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PROLOGUE

Mommy Claire

Life isn’t about what you get but instead what you give. I didn’t always think that way, but the more my opinion has changed the more fulfilling my existence has become. That is absolutely true in adult baby play, where sharing my mommy love has provided immense pleasure to others while also granting me my own level of satisfaction. And all that came to a pinnacle when a dear friend of mine asked if I would provide a one-of-a-kind adult baby experience as a charitable donation, to raise money for the homeless in Los Angeles.

Of course, I said yes. Life has blessed me in so many ways and it is only fair that I should give back, that I should share my good fortune. Thus, the Mommy Claire Experience was born, and with it an opportunity for one unsuspecting soul to peek behind the curtain and experience all that mommy love and adult baby play have to offer.


SCENE 1

Mommy Claire

I don’t travel often, preferring to stay close to home at my estate just outside of Las Vegas. But certain situations arise where I am compelled to travel and when I do, it is imperative that I am able to find ample subjects for my dominant mommy needs.

Sometimes, I hunt my prey at my new location, targeting and seducing a healthy subject to serve as my submissive little boy, but other times I draw from my collection, taking an existing little boy from my existing stable for my games of fun.

On a recent trip to Los Angeles, for a charity auction, I chose to bring one of my favorite pets, Cairo, with the intent of stretching the boundaries of his submission. It isn’t enough to make a little boy submit in private, sometimes it is necessary to make the transition more extreme, so he has no choice but to fully accept my authority and his new station in life.

Cairo needed to learn the true meaning of power exchange and what better time to do that than on a four-hour ride to the City of Angels.


SCENE 2

Cairo

Mommy Claire insisted that I accompany her on the trip to LA, joining her in the limo for the long ride. It seemed like an extension of work, continuing my duties when everyone else would get the opportunity to stay back and relax, but the choice was not mine and I knew better than to question her authority.

Chronicling Mommy Claire’s affairs wasn’t like any other job I ever had, but it was still work. There were countless hours spent editing, and writing, until every word came out just right. It had become my full-time job, preparing her notes while she played her mommy games. There were very special benefits waiting for me at the end of every day but still, it was work.

It wasn’t until I mentioned to some of the others in the house that Mommy Claire had asked me to join her, that I realized what a huge opportunity was really before me.

“Cairo, are you kidding me,” Kelly, my best friend in the house, said to me. She had quickly become my closest ally at the estate, and I would have gladly welcomed a deeper relationship with her, if Mommy Claire would have allowed it.

“Everyone’s going to be so jealous,” Kelly added. “Going on a road trip with Mommy Claire, I can only imagine how you’re going to spend all of your free time.”

I hadn’t thought about it like that, and the moment I did, I got a tingle in my loins. It wasn’t even subtle, it was a full-on throb, just from the thought of extended time alone with Mommy Claire. She had a way of doing that, getting inside my head, rooting deep in my lust-filled subconscious. The last time she had me like that she took me to heaven and back. A memory and an experience that continued to stimulate a physical reaction in me even to this day.

Kelly noticed my response and was quick to seize on the moment. Before I knew it, she was on top of me, pinning me on the couch, rubbing my shaft through my shorts, increasing the excitement that was already piquing throughout my brain and my body. Of course, it felt good but I didn’t want her to go on, knowing she would never let me finish.

“You can’t tease me like that,” I complained.

She giggled in response. “You’re like my brother that way. It’s ok to play, as long as I don’t make you cum.”

I didn’t get her logic. I didn’t know any sisters who rubbed their brother’s to ecstasy, but Kelly did it to me all the time. Most of it was because Mommy Claire wanted me excited, but still, her hands were always fondling and touching, getting me aroused but then leaving me incomplete, desperate for more. Don’t get me wrong, the feeling was erotic, being teased by this incredibly sexy and mature woman, but it was also frustrating, knowing I would be strung along with no relief in sight.

“You know,” I offered, “Mommy wouldn’t have to know that I came.”

Kelly giggled once again. “You’re a naughty little boy,” she exclaimed. She increased her efforts, undoing my zipper and freeing my engorged cock from the confines of my underwear. At first, the way she built up my lust, I thought she was really going to let me release, but then at the last possible moment she pulled back, leaving me yearning once again.

“If you go to Mommy Claire, I’m sure she’ll take care of you,” Kelly offered.

She was right of course, Mommy Claire always took care of my need, but there was always an associated cost. The last time she diapered me and had me running errands all over the estate, I could only imagine what this time would bring.

It was a long walk across the grounds from the bungalow to the mansion, my raging hard on leading the way. I barely made it into the house and Mommy Claire was right there, to welcome me into her arms, and begin my momentous transition.

“Looks like Kelly has been having her fun,” she said. She smiled and pointed towards the tent in my pants.

It was embarrassing but also exciting. Now that I was with Mommy Claire things were about to get real. I would have preferred that she take me to a private room, or to her office, but instead she pushed me onto my back, right there in the middle of the foyer, and began her ministrations. There was nothing I could do about it and more than one passerby was treated to a first-hand look at my descent into a lust filled frenzy.

I know what you’re thinking, why would I allow her to dominate me that way? But something happens inside of my head when she asserts her influence, the power of her presence, the lure of her physical bliss. Once she’s inside my brain it’s mesmerizing, there’s nothing I can do.

This wasn’t the first time. She had taken me before, in front of others, demonstrating her control, and God how wonderful it felt. Scary at first but more acceptable over time. Submitting to her came natural now, and knowing I would be rewarded with an earth-shattering orgasm only made it that much easier.

Mommy Claire didn’t disappoint. She took my shaft in hand and gently applied slow, even strokes, targeting my sensitive spots, until I was fully erect and throbbing in her hand. From there it was a very short trip to ecstasy, including shortened breath, heightened awareness and oh, so wonderful physical feelings that started at my core and zoomed straight to my brain. How could anyone resist such incredible bliss? And with Mommy Claire they weren’t just momentary, she had a way of stringing them along until my eyes rolled to the back of my head and a steady rivulet of drool flowed from my lips. At one point I heard the voices, people watching the carnal display and making their comments, but I was helpless to do anything more than lie back and absorb the intensity of it all. I must have experienced the rise and fall a half a dozen times before she finally brought me down from that delicious high, still not having cum, but strangely satisfied all the same.

By the time my sanity returned to me, Mommy Claire and I were alone in the foyer, my penis still pulsing but my mind able to comprehend the events transpiring around me. She had manipulated me, and dominated me, and as much as that should have made me feel weak, I loved every minute of it, and would gladly get back on that thrill ride at the next available opportunity.

“The limo is outside,” Mommy Claire informed me, my head still taking a moment to process her words. “There’s someone in the back that I’d like you to entertain until I come out.”

Like I said, I was able to process but my mind was still reeling from the teasing so it took me more than a moment to get myself right. And when I did, and made the trek out front to the waiting limo, I was shocked at what, or more importantly who, I found in back.


SCENE 3

Laura

I work for Better Living Thru Kindness, a non-profit organization focused on providing shelter, food and clothing for the homeless in the Greater Los Angeles area. My job is to raise money with a special focus on high dollar donors. That includes large corporate sponsors and in this case one private individual, a woman with a very special and unique offering.

The woman went by the moniker Mommy Claire and while I found the name to be kind of silly, she was considered to be at the top of her field; a master of age play and regression. Personally, I couldn’t understand the fascination with such things and yet I was assured that having her on the ticket was a coup, and a guarantee to raise a lot of money. That alone was enough to open my mind, for it had been a tough year for fund raising and we really needed a boost.

On that particular day, my job was to escort Mommy Claire and her assistant to Los Angeles for our annual cocktail party and auction where an evening with Mommy Claire was the top prize. I was rather curious to meet her and especially interested in the four-hour ride, so I could learn more about her and her strange fascinating world.


SCENE 4

Cairo

To say Laura was my crush in college would be an understatement. I was infatuated if not in love. She was everything to me, an unfulfilled promise that remained as the one big question from my early life.

That was all from the past, the real question, what was she doing in the back of Mommy Claire’s limo?

“Hey stranger,” Laura said, in her sweet sing-song voice, “fancy seeing you here.”

It may have been a surprise to Laura, and it certainly was to me, but I had no doubt this was not a coincidence in Mommy Claire’s world. She planned everything, meticulously, and Laura was brought here, for a very particular purpose, although at that moment I wasn’t sure what that purpose was.

“Hey,” I replied, trying to gauge the temperature of the moment, “what are you doing here?”

Laura smiled, the same beautiful smile I remembered from college. She was still every bit as gorgeous. She still held a special place in my heart, and when she said, “I haven’t seen you in over a year, do I at least get a hug?” I just about lost my mind.

I hugged her, of course, but I still wasn’t sure what was going on. Was this purely a coincidence? Laura certainly seemed genuinely surprised to see me.

“Seriously,” I questioned, “what are you doing here?”

Her answer shocked me almost as much as finding her in the back of the limo.

“Mommy Claire is a legend,” Laura said, “and she’s agreed to help our cause.”

I didn’t know what the cause was, or how Mommy Claire agreed to help, but Laura apparently knew of Mommy Claire and held no surprise at finding me with her. I didn’t know if she understood the full scope of our relationship, but I was quite relieved that at least the initial hurdle of sharing who I was, of who I had become, was out in the open.

Laura and I fell into it just like old times, sharing our connected thoughts, finishing each other’s sentences. It was as if no time had passed at all, like we were right back in that comfortable place, best friends tethered by an indescribable bond. I could have stayed there forever, reliving a memory I didn’t want to leave, savoring a friendship I thought had passed.

And then Mommy Claire popped her head inside the back of the limo.

“Hey you two,” Mommy Claire said. She stepped inside and sat close to me, very close.

Something about seeing Laura again, about reliving those wonderful years, I completely forgot about my new life, about my submission to Mommy Claire. All at once it became very real, and revealing it in front of Laura blew my mind.

Needless to say, Mommy Claire didn’t waste any time claiming her domain. Within the first sixty seconds she had her hand up the leg of my shorts, and a moment later my penis was in her hand.

“Ooh,” Mommy Claire cooed, “you’ve gone soft. Don’t worry I can fix that.”

Just like that her fingers began to work their magic and in an instant my arousal was on full display. Laura may have been there but Mommy Claire owned me, and there was nothing that could change that. No sooner did she have me pulsing in ecstasy than I heard the reaction.

“Oh my God!” Laura exclaimed. The look on her face said it all, she had no idea what Mommy Claire was all about, or that I was involved.

Mommy Claire was quick to set everything straight.

“You wanted to see what the Mommy Claire Experience is all about, and we have a four-hour ride where I can show you.”

That was the moment it all dawned on me.

Mommy Claire invited me on this trip to test my submission. She had always said that in order to truly know if a man had been conquered, she had to make him do something he wouldn’t otherwise agree to. She couldn’t do that with the diaper, or the shaving, or the nursing or the baby play, I wanted those things, she needed to find something else to test my limits. All along I thought she would turn me feminine, into a girl, but instead she found something even more devious, forcing me to reveal my weakness, and my submission, in front of my first and only true love.

Quite a bit of time had passed since Mommy Claire had dominated me in the foyer, and you might think my lust would have calmed, but my excitement quickly rose with Mommy’s hand back on my penis. Soon I was prostrate in the back of the limo, writhing in helpless bliss beneath her touch.

Laura’s presence was no longer a factor, my desire for relief was all that mattered. It was front and center in my mind. The only thing that was going to change that was an orgasm, an orgasm Mommy Claire intended to manipulate and control until she had properly made her point.

I couldn’t tell you the exact words Mommy Claire said to Laura throughout the process, the details as I look back are fuzzy at best, but I can tell you that Mommy Claire gave her a play-by-play description, explicitly outlining what she was doing, what she had already done, and the lasting implications now that she had conquered her prey.

I probably should have been upset by the turn of events but the truth was, I felt way too good to be mad, a point made abundantly clear by the continuous stream of gratitude that flowed from my lips the entire time.

“Oh God,” I moaned, “thank you Mommy, thank you Mommy.” I would have continued my groveling were it not for Mommy’s magnificent bosom and the pert nipple that gently grazed my cheek and then found a welcome home in my mouth. I was in heaven with no hope, or desire, of ever leaving.

“I can do this to any man,” I heard Mommy Claire say, “and they all thank me in the end.”

She was right of course, I had seen her do it many times, and experienced her power first hand, but I had to wonder why it was so important that she demonstrate it in front of Laura.

The next words from my old friend’s mouth made it all clear.

“It’s wonderful,” Laura said, “this is sure to be the highlight of the charity auction.”

Suddenly, I understood. Mommy Claire was offering her services to a worthy cause, to raise money for those less fortunate. And I, the unwitting subject, was the demonstration, the proof of performance that Mommy Claire was everything the legend foretold.

I was emasculated in front of my college crush, separated from my center of control and rendered an impotent sub with no control over the outcome. Of course, the physical bliss was beyond anything I had yet to experience, heightened by the exchange of power as Mommy Claire exhibited her omnipotence, but the reward was only part of the story. All the while Laura looked at me, different than she ever had before, a strange mix of emotions adorning her pretty face. All my life I had longed for her to gaze upon me with desire, with intrigue, and now her eyes were upon me but the story they told was that of confusion, and maybe even pity. I thought to break away from Mommy Claire, to establish my independence, but right at that moment Mommy increased her efforts and my lust surged even higher, bringing out the horny little boy that lived deep within.

“Please Mommy,” I moaned, my body writhing in turn with her ecstasy driving ministrations, my brain on a one-way track to la la land. I knew Laura was watching, I knew she was taking it all in, but my independence would have to wait. I was receiving all of Mommy Claire’s attention as well as her targeted bliss, and that was too much to resist. It was a rare moment, one experienced by only the fortunate few, and so I submitted to that awesome power, savoring every delicious moment, willingly obliging, even when the diaper followed.

I gladly accepted an infantilizing turn at Mommy Claire’s magnificent bosom, and while I’m sure Laura didn’t understand the euphoria I was experiencing, my explanation would have to wait, at least until this magical thrill ride had run its course, and Mommy Claire moved on to her next conquest.


SCENE 5

Mommy Claire

My intent with Cairo was not to embarrass him, I would never intentionally do that to any of my precious littles. My intent was to help him, to aid his journey towards true and permanent regression. Cairo had accepted the mantle of submissive baby boy in exchange for intense physical bliss, now I wanted him to fully indulge the experience of his own volition, to learn what true infantilization was all about.


SCENE 6

Laura

There was more traffic than anticipated and we were late getting to the auction site, the activities had already begun. I had a million questions I wanted to ask Cairo but they would have to wait, I needed to get the star of our main attraction to the stage.

“Sold!” the auctioneer barked and then he slammed his gavel confirming that the gentleman in the suspenders and red bow tie had won the cruise through the Mediterranean.

It was an exciting moment and the crowd of nearby bidders all cheered.

The Mediterranean cruise was one of the nicer items up for auction but the real prize of the night was about to come up for bid, and to describe exactly what was on the block, I presented to the audience the vision of loveliness herself, Mommy Claire.

She was a sight to behold.

Under any other circumstance, people would look at the attractive woman with the body right off a trucker’s mud flaps, and gawk, or perhaps drool, but this was different. Time with Mommy Claire was the prized offering of the evening and quite a few of the patrons had attended solely for the opportunity to meet her, and potentially experience her once in a lifetime transformation.

As a prelude to her appearance, I offered the crowd a summary of just what they would be bidding on.

“Work got you down? Is the stress of life too much to handle? Would you like to let it all go, just for a little while, and feel like you did when you were a kid?

“Free yourself of life’s intricacies and complications with the ultimate in adult relaxation. The Mommy Claire Experience offers a one-way ticket to peace and tranquility in the welcoming arms of America’s favorite femdom, Mommy Claire. Find out what all the buzz is about in this once in a lifetime experience”

That is exactly what I read, but the real reaction came when Mommy Claire stepped up on the stage and everyone got to see her in the light.

I could tell you about her long, flowing auburn hair, or the picture-perfect smoothness of her delicate skin, or I could regale her hourglass curves and how every eye in the place looked at her with envy, unable to live up to her vision of perfection, but it was the coolness of her manner, the power of her presence, that struck me most of all. She commanded the room before ever speaking a word, setting an expectation among everyone in the crowd.

“Good evening everyone,” Mommy Claire said into the microphone, “I’m glad you’re all here to support such a worthy cause, and I just want to let you know, that the winner of tonight’s offering, a complete Mommy Claire experience, will be treated to a once in a lifetime event, never to be forgotten.”

There were a lot of oohs and ahs from the crowd. The truth was, I knew she was a draw, I knew there was interest in her services, but I didn’t know just how popular she was until I saw the looks of awe and wonder in everyone’s eyes. She was a celebrity, a superstar, and despite the fact that she was new to me, she obviously wasn’t a stranger to anyone else at the auction.

The adoration continued right up until a commotion at the back of the room caused every head to turn. It was the crashing of a tray of glasses that caused every neck to whiplash but it was the appearance of Jonny Kool that set the room into motion. Of course, we had invited many of the Hollywood elite, but Jonny Kool was in a class by himself, literally dominating every tabloid headline from his on screen performances to his crazy antics.

Personally, I was thrilled, there was no better plug for the organization than free publicity and nothing guaranteed more publicity than an appearance by Hollywood’s latest bad boy.


SCENE 7

Mommy Claire

Not many people know this about me, but I suffer from agoraphobia. I am absolutely fabulous one-on-one, I am fine in small groups, but large crowds unnerve me. I believe it is because I sense people’s feelings and emotions, not just see but actually feel, and the pure volume of emotions in a crowded room can be overwhelming.

The audience at the auction definitely stretched my limit, the feelings emanating from every soul swarming my brain in a sea of confusing thoughts. I had to sit down, my head growing light. I would be ok but it definitely confirmed my preference to avoid large gatherings.


SCENE 8

Laura

The auctioneer started the bidding at one hundred dollars but a flurry of bids set the rate at five hundred and then a thousand within the first minute. Then, just a few minutes later, when the bidding eclipsed the ten thousand dollar mark, things got really interesting. The Mommy Claire Experience was guaranteed to be the biggest earner of the evening.

There were only two bidders still active once the limit crossed the five-figure threshold; Jonny Kool, the Hollywood bad boy, and a seemingly non-descript woman in her forties, someone who couldn’t have looked more out of place if she were on stage at a death metal concert.

When the auctioneer said, “We have twenty thousand, do I hear twenty-one?” my heart leapt into my throat. There was so much good we could do with that money and then things zoomed skyward.

“Twenty-five thousand!” rang a new voice from the back of the room.

Every eye in the place turned to see a new bidder getting in on the action. It was a well-dressed stranger, at least to me, but he was throwing around mad money so I was thrilled. There were quite a few oohs and ahs sent his way, right up until Jonny Kool decided he would not be outdone.

All at once, the bidding zoomed.

“Thirty thousand!”

“Forty thousand!”

“Fifty thousand!”

I couldn’t believe my ears. It was more money than we ever could have hoped for, and then, just as we thought the bidding had come to an end, our sweet non-descript female blew everyone away with her very gracious offer.

“Fifty-one thousand!” she proclaimed.

That bid didn’t last long but what followed created even more chaos.

Two voices rang out at the same time.

“Sixty thousand!”

It was a tremendous sum, proffered by both our well-dressed stranger and our Hollywood star at the exact same time, but the confusion over whose bid came in first set off quite a dispute.

“Clearly my bid was first,” Jonny Kool inserted.

“Of course, he would say that,” Armani, the man in the suit, asserted.

They both moved forward, Jonny Kool got loud, Armani suit got louder. I had a fear that things might spiral out of control when Mommy Claire stepped in to resolve the dispute.

“Now boys,” Mommy Claire said, “there’s no need to throw a tantrum. Because the two of you are so interested in my services, and this is such a worthy cause, I will declare both of you winners and look forward to our special time together.”

Neither man could find a reason to object and all at once, the organization was taking in one hundred and twenty thousand dollars.

I didn’t know what was in store for those two men when they finally had their Mommy Claire experience, but I knew one thing for certain, the charity was the big winner of the evening, and for that I couldn’t have been happier.


SCENE 9

Mommy Claire

I had my motivations in accepting both bidders. Yes, it was flattering, but even more than that, it was intriguing. Did I just find myself a diamond in the rough? Or maybe two? The mere thought titillated my mind and several more spots along my body. Truth is, I would have taken that opportunity for no charge at all, so the fact that the charity would get another donation was icing on the cake.


SCENE 10

Laura

Mommy Claire wanted to meet both of our winners so I made the arrangements, still bubbling from the overwhelming success of the auction. I couldn’t believe the demand for her services which only made me want to question Cairo even more.

The moment we were alone, I pressed my college friend for details.

“Hey you,” I said, “you need to fill me in. I saw what happened in the back of the limo with you two, but what’s really going on? Why is everyone so gah-gah for Mommy Claire?”

If it had been anyone else, I might not have believed but it was Cairo, one of my best friends, there was no way he would steer my wrong.


SCENE 11

Cairo

When Laura asked me what it was all about, I had to think about my answer. Life with Mommy Claire was complicated, in the most basic and simple way.

“It all started as an assignment for work,” I explained, “I was working for a publisher and she was one of our niche authors.”

We were in a quiet corner of the banquet hall where no one else could hear. Laura was on the edge of her seat, glued to my every word.

“My first duty was to chronicle her experiences and to be honest, at first, I didn’t believe what I was seeing. Guy after guy came to her door and time after time, she completely dominated them. And I’m not talking weak men, I mean Titans of industry and not a one of them could endure her seduction. She would fondle and tease to the point of helplessness, completely breaking them down.”

Laura nodded along but I could tell by the look in her eyes that she had her doubts.

“Go ahead,” I said, “say it.”

She smiled when she realized I knew what she was thinking.

“It’s just that it’s sex,” Laura offered, “all guys get gah-gah over sex and she’s an incredibly gorgeous woman.”

I couldn’t agree fast enough. “I know, I know. And I thought the same thing, at first, but she didn’t just dominate, she turned them.”

“Turned?” Laura questioned.

“Regressed. Infantilized,” I responded. “Diapers and all.”

Laura still wasn’t convinced. “Guys will do a lot for sex,” she answered.

“Yeah,” I agreed, “and my doubts continued as well, until she set her sights on me.”

Those words really piqued Laura’s interest.

“I saw the two of you in the back of the limo,” she offered, “you did look helpless.”

“That was tame,” I replied, “you didn’t get the full experience.”

“So, tell me,” Laura pressed.

I thought about it, not just the answer to Laura’s question but the full scope of what made the Mommy Claire Experience so incredible.

“The first time she seduced me I was helpless before it even started,” I explained.

I continued, “She’s a brilliant woman who understands everything that’s going through your head before you do. That’s how it was with me. It was like she put these thoughts in my head, teasing ideas, tempting suggestions. She created this insatiable yearn inside of me that only she could satisfy, and then, when she actually worked to fulfill those needs, it was like I was experiencing heaven on earth. The fulfillment of life’s greatest ecstasy.”

Laura shook her head. “Surely you’re exaggerating.”

“But that’s just it,” I replied, “if you experienced it firsthand, you’d know I was actually underselling it. I could describe all the physical feelings and how powerful they were, but it was her mental manipulation that made resistance impossible. She literally broke down all of my defenses inside my head, and just when I was at my weakest, unable to fend for myself, she nursed me, like a helpless little boy at his mother’s teat, and the way that affected me was unlike anything I’ve ever known. It gave me peace and confidence and strength. It was unlike anything else in the whole world.

“I was lost and broken and not only did she find me but she raised me up with her motherly love. In that instant I owed her. I knew it from the bottom of my heart, and I felt it deep down in my soul.

“It may sound unreal but the moment she did it, the moment she nursed me back to health and I felt stronger than I had ever felt in my entire life, I couldn’t help but feel indebted to her, as if she was the purpose of my existence.”

I let those unbelievable words hang in the air, gauging Laura’s response, and the crazy thing was, her doubt had faded, she was beginning to believe.

“So, what does that mean for your future?” she asked. “Are you allowed to date? Will you ever marry?”

Hearing those questions from Laura, my first true love, made the whole situation crystallize in my head. I didn’t really know the answer and as much as I was truly content with my present, I had no idea what my future held. And that was a big part of what made life with Mommy Claire so incredible, the little inside of me didn’t need to worry about such things, I had Mommy Claire for that.


SCENE 12

Laura

Hearing Cairo’s description of his life with Mommy Claire was kind of scary, almost cult like, but his mental peace was undeniable. There was no doubt he savored every moment with her and there was a part of me that was actually jealous, wishing I could have that kind of serenity in my life as well.


SCENE 13

Mommy Claire

I’ve met actors and actresses before, everyone from the A-list all the way down to those who have yet to make their mark. But none, I mean none, could compare to Jonny Kool. His image on celluloid was that of a spoiled, petulant child, and in real-life, he was all that and more.

“How do you want to do this?” he said the moment he saw me, “my place or yours?”

It wasn’t just his arrogance, which was way too much for any mommy to accept, it was his perceived notion of control. The journey to age play and regression is different for every person, but the one thing that remains constant is the surrender of control. Jonny obviously didn’t understand that, and I intended to give him a personal lesson, one that was sure to leave a lasting impression on his soul.

“I think it will be important for you to play this out at your place,” I said, “so you can have a full and lasting experience.”

What I really meant was, I intend to dominate you in every room of your house, so there is nowhere you can go to escape the memory of your life being turned completely upside down. Of course, I didn’t say those words aloud. I needed Jonny completely unaware, right up until the moment I was fully in control.

I left him with a big hug, making sure he was intimately familiar with my breasts before moving on to the second auction winner.


SCENE 14

Mommy Claire

When I first saw the man in the Armani suit submitting bids, I immediately took him for an entitled alpha, however what I didn’t understand was why a man so fixated on being in control would actively bid for the opportunity to be dominated? Sure, I knew the real value of letting go, of giving up control, but I never met an alpha who understood or appreciated that nuance of life on his own. Perhaps he was more enlightened than I expected, searching for a chance to gain even greater perspective.

It just goes to show why first impressions can be so deceiving.

Armani, or Benjamin as his mother named him, wasn’t at all what he appeared to be. The expensive suit, and tie and watch, were his, but they were new additions to his wardrobe, thanks to the sale of his tech start-up, an innovative piece of software meant to change the world. Once you got past all of the fancy packaging, Benjamin was really a regular guy, down to earth. In fact, the world of big dollars and fancy spending was very new to him, it wasn’t his thing, and it made him very uncomfortable.

“So, what made you bid on the Mommy Claire Experience?” I asked.

He was rather sheepish in his response. “Promise not to tell anyone?”

Ooh, a secret. “Anything you say is safe with me,” I replied.

“That guy, the actor, Jonny Kool,” he said, “I saw him being a total dick to his girlfriend, and I just wanted to mess with him. As soon as I saw his interest, I figured I’d run up the bid. It’s for charity after all.”

When he said the last words, with an emphasis on the charity, I knew I liked him. He had the same feelings about Jonny that I had, and just like me, he wasn’t going to sit idly by and let it happen. But still, it created a predicament, Benjamin purchased the Mommy Claire Experience. What exactly was I going to do with a man who didn’t need to be taught a lesson, and wasn’t looking to be infantilized?

I wasn’t certain but one thing was, everyone could benefit from what I had to offer.

I decided his event would need more planning, and the benefit of home field advantage, so I scheduled him for a visit to my home in Las Vegas, and an experience that was sure to forever shape his impression of me and the value of a mother’s love.


SCENE 15

Mommy Claire

All people need the healing powers of adult baby play and mommy love. It doesn't matter who you are, where you come from, or how much you make, the true benefits of age regression are universal.

That may seem like common sense to many but in today's society not everyone is created, nor considered, equal. You may think I'm talking about race or gender or sexual preference, but I'm not, I'm talking about the real inequality in America, the chasm that lies between us normal folk and the elite; the politicians, the athletes and the people of fame. They are the one percent, the part of America that tells us how to live without knowing the how's or whys of what we must do merely to make it another day.

These stars have buoyed to fame and risen to a perch that all but assumes, if not demands, a role of dominance over every day Americans. We need them, to govern us, to lead us and to make decisions for us. And for their sacrifice we offer them homage and stature when sometimes what they really need is much more basic, instinctual.

These shining stars, these actors and athletes, politicians and celebrities, need mommy love. In many cases their situation is more dire than it ever could be for you or I. We are free to choose our own role, submissive, dominant or anywhere in between. But for the celeb, the person risen in society by the shooting star of fame, the dominant role is a requirement. They dominate and control those around them not for their own pleasure and personal need but as their civic duty, their contribution to the betterment of mankind.

That extreme sacrifice comes at a cost, their need to feel the empowerment of age regression multiplied, the need for their bodies and minds to experience the healing power of adult baby play and mommy love intensified.

And that pervasive need, combined with my own altruistic desires to impart joy to the world was front and center in the infantilization of Jonny Kool, my bad boy Hollywood Baby.


SCENE 16

Mommy Claire

I'm just going to call it like I see it, Jonny thought he was hot shit. Now I have no problem with a person having self-confidence, the more the better as far as I'm concerned, but when that position leads the person to have an unrealistic view of self, or abuse that power in the treatment of others, then I feel a distinct obligation to step in, to assert my role as mommy and to resolve the conflict as I see fit.

That exact scenario is what led me to infantilize Jonny Kool, a Hollywood star.

I was called to Malibu, to a private home on the beach, to give an A-lister the mommy treatment. It was all the rage at the time, people exploring alternative worlds as a means of self-discovery. At first it presented itself as the characteristic of an enlightened society but it soon revealed itself as the shallow pursuit of a vapid audience. Jonny Kool’s actions were not performed out of respect or knowledge, but instead as voyeuristic prostitution; a fast-food version of the truth, to allow someone to say "I did" when really what they should have been looking for was "I am".

So, I met Jonny, and experienced firsthand how he treated others, and immediately felt my duty to set him straight, to even the playing field for those intimately involved in his life.


SCENE 17

Jonny Kool

Mommy Claire's a bitch and I don't care what kind of waivers and disclaimers I signed she didn't have the right to do what she did to me. That's how I felt the whole time she was rubbing my cock and twisting my mind into that of a diaper wearing baby. That is how I felt back then.

It was an intense journey I can admit that. The intensity was doubled, probably tripled, by the insane circumstance and the intimate audience.

Let me explain.

I signed up for an adult baby session with Mommy Claire, won her at an auction if I’m being specific. It was the complete mommy treatment and everyone who was anyone was doing it.

To be truthful I was pretty wasted at the charity auction and didn't know what I was bidding on. There was a lot of excitement around one item and the bidding got crazy. I threw up a hand and the room went wild and the more I bid the more everyone cheered. It was all very exciting.

But the fun didn't stop there. After I won, I was the envy of the party. The mommy baby treatment was all the rage and everyone wanted to see what it was like. Mommy Claire wasn't just a practitioner, she was the preeminent master. Gaining an audience with her was akin to meeting the Dalai Lama.

Leading up to my actual meeting with the great Mommy Claire I was required to sign many releases, waivers and disclaimers. I figured it was all of the usual legal mumbo jumbo and quickly signed the documents without reading them.

Life is in the details and I would certainly find that to be true in this case. What I signed granted Mommy Claire the right to use any and all measures to infantilize me. There was an out however. If at any time I wanted to stop, if I wanted to escape, all I had to say was Ynnoj, my name spelled backward. A statement repeated twenty-seven times in the waivers and releases that I signed, but a fact I would not remember since I did not read the forms in the first place.

Due to these unforeseen circumstances, I was infantilized against my will, in front of an audience of my employees. The people that were supposed to be my servants, but now pictured me in a diaper every time I tried to tell them what to do.


SCENE 18

Mommy Claire

Jonny was belittling his staff and I hadn't even crossed the threshold into his home. If he treated them like that in front of a stranger, I could only imagine how he treated them behind closed doors.

I wasn't brought to Malibu to teach this bad boy a lesson but that didn't mean I couldn't share my motherly wisdom along the way. In fact, I was already contemplating ways to manipulate his penis and his mind, finding ways to correct his actions until they were more in line with acceptable behavior.

Every time I visit a new client for the mommy treatment, I take extra precautions. They are required to sign all of the legal waivers created by my attorneys and are also given a safe word, their personal escape hatch in case the infantilization process becomes too intense. I have had clients use the safe word before, usually alpha males who realize they are about to be dominated and fear giving up control. There are no refunds for giving up so it is absolutely a last resort for the client.

I intended to see how far Jonny could be pushed before he quit.


SCENE 19

Jonny

Mommy Claire walked in tits out ass out. She was smoking hot and I've never said that about a woman her age before. She completely took me off guard with her looks but that was nothing compared to when she yanked down my basketball shorts, pushed me over her knee, and gave my bare ass three sharp whacks with the palm of her hand.

The strikes didn't hurt but the giggles and guffaws from my watching staff were humiliating. I was prepared to be babied but there are some things that are better done in private.

I intended to correct Mommy Claire but didn't want to have that conversation in front of my servants. It was better if they thought I intended the spanking so I went along.

A bare ass spanking is a definitive sign of power over another. Mommy Claire was establishing her control, I knew that which is why I allowed her to have her way in front of my staff, but what happened next completely took me off guard.

Her hands were everywhere. First, a hard slap on my bare behind, it stung but didn’t really hurt, but then she used her fingertips to caress the sensitive spot before offering another whack of her palm on my skin. The rapid switch from those tantalizing rubs to the quick slap set my mind awhirl although the giggles and laughs from my staff members kept my thoughts ever present.

That state of consciousness remained right up until her gentle strokes found a new target, circling the rim of my anus with a feather light touch before slowly working their way inside. My body bucked in response to the unexpected penetration and when my hips raised, Mommy Claire slid her other hand beneath my body, taking my cock in hand.

At that point the giggles turned into outright laughs but the position I was in, my cock being stroked and my ass being rimmed, I couldn’t bring myself to put a stop to it, or even object, and when those strokes really took hold, Mommy Claire turned me over, spread eagle submissive in front of the entire house. It was all so overwhelming but completely outdone when she removed a large white cloth from her bag and proceeded to wrap it around me, diapering me in front of my crew.

I wanted to scream. I wanted to shout. But she was still rubbing my cock and I was afraid if I said anything she would stop, leaving my lust out to dry. I could put my staff in place once Mommy Claire was gone, but for now I needed to comply, so she would complete the joy ride.

No sooner was the diaper wrapped around me and Mommy Claire went to town rubbing my rod through the thin fabric. If I thought having a diaper between us would lessen the sensation, I was completely wrong. If anything, I was more excited than ever, even as Mommy Claire directed her next words to my staff.

“Everyone gather near and watch Jonny’s massage,” she said. “He paid for this, at a charity auction, and now he is going to get what he deserves.”

With two hands overtop the cloth, Mommy Claire squeezed and rubbed my erection, building up my excitement, making my body pulse in anticipation. I could have gone on like that all day but then she informed me of the dangers of her game.

Leaning down so I could hear her but the others could not, she whispered, “Whatever you do, don’t soil your clothes in front of your staff. We’ll take you close but let you look like the hero.”

I wasn’t sure what that meant but all at once her fingers became much more active, sliding beneath my diaper in both the front and the back, attacking my sensitive spots with an incredibly delicate touch.

One thumb found the front of my shaft and it pressed and rubbed to glorious effect. At the same time the finger of her other hand slid under my bottom, gently circling my sphincter before lightly pressing in. The moment she found my prostate I couldn’t hold back my bodily response.

“Ungh!” I grunted. My body bucked and humped around her hands.

Mommy’s next words were directed to the entire group.

“Jonny is about to ride the edge,” she explained. “Men do this to maximize their pleasure, to get the most out of every experience. But you have to be a man to ride the edge, little boys can’t handle it, they end up soiling themselves.”

Mommy Claire simultaneously circled my asshole while vigorously stroking my cock. It was all beneath the thin fabric and it felt amazing, every touch, every caress. I felt like I would cum, the pulse in my balls undeniable, the throb up my shaft a telltale sign. Several times I neared release, hyperventilating, huffing and panting, trying to bring in enough air to maintain consciousness, and somehow, through it all, she managed to balance the stimulation, keeping me from losing control.

“Everyone take a look at your boss,“ Mommy Claire announced to the group, “he’s almost there, soon he’ll be at the edge.”

It was news to me. The way things already felt I thought I was at the edge, and then some, but then she built up my desire one more time.

This time, her strokes were faster, and more targeted, and I felt my excitement rising, rapidly. There was no doubt this was the most intense of the rubs and I looked to her to let her know, to say that I couldn’t take anymore. I needed her to slow down but just when I tried to speak, her words rang out to the crowd.

“You should be very proud of your boss,” Mommy Claire announced, “only a real man can ride the edge.”

Mommy Claire may have espoused my manhood but my staff wasn’t fooled. While Mommy Claire spoke, I lost the battle with self-control.

“UNGH!” I blurted uncontrollably.

The outcry announced my loss but it was the way my ejaculate seeped through the thin fabric that set-off the crowd.

“Look,” said one of my employees.

“He soiled himself,” said another.

“Does that mean he’s a little boy?” another asked.

Mommy Claire looked down at me and upon seeing my sticky mess exclaimed, “Oh, my God! You really are helpless. I didn’t realize you really were a little boy.”

I wanted to yell, I wanted to object, but before I could get a word out Mommy Claire lifted her blouse and placed her bare breast against my face. I’m not sure what came over me but the moment her nipple came in contact with my lips I forgot all about my anger and sucked that beautiful bosom into my mouth. It was out of this world amazing and as I lay in the foyer of my house, my orgasm spent and my staff there to watch my helpless descent into age regression, I couldn’t help but wonder if this was it, or if there was more to the Mommy Claire Experience.


SCENE 20

Mommy Claire

Jonny’s session started out perfectly, separating the arrogant man from the little boy inside, but it was only the beginning. Now that he was properly primed, it was time to take his infantilization to the next level.


SCENE 21

Jonny

Mommy Claire changed my sticky mess in front of my crew and by the time the new diaper was in place there was no denying the change in the household situation. As long as she was there, Mommy Claire was in charge, and that was made abundantly clear with her next words.

Turning to my personal chef, she said, “Jonny will take his lunch upstairs. He’ll be having mashed bananas and puréed green beans, the perfect menu for a helpless little boy. Will that be a problem?”

“No ma’am,” my chef replied, and just like that, my staff no longer looked to me for direction.

Mommy Claire proceeded to instruct the remainder of my team, sending my maid to prepare a warm bath, my chauffeur to tend to her car and my gardener to pick fresh flowers for the entranceway. Each one followed her command, leaving me in the center of the room, a diaper around my bottom and a nipple in my mouth.

Was she supposed to dominate me this way? I wasn’t sure and instantly I wished I had read the paperwork. Before I could give that too much thought, she let me know what was coming next.

“Little Jonny,” she said, “next I’m going to take you upstairs and shave you bare. And once that happens you won’t have a penis or a dick, you’ll have a pee-pee. You’ll love your pee-pee and you’ll really feel the little boy come out.”

It was all so fascinating and I followed Mommy Claire up the stairs, to the second floor, where my maid was preparing a nice warm bath.

“The bath is almost ready, Mommy Claire,” my maid said, “is there anything else you need?”

She was still treating her like the master of the house. I wanted to say something but before I could Mommy Claire intervened.

“Why don’t you stay and watch,” Mommy Claire replied, “I don’t want the little boy to forget his place.”

I turned toward Mommy Claire with a sharp eye, and when our eyes connected, she grabbed my penis through the thin fabric and squeezed my rod several times saying, “Is there something my little boy would like to say?”

If her touch wasn’t so stimulating. I probably would have said something but because it felt so good, and a new erection arose on the scene, I allowed her that one minor transgression. However, had I known what was coming next, I might have rethought that response.

Thoughts of a bath with Mommy Claire were very exciting, but in my mind, I envisioned both of us naked. What transpired only added to the shift in power between us.

Mommy Claire separated me from my diaper and proceeded to lather my cock and balls with the silkiest shaving cream. Her fingers felt incredible, bringing my rod to full mast, and when she withdrew a long straight blade and used it to take away my genital hair, I allowed her to do it, oblivious to the long-term implications of such an act.

No sooner did Mommy Claire finish my shaving, an act watched in fine detail by my maid, she let me know what I could and could not do.

“You may touch your little pee-pee,” Mommy Claire allowed, “but polite little boys do not play with themselves, unless they want a severe punishment.”

I didn’t want to know what punishment was considered severe, and had no intention of playing with myself, but the moment I felt the super soft skin I couldn’t help myself, I just couldn’t stop.

“Look at that,” Mommy Claire pointed out to my maid, our audience. “He knows he’s going to be punished and the little boy still can’t stop playing with himself.”

It was the first time I feared the permanence of these games although I didn’t fear it enough, because I allowed things to go on.


SCENE 22

Mommy Claire

Jonny didn’t know it yet but he was beyond the point of no return. While he still held illusions of self-control, any confidence he felt was a result of my presence, once he no longer had the strength of my support, the regression would fully kick in.


SCENE 23

Little Jonny

Feeling my genitals cleanly shaven was fucked up. This may sound stupid, but I actually felt like a little boy, and when Mommy Claire spoke to me in that cooing voice, treating me like I was in fact little, those feelings only got stronger.

The adult baby experience was different than I had anticipated and while I should have expected diapers and bath time, I had no idea there would be such a feeling of submission. Mommy Claire had a way of doing that, taking control to the point of dominance, and as much as I feared the long-term implications, in the moment, it felt too good to stop.

A fresh clean diaper awaited me after my bath as did my lunch, a menu of bananas and green beans, mashed just like a baby would eat them. Mommy Claire strapped me into an adult sized high chair, brought in just for the occasion, and proceeded to feed me, spoon full by spoon full, until we reached the bottom of each bowl. I swear there must have been laxatives mixed in because I didn’t even get to finish my meal before the stirrings began.

“Mommy,” I said, “I have to go.”

The look on her face was angelic however her response was absolutely devilish.

“It’s ok little boy,” she cooed, “you have a diaper on.”

Now, in private those words would have been shocking, but I was being fed in front of an audience, my maid and my chef, and once they heard them the giggles ensued. I certainly didn’t want to regress any further and provided greater warning.

“Mommy, you don’t understand, I really need to go,” I reiterated.

She still held that smile but now her tone changed. “You asked to be turned little,” Mommy Claire explained, “and nothing forces regression faster than losing control.”

I didn’t want to lose control but I could tell by her response that she wasn’t going to help. I turned to look at my maid and my chef but they had no intention of disobeying Mommy Claire, the real dominant force in the room. So, there I was, strapped into an adult sized high chair when the stirrings turned into rumblings and those rumblings started working their way out.

In a flash I grabbed at the straps, trying to undo my restraints. The first buckle came undone, as did the second, and I thought I was free right up until I tried to get up and two more straps held me in place. I could tell you that I got to those buckles in time but that wouldn’t be true and once the first spurt slipped past my puckered hole, there was no stopping the rest, a soppy mess filling my once clean diaper.

“Oh, my God!” my maid exclaimed. “He really can’t help himself.”

I turned to her for help but the pity I received in the return glance said it all. No longer would I be able to look in her eye, no longer could I be her boss.

My chef left before I had the emasculating experience of looking in his eye but the damage was done. Another member of my household staff held hallowed ground over my descent into helplessness.


SCENE 24

Mommy Claire

At the exact moment of transition, I like to be locked on my prey’s eyes, consuming his weakness the instant it happens. But for Jonny I needed to relinquish that prize to the members of his staff. They were the ones who needed the shift in power, they were the ones who needed to be made whole.


SCENE 25

Little Jonny

I didn’t want to shit in my diaper but I desperately wanted to have that soiled diaper changed. In fact, I don’t think I ever wanted anything more, and when I looked to Mommy Claire for help what I received in return changed everything I thought about her and her adult baby world.

I was at my absolute weakest and she showed me great love.

Mommy Claire could have done anything to me. I was broken, defeated and left for dead. But she didn’t gloat or revel in her victory, instead, she removed my dirty diaper and cleaned my soiled skin, showing me the most intimate care I can ever remember. The baby powder that followed felt cool against my skin but my temperature quickly rose when her supple fingers proceeded to rub and fondle it in.

She had a way of keeping me off guard, never knowing what to expect next, and before I knew it my mind was in transition, leaving the humiliation of regression behind on a fast track to sexual submission.

Mommy Claire’s strokes on my pee-pee felt amazing but what was even more incredible was how much indulging as her submissive baby boy made everything that much better. I wasn’t just receiving an incredible hand job, my Mommy was dominating me, forcing me to endure intense physical bliss.

To enforce the little boy dynamic, Mommy Claire shifted her body and presented me with her bosom and an opportunity to further the experience. I latched on to her breast and the moment I did I heard the gasps from my staff. I no longer cared. I wanted to be mommy’s good little boy and I didn’t care who knew.

Feeling mommy’s flesh against my face, suckling her nipple deep to the back of my throat, I felt connected to her in way I had never felt before. And when she stroked my pee-pee, pushing me towards the orgasm that would forever define me as her submissive little boy, I wanted it to happen, no longer resisting, fully indulging in the Mommy Claire Experience.

The moment it became too much my body jerked and my hips humped, involuntary reactions to the intense stimulus coursing through my veins. The first spurt felt amazing, pleasure pulses surging up and down my spine, and more spurts followed, just as incredible, just as pleasurable, and when the last of my ejaculate filled my diaper, seeping through the thin fabric, I was so thoroughly sated I no longer cared about the leering eyes of my attentive staff, all I cared about was mommy’s love and how I could remain her good little boy.


SCENE 26

Mommy Claire

The infantilization of Little Jonny wasn’t just about he and I. He needed a lesson that went beyond us, truly impacting those that held the closest positions in his life. I can’t say he would never speak ill to one of them again, but I can say with absolute certainty that he no longer held such an extreme position of dominance in their lives once I was done.


SCENE 27

Mommy Claire

Leaving Jonny’s house, I had to make a beeline back to my place in Las Vegas. My next auction winner was waiting for me and I don’t like to keep my babies waiting, at least not too long. There is a certain value in testing a little boy’s patience, building-up his anticipation, providing the opportunity for the excitement to manifest itself inside his active little mind, but all things have their limits and there are few things in this world more limited than a little boy’s patience.

Armani was already in my foyer when I walked through the door and he was quick to get up from his chair to greet me. After a quick hello I led him into my office where the real process would begin.

“I’m so glad we’re getting this opportunity,” I explained. “I think you’re really going to love it.”

“To be honest,” Armani responded, “I’m still not sure what to expect.”

His reply answered a lot of my questions. Most little boys would have been bouncing off of their chairs, desperate to get started. But Armani didn’t know what was in store for his evening, and literally held no excitement for the day.

I needed to change that, in a big way.

“The process can go as deep as you want,” I offered, “the whole idea is to connect with your inner child, to feel the peace you felt when you didn’t have a care in the world.”

Armani nodded his head. “Ok.”

I could tell by the look on his face that he was placating me, telling me he understood when really, he had no idea what was in store for his immediate future.

“Have you ever completely let go?” I asked. “Have you ever experienced the bliss of regression?”

Once again, his response made it clear he had no idea what I was all about.

“Have I ever regressed?” he repeated back to me. “I don’t think so, but a couple of times I’ve been really drunk, does that count?”

I shook my head.

“Drunk is a physical reaction to too much alcohol,” I explained. “Infantilism on the other hand is a state of consciousness, a plain of existence that when achieved can free your mind of the stressors of life and grant you an inner peace that will remain long after we’re done.”

Still, the skepticism was written all over his face.

“I don’t know,” he replied.

“It’s up to you,” I answered. “You’ve already paid for the experience, whether you stay or leave is entirely up to you.”


SCENE 28

Armani / Benjamin

Yes, I heard every word, and no, I didn’t believe any of it. If I’m being honest, her tale would have been very intriguing were it real, but alternate plains of existence were the kind of things hippies talked about on their communes, it didn’t happen in the real world and definitely not in the world of big tech. Life doesn’t work like that, the stuff that fantasies are made of is just that, fantasy, and I would be a fool to think those dreams could ever become reality.

But as it was, I already paid for the Mommy Claire Experience, and quite a handsome sum at that, so I decided I would move forward with her game, even if I couldn’t completely buy in to the premise.


SCENE 29

Mommy Claire

I wanted to make the experience special for Armani. He paid top dollar for my services even when he didn’t know what I was all about, all in support of a good cause. For that reason alone, I wanted to make his time unforgettable.

When he eschewed my description of what would take place, I wasn’t surprised. Most men reacted the same way, unable to fathom a woman truly taking control. Sure, he could surrender to passion, to the heat of the moment, but the idea of having his strength stripped from him and replaced by infantilizing bliss was foreign, completely different altogether. A part of me was glad for his naïveté, it ensured that I would get the opportunity to move forward in our game with a participant who didn’t know the cataclysmic change awaiting his submission.


SCENE 30

Armani / Benjamin

If I thought that Mommy Claire would start me off easy, I was way off base.

“I’m going to take all of your clothes and shave you bare,” she informed me, “and once all of the hair is gone, you’ll begin to feel the effects. You’ll be one step closer to true regression.”

Now, I don’t know how much you know about Mommy Claire but she is one fine looking lady, and the way she dressed for our meeting, short shorts that showed every inch of her beautiful legs and a halter top that hugged every curve like a Formula One race car, made it very easy to transition every thought to sex. And those thoughts quickly escalated when she changed the topic of conversation to removing my clothes and shaving my body.

I held no fear of being shaved, not at that moment anyway, and I freely allowed her to undress me, her fingers soft and caressing with the removal of each garment. It was really rather nice, standing there while she touched and fondled, silently waiting while she separated me from my outfit. All of that was enough to have my mind tingling and my body pulsing but then she had me lay back while she lathered my cock and balls with her silky soft cream.

Now, that blew my mind.

I watched in awe and wonder as she removed the most distinct symbol of my manhood, taking away any evidence of my evolution from boy to man. The way the scene played out before my eyes was seemingly innocent but at its core emasculating. And then, when she was done, and I touched that newly shaved area, the way that super soft skin felt against the tips of my fingers placed it all in perspective. Giving up control to this gorgeous woman truly was mind-altering.

“Now, isn’t that better?” Mommy Claire asked.

The smile on her face let me know that she preferred my genitals bare, and when her fingers touched me there, and began to fondle and rub, she showed me just how much she appreciated the change.

I’ve had sex with women, a lot of women, but I never had a woman focus all of her attention on me while receiving none in return. But Mommy Claire was different, not only was she not looking for my attention, she actually avoided it, blocking my hands when I tried to touch, and keeping her clothes in place while I was naked to the bone.

I might have felt awkward, me nude and her fully clothed, but the moment her fingers wrapped around my shaft and began that glorious up and down motion, all thoughts left our clothing and fixated solely on what she was doing to my sex.

“I’m going to tease your desire for a little while,” Mommy Claire explained, “to help you relax. Do you like the way this feels?”

By that point she was actively stroking the full length of my rod while simultaneously caressing my balls and taint. Of course, it felt amazing, and I allowed myself to let go, turning over control to the lovely Mommy Claire.

The moment I let go of my inhibitions she could tell.

“There you go,” she cooed, “now doesn’t that feel nice?”

It did feel nice, blissful, and for the first time I began to realize why people were bidding so aggressively for this experience at the auction. And then she took the experience to another level.

“Go ahead and close your eyes,” she instructed. “Deep breaths.”

What happened next changed everything I thought I knew about erotic behavior, and introduced me to a world I never dreamt possible.

With my eyes closed, my mind at ease and my penis brinking towards ecstasy, I felt the strangest sensation on my face. It triggered something inside my head and even though I wasn’t supposed to open my eyes, I did anyway, and the visual that greeted me was completely life-altering.

While I was indulging in her touch, Mommy Claire had removed her blouse and placed her heavenly breast against me. The skin was soft, soothing, but it was the way her protruding nipple grazed against my cheek that had the transformative effect on my brain. Before I knew what I was doing, I turned my head and wrapped my mouth around her nub. I didn’t mean to do it, but the moment I did, the moment I suckled and latched, Mommy Claire let out an exhaustive sigh.

“Ah,” she moaned. “Such a good little boy.”

I’m not sure why, but her words pleased me. There was something about the tone, the sweet melody, it tickled my ear and made my entire body feel relaxed. And that, combined with the peaceful feeling of her flesh against my face, placed an entirely new perspective on the bliss of regression.

“Are you feeling it?” Mommy Claire asked. “Because it seems like your body is responding.

She was right, I did feel it, and while I wasn’t sure at that time if it would become an integral part of my life, there was no doubt it separated me from the cares of a stressful world.


SCENE 31

Mommy Claire

I would call what I gave Armani to be a rather vanilla experience, tame in my world, but there was no doubt that he responded favorably, and that opened the door for me to expand the field of play.


SCENE 32

Armani / Benjamin

Mommy Claire played with my newly shaven genitals until I had an orgasm and then I fell asleep in her arms, suckling at her teat. I can honestly say I don’t ever remember a deeper or more peaceful slumber. There was definitely something to the age regression experience, and the following morning, when I awoke and Mommy Claire asked if I wanted to move forward in her games, it was quite easy saying yes.

“What do you say handsome?” Mommy Claire whispered. “Would you like to spend another day as mommy’s good little boy?”

Her fingers wound gently through my hair, massaging my scalp, putting me at ease and her words nestled into my brain, into that comfort spot that feeds feelings of relaxation to all parts of the body. I know the importance of human connection, and the value of feeling another’s touch, but time with Mommy Claire was more than that. She epitomized the maternal connection and I can truly say that her presence alone had an impact on me, a powerful effect on my psyche.

“Yes, mommy,” I answered. The words came out in a baby like tone, which I hadn’t intended, but fit the situation perfectly.

Mommy Claire noticed and the smile on her face made me feel good, then she let me know just what was in store for my day.

“If it’s ok with you,” Mommy Claire offered, “I’d like to give you the full Mommy Claire treatment. I’d like to fully take command and show you what it means to have mommy in charge.”

Everything up until that point had been absolutely incredible and I was quite willing to move forward, to experience the next stage of her world. I gladly let her know.

“I’m happy to continue,” I replied, “you have been a wonderful host and I would love to submit to whatever you have planned next.”

She was still massaging my head, making me feel all relaxed, only now she turned my body, so she could look into my eyes while she spoke, and what she said confused me.

“The next step doesn’t require your submission, in fact I’d prefer it if you tried to resist,” Mommy Claire explained. “I am going to sensually dominate you and by the time I’m done you’re going to feel so good you won’t want to go back to the way things were.”

It sounded incredible but also a little dangerous. Domination of any sort has an ominous tone to it but the way she spoke, with such confidence, made me believe that she could really do it, and that made me wonder about all the people at the auction, and what they were really bidding on. Did they want to give up control? Did they want to submit to Mommy Claire’s command? All my life I had strived for more and more control and the thought of giving up what little I had was scary.

That’s when Mommy Claire’s massaging fingers wandered from my head and scalp and began to explore more of my body.


SCENE 33

Mommy Claire

I liked Armani from the moment I met him and had intended to give him a tame experience, keeping things well within his comfort zone. And that remained true right up until we were lying in bed and I began to explore his beautiful body. By nature, I am dominant. That doesn’t go away just because I like someone, and as my fingers wandered over his taut muscles and smooth skin, and I saw that look of awe and wonder on his handsome face, I couldn’t help it, the real me bubbled to the service, following my natural instinct.


SCENE 34

Armani / Benjamin

The first few touches were nice, the next batch of rubs were heavenly and by the time things escalated, to the point the interactions became erotic, I felt so good there would be no turning back.

Mommy Claire’s hand slid over my stomach and beneath the band of my boxers. Ever since she shaved me, I couldn’t stop touching the silky-smooth softness, and when her fingers glided over that newly shaven skin the excitement level quickly rose until my penis was erect and I felt like I might put a premature end to our games of fun.

What followed could be described by some as a hand job but it was way more intimate than that. Mommy Claire didn’t just stroke my arousal, she redefined my perceptions, not only bringing forth a rise of incredible bliss, but keeping me there, allowing me to savor every single moment.

And then it happened.

I never saw it coming. One moment I was riding the wave of a highly pleasurable spasm and the next thing I knew, it became all-consuming. I never noticed the point of transition. I only knew the moment when it became too much and I was no longer playing a role but instead fully indulging in a life changing experience.

Never in my life could I have believed a woman could dominate me through sensual touch but Mommy Claire was doing it, caressing me in a way that made my muscles weak and my mind more than happy to go along. There was no pain, or threat of force, only blissful rubs that felt so good the mere thought of them ending created its own form of torture.

And just to prove that point, Mommy Claire asked me a few simple questions.

“You’re such a good little boy,” she cooed, “you’ll wear a diaper for mommy, right?”

My body was piquing when she said it, the pulses in my balls shooting straight up my spine in such an incredible way, and I found myself nodding along, agreeing to the unfathomable, wearing a diaper as a grown man.

I never would have thought she could make me agree to such a thing but she didn’t stop at the head nod, she doused my freshly shaven cock and balls with baby powder, rubbed it in real good, adding to the blissful feelings in that part of my body and then lifted my legs to get a fresh clean cloth around my butt. It all happened so quickly and when the diaper came down over top of me and she secured the straps in place I felt a strange shift in the dynamic between us, as if we were no longer equals.

That thought might have had a chance to grow in my head but just as my mind tried to process it, Mommy Claire’s talented fingers went back to work, this time squeezing my excitement through the thin layer of fabric. I’m not sure how she managed to find all the right spots but she did and once again my muscles seized in response, frozen from the pulses of ecstasy shooting up my spine.

I wasn’t ready for the helplessness that followed. Somehow, I couldn’t lift a finger to stop her and while I wasn’t afraid, there was an element of weakness that I did not like. She literally could do anything to me and what she chose to do was gather me into her embrace, and provide my weary soul with comfort in my time of need.

Her soft smooth skin pressed against me. In a flash my fears dissipated. I no longer felt weak but instead empowered, held up by Mommy Claire’s strength, supported by her warmth. It was nice and I felt a deep connection with her in the moment. It comforted me in a way I can’t explain but felt deep down in my core.

Mommy Claire showed me my weakness and then satisfied my need, complementing my existence in a way that made me feel complete. The Mommy Claire Experience grew more profound with each passing moment and I can honestly say, I didn’t want it to end.


SCENE 35

Mommy Claire

Armani needed it. He may not have realized it when he was bidding at the auction, or when he first arrived at my estate, but with each infantilizing act it became clear, he needed my mommy love.

Deep down I wanted it for him, the long-term effects that come with letting go. And so, I fully indulged every last bit of his lust, rubbing and stroking that little pee-pee of his until he was begging for release.


SCENE 36

Armani / Benjamin

Heaven on earth.

That is how I would describe the moment of submission to Mommy Claire.

My mouth was wrapped around her nipple, suckling deeply as the mound of her soft flesh pressed against my face, granting me a feeling of calm and peace. And all the while her magic fingers pressed and squeezed around my pee-pee, stroking and rubbing in a way that brought my excitement to pique.

It was an incredible balance, extreme excitement in my loins and pacifying peace in my brain. I wasn’t sure how I was meant to respond and then it happened, her strokes pushed me closer and closer to release.

I tried to hold out, I tried to maintain my composure, but she had a firm grip on my lust and the more she teased the weaker I became. One pulse overwhelmed me, and it was followed by another, and another. I needed to remain strong but independence was impossible while riding the high of ecstasy and Mommy Claire had me brinking on the edge of paradise, unable to think straight let alone stand tall as a man.

The moment it happened I knew I was defeated. My excited pee-pee didn’t just lose control, it spurted relentlessly and the way the discharge filled the diaper made it clear that I was broken, my journey to regression complete.

I would have been embarrassed but the fuss mommy made over my sticky mess changed that. The joy in her eyes actually made me glad I had given in.

“Look who made messies,” she cooed, and no sooner did the throbs stop in my penis and she began the process of cleaning my sticky mess.

Initially, I would have thought that after my orgasm I wouldn’t want another diaper but the moment she wrapped a new one around my bottom I was relieved, my Mommy Claire Experience would continue.

That relief remained right up until she let me know the next step I would be taking in her world.


SCENE 37

Mommy Claire

My little boy was coming along nicely, fully accepting the role of submissive little, fully indulging in the bliss of age regression. It was time to push his evolution forward, to take the next big step in the adult baby process.

“This diaper stays on until my little boy makes a mess,” I informed him.

The shocked look on his face let me know he understood, and once that thought settled in, I informed him of the reward that awaited his next big step.

“And when that happens mommy’s going to give you a bath and I’ll show you the real joys of age play.”


SCENE 38

Armani / Benjamin

Ok, when Mommy Claire first said I was going to need to make a mess in my diaper, I thought it was messed up, but then she let me know that I would get a bath in return and all at once the situation became very real.

Could I pee in my diaper? The thought was extreme but on the flip side, I would be rewarded with bath time with my sexy mommy. All of a sudden, I began to play it out in my head and the longer I let that thought linger the more I wanted to experience it.

The first little dribble was the hardest, convincing my mind to let it go, but then I did it again, and again, until a steady flow started and my diaper began to sag from the weight. I peed myself and while I could tell you that it was awkward, the truth was I actually liked it, like I no longer had to be responsible, like I no longer had any cares. And the way Mommy Claire responded when I did, only added to my enjoyment.

“Ooh, you did it!” she exclaimed. “Looks like the little inside of you is really coming to the surface.”

I waddled after her to the bathroom where she proceeded to remove my wet diaper and clean me up. The wipes felt cold against my skin but her touch was warm and by the time my body was clean my erection was at full mast.

She could have made me cum but she didn’t, instead mommy rubbed my pee-pee until I was panting and then rubbed me some more, until I was writhing on the floor, pleading for help.

“Please mommy!” I wailed.

I’m not sure what I was begging for, only that I felt helpless and needed her assistance. Fortunately, Mommy Claire knew better than I did and before I knew it, she was filling her tub with warm water, following through on her promise of a bath.

I scurried into the tub the moment she asked but the real excitement came next.

With me in the tub, the warm water filling around my body, mommy began to disrobe.

Now, I’ve suckled at mommy’s teat, and her breasts are absolutely magnificent, but I had never actually seen her body outside of her clothes. And as she began to shed her garments, I couldn’t contain my excitement, the little boy inside of me eager to watch his mommy get naked.

What followed was a little boy’s lesson in the eroticism of strip tease. Mommy Claire showed a little and then covered up, showed some more before hiding her flesh, and revealed even more without ever allowing me to see the whole of her beauty. Her sexy shoulders, her toned thighs, her ample cleavage, her bare belly. It was all so tantalizing and I found myself stretching my neck, trying to see more.

I really was a little boy, spying on his mommy, and when the last of her clothing finally hit the floor and she stepped into the tub I was so horny and desperate I moved toward her, wanting to rub my little pee-pee against her beautiful body.

“Calm down little boy,” mommy scolded.

She held me at arm’s length, even as my lower body shifted and humped, trying to press up against her.

“Please mommy!” I whined.

Mommy responded in a flash, her hands upon me, her fingers deftly stroking my pee-pee beneath the warm water. In an instant she had me edging, the rising feelings overwhelming my body and my mind.

“It’s time for you to give up your manhood,” mommy informed me, “it’s time for you to accept your little place in the world.”

I knew what she was saying. I had given up control. I had nursed at her breast. I had felt the comfort of her dominance and savored the joy of letting go, soiling my diaper in an undeniable statement of my weakness. There was only one thing left to do, to accept my new station in life.

“I want to be your good little boy,” I admitted, “I want you in control.”

The smile on her face was undeniable and she rewarded my submission, finally granting me relief. With several targeted strokes she sent my orgasm over the edge, causing my pee-pee to spurt in the warm water and allowing me to savor the joy of her control. She had successfully separated me from any feelings of power, turning me into an insatiably horny little boy, desperate to fulfill his sexual desires with mommy, and I was so excited to move forward in the experience, I no longer held any reservations about giving in, diving head first into her adult baby games.


SCENE 39

Mommy Claire

All people can benefit from some good old-fashioned mommy love and Armani was no exception. After a couple days alone with me he was a changed man, or little boy as it were, and I couldn’t have been prouder of my accomplishment.


EPILOGUE

Mommy Claire

Charitable giving is at the heart of a true and meaningful existence. I believe that from the bottom of my soul and will continue to extend myself to worthy causes whenever the opportunity arises. The charity auction in Los Angeles was one example but I do not limit myself in helping others and I would encourage you to do the same. Find a worthy cause today and give from your treasure, either your time or your dollars, trust me, you’ll be glad you did.

For more Mommy Claire fun check out:

-          The Huntress 1

-          The Huntress 2

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles I

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles II

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles III

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles IV

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles V

-          Mommy’s Cure for Naughty Boys

-          ABC: Adult Baby Cuckold

-          The Cuck Request

-          Talk Dirty To Me

-          Mommy Domme: Mergers and Acquisitions

-          Manipulating Mason
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