with a little curiosity, to see what it was all about. Of course, I started with the Internet, searching terms like infantilization and regression. But the articles I found were clinical, not in line with my train of thought. What I felt was different, so much different than what those articles portrayed. 

The discussion boards provided the next avenue of discovery. And while there was a lot of great information being shared, I failed to find the proper connection, that is until I bumped across an interesting poster while perusing the boards late one night. 

It started with a new thread: “New to ABDL but I’m not like anyone else on here.” 

The usual responses came. I had been on long enough to know the personalities and exactly what they were going to say. But I had already heard those ideas, read those thoughts, they were the reason I felt like I wasn’t like anyone else on there. That’s when a new user surfaced, or at least new to me, and when MC69 invited me to a private chat, I readily agreed, even if I was somewhat skeptical. 

What followed was the beginning of a beautiful relationship. 

MC69: Hi Newbie - what brings you to our world? 

Newbie: Curious, interested 

MC69: you’ve come to the right place, you’re free to explore here 

Newbie: been trying but not sure this is right for me 

MC69: maybe not, it’s not for everyone. What made you want to look? 

That was a loaded question, one I wasn’t sure I wanted to answer. 

MC69: it’s ok, no pressure. I started because I like being in control. 

That was good to read. Pressure is something I definitely didn’t want. This was all new to me. I still wasn’t sure just where I wanted this to go. Fortunately, my new friend didn’t wait for a response. 

MC69: would you like me to take control? 

Oh boy. Was she real? Of course, I wanted her to take control, but that’s a scary thing. In my head, giving up control to an older woman, a mommy figure, was sexy, but in the real world, where that woman might want things so much different than me, that could be over the top scary. Fortunately, I had the anonymity of the Internet on my side, if anything went really wrong, I was only one tap away from safety. 

MC69: you still there? 

Shit! She wasn’t going to wait for me to figure out just how I felt. 

Newbie: yes 

MC69: was that an answer to the first question or the second? 

Jeez. Was I really going to do this? I’m not sure what pushed me over the edge, maybe the prospects of living out all those unreal fantasies in my head, but I answered. 

Newbie: the first 

Fortunately, her response was instantaneous, not allowing me time to overthink. 

MC69: excellent. I’m happy to lead, but first we need to know if we are a fit, compatible. People here have different needs. for me it is about control, but it is also very sexual. I find mommy play to be highly erotic, are you ok with that? 

Was I ok with a dominant woman who wanted to make things sexual? What guy wasn’t? 

Newbie: yes 

MC69: good. That’s part of the match. If you didn’t want mommy to rub your little pee-pee then we definitely wouldn’t be a fit. How about nursing? Do you like to suckle? 

That’s where she lost me. Up until that point I still held out hope that MC69 was real, but there was no way a real woman was only interested in rubbing my pee-pee and making me suck on her breasts. That was just too hard to believe. 

MC69: Maybe you’re shy. That’s ok. But it’s important to me. Some like to be diapered. Some like to make a mess. Some want to be disciplined and spanked. But me, I like to dominate, to take control. And I definitely need to have my nipples sucked. If you wouldn’t like nursing at my breast then we won’t be a fit. 

Ok, I know what you’re thinking, MC69 had catfish written all over her, every message, every unbelievable offer, but I was alone in my room, wanting to play and she was offering exactly what I wanted. We weren’t going to meet face to face, did it really matter what she looked like in real life? 

Newbie: I like it. 

MC69: excellent. I think we could make a good match. I’d like to move forward. Do you feel the same? 

Newbie: yes 

MC69: Good. from now on I am Mommy Claire and you are my good little boy. Do you understand? 

Mommy Claire. I liked the sound of that. 

Newbie: yes 

MC69: have you ever worn a diaper? 

Newbie: no 

MC69: would you like to? 

Newbie: not sure 

MC69: that’s a good answer. I like to coerce little boys into diapers by playing with their pee-pees. Would you like that? 

Now things were getting good. 


She wanted to take control. She wanted to turn me into a little boy. And she wanted to rub my dick in the process. Even though we were only connecting online, it was exactly what I was looking for. 

Newbie: I think so 

MC69: good, take your pee-pee out and touch it with your fingers 

She didn’t have to ask. I was already rubbing myself through my sweats as I typed. It didn’t take much effort to drop the waistband a little lower. 

Newbie: I am 

MC69: Good. I’m going to send you a link. It’s to an audio file, one of my stories, I want you to listen to my voice while you play with your pee-pee. 

I knew it was a risk opening a file from a stranger but MC69 seemed legit, or at least she seemed to want to play the way I wanted to play. I really wanted to explore, to learn more. Despite the danger of a virus I clicked on the link and played the story. What I found when I did, completely blew my mind. 

Mommy Claire’s voice was sultry and smooth and the story she told was very direct, about her and a grown man, one she proceeded to seduce and manipulate. It started with her physical prowess, the description of her body; long slender legs leading to shapely hips and a flat stomach, capped off by a wonderful pair of heaving bosoms. I know people embellish online, but if Mommy Claire was even half as hot as she described in her story then I had hit the jackpot. And if I thought the physical appeal was incredible, that was nothing compared to what happened inside my head when the story progressed, and she began to fondle and caress that helpless man. 

She stroked, she teased, she rubbed him in a way that brought his excitement to pique, but it was more than just the physical touch or his sensual response that got to me. The way she took control, not just his body but his mind as well, caused a stirring in the back of my brain, a certain excitement I can’t describe. She strung out his desire, just like I had fantasized a million times over, and just when that horny man thought he would lose it, thought he would blow his load, she cut him off, not allowing him to get off when he needed it most. It frustrated him, causing him to shift back and forth with his hips, to let out a grunt and a groan, but what it did to me was different all together. It thrilled me. I could imagine what it was like, that edging bliss, feeling so good you’d give up control, and the mere thought had my hand spanking away on my penis and a very powerful effect gaining traction in the deepest recesses of my brain. 

MC69, Mommy Claire, was exactly what I was looking for when I started exploring infantilism, a woman who would take control of my penis and turn me into a helpless little boy. I don’t know why, but that scenario always turned me on; and now she was actually playing that role, exactly as I had always dreamed. 

Why did it affect me so deeply? I wasn’t sure but I liked the way my penis felt while I stroked along, basking in Mommy Claire’s voice and in her words. 

Of course, any man can be seduced in a story, where the author controls every detail, but there was something in the way she described it; his feelings, the inner workings of his brain. It resonated with me. Mommy Claire didn’t just massage and rub, she found trigger points to drive the man’s lust. In some ways it was difficult to believe, her absolute dominance and control, but as she continued to describe the events I continued to play with my cock and soon enough, the climax of her story, where he finally broke down and gave in to her every demand, met the climax of my own thinking. I got so excited I literally couldn’t stop it, the first spurt shot from my tip like a rocket, clearing my stomach, landing on my shoulder. It was incredibly hot. At the pinnacle of her tale, I lost my own battle with self-control, but I wasn’t done with just one spurt. The uncontrollable throbs and pulses that followed left me unable to follow along with her words and I grunted and groaned just like the helpless and broken man in her story. The remaining cum left my penis and splattered my stomach and my mind floated, awash in the most heavenly feeling. 

In a way it was kind of embarrassing, to cum from a story, unable to control my excitement even to the end, but for some reason I felt compelled to let her know. 

Newbie: I didn’t make it to the end 

MC69: Ooh, that’s hot. Did you like it? 

Newbie: Yes 

MC69: What was your favorite part? 

Newbie: I’m not sure 

MC69: what made you cum? 

Newbie: when you took control 

MC69: That’s my favorite part too. You can keep the link to the audio file, play it again the next time you want to have some fun. 

Newbie: thank you. 

MC69: Would you like to play again sometime? 

Newbie: k 

MC69: excellent, next time you’re online message me 

Newbie: k 

In all the time I had fantasized about a dominant woman taking control of me and turning me into a little boy, I had never ejaculated so much or as hard as I did with Mommy Claire, but the truth was, the moment the last of the cum left my body and my brain could thing clearly again, I felt different. I answered her and said I would connect again, but I only said that to be polite, a part of me felt weird, like I had crossed a line I wasn’t supposed to cross, and right after my orgasm I didn’t want to play the mommy game anymore. As exciting as it was in the moment, once the reality sank into my head it was difficult to process. 


SCENE 3 


Mommy Claire 

I get a tingle all over when I introduce someone new to my world. I’m not talking about adult baby diaper play, although that’s a big part of it, I’m talking about the Mommy Claire experience, the slow and subtle twist of lust, the kind that starts small, in the back recesses of the brain, then gradually builds over time, until the victim becomes so overwhelmed, so desperate, he has no choice but to dive head first into my control and a future he cannot predict. Newbie wasn’t there yet but he was on the path, and with a little guidance I intended to draw him in, another helpless little boy for my growing collection. 

It had been a long time since I travelled down that path with someone new, and with every message it all came rushing back; the thrill, the excitement. In a way I envied Newbie. The journey he was about to undergo would be life-altering, and he was about to barrel down that road at breakneck speed. 


SCENE 4 


Newbie 

I didn’t really think about Mommy Claire or our adult baby discussions the next day at work, but as I lay in bed that night, I couldn’t keep my brain from reliving the experience. And while I wasn’t ready to get back on the boards, to reconnect with Mommy Claire, the audio file was just one click away, and I convinced myself that a quick listen would be ok. 

I left my pants on the floor, put my headphones on and climbed into the center of the bed. With one hand on my already erect cock, I used the other to press play on the audio recording. It was fun listening to her story, in that sweet sexy voice, and before I knew it, I was that guy, the one being seduced, the one being teased. It felt amazing, the long strokes on my dick, enhanced by the imagery so deftly implanted in my head. This beautiful older woman was deep inside my conscious thought, stroking me until it felt so good that I couldn’t say no, coercing me into a helpless state. I grunted and groaned in response, searching for more and more pleasure, enjoying the submission to her and her dominant control. 

It was all so amazing, aided by supple fingers that teased my desire along with the story, and then, as that sultry voice burrowed deeper into my head, introducing me to new and interesting thoughts and ideas, I lost it again, bursting from the tip, spouting cum all over my stomach and the bed. It was a highly powerful eruption, one I felt all the way down to my balls, and it left me completely drained. 

I made it a little further in Mommy Claire’s story that second night which I considered an accomplishment. The interesting part was, I didn’t feel nearly as guilty afterward, about my mommy desires, about my indulgence in those lust filled wants. And when I drifted off to sleep, the most peaceful sleep I can ever remember, I was content, not just from the powerful release, but also by my acceptance, of the naughty thoughts that were once off limits but were now beginning to seem ok. 


SCENE 5 


Mommy Claire 

The link I provided to Newbie, the one to my recorded audio file, was unique to him. And every time that counter went up, I got a tingle in my kitty, knowing he was letting me in, indulging in my world. Soon those feelings would expand and he would be back at my door, needy for something only I could give. 


SCENE 6 


Newbie 

If I had any guilt about indulging in Mommy Claire’s story in the beginning it was gone by the end of the first week, when I had listened to her voice a thousand times and drifted off each night to a deep and peaceful sleep, sated by the intense release. By the end of that time, I couldn’t imagine going to bed without first rubbing one out to her dominating words. But as much as her audio recording had become an integral part of my life, I wasn’t ready to reach out, to request another meeting. It was easy indulging my taboo lust when no one knew, with no one to witness, but reaching out would mean sharing that intimate part of myself with someone else, someone who could evaluate and judge. 

That is exactly what kept me from getting back on the message board in the beginning, but as the impact of that single recording began to fade, the temptation to reach out grew, until I found myself typing a note to Mommy Claire, unsure if I would actually have the guts to hit send. 

The message sat in my drafts for three whole days. At first, I convinced myself it would never get sent but soon the little devil inside of me began to test that resolve, tempting my mind and my penis with ideas of unimaginable pleasure, and before I knew it, I began to rationalize the action. It would just be a quick note, to say “hi” and “thank you” for the recording. I owed her as much, I convinced myself, anything less would be rude. And so, I sent the message, thanking her for her generosity, inviting her to connect one more time. 

I don’t know what I expected. Would sending the message be enough to tame the beast inside my head? Or did I need to hear back, to take the next step along the path? 

I might have wondered for a long time but the moment my computer pinged, alerting me to her response, the build-up of excitement, in my head and in my loins, made it clear exactly how I felt, and how much I wanted to move forward in Mommy Claire’s game. 

The reply was straight and to the point: 

MC69: it’s been a while. I didn’t know if I would ever hear from you again. 

Newbie: been busy 

MC69: I understand. Would you like to hear another story? 

Newbie: yes, please 

MC69: I don’t have any more recordings but I can read to you. Can we connect? 

There it was. The big step I wasn’t ready to take. I wasn’t sure how to respond and then, as if she could read my mind, Mommy Claire said the one thing to put my mind at ease. 

MC69: you don’t have to share video, just connect so you can hear my voice. 

It seemed rational, and so I agreed. 

Newbie: k 

What happened next took my entire experience to a whole new level. We connected and even though I did not share my camera, Mommy Claire shared hers, and what I saw on the screen completely took my breath away. 

Her breasts were amazing. I could only see her cleavage, gratuitously displayed by a close-up view down her low-cut blouse, but that visual alone was enough to drive my excitement and prime my desire. 

And then she spoke. 

The online world can be absolutely incredible but it can also be filled with fakes and frauds, catfish just waiting to exploit an innocent soul. Mommy Claire washed away any and all of my doubts that she was real with a beautiful visual of her breasts and the sweet accompanying sound of her incredibly melodic voice. I didn’t know what her face looked like, but there was no doubt that she was a woman, and those luscious breasts made it clear that her nursing games were very real. 

And if all that wasn’t enough to drive me insane with desire, she then proceeded to relay a tale that burrowed deep into my soul, capturing my attention and setting my imagination wild in anticipation. 

This particular story featured an older woman, probably about my mom’s age, submitting to Mommy Claire’s sensual advances. Her ultimate goal was to turn the woman little in a brazen show of her unique powers. The initial seduction was hot, Mommy Claire breaking down the woman’s defenses with an onslaught of sensual touch, massaging, caressing. I had never heard anyone describe what it was like for two women to have sex before and the way Mommy Claire did it was hot, like I could see it up close, the way she rubbed the woman’s pussy lips, circling her clit, rubbing her taint, and the moment she curled her fingers inside of that woman’s kitty, stimulating her g-spot, the woman completely lost it, giving up all sense of resistance, fully indulging in the pleasure. It was all really hot but it was the way the woman succumbed to mommy’s nursing and baby play that really blew me away. She was submissive before but once she latched on, once she got lost in that connection with Mommy Claire, she was totally gone, helpless. Could tittie sucking really be so all-consuming as to put you in a fully relaxed state? I had always longed to kiss and suck on a woman’s nipples but could it really make me revert, take me back to that moment of peace in my mother’s arms? 

In the beginning, the woman didn’t want to be turned. She resisted all advances, but Mommy Claire didn’t give up, and it was that transition that made it all so real in my head, a gentle touch here, a teasing graze there, plying the woman’s body with sensual stimulus, slowly expanding her reach until she was everywhere, teasing every part of the woman’s sex. It was all highly arousing, little by little the woman succumbing to the pleasure, until the needs of her body became so intense, she readily turned over all control, submitting to Mommy Claire. 


She throbbed uncontrollably, her kitty opened of its own accord, she had no choice but to answer her body’s call. All she had to do was say yes to Mommy Claire and life as a submissive adult baby. Of course, she gave in, who could resist once Mommy Claire set her sights on you? But it was the way I felt when I heard it that confused me. It didn’t matter that it was a woman being turned, the moment of submission, the moment she felt so good she couldn’t resist, was mega hot to me. The way Mommy Claire pleased and teased her to the point of helplessness, and the way the woman broke down, unable to stop no matter the cost, sent my own orgasm erupting. I spurted, not just once but several times, until my balls were drained. It left a pool of spent semen on my stomach but a completely joyous and satisfied feeling in my mind. 

Once again, I felt compelled to let Mommy Claire know when the excitement became too much, when I released my load. 

“That’s it,” I grunted. 

“Ooh, exciting,” Mommy Claire responded. “You like the power exchange, just wait until we can finally play face-to-face.” 

Prior to that moment, every interaction was focused on our online dalliance. This was the first time Mommy Claire made mention of getting together IRL and the invitation had a dual effect, exciting me and scaring me all at once. 

And, as if she could read my very thoughts, Mommy Claire added, “Don’t worry little boy, we won’t meet until you’re ready. But know, as soon as you give the word, mommy’s going to take control.” 


I wouldn’t find out until later just how important that invitation was, but once that thought was inside my head, not a moment went by that I did not fantasize about what it would be like to experience the thrill for myself, IRL. 


SCENE 7 


Mommy Claire 

The dance it had begun. Slowly but surely, I was weaving my way into Newbie’s subconscious thoughts, securing a permanent place in his mind. Little by little my roots would take hold, unnoticed at first, but then more powerful as time progressed, until separation would become impossible, his need undeniable. 


SCENE 8 


Newbie 

The sessions with Mommy Claire became a nightly routine, her relaying her sexy stories and me playing with my pee-pee, indulging in the lust but also savoring the little boy feelings that came with our developing relationship. Initially, the desire to be sensually dominated tugged at my core, drawing me into her world, but it was the mental relaxation and comforting bliss of her presence that made moving forward not only tempting but truly necessary. There was something special about Mommy Claire, not just her sexual prowess but her all-consuming confidence, the way she guided every step, with absolute command and authority. 

There were a lot of discussions to go along with the erotic play and the more we connected the more Mommy Claire had me revealing all sorts of intimate details about myself. It was just like in her stories, only instead of me submitting to her seduction with a life in diapers, I shared specifics from my life and my time growing up; my favorite meal, the perfume my mother wears, the music we listened to in the house when I was young. It didn’t seem to matter how mundane the detail, the more I shared the more it thrilled Mommy Claire, and with each revelation, she responded with bigger and more erotic stories to feed my desire. 

The more personal I got, sharing the images connected with my adolescence, the naughtier Mommy Claire’s stories became, until I found myself searching for new details of my past, things I could divulge to please her even more. It was a wonderful cycle, and shortly after a very powerful orgasm, one that had me fully indulging in the mommy-little boy dynamic, Mommy Claire pushed our relationship another huge step forward. 

“We’ve been playing for a while now,” she said, “and while I enjoy our time together, I’m at the point where I need more.” 


I wasn’t sure what she was getting at and I let her know. “What more can we do?” I asked. 

“We could get together in person,” she replied, “so I could finally get to touch my little boy, so I could feel you suckle at my teat.” 

I knew Mommy Claire liked nursing, she was very up front about that, but in order for that to happen we would need to meet face-to-face, and that was more than I was ready for. Every one of her stories had her dominating an unsuspecting man, and not just seducing, literally breaking him down until he was helpless. As much fun as that was to fantasize about, real loss of control like that would be scary. 

I didn’t respond, and after a while, Mommy Claire sensed my reticence. And just like she was always apt to do, she spoke the words to pacify my angst. 

“I understand,” she said, “you’re not ready to get together. You don’t want me to please that little pee-pee of yours.” 

“It’s not that,” I objected. “I really want it... I’m just scared, you’re so far away.” 

“I know it can be daunting,” she replied. “What if we start out slow? Just so I know you’re real and that you actually want this?” 

I didn’t know what she had in mind, but I didn’t want to lose what we had, so I made a concession. “Is there some way we can move forward without a meeting?” 

You’re probably thinking that I was crazy, giving up an opportunity to meet with the sexy Mommy Claire. But as exciting as it was, there was a bigger part of me, the rational part, that wasn’t ready to expose myself and my adult baby proclivities to a total stranger. Sure, we were becoming more familiar online, but I had yet to see her face, let alone learn anything real about her. And as much fun as we were having online, I still had my anonymity and that was a very powerful anchor, protecting me from the harsh realities of a potentially stormy world. 

In classic Mommy Claire style, she read my mind, and put my head at ease with her very next words. 

“I’ll tell you what,” she offered. “I’ll make it easy. If you give me your address, so I can mail you a special gift, I will let you see more of Mommy Claire. Would you like that?” 

Now, giving up my address was no small thing, but I lived in an apartment complex and our mailboxes didn’t align with the physical unit, so I felt somewhat secure. Add to that the very special offer to see more of Mommy Claire, and I was quickly tapping out my address on the keyboard, ready to move forward in her adult baby games. 

I would have to wait to receive her special package, but my real reward came nearly instantaneously. 

“Sit back and take that little pee-pee in hand,” Mommy Claire instructed, before she laid out exactly what she had planned for the next stage of my evolution. 

What followed went a long way in ensuring that my relationship with Mommy Claire would be moving forward, in a big way. 

Mommy Claire moved back from her computer and for the first time I got to see her body in full. Previously I had seen her breasts, or more specifically, her cleavage, up close, but now I could see the full vision of her and let me tell you, she was amazing. Her long legs were shapely and firm, the skin soft and smooth, begging to be touched. And as much as I could have stared at her legs for hours, I couldn’t keep my eyes from wandering upward, towards her flat stomach and the voluptuous bosoms that screamed for my attention. Her outfit, a lavender nightie that barely covered her assets, struggled to contain her and the way she moved caused her luscious melons to wiggle back and forth beneath the silky fabric. I myself began my own wiggles and squirms as the scene on the screen drove my excitement to a fever pitch. 

The visage would have been perfect but for the black veil that hid her face. As much as I enjoyed checking out her body, I was disappointed that I didn’t get to see her face. And then, in an inimitable fashion that I had come to expect from Mommy Claire, she answered the question I had yet to ask. 

“When you’re ready to share your camera with me, then I’ll share more with you.” 

It was a tempting offer, but before I could even contemplate the pros and cons, she began a little dance, with movements that made my heart skip a beat. 

She performed an erotic undressing, slowly removing her nightie, sliding one strap down her shoulder, revealing more and more of her flesh, exposing the full shape and size of her incredible bosom. And just when I thought the excitement would pique, that the whole visual would come into view, she pulled back, covering up before I could see any more. She repeated that process on the other side, dipping lower, allowing me to take in more and more without seeing everything, teasing my mind with the thought of what could be. And then she did the same down below, sliding the silky fabric up her legs, allowing me to take in the beauty of her wonderfully smooth thighs, only to stop just before reaching the part I wanted to see most. It was a tease but also highly erotic and I couldn’t keep from touching myself while the sexy performance played out on the screen. 

There was something about watching her through the camera, and the way that she acted in front of it, that truly made me feel like I was a little boy spying on his mommy as she got changed, and then, when she allowed that idea to foment in my head, while my fingers stroked my little pee-pee, my excitement zoomed like a rocket leaving this earth. Small pulses, starting in my balls and traveling up my shaft, turned into powerful throbs, and once that happened the intense feelings overwhelmed my body and my mind. 

God, how lucky I felt to have met Mommy Claire online and how wonderful it was to be able to try out these fanciful temptations without ever leaving the safety and security of my bedroom. 

Needless to say, I didn’t last long, spurting another sticky mess all over my stomach, but the real interesting part would come later, when Mommy Claire’s gift would arrive, introducing me to the next stage of my evolution. 


SCENE 9 


Mommy Claire 

Getting Newbie’s address proved to be a challenge, not insurmountable of course, not when you truly understand the workings of the horny male mind, but a challenge, and that led me to believe that getting him to cross the threshold into my world wouldn’t be as easy as I had first predicted. Fortunately, I had other tricks up my sleeve, ones that would surely lure him into taking that all important step. 


SCENE 10 


Newbie 

The package came via overnight delivery and I must admit I wanted to tear it open the moment I pulled it from the mailbox. But I had no idea what was inside, so, just to be safe, I waited until I was safely inside my bedroom before tearing at the tape. 

What I found inside should not have surprised me. But it did. 

The first thing I noticed was a large white cloth. At first, I thought it was a towel, but upon closer inspection realized it was a diaper, in just the right size for a guy like me. The next items to come out of the box were a baby’s onesie, also in my size, and a pink and blue pacifier. In case there were any questions, there was a note inside. 

“I’m guessing this is your first diaper and onesie, I hope they fit. I also included a binky. Don’t get used to it, mommy’s nipples are excited for her good little boy to come for a visit. I promise it will be the highlight of your life.” 

In all of my flirtations with age regression I could never bring myself to buy the apparel. Thanks to Mommy Claire, I didn’t need to. In an instant I shed my clothes and began the age play experiment. It took a little while to secure the diaper in place, and even more time to get into the onesie, but when I finally looked at myself in the mirror, all babified, I couldn’t contain my excitement. The soft feel of the cloth against my skin was exciting, and I loved the way my mind slipped into oblivion contemplating just how far I could go in these adult baby games. 

Right on cue, my computer buzzed, alerting me to a new message. Just like always, Mommy Claire knew exactly what was going through my head, and knew exactly what to say to bring the excitement home. 

“I bet you’re excited,” she said over the speaker, “but if you think this is hot, wait until we’re together, and the real regression begins.” 

Prior to that moment, I was afraid of what would happen if a real live person ever found out about my secrets, but the more I shared with Mommy Claire, and the more intimate our relationship became, I started to feel comfortable. So comfortable that I did something that I still cannot believe to this day. 

I turned my camera on. 


SCENE 11 


Mommy Claire 

When Newbie turned on his camera and allowed me to see his body in a onesie and diaper for the first time, I knew we had just cleared a major hurdle. It was a brief flash but he did it, making it abundantly clear that I would have him as my little boy, it was just going to take some time. 


SCENE 12 


Newbie 

The next week was filled with video sessions with Mommy Claire and lots of time with my new gifts. And with each step I became more and more comfortable until I no longer felt the need to hide any of my feelings, no matter how extreme. 

“This is my pee-pee,” I said to mommy while stroking all the way from the base to the tip. 

“That’s very nice,” Mommy Claire offered. “You’re such a good little boy. I know I’ve asked you this before, but things change over time. Can you tell me what you like most about playing with mommy?” 

It was a difficult question. Not deciding what I liked, there was so much that I liked, it was trying to narrow down to what I liked most. And so, I laid it all out, in no uncertain terms, exactly what I loved about my time with Mommy Claire. 

“I like the way the cloth feels against my pee-pee,” I admitted. “It’s soft and I like the way it rubs. And I like what happens inside my head when I say pee-pee, that little tingle, but I like it even more when you say it. And if I’m being honest, I like every word out of your mouth. Not just the beautiful melody of your voice, but the loving command, the way you take control.” 

It was a lot to get out, to confess, but I wasn’t done. “And I like the way my pee-pee feels when I just can’t take it anymore and you make me cum.” 

“That’s wonderful,” Mommy Claire replied, “but when are we going to get together so I can play for myself?” 

And then it hit me. Why was I holding back? I loved every minute with Mommy Claire, why wouldn’t I want more and more. And just like that it was decided, I would be making the trip to Las Vegas, to finally meet mommy face to face. 


SCENE 13 


Mommy Claire 

It took a while to gain Newbie’s trust, and then to use that trust to lure him into the decision only he could make. And now that he was finally on the precipice of taking that step, the monumental leap from virtual voyeur to active participant, it was more important than ever to guide every action. 


SCENE 14 


Newbie 

If I’m being honest, I wanted to back out a thousand times between when I agreed to visit and when Mommy Claire’s limo arrived at my door. Don’t get me wrong, I wanted to meet her, I wanted to experience the thrill, but an entire weekend? With a woman I only knew online? That was a lot. What if I couldn’t go through with it? The fantasy in my head was incredible, could the real-life fulfillment measure up? And I still hadn’t seen her face. Not to be blunt, but even with the great bod I’m not sure how long I’d last if the grill didn’t keep pace with the rest of the ride. All of those thoughts bubbled through my head, overwhelming my brain. 

It was all such a blur. We agreed about two o’clock in the morning and the moment I gave in, the moment I said yes, what followed was the most intimate arrangement yet. Mommy Claire said things that blew my mind, teasing me deep inside my head. And I responded, the only way I knew how, succumbing to every suggestion, ending with an earth-shattering orgasm. It was the kind that makes you go blind, eyes crossed, mouth drooling, the works. It was so intense I blacked out right afterward and didn’t get up until after noon. And then, when I did, I was still satisfied, spent and content. That’s why it took so long for everything to sink in, to register. That’s why I didn’t even think to try to put a stop to things, until it was too late. 

I tried calling, to talk it out, but Mommy Claire wasn’t available. She was in an important meeting and couldn’t take my call. There was no way to get in touch with her, and then, the limo driver was at my door. 

In an instant the speed of the situation really picked up. Before I knew it, I was scribbling a note for my mom, letting her know I’d be gone for a couple of days, throwing stuff in a bag, shuttling out the door and getting into the back of the long black car. 

Was I really going through with this? 

It all happened so fast, I didn’t have time to think and we were gone. Then, once the limo was out on the highway, the phone in the back rang. 

I picked up the receiver and put it to my ear. What I found on the other end was the sweet reassuring sound of Mommy Claire’s voice. 

“You’re on your way,” she cooed. “This is so exciting. I can’t wait for my little boy to finally get here.” 

Hearing her voice, understanding what was in store for me once I arrived, was thrilling but also scary as hell. Every online meeting with Mommy Claire was so erotic, out of this world exciting, but that was miles away, from the safety of my bedroom, where I could easily shut off my computer and create distance between myself and the situation. But now, I would still be there after my orgasm was spent, when I was no longer consumed with lust. 


SCENE 15 


Mommy Claire 

Once Newbie was in the back of the limo, and he was on his way to my place, the tingle started. It happens every time I set my sights on new prey, the excitement before the hunt. There’s something about breaking a man down, eliminating all of his defenses, rendering him submissive and then turning him that thrills me to my core. But Newbie was different, he wanted to be infantilized, to experience the baby play, turning him was going to require something more, something that he wasn’t expecting, something he would be sure to resist. 


SCENE 16 


Newbie 

It was a two-hour ride from my place in California to Mommy Claire’s in Las Vegas and for the entire ride I was fixated on the note that was left for me inside the back of the limo. It read, “Little boys who play with themselves do not get rewarded!” 

Now you might think, that after my ball busting orgasm from the night before, and my totally content and satisfied feeling afterward, that I wouldn’t need to jerk off, and yet reading those words, in her hand writing, only served to drive my excitement, to the point that it was a struggle not touching myself. A difficulty that grew worse with every passing mile until we finally pulled up in front of Mommy Claire’s place, a mammoth estate on the outskirts of Las Vegas. 

I probably should have been afraid, but the moment I looked out the window, up the steep front steps of her home, and laid eyes on the beauty of Mommy Claire in real life, all I felt was relief. She was gorgeous and she was mine. All other feelings disappeared, replaced by a desperate need to live out my deep-rooted fantasy. 

Allow me to explain just what I saw when I looked out that window. 

Mommy Claire wasn’t just a beautiful woman with an incredible body, she was standing at her front door, wearing nothing but a thin nightgown, the exact same kind my mother used to wear. Only with Mommy Claire, the thin fabric hugged every curve, showing off her magnificent form, amplifying every naughty desire that emanated from deep within my horny mind. 

I wanted to race up the steps, to take her in my arms and caress that beautiful shape, but something kept me at bay. The combination of her undeniable sex appeal and her motherly image was confusing, difficult to reconcile. 

Slowly I made my way up the steps and when I reached the top, Mommy Claire didn’t waste a moment. She smothered me in her warm embrace. The first thing to hit me was the aroma, Chanel Number 5, the same perfume my mother wears. It was surreal, the impact of that scent on my brain, the distinct connection with my mother, and yet the thinness of her nightgown combined with the firmness of her nipples poking through, sent my horny mind reeling. Before I knew it, my brain began to swoon, the stimulation overload too much to bear. 

Just like in our virtual meetings, Mommy Claire understood my need, and quickly remedied my weakness, holding me against her warm frame as wave after wave of uncertainty crashed over me. Was I going to have sex with my mother? Is that what I was racing towards? The entire situation took on new form now that we were together, now that it was real. It was then, as I held on to Mommy Claire for stability, that the smell burrowed into my brain, bringing together the man I am with the boy I used to be. It was my mother’s scent, deep inside my nostrils, and when I closed my eyes to try to think things through, Mommy Claire was right there to feed her suggestive thoughts into my horny brain. 

“Mommy’s got you,” she cooed. “Mommy’s going to make all your dreams come true.” 

She led me inside, guiding me along without ever losing the intimate contact that was holding me up, giving me strength. It was then that I heard the sound in the background, the Grateful Dead, the music that played in my house growing up. I was inundated at every sense with reminders of my childhood. I felt a distinct shift in my demeanor. In all of our virtual encounters, I was highly driven by the desires of my body, the wants and needs of my lust, but here, in person, things were different. Mommy Claire was every bit as sexy in real life, probably even more so, but now, in her presence, her motherly traits rose to the surface, and our relationship changed, to the point it became difficult separating this moment from the distinct imagery of my youth. 


SCENE 17 


Mommy Claire 

First off, when we were playing online, I never knew how old Newbie was. I knew he had a job and lived with his mother, but that description could cover a broad range of ages. Not that it mattered, I intended to dominate him anyway, but when he stepped out of the limo and I saw that he couldn’t have been more than eighteen or nineteen, I started to question whether the approach I had planned would be the best option. 

You see, as men age their minds evolve, and that evolution allows them to find erotic favor in life’s minutiae, the little things that make intimacy special; a gentle graze, a subtle look, a distinct smell. It is these things that can easily take us back, to a simpler time, to a peaceful place. These are the things that make regression so powerful, that make age play so much fun. 

But Newbie wasn’t older, and it made me wonder if the stimulus that I had prepared for his transition would be too much, if his young mind would be able to handle the aggressive regression experience I had planned. 


SCENE 18 


Newbie 

Seeing mommy in her nightgown excited me, especially the way her breasts stretched the thin fabric and her nipples pressed through. I knew she liked having those nipples sucked and that information was hard to deny as I watched her saunter through the doorway to her office and around to her side of the desk. It all seemed so formal, bringing me into her office after greeting me at the door dressed the way she was, but I wasn’t about to question anything now that I was there, so close to the promised land. 

“I’m so glad you’re here,” Mommy Claire said. Her voice every bit as sweet and tender as our virtual encounters. “Before we get started, there’s something I think we need to discuss.” 

“Ok,” I replied, unsure where this was headed, unclear why I wasn’t already being diapered. 

“I’ve told you from the start that I love adult baby play and that I love being in command,” she said, her tone straight forward, her words direct, “but in order to feel that, I need to dominate, to take control. Do you understand what I mean?” 

I wasn’t sure, but for some reason I nodded along, happy to be with her, excited to move forward with this gorgeous woman. 

“Good,” she replied, “because in order to break you I need to make you do something you’ll resist.” 

“Ok,” I replied, still happily agreeing but starting to wonder just what she had in mind. 

“So, when the time comes, I’m going to make you beg for something that’s going to scare you to your core, and I’m not going to stop until you agree, until you really mean it.” 

Oh shit! 

Did she just say that? 


I looked to her for confirmation and it was clear by the smile on her face that she did say it, and she meant it. If I proceeded with my fantasy, she intended to break me but instead of making me beg to be her good little boy, she was going to make me beg for something much more extreme. 


SCENE 19 


Mommy Claire 

I laid the groundwork for the ultimate mind fuck. If Newbie went through with my challenge, he knew there was a grave sacrifice waiting for him at the other end and yet there was literally no way he was going to be able to turn down the offer now that he was this close to fulfilling his dream. 


SCENE 20 


Newbie 

What happened next was absolutely thrilling, making it impossible to put a stop to things even as every action pushed me closer and closer towards a very scary end. 

Mommy Claire undressed me, slowly, and it was the most amazing thing ever. 

“Stand up,” she commanded as she circled the desk and approached me. Before I knew it, my shirt was gone and she was moving toward my shorts. 

Her fingers grazed more and more skin with each piece of clothing she removed, a tantalizing stroke here, a titillating rub there. It was all highly stimulating but it was the way her cooing voice burrowed into my susceptible brain that had the real impact. 

“Such a good little boy,” she whispered, her breath warm across the back of my neck, every hair rising up to stand on end. 

I really was a little boy, on the receiving end of mommy’s attention, and that feeling added to the experience, making the moment escalate in my mind. 

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

Those words, in that voice, sent chills up my spine and the shiver that ensued rattled me to my core. She was inside my head and it was incredible having her there, every delightful tone seeping its way into my subconscious, reverberating gently in my ear, soothing in a way words can’t possibly describe. 

And just when my mind got used to that pleasantly relentless hum, Mommy Claire raised the temperature in the room, increasing the advance of her touch. 

She tickled. She played. She explored every inch of my body and found sensitive spots I didn’t know existed. I couldn’t stand still when her fingers caressed the backs of my arms, her feather light touch sending sparks across my skin. A shiver soon followed, shooting up my spine the moment her fingers skated lightly up the backs of my thighs. She barely made contact yet she was distinctly there, letting me know what was in store for the good little boy who submits to mommy’s control. 

It was all so stimulating, every hair standing at attention, and then, her hands dipped lower, between my legs, grazing my inner thighs, making the lightest contact with my sensitive scrotum. A bolt of energy shot through my veins. It was so intense I literally froze in the moment, every muscle seized in powerless euphoria. 

How could anything feel so incredible? 

It wasn’t just that Mommy Claire knew every tingly spot on my skin, it was the way she returned to them often, building me up, causing my insides to pulse in anticipation and my breathing to grow rapid and short. Her touch was magnificent, driving my desire with mind-numbing excitement, and just when I began to get used to the relentless stimulation, she took it all away, leaving me to yearn for something only she could give. It was debilitating, the way that lack of touch affected my brain and when her hands finally returned, with long relaxing strokes that were intended to calm my nerves, I actually became frustrated, longing for something more. It was all so maddening, not being able to predict what would happen next, and yet when she started all over again, repeating the process, I allowed her to have her way, raising the intensity in the room, pushing my excitement to new and higher levels. 

Mommy’s magical touch continued, wandering all over my skin, only now she seemed to have a target for her efforts, gaining closer and closer to the promised land; gently squeezing my inner thighs, allowing the tips of her fingers to graze my buttocks and ever so lightly between my cheeks. It was the gentlest glide that touched my puckered hole and yet the electricity that shot up my spine and into my brain was the most powerful I can ever remember. I had never been touched there before and that stimulus sent a shock wave of adrenaline through my body, letting me know the pleasure that awaited the good little boy who did as he was told. 

By the time mommy was done with the disrobing process, I was one giant pulse of ecstasy, consumed with an excitement that controlled every thought coming from my feeble brain. She spread me out on her table, naked as the day I was born, fully pliant to her every command. I sucked in my breath, hoping beyond hope that her fingers would finally find my swollen pee-pee and satisfy the feelings that were longing to get out. Every nerve ending tingled, excited for the promise of an experience that would forever shape my life, but just when I expected the moment to escalate, to finally realize the bliss of erotic ecstasy, Mommy Claire did the unexpected. 

She swaddled my bottom in a clean white cloth, diapering me like a helpless little boy. 


SCENE 21 


Mommy Claire 

Diapering Newbie was fun, introducing him to the first stage of regression, but the bigger part was the build-up of his lust and the uncertainty of if or when he might ever get satisfaction. 


SCENE 22 


Newbie 

No sooner was I diapered on mommy’s table and the situation escalated. A screen was placed over my stomach, blocking my view of the lower half of my body, blinding me to what was happening down below. It was then that I felt it, something wrapping around me, fondling me, caressing my penis and balls through the thin fabric. The solid screen made it impossible to see but the feelings were very real and they were intense. At first, I assumed it was Mommy Claire, but when she appeared on my side of the screen, all of her, it was quite obvious that someone else was in the room, giving attention to my excited pee-pee. 

While those wonderful feelings consumed my nether region, Mommy Claire shifted close to my face, snuggling next to me, winding her fingers through my hair, massaging my scalp, rubbing me into a very relaxed state. Her thin nightgown clung to her gorgeous body, highlighting every delightful curve, and the smell of her perfume, my mother’s perfume, filled my nostrils. It all felt really nice, if not a little confusing, and I felt a shift in my demeanor the longer it went on. 

I’m not sure how long she kept me like that, rubbing, massaging, putting me at ease. Time moves at a different pace inside the walls of Mommy Claire’s estate, and even though it may have only been a short while, the pulses emanating from my pee-pee made me want to cum. I hadn’t had an orgasm since falling asleep the night before and my desire desperately needed to be unleashed. That is when my dastardly mommy informed me of my fate. 

“It’s time,” she cooed. “It’s time to beg mommy to rub that little pee-pee of yours.” 

Of course, I needed to get off, the desire was incredibly high, but there was something about the situation; the memorable scent, the Grateful Dead playing in the background, the soothing caresses on my head and in my scalp reminding me of a simpler time. Could I really indulge with all those reminders of my mother so firmly present in my head? I struggled with that conflict but through it all the stimulation on my penis never stopped and the longer that teasing went on, the subtle touches that excited me but weren’t enough to satisfy my need, the less anything else mattered. My body needed to get off and until it did the intense feelings of helplessness would only grow stronger. 


“Go ahead, say it,” Mommy Claire coaxed, “beg mommy for it.” 

It was just one sentence, a string of simple words to meet Mommy Claire’s demand. Was that too much to give to finally have relief? 

The physical intensity was extreme, more extreme than I had ever expected and before I knew it, I rationalized my decision. They were just words, spoken in the privacy of Mommy Claire’s home, as a prelude to sex. 

“Please,” I moaned, “I want you to rub my pee-pee.” 

The moment the words were out I actually felt relieved. It wasn’t as difficult as I had expected and Mommy Claire immediately rewarded my submission with an onslaught of physical delight. The pulses in my diaper, directly on my shaft and all around my ass, increased, squeezing me through the soft cloth, providing targeted stimulus that brought my excitement to pique but it was the way my mind felt, no longer constrained by limitations that took the experience to a whole new level. 

My body wiggled and humped, involuntary responses to the build-up of euphoria in my veins, and my mind freely indulged, savoring every pulse of ecstasy that surged through my body and into my brain. 

The smile on Mommy Claire’s face told me she was pleased and when she asked me to say it again, the way my head swooned I no longer felt the need to resist, quickly complying with her demand. 

“Please mommy, please rub my pee-pee,” I pleaded. 

I’m not sure why I spoke in a little boy voice when I said it, but the way my body responded to her erotic stimulation, humping and grinding in time with her strokes, I didn’t care. It all felt so amazing, those pulses throughout my entire genital region, the way she held me close, allowing me to savor the beauty of her closeness. 

“Such a good little boy,” she cooed, “so desperate to have his mommy to take care of his pee-pee.” 

That’s when Mommy Claire accelerated the moment, bringing my intense lustful desires in direct contact with the ultimate sacrifice. 

“Are you ready to give in to mommy?” she asked. “Are you ready to release all of your power and submit to a permanent life as my little?” 

The sights, the sounds, the smells, they all added up to a cataclysmic crash of my sexual desires with the distinct imagery of my youth. It was what I had always wanted, to be sensually controlled by a dominant woman, taking me back to a simpler time and yet as I stood at the precipice of fulfilling that dream, something snapped inside of my head, a slingshot response to the moment of transition. I’m not sure which impetus was the driving force, but all at once I felt this need to hold out, to resist the combining of those distinct mommy images with my lust fulfillment, and while my brain focused every ounce of energy on that fight, the unexpected happened. 

My body regressed. 

While I struggled to tame my rapidly growing erotic desire, doing everything I could to keep the images of my mother from being the target of my lust, my body lost all sense of training, taking me to a whole new plain of existence. 

Honest to God, at first, I thought it was a fart. 

The first little bit slipped past my sphincter and out of my body before I could stop it. It was a mind-bending experience forcing me to question everything I thought I knew about being a man. Did I just shit myself? Thankfully, I at least had a diaper on, that saved me from making a mess all over Mommy Claire’s table, but it did nothing to save me from myself; or the powerful thoughts that accompanied a true loss of independence. While my mind maintained its focus on sexual resistance, my body experienced an involuntary regression, one that would forever define my place in this world. 

And at that pinnacle moment of mental and physical loss, I was introduced to something new, the smooth flesh of Mommy Claire’s bosom peeking through a flap in her nightgown. It was the first breast I had ever seen in real life and it teased lightly against my face, the firmness of her nipple brushing against my cheek, her soft flesh warm against my skin. It was amazing, the way that feeling quickly overrode every other thought in my head, including the mess in my diaper. 

Not only did I try to latch on to that wonderful breast but I also claimed a deep connection with my infantile existence in the process, completely giving in to the moment and my new master. It didn’t matter if the imagery of my mother was still fresh in my brain, I wanted satisfaction, in my loins and in my head, and I was ready to fully indulge every taboo mommy fantasy to get there. 

I turned my head, ready to take the next step, however despite my greatest efforts the comfort of mommy’s breast remained just out of reach, and that, combined with the relentless pulses still vibrating through my lower body, brought on a feeling of desperation, one that rattled me to my core. 

“Please!” I moaned. 

The word came out of my mouth, not as conscious thought but purely on reflex, the demands of my body too much for my brain to ignore. It wasn’t clear exactly what I was pleading for, then Mommy Claire forced me to clarify. 

“Say it,” she cooed, only this time she pulled out her phone and pointed it in my direction, ready to record my submission. “Beg mommy to play with your pee-pee,” she instructed. 

It was a total crash inside my head, I couldn’t allow anyone to possess such a recording, but the way my body felt, those small pleasure pulses that kept growing more pronounced with each passing moment, made me desperate, needy. At first, they just seemed powerful, but as the feelings of euphoria expanded, they became impossible to resist and before I knew it, something clicked inside my head and I found myself staring hard into the camera, pleading to move forward with Mommy Claire and her games. 

“Please,” I wailed. That one word did nothing to lessen the yearn, if anything it caused the intensity of the moment to grow and soon my lips began spouting the words my brain couldn’t stop, “Please mommy, please play with my pee-pee.” 

The moment the words were out everything changed. I felt the most intense pleasure engulfing my little pee-pee, wrapping around every inch of me, sending warm vibrating pulses through my core and out to my entire body. I don’t know if the pulses had increased or if there was something about my mental submission that added to the moment, but God, how wonderful it felt, my pee-pee spasming repeatedly, edging towards the climax I so desperately needed. 

Despite the screen blocking my view, I slid my hands down, trying to aid the process on my throbbing cock. I needed to get off, to finally have relief but that was not meant to be. Something blocked my hands, which was frustrating, but my mind and my body were lost, no longer caring about anything other than my lust filled desires, humping and pumping through every pulse and spasm, desperately trying to complete the carnal act. 

It was then that I realized the futility of resisting Mommy Claire. There were no more lines to cross, she had thoroughly dominated me, taking control of my body, making me so desperate I fully indulged in an act I would have previously thought unthinkable and yet I still didn’t have relief. I no longer had any will to resist but for some reason I wasn’t finished, she still wanted more. 

Mommy Claire pushed the screen away and all at once the situation took on a whole new perspective. The warm pulses that wrapped around my penis were inside the diaper, all part of an erotic sex toy, clamped around my dick and balls, vibrating in an intensely pleasurable yet unpredictable pattern. It didn’t matter, I was broken, submissive, and there was no way I could free myself from the memory of what I had just allowed her to record. It was all so real, the way that power gripped me from within, and yet so unfathomable, the endless limits of her control. Would she be able to make me do anything? Was her power over me that great? I never would have expected that she could record me begging my mother to play with my pee-pee but not only did I do it, I pushed forward, until not being able to proceed seemed like a fate worse than death. 

Then there was the regression, my body’s complete loss of control, a breakdown of any maturity I thought I had. There was no denying the impact that had on my brain. And as the evidence of that weakness still filled my diaper, and I needed Mommy’s help to get cleaned up, I had no choice but to accept that there were way more powerful forces at play than I ever could have expected. 

And through it all she still had me helpless, the orgasm I so desperately needed dangling just out of reach. 


SCENE 23 


Mommy Claire 

I couldn’t stop the tingle in my kitty as Newbie surrendered to me and his new station in life. It was absolutely beautiful the way the physical stimulus overwhelmed his little brain. But I was only at the beginning, I still had more I wanted to do to this submissive little boy. 


SCENE 24 


Newbie 

The experience on Mommy Claire’s exam table, the complete domination of my soul followed by the most loving changing of my diaper, was intense and mind-altering but if I thought that was the end of her dominance, I was sorely mistaken. I was only at the beginning, and there was no way I could have possibly prepared for what came next. 

“Just so it doesn’t come as a surprise,” Mommy Claire said, her eyes aglow with wonder, “I intend to make you feel so good you’ll want to do everything I say from now on. How does that sound?” 

It sounded pretty incredible however I have to admit, after my first bout with her tease and denial games, I wasn’t sure I could endure another. And then she gently stroked my skin while speaking to me in a voice so soft and smooth it slipped right into that comfort zone in my brain, and all my mind could process was how nice it was to have Mommy Claire in charge. 

I had asked for this, back when we first met online, and she delivered. Sure, the reality went down paths I never could have predicted but she did it, taking control just like I had asked. And in that moment, her dominating every action, dictating every step, I felt free, completely at ease, no longer fixated on fear or consequences but instead on her, accepting her control, fully indulging in her bliss. There was no way I could possibly understand the full weight of absolute submission, not at that moment anyway, but I proceeded anyway, desperate to realize the pleasure, oblivious to the reality that lie hidden in wait. 

They say ignorance is bliss and I couldn’t have been more blissful than I was at that moment. 

I nodded my head, granting Mommy Claire permission, but that was just a formality, my decision had already been made, the moment I stepped across her threshold and into her world. And in that moment of transition, I couldn’t tell whose smile was bigger, mine, thinking I was about to experience another level of pleasure, or hers, knowing that I had just said yes to move on in her infantilizing games. 


“Perfect,” she replied, and then, to prove how serious she was about pleasing me, she undid all of her buttons, allowing the two sides of her nightgown to fall apart, granting me a delectable view of her heavenly bosoms. 

That moment of reveal had an incredible impact on my brain, and then I thought about all of our online discussions, about Mommy Claire’s turn-ons, about how much she liked having her nipples sucked. I wanted to please her and moved forward to achieve that goal. 

I would be her good little boy, and whatever else she asked, and to prove my commitment, I was ready to assume the ultimate submissive position, to nurse helplessly at her breast. 

Unfortunately, she had a different plan in mind. 

“All in good time,” she cooed, closing up her nightgown before I could get near. “There will be plenty of time for that after I turn you.” 

Once again Mommy Claire informed me of my fate and yet I was oblivious to the signals, happy to move forward, ignorant to the pitfalls that lie before me. 

That’s when Mommy Claire led me out of her office and up the sweeping staircase, to the second floor of her home. We proceeded down the hall and into a quiet bedroom where the next stage of my evolution would take place. I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to do but Mommy Claire had that all under control, fully taking command of me and the situation. 

“I’m going to get you cleaned up,” she said, “your only job is to give in, to relinquish control.” 

Under any other circumstance it wouldn’t have been easy to give up control, especially to someone I was only meeting face to face for the first time, but with Mommy Claire things were different, there was something special between us, and when she dropped her nightgown to the floor, revealing the beauty of her form, everything got much easier. 

Seeing her in just her panties, her incredible body fully on display, any sense of resistance I may have had completely washed away, replaced by an inherent desire to do as I was told, to obey mommy. 

My new diaper was removed and Mommy Claire gently touched my intimate parts; a caress on the undercarriage of my balls, a subtle graze up the backs of my thighs, a firm but soft grasp of my quickly growing shaft. I shivered, I gasped, I yelped, but most of all I did as I was told, relinquishing control; granting Mommy Claire complete and total access to my desire. 

If I thought the vibrations from within the diaper were intense, they paled in comparison to when Mommy Claire actually took my penis in her hand. Her soft strokes on my pee-pee were absolutely heavenly, touching sensitive spots all over my shaft, rubbing up and down, fantastic tingles shooting up my spine with each gentle caress. It didn’t take long and I began to pant, my body hyperventilating from the excitement, and just when I thought that I was about to pique, Mommy Claire did the unexpected, pulling her hands away, leaving me in a confused and desperate state. 

My hips bucked at the loss of contact and my brain succumbed to the debilitating intensity of withdrawal. “Ungh,” I moaned, not sure what was going on, wanting to feel her touch, needing to continue the thrill ride. 

What happened next was a true education in Mommy Claire’s games of dominance and control. She didn’t put her hands back on my body, instead she looked deep in my eyes, ensuring she had my complete and undivided attention, and said, “That was fun. Are you ready for the next step?” 

I didn’t know what she meant but I was all in, the needs of my body too intense to deny. If that was step one, I could only imagine what stage number two would bring. 

Quickly, I nodded. 

Much to my delight, Mommy Claire led me to the bathroom next door and invited me to get into a large two-person tub. 

“Go ahead little boy,’ she cooed, “get yourself into the tub so mommy can get a look at you.” 

I did as I was told, shifting my naked body over the side and into the bath, my penis still hard, ready for more of Mommy Claire’s attention. 

She did not disappoint. 

After a brief gaze up and down my naked body, pausing her look at my bobbing pee-pee, she shook her head and said, “That just won’t do. Little boys do not have all that unsightly hair.” 

Before I could process her words, she squirted a dollop or shaving cream into the palm of her hand and used her fingers to bring about a full lather. Then she applied it to my pee-pee and balls, her supple fingers coating every inch of my genitals with the soft cream. It was smooth going on, and the way her fingers rubbed it in took my breath away, but those feelings of excitement quickly changed the moment she wiped her hands clean and withdrew a large sharp blade from the black bag sitting on the edge of the tub. 

“What’s that?” I balked. 

My eyes just about popped out of my head at the sight of the long blade, it glistened in the light. What was it and why was she directing it toward my junk? 

“This,” Mommy Claire explained, “is your one-way ticket to baby land. Once I take away all of your hair, you’ll start to feel the change. You’ll see.” 

I didn’t understand what she was saying, or how the removal of some hair could have that big of an impact, but it was enough to make me think, and once that happened, an element of fear crept into my subconscious. As exciting as all of this was, how far was I willing to go? That uncertainty took hold in a very deep and meaningful way and I shivered from head to toe trying to take it all in. 

As much as I wanted to indulge in these erotic baby games with Mommy Claire, I couldn’t exactly commit to taking on the role full time. What would my mother think? How would I pay my bills? Those were just two of the thousands of questions bombarding my brain, but Mommy Claire didn’t wait for a response, instead she took that sharp razor and brought it close to my body, the first swipe sliding quickly but gently across my skin. 

I gasped when I saw the bald streak, my hair completely gone, and that gasp turned into repeated huffs when she continued those strokes, taking away the most distinct measure of my transition from boy to man. It was mind altering, but the real transformational impact came when I touched that super soft skin and realized just what a drastic step I had just taken. 

It felt all soft and smooth, like a baby’s bottom, and the impact shot straight through my fingers and into my brain, making me feel at one with the little boy that resided somewhere deep inside. Why did the removal of some hair make me feel all little? Was it just the mental correlation? Or was there something deeper at play, a seismic shift in my brain? And was this a temporary feeling, overwhelming my thoughts in the moment? Or was this the beginning of a new era, one that would dictate my life for all time? 

Those questions had me baffled but perhaps the one thought that affected me most of all, reaching down to my core and not letting go, “Could she really turn me?” As much as that seemed an impossibility before, now, as the needs of my body continued to grow more intense with each passing moment, and she held the only key to release, I couldn’t be sure. 


SCENE 25 


Mommy Claire 

The look on Newbie’s face when he felt the soft smooth skin of his freshly shaven pubis made my heart skip a beat. He was excited and thrilled and a little bit scared all in one. I actually envied him in that moment, knowing his whole world was about to open up and there was nothing he could do about it. 


SCENE 26 


Newbie 

When I first began my exploration of adult baby play, I had no idea just how far things could go. That was when I was new, meeting all sorts of different characters online, asking stupid questions only a newbie would ask. But all of that changed when I connected with Mommy Claire. She started slowly, taking me by the hand, encouraging me to share, and before I knew it, I really opened up, revealing secrets to her but also informing myself about a completely new world. 

I might never have believed such a transition was possible and yet there I was, naked in her bathroom, hairless from the waist down, ready to take the next step in her infantilizing games. And all that should have been enough to scare me to my core yet the moment she cupped my balls in one hand while gently stroking the clean-shaven shaft with the other, I no longer cared, fully intent on experiencing the transformation. 

“Let’s get you out to the bedroom where I can show you what mommy love is really all about,” she offered. 

The excitement was palpable, my penis was rock hard and I swear my brain felt a small buzz, almost like I was tipsy, bordering on drunk. And when she led me to the room next door, and I saw the diaper spread out on her bed, I actually throbbed in her hand, excited to finally experience the joy of letting go. 

“I felt that,” Mommy Claire said, “seems like you’re as excited as I am.” 

I don’t know how excited she was but I felt like I could burst. Ever since we first met online, I had contemplated this moment, when my affliction would no longer be private, when I could fully indulge my desires without reservation. And yet what I had never anticipated was how intense the physical yearn would be, how much the need to release would captivate every thought and control every action. 

I hopped up onto the bed, exactly as she instructed, and placed my bottom in the center of the cloth diaper. The fabric was soft against my skin and I wanted it wrapped around me, I wanted that freshly diapered feel. 

I would have to wait. 

Mommy Claire wanted to explore my freshly shaven body. And the way she did that, with a healthy dose of baby powder and plenty of rubs from her fabulous fingers, made the wait much easier to bear. 

I have jerked off a million times but not once did it ever feel as good as it did when Mommy Claire took control. Her fingers were soft yet her grip was firm, strong enough to stimulate every nerve ending up and down my shaft, while gentle enough to make me wonder how long she would continue. But she didn’t stop after one or two strokes, instead she kept on going, providing a relentless amount of stimulus, stroking and rubbing, fondling and caressing, teasing my desire until the pulses started and my breath grew short. That was the moment I lost connection with self-control. 

“Oh, God,” I moaned. I didn’t mean for it to come out like that but my body was responding in ways my brain cannot explain. And with each stroke the situation became more and more unclear, until the need to cum outweighed every other desire emanating from my feeble brain. 

“Please!” I groaned, expressing my weakness, pleading for help. 

If I thought she understood I was mistaken, for the moment I begged for the teasing to end, she pulled her hands away from my baby powdered penis and wrapped my lower body in the clean white cloth. 

“No!” I exclaimed. I didn’t want her to stop, I wanted her to make me cum. I was about to express that point when she did the one thing, the only thing, that could distract my lust filled brain. 

Mommy Claire presented me with her succulent breast. 

It was quite a conundrum. My pee-pee was in desperate need of attention, far worse than I ever could have predicted, but there was no way I could pass up the opportunity to suckle at mommy’s breast. My eyes went wide with delight as I moved forward, ready to finally experience those magnificent bosoms. As I got close, Mommy Claire turned me onto my back, directing my head into her lap. It had been a long time since last I suckled at the teat, but it all came back in an instant. Mommy’s skin, soft against my face, comforted me, but it was the way her nipple pressed against my cheek, inching toward my lips, that set my mind ablaze. I wanted, no, I needed, to get that wonderful bosom inside my mouth, and with a quick turn of my head I did. 

My lips wrapped softly around Mommy Claire’s nipple and areola, and when I sucked the flesh into my mouth, and deep to the back of my throat, I immediately felt like a little boy, nursing at mommy’s breast. And when I increased the pressure of my sucking motion, not only did I find a certain peace inside my mind, Mommy Claire gasped in response. 

Now, it was her turn to moan and groan. 

To say I was proud to please Mommy Claire would be an understatement. I was elated, listening to her grunts of passion, knowing I was the one granting her that relief. And in that nurturing act I found my own personal joy, not just in pleasing my dominant mommy, but also in securing the little boy mantel I had so longed to attain. The feel of her smooth soft skin against my face was surreal, more peaceful than I could have possibly imagined, and the connection between us, my innate need to suckle satisfied by her loving and generous breast, created a bond unlike any I have ever known. 

This may sound odd, but while I was suckling at Mommy Claire’s teat, fully committed to the experience, the strangest thoughts coursed through my head. I could not separate her from my childhood, the sounds in the room, the scent of her perfume, and when her hand slipped inside my diaper and began to stroke my pee-pee, I could have sworn we crossed a line into a whole new, taboo world. 


SCENE 27 


Mommy Claire 

When making plans for my meeting with Newbie I had every intention of reminding him of his youth, the clothes I wore, the music I played, the perfume I spritzed on my cleavage. And, I could see the effect it had, his submission to the moment, his commitment to the act. But what I didn’t expect, and what probably wouldn’t have happened if he was older, further away from his own nursing reality, was that Newbie struggled to separate the moment with me from the real thing. 

He kept opening his eyes to remind himself that I was the one teasing his desire, yet each time he allowed himself to relax, to enjoy the moment, he zoomed straight back to that memory, the bliss of suckling at mommy’s breast, the carefree existence his to enjoy. 


SCENE 28 


Newbie 

I absolutely loved the nursing experience and the bond I felt in that connection with Mommy Claire. It will stay with me forever. But I still needed to cum and when she slid her hand inside my diaper and began to play with my pee-pee, I prayed that this time it wasn’t just to tease my submission, that this time I would finally get relief. That’s when Mommy Claire took the situation to a whole new level, showing me that her prior efforts were merely an appetizer, a prelude to the main event. 

What followed was a barrage of stimulus from her fabulous fingers, all over my body, sending my mind and my sex drive into a euphoric state of frenetic energy. The way she zoomed from the base of my neck and those deep rubs in my scalp to the small of my back, her hand pressing firm at that very spot, her controlling touch giving me strength, the way it supported, the way it held me tight. And her subtle grazes to my inner thigh, the way they intimated sex but didn’t quite get there, teasing my mind of the moment to come. All of it had me dripping in anticipation and when her fingers finally did descend on my erotic buttons, stroking and caressing those intimate zones without warning, the surge of adrenaline that shot into my brain overwhelmed every conscious thought until my breath turned to uneven huffs and my eyes lost focus of the real world. 

I couldn’t believe what was happening. I had played with myself a million times, I had teased myself to the edge as often and for as long as humanly possible, and yet with Mommy Claire in command, controlling every stroke and intimate touch of my sensitive skin, every feeling was so much more intense, magnified a hundred times over. The subtlest graze up the back of my thigh sent my heart racing. Her soft gentle tickles just below my scrotum set my mind aflame and when she touched the front of my erect shaft with a cat like scratch, my whole body went tense and every muscle froze in anticipation. 

All of the times I had listened to her stories, and stroked myself to bliss, I never once thought that the actual experience could be even more intense. It was true ecstasy, from the bottom of my feet to the top of my head, and it all centered on her incredible fingers and the way they teased my lust. 

Four supple fingers wrapped around my swollen shaft but it was the way her thumb focused all of its rubbing on the sensitive spot, on the front just below the crown, that made my mind go numb. Soon I was moaning and groaning in helpless bliss and the most amazing part; it took her no effort at all, just a few simple flicks of her thumb. 

The way your mind feels during sexual stimulation is incredible, that is obvious, but this was something different all together. I didn’t just feel good, it was out of this world. My muscles were no longer under my control, a point made abundantly clear when Mommy Claire slowly withdrew her hands and my body lurched upward, desperately trying to maintain the contact, all in an effort to keep that heavenly feel alive. 

My hips bucked, not just once, but repeatedly, an incessant grind to fulfill a need deep inside. The loss of contact made me feel weak, from head to toe and I couldn’t bear it. When the initial effort failed, my entire body got in on the action, humping and pumping, every muscle yearning to satisfy a need that had been built-up somewhere deep within. 

The separation from her touch, knowing the bliss but not being able to seize it, created an intense anxiety in my mind. I don’t know how long I could have handled that yearn and fortunately Mommy Claire did not put me to the test. 

Her fingers returned to my excited pee-pee, stroking it several times, quelling my angst and sending a bolt of adrenaline straight up my spine. 

“Ah!!!” I gasped. 

God, did that feel good. 

This time, she didn’t stop after a few incredible rubs, this time, she gave my pee-pee special attention, up and down, up and down, a barrage of gentle strokes that took my mind to a whole new level of joy. The response in my body was amazing. Throb after throb consumed me, starting in my balls, slowly working their way up the shaft and shivering out the tip. Each spasm sent a pulse of ecstasy into my brain and every pulse caused my eyes to see Mommy Claire in a whole new light. 

How could anyone be so perfect? And what would I need do to keep this feeling alive? 

It was then, as my mind contemplated what I could do to make this moment last forever, that Mommy Claire let me know exactly what she had in mind. 

“Do you like having mommy play with your pee-pee?” she asked. 

The cooing tone she used made me feel small, weak, and strangely enough that both excited and scared my adult baby mind. She was doing way more than just playing with my pee-pee. She was teasing my lust with a pleasure so great there was nothing I could do but nod and agree to anything she said, and that was both physically blissful while mentally frightening. How was this even possible? 

I was about to tell her how grateful I was, I was about to tell her how lucky I felt to be on the receiving end of such bliss, when she interrupted those thoughts with the information that would completely change everything. 

“I want you to like this,” Mommy Claire added, “and I want to do this to you every night. But I need something in exchange, are you ok with that?” 


Of course, I said, “Yes,” my hips grinding along with her fabulous strokes, my head bobbing up and down in total agreement. I was too far gone to do anything else, but that wasn’t the scary part, that was just the prelude to her big ask. 

“Good,” she replied, and the smile that consumed her pretty face let me know she was pleased with my submission. 

Mommy Claire’s hands were still stroking my pee-pee, from the base of my shaft all the way to the rim of my head and back again, but her pace slowed and for the first time I was actually able to slow my breathing, to catch some air. It was a nice little respite from the sensual onslaught right up until she whispered her next words. 

Staring deep into my soul she said, “I need you to be mine, I need you to beg me to send the video to your mother, and once you say yes, I’ll show you what it means to really be Mommy Claire’s good little boy.” 


SCENE 29 


Mommy Claire 

I’ve dominated men all my life and have developed a very unique skill set in separating the little boy from his man facade, but even after all of these years I’m still not certain of how much control I really have until I put it all to the test. 

I had Newbie on the edge, balancing between the earthly world and the gates of heaven, ready to indulge in every aspect of adult baby life, but the question still remained, how much was he willing to give to get there? We were about to find out, and my kitty pulsed and throbbed in anticipation of the answer. 


SCENE 30 


Newbie 

The words were delivered in a serious tone and while I thought I was so broken I would not be able to resist, when that message seeped into my brain, I found my resolve and voiced my objection. 

“No,” I said. 

I would have said more however the moment I got the word out Mommy Claire’s hands went into overdrive. 

The up and down strokes that had been pleasant before quickly morphed, a rapid change in pace followed by several diversions, to my tender balls, to my sensitive taint, to my gentle rosebud. Those touches set me off guard and when she returned to my shaft, with a firmer upstroke and an added twist, one that targeted every sensitive spot on the way up and then re-engaged on the way down, my balls contracted and my pee-pee readied for discharge. I don’t know how she did it, but in an instant, I was at the edge, ready for the orgasm that had been so elusive up until then. 

I don’t know if the human my body was designed to endure such long bouts of intense pleasure, nor how Mommy Claire was able to take me so close to the brink without making me cum, but all at once I was back in that place; helpless, submissive. That’s when Mommy Claire chose to remind me of the price I would be required to pay for such heavenly bliss. 

“Say it,” she coaxed. “give me permission to share the video with your mommy.” 

My mind was awash with amazing feelings but I couldn’t bring myself to agree to such a thing. Her strokes up and down my shaft were relentless and my struggle fierce but somehow, I managed to hold out, right up until she pulled her hands away, leaving a lasting reminder of the torture of denial. 

“Oh, no!” I moaned. 

The complete loss of touch was excruciating. I couldn’t take it. I moved my hand, to take care of the need, but Mommy Claire was quicker than I expected, blocking access to my desperate pee-pee. Before I knew it, she had my arms pinned, unable to move, and even though I was able to shift my hips and rub myself against her body, it wasn’t enough to meet the demands of my inner beast. 

“Please!” I groaned. 

Much to my delight Mommy’s hands returned, taking my pee-pee, stroking it, rubbing it, however they came with a message. 

“Give in like a good little boy or the next time you won’t be so lucky.” 

The strokes were delicious, up and down, all around, touching every sensitive spot, stimulating me like never before. I didn’t want to experience denial again so, despite my deep reservations, I agreed to mommy’s demands. 

“Please, I’ll do whatever you want,” I squealed. 

I might have expected a smile, I might have expected to cum, but what I got instead was a flip in the opposite direction. 

In a flash Mommy Claire’s hands were off of my pulsing pee-pee and pinning my hands above my head. 

What was going on? 

My hips bucked, searching for more stimulus but Mommy Claire wouldn’t allow it. She just stared deep into my eyes, waiting, for what I wasn’t sure. 

“What!?!” I groaned. 

I didn’t know what was happening, I gave in to her demands, I was a good little boy. While those thoughts zapped my brain, Mommy Claire moved in to position to completely dominate my soul. 

With her face close to mine, her eyes staring deep inside of me, she let me know exactly where I went wrong. 


“I don’t believe you,” she said. “I don’t believe you really want me in control.” 

The moment her words hit my ear I was crushed. She was right of course. I lied to Mommy Claire in hopes of getting what I wanted. I didn’t really feel bad about it, the way she was teasing me left me no choice, but now I wasn’t sure how to proceed. 

And to make matters even more confusing, Mommy Claire’s hands returned to my pee-pee and she began those fabulous strokes once again, from the bottom to the top and back again, rubbing every tender spot along the way. I didn’t know if this time she intended to let me cum, I only knew the build-up was every bit as severe and the end every bit as uncertain. 


SCENE 31 


Mommy Claire 

My latest target held out much longer than I had expected, pushing me into an interesting predicament. You can only tease a boy’s lust for so long before the effects begin to wane and the impact recedes. Newbie was nearing that point and I had no intention of granting him a victory, no matter how small. 


SCENE 32 


Newbie 

“I’m going to make my little boy cum,” Mommy Claire informed me, “and if you want to continue on with mommy then you know what I want in return.” She then set to work on my body, touching every tender spot with her delicate fingers. Before I knew it, my legs spread wide and every muscle tightened, preparing for an end I hoped was near. 

The massaging that followed was absolutely amazing. Mommy Claire didn’t just take me to the brink and send me over the edge, she held me out over the precipice of delight, dangled me over the side of ecstasy and then reeled me back in, only to repeat that heavenly ride several more times. And just when I thought I could take no more, she built up my desire one last time, smothering me in her embrace so I could feel her soft smooth skin pressed firmly over every square inch of my body, and pushed me over the edge, her all-consuming presence the last cogent thought to course through my brain before the eruption overtook my entire state of being. 

I had never felt anything more glorious than that orgasm, and the way it spurted between our pressed bodies only added to the intensity, exactly like I thought sex would feel like. And mommy didn’t pull away. She held me there, in her warm embrace, through every throb and pulse, until every last ounce of lust was dispelled from my body and I was fully relaxed in her arms. 

I could tell you that it was the greatest sexual experience of my life, not that I had much to compare it to, but more than that it was an epiphany, a moment when I fully realized who I was meant to be. Mommy Claire was deep inside my head, way beyond a single orgasm, way beyond a single weekend. There was no way I could move forward in life without her strong hand. And as she separated our bodies and began to clean my sodden mess, showing all the care and attention I loved so much, those feelings grew stronger, until something clicked inside of me and I had no choice but to verbalize my true needs. 

“Please, can I be your good little boy?” I asked. 

Mommy Claire smiled in response. 

She didn’t say anything, and in those moments of wait it dawned on me. I couldn’t move forward in life without her, no matter the cost. That’s when I realized exactly what she wanted, what I needed to do. It wouldn’t be enough to just say the words, I needed to prove to her that my sentiment was true. 

“Mommy,” I said, “I love you and I have loved you ever since we met online. You found the path inside of me and you opened doors that have been locked all my life. I don’t just want to be your good little boy; I need to be your good little boy. I understand what you want in return, and I know it won’t be easy, but if you can be patient with me, I will give you everything you want.” 

The moment the words were out I felt a huge sigh of relief. They were the truest words I had ever spoken even if they did put me in a highly precarious situation, a future where my mother, the woman I lived with, would find out about my adult baby desires. And as I contemplated the ramifications of that reality, and then looked at Mommy Claire, the ultimate reward for my submission, I actually felt ok, that I made the right decision. 

Mommy Claire didn’t say a word in response. Instead she opened the flap on her nightgown and presented me with her breast, a welcome invitation into her world. 


SCENE 33 


Mommy Claire 

Feeling Newbie latch on to my bosom was the cherry on top of a wonderful domination quest, and as he suckled my nipple deep into his throat and the resultant tingles reverberated from my kitty to my brain and back again, I savored my victory, content to add one more broken man to my collection of submissive adult babies. 

For more Mommy Claire fun check out:

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles I

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles II

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles III

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles IV

-          ABC: Adult Baby Cuckold

-          Mommy Domme Business: Mergers and Acquisitions

-          The Huntress

-          Mommy’s Cure for Naughty Boys

-          Mommy’s First Adult Baby

-          #HimToo: Correcting His Point of View

-          Snowflake Baby

-          Tricked Into Diapers

-          Too Much To Resist
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