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PROLOGUE

Mommy Claire

Guiding people, men and women, through the complexities of age regression is my passion. There is nothing more beautiful in my eyes than a grown person who has given up the cares and concerns of the adult world to indulge in baby play. 

Perhaps there is one thing I like more.

The one thing that I find more incredible than guiding someone along the path to age regression is the instance where the adult I am dealing with doesn’t instinctively understand the joy and pleasure of the adult baby world and needs to be helped along the way, coerced into submission until they see the light, and realize the true bliss of age regression. My preferred method of manipulation is sensual domination, controlling someone’s desire to the point of desperate submission, and I have never heard any complaints by the time I was done. 

Those sessions feature a true exchange of power, not out of choice but out of need, and it is that conquering of the human spirit that gives me the ultimate joy. 

I call them the alphas, the bigs that always need to be in charge, to be in control. They have so much to learn and I consider it my life’s mission to teach it to them, to break them from their control center and introduce them to infantilizing bliss. The entire process is good for me as well, bringing out my inner domme. Nothing makes me feel more alive than sensually dominating an alpha, controlling his desire until he has no choice but to submit to my control and accept his new role in life. 

The following is about a very special alpha, a man open minded enough to explore, but inexperienced enough to need a guiding hand, to help him along the way, and in some cases, push him over the edge into my adult baby world. 


SCENE 1
Mommy Claire 
 

I texted the moment I was in the hotel room. It had been some time since I had hosted an adult baby at a location other than my own home, but this was a unique circumstance, and Brad a unique guy. 

A couple of years had passed since I had last seen him, but through his emails and communications I knew that Brad was ready to move forward in the lifestyle, and exactly what I needed to do to get him there. 

Brad’s fantasy was all about sensual domination with a little infantilism thrown in for good measure. It was more common than he probably realized, a powerful businessman wanting to give up control in the safety of the bedroom. I was more than happy to cater to the request, especially with Brad, he was alpha to the core, a titan in the tech industry and a very powerful man. There is nothing I like more than stripping an alpha of his power, forcing him to come face to face with his own inner baby, and Brad represented the very top of that food chain. 

Many guys like to imagine giving up control, but with me there is nothing imaginary about it. By the time I was done with him Brad would not be able to think for himself. I don’t say that lightly, I knew Brad and I knew of his susceptibility to edging. For Brad the edging experience, brinking on orgasm without the satisfaction of release, was consuming, literally taking control of his muscles and brain, rendering him helpless. I intended to exploit that weakness, to make him yearn, all the way to the point of submissive desperation. 

I had done it to Brad before. Back then it was a different role play, a grown man submitting to a sexy seductress, but regardless of the scenario the process was the same, take him to the edge, keep him on the edge, and when his mind was at that weakened state of bliss, assume control. 

Only this time there was something different. 

Since our last meeting Brad had tied the knot, gotten married, and even more shocking, he was open to me about it. This was a major signal, that he was more submissive to me and my skills, than to his wife. Brad was willing to expose his weakness to me, and that alone granted me an incredible level of intimate control. 

It was flattering, knowing the control I had over his dick was more dominant in his mind than anything else. The devil inside of me intended to push him to the limit, to make sure his brain was well aware of his weakness, and who was really in control. 

I waited in the hotel room in anxious anticipation, and when Brad walked through the door, I didn’t waste any time, immediately putting him in his place. 

“Shed your clothes and get on the bed,” I said, knowing full well he would be too horny not to obey. 


SCENE 2
Brad
 

Mommy Claire’s text popped up on my screen letting me know she was ready. I had planned this yet I couldn’t stop my nerves from going wild. A million butterflies took off in my stomach. Was I sure I wanted to go through with this? I had fantasized about it a thousand times, but somehow there was fear to go along with the excitement as the reality grew near. 

I had asked for an infantilization role play and Mommy Claire was the very best when it came to adult baby play. I had seen her before, but I was a novice back then, and barely dipped my toe in the water. I couldn’t claim to be a newbie anymore, and once I sent Mommy Claire the email, asking to take another step forward in the adult baby game, I knew it was a slippery slope. 

The first time I met with Mommy Claire she was very loving but also very controlling. She realized right away how submissive I became when edged, and used that weakness to introduce my mind to age regression. It was only an introduction, but somehow it took root, resurfacing every time my penis got excited.

My recent marriage, and the unending bounty of sex in our first year of wedlock, kept those lust demons at bay, at least for a while, but it was only a matter of time before the urges returned and I was drawn back to Mommy Claire’s door once more. I kidded myself that I would only go once, to get it out of my system, but deep down inside I knew that if I gave her an ounce of control, whatever happened after that was entirely up to her.

I drove as fast as possible to get to her hotel and took the steps two at a time up to her room on the third floor. It was slightly ajar, and when I walked through Mommy Claire was right there to set the tone for our meeting. 

“Shed your clothes and get on the bed,” she instructed.

I did exactly as I was told, excited yet also nervous about what was about to transpire. 

“Look at your little pee-pee,” Mommy Claire said, taking my cock in her hand and stroking it up and down. 

I didn’t like her reference to my penis as small but the way she made me feel, her strokes granting me the high of physical bliss, I struggled to do anything more than grin and smile. 

She added, “If you were my husband, I’d make you a cuckold. Would you like to be my cuckold?”

Of course, I said yes, the way she was making me feel I would have agreed to anything. 

She continued her pleasure assault on my penis and it was wonderful. I knew I had reservations about submitting to Mommy Claire but at that moment I couldn’t figure out why. Her ministrations had me at the brink of ecstasy, unable to stop the flow of drool from my lips. 

That’s when she asked, “Does little Bradley feel good?”

My mind was too far gone to form words but I think she was well aware that I was feeling fine. And she didn’t stop.

With the feelings of euphoria pulsing to every part of my body she picked up the pace, stroking my cock with one hand while rubbing my balls and ass with the other. I had never experienced prostate massage before, but once she targeted both my cock and sphincter with those pleasure inducing ministrations, I knew it was too much. I had never felt so good in all my life. 

Then she said, “Beg to be my good little boy.”

It was a no-brainer. The way she was making me feel I would have agreed to anything. “Please Mommy,” I begged. “Please can I be your good little boy?”


SCENE 3
Mommy Claire 
 

He really was a horny little boy, one that was about to have his whole world turned upside down by a woman who didn’t just want to service his physical needs, but also wanted to control his mind. 

Brad undressed and got on the bed like a good little boy. I used that moment to further infantilize his mind. 

“Look at your little pee-pee,” I said, taking it in my hand and rubbing it until I had his full attention. “If you were my husband, I’d make you a cuckold. Would you like to be my cuckold?”

He grunted in the affirmative, just like I knew he would. He was feeling good, not quite at the edge, but gaining closer to that point when the pleasure would feel so good submission would no longer be an option but a requirement. 

I played some more, stroking him from the base of his shaft all the way to the rim of the head, careful not to overstimulate the top, a particularly sensitive spot for him. Each stroke brought him closer to bliss and I could see in his eyes the physical effects my ministrations were taking. Things were progressing nicely but I needed to incorporate more mental play if I was going to achieve the permanent dominance I desired. 

“Does little Bradley feel good?” I asked. 

Once again, he grunted his confirmation. Physically I had him where I wanted him, it was time to push his brain over the edge. 

With one hand stroking his shaft and the other tickling his balls and teasing his prostate, I introduced the mental play that would break his independence. “Beg to be my good little boy,” I said. 

“Please Mommy,” he moaned, “Please can I be your good little boy?”

It was an excellent start but in order to achieve my objective I needed to take him further. To make him submit to the unthinkable, all to satisfy his own lust. 

“A good little boy obeys his mommy,” I teased, “will you obey me?”

“Oh God yes,” he grunted. 

Still stroking his cock, I had him at the edge, pulsing in ecstasy, helpless to do anything but obey my command. The drool flowing from his mouth and the glassy look in his eyes said it all, he was in heaven and would do anything to stay there. 

“I have a client with a twelve-inch cock,” I informed him, still rubbing his penis to ecstasy, “he loves to fuck married women. Will you let him fuck your wife?”

Brad paused, still riding the euphoric high, but unable to process my suggestion. He wanted to submit, I could see it in his eyes, but I found his breaking point, the thing he couldn’t sacrifice. Several more rapid strokes made him think he was going to cum, but then I pulled back, withdrawing all stimulus. 

That got his attention. 

“Please!” he wailed. 

“You know what I want,” I snarled, gently gliding down the front of his shaft with a single perfectly manicured fingernail, stimulating him but not providing enough to grant satisfaction. 

He squirmed beneath my touch and I saw the conflict on his face as he struggled with his decision. “Ok,” he finally agreed, no longer able to resist. 

“Say it,” I said, taking his cock back in hand and resuming the pleasure assault. 

“Yes, yes,” he said. 

I rewarded his submission but I wanted more. I wanted him to fully accept the power he was granting to me, not only today, but for all days. 

“I want to hear you say it, out loud,” I said, stimulating his genitals with love, plying his brain with lust. 

“Please,” he moaned, and when he realized I was not going to grant him relief until he finally gave me what I wanted he gave in. “Please fuck my wife.”

He said it, out loud, and it was music to my ears. His submission gave me a tingle that was both thrilling physically and absolutely addictive from a mental perspective. I made him feel so good he gave up his wife, making me wonder just what else I could make this billionaire alpha do.


SCENE 4
Brad
 

Mommy Claire was quick to respond, “A good little boy obeys his mommy. Will you obey me?”

“Oh God yes,” I replied. 

She was still going to town on my cock and balls, making me feel incredible. I didn’t want to fight it. I didn’t want to resist. Then she said something that made the entire situation very real. 

“I have a client with a twelve-inch cock,” she said “and he loves to fuck married women. Will you let him fuck your wife?”

Mommy Claire was still stroking me towards ecstasy but her words sent a bolt of reality into my brain. Was she really going to have her friend fuck my wife? I couldn’t allow it but the way she was making me feel, I struggled to make those words come out of my mouth.

She continued to rub me, all the way from my balls to the top of my shaft, making me feel awesome, making me forget about everything else. I thought her mental mind play had ceased, that perhaps she was no longer interested in making me give in, and then she stopped, withdrawing all stimulus. 

What the fuck?

It was torturous to go from absolute bliss to no stimulus at all and she knew it. “Please!” I screamed.

She was very calm as she said, “You know what I want.” And then she gently touched my shaft with the tip of her fingernail, tracing a delicate line down the front, letting me know the reward for a good little boy who submits to his mommy.

I didn’t want to do it, I didn’t want to give in, but the agony of denial was too much for my mind to take. My penis needed to be touched, Mommy Claire created a need in me that only she could fulfill and I was powerless to stop it. I had never felt so weak in all my life, and as much as I didn’t want to give up my wife, I felt my brain succumbing to her command. 

“Ok,” I agreed reluctantly. 

I thought that would be sufficient. 

Her hands found their way back to my cock, stroking me to bliss once again. It was nice but she wanted more. “Say it,” she coaxed.

I tried to hold out, to resist the control Mommy Claire was seeking, but the thought of denial was too much for me. I needed her touch, no matter what I had to do to get it. “Yes, yes,” I said. 

She rewarded me, with even more pleasure, but now I knew the cost. In submitting to Mommy Claire, I was agreeing to have a man with a twelve-inch cock ravage my wife. The mere thought weakened me and yet I couldn’t bring myself to stop her. Why couldn’t I stop?

As if she needed to prove her point, she added, “I want to hear you say it. Out loud.”

Aw man. This was fucked up, somewhere in my brain I knew I shouldn’t do it, but my cock was in control and his needs weren’t going to be denied. The words started out of my mouth before I could even think. “Please. Please fuck my wife.” The moment the words crossed my lips I knew my life was forever changed. Mommy Claire didn’t just make me say a couple of words, she made me submit, to something I never would have allowed. I could no longer call it a game, it was all so very real. She really was in control.

At that moment Mommy Claire took me in her arms, cuddled me, and made me feel swaddled and loved. It was like she was letting me know that it was ok that I gave in to her and that with her everything would be alright. That did it, that simple act of love at my absolute weakest moment brought my mind crashing back to infancy, and the warmth and safety of my mother’s arms. It felt incredible being held like that, and I allowed myself to indulge in that feeling, assuming the role of little boy.


SCENE 5
Mommy Claire 
 

I saw the look in little Bradley’s eyes, he was there, he found his inner child. “It’s time to put my little boy in a diaper,” I said, pushing his mind to the brink, “would that be ok?”

“Yes,” he replied, any sense of resistance was gone. He was savoring the bliss of adult baby play. I had full control. 

“Yes what?” I teased. 

“Yes mommy,” he replied. 

As I wrapped the cloth around his bottom Bradley offered a weak smile. It was beautiful the way he gave up his power, submitting to my dominance and control. Seeing him in the diaper only served to strengthen my resolve. I was going to see this through, to make his infantilization permanent, and secure another obedient little boy in the process.

With the diaper around his bottom, I slid my hand inside, stroking his pee pee, keeping a steady flow of blood to his penis and away from his brain. I opened my blouse and withdrew my breast, allowing my excited nipple to touch gently against his cheek. I was tempting him, to latch on, to complete his journey to babyhood, pushing him closer and closer to final consummation.

He took me into his mouth and pursed down on my teat, sending an electric surge right to my sex. God how I loved that feeling, the ultimate connection between mother and child. “Good little Bradley,” I cooed.

It was nice, that exchange of power between us, but I wanted more. I didn’t want him to think this was an isolated incident, that he could back away. “This has been a fun game,” I said, contemplating a very wicked thought, “but it’s just been a game, if you really were a helpless little boy you might make a mess in this diaper.”

I repeated those words, gently in his ear, while simultaneously stroking his beautiful rod. I was driving home a mental play, the idea that an accident in his pants would confirm his infantilization, all the while my hands continued to drive his lust, pushing him to that exact destination.

I saw it on his face, the moment he realized he couldn’t hold it, and I savored every second of his mental decline, as he regressed before my eyes, transforming from grown man, out to play a seemingly innocent game, to infantilized adult, unable to stop the age regression that would forever dominate his mind.

“You really are a little boy,” I said, and I repeated those words, an incessant whisper in his ear.

He got lost in the nipple suckling and cock stroking while I fed his brain with the very thoughts that would forever define his weakness. 

Little Bradley soiled himself, spurting uncontrollably inside his diaper, but perhaps the more significant event was his inability to regain his composure, or his independence, even after he was cleaned up and dressed.

“Did you like the way I dominated you?” I asked, knowing full well the truth of the matter.

“Yes mommy,” he said. The business tycoon who controlled the lives of a hundred thousand employees quivered like a frightened child before me, no longer a man in my presence, but instead an obedient little boy.

“Good,” I replied, “because we’re going to start doing this on a regular basis.”

“Yes mommy,” he replied. 

I knew I had control of little Bradley but wasn’t sure if he was excited at the prospect or afraid of the consequence. I decided there was one more thing I needed to do, to ensure his long-term submission.


SCENE 6
Brad
 

Mommy Claire’s hands were all over me, stimulating nerve endings I didn’t even know I had, making me so hard I could cut diamonds. She knew exactly how to get me worked up but also keep me from getting too worked up, if you know what I mean. It felt awesome but also frustrating, I didn’t want it to end, but I needed to cum in the worst way.

“It’s time to put my little boy in a diaper,” she said, and I no longer had any strength to resist. Whatever she wanted she was going to get.

“Would that be ok?” she asked, but she already knew the answer. 

“Yes,” I replied. The entire moment was very confusing, I liked the hand job, and the connection between us, but there was something about the diaper, it had a deeper meaning and my mind struggled to accept it. 

“Yes what?” she teased.

“Yes mommy,” I replied. The words struck my ear. She was really taking me there, turning me into a little boy, becoming my mommy. The full weight of my submission began to take root.

I allowed Mommy Claire to wrap me in a diaper and if I thought I was submissive before it paled to how I felt once she had me like that. The moment was more powerful than I had expected, I would never be able to stand tall again, she really had stripped away my manhood.

As emasculating as all of it was, the way she manipulated my lust and made me give up my freedom, I still needed to cum and until that happened there was no end in sight for my submission to her. I really was a horny little boy, willing to do anything for mommy if she would just grant me the relief I so desperately needed.

With the diaper in place Mommy Claire ramped up the stimulus on my cock. She was a master at erotic stimulation and I loved the way it felt, closing my eyes, savoring the ecstasy. Everything else disappeared, right up until I felt her nipple graze my cheek. Instinctively I turned my head towards the heavenly feeling and latched on to Mommy’s bosom. I knew it was an infantilizing act but I was way beyond the point of trying to deny my new reality.

“Little Bradley,” Mommy cooed in my ear, “this has been fun but it’s just been a game, if you really were a helpless little boy you might make a mess in this diaper.” She repeated those words, over and over again, while simultaneously stroking me to eternal bliss. I knew I wouldn’t be able to hold out, but somewhere deep inside I knew there was a danger in letting go, that the long-term implications of having an accident in my clothes would forever mold my mind.

I made up my mind that I wouldn’t grant her that control. That I would preserve that last level of dignity. At first, I thought I it would be easy, that I could resist, but then she ramped up the stimulus, taking me way beyond anything I had ever experienced before.

“You really are a little boy,” she said, and I knew why she was saying it. She was pointing out to my brain, in no uncertain terms, that no matter what I might think, she had control of my cock, and with it my mind.

I couldn’t stop it, I lost control.

My penis spurted inside that diaper and I couldn’t do anything about it. I wasn’t an adult anymore. The moment it happened I wanted to cry, to mourn the loss of my independence. I really was a little boy. I could no longer deny that I was submissive and weak, unable to stop myself from making a sticky mess in my pants. I couldn’t look at Mommy Claire, instead I closed my eyes, suckled at her breast, and submitted to whatever she wanted from me and my life. 

Mommy Claire cleaned me and changed me, like the little boy I was. “Did you like the way I dominated you?” she asked.

As much as I didn’t like the way I felt, submissive and out of control, I couldn’t deny that I liked what she did to me. “Yes mommy,” I said.

“Good,” she replied, “because we’re going to start doing this on a regular basis.”

“Yes mommy,” I said, resigned to my fate. 

Countless thoughts surged through my brain as I got dressed and prepared to leave. Was this a one-time event? Would I be able to resist the temptation when thoughts of Mommy Claire returned?

Those ideas may have remained as unanswered questions however before I left, Mommy Claire did something that made the terms of our relationship crystal clear. She stood next to me, looked deep in my eyes and then pushed her hands down my pants. One hand found my cock and the other my ass and together she stimulated me to bliss once more. It felt incredible right up until I realized what she intended to do. She was going to make me have an accident in my big boy pants, a true and permanent testament to my weakness. I couldn’t allow her to do it and yet I was helpless to stop her. Mentally and physically she was superior, and in that solitary moment she removed any doubt about who was in control. It was emasculating yet also exciting and I wondered if that was what was in store for the rest of my life now that I had taken these steps with Mommy Claire. 


SCENE 7
Mommy Claire 
 

Before I let little Bradley walk out the door, I shoved my hands down his pants, one in the front and one in the back, confirming my control and leaving him with a lasting impression. With my hands inside his pants I stroked him, long and slow, until he lost it, making a mess in his big boy pants. Then I sent him on his way, confident that my mental and physical control would bring him back to my door over and over again.

Brad didn’t know it but his life was really about to be turned upside down. After we left the hotel, I followed him, all the way to his house, where I intended to force a meeting with his wife. It wasn’t enough to control him during the act, I wanted complete control of his life, and that included his young bride.

No sooner had he stepped across the threshold than I was right there knocking on his door. The look on his face when he saw me was priceless. 

“Who is it hun?” his cute wife asked, trying to look over his shoulder. 

Brad stood there, slack-jawed, dumbfounded.

“Aren’t you going to introduce me to your wife?” I asked, as I stepped through the doorway and into their home.

Unable to form words, Brad just stood there, undoubtedly afraid of what might happen next.

I gave him a hug and whispered the triggering words in his ear, “Who’s mommy’s good little boy?”

“I am,” he replied instinctively, a broad smile forming from ear to ear. Then he added, “Jen, this is my mommy. She’s in charge of us from now on.”

I didn’t know how that would be received and was absolutely thrilled by Jen’s response. “Oh my God, Brad hardly ever mentions you, I was beginning to think he didn’t have any family.”

Jen leaned forward to give me a hug and I used the opportunity to smother her with my breasts, pushing her face between my bare cleavage. She didn’t even try to resist, allowing me to rub myself all over her, and I sensed the actions aroused her. When we parted her face was flush, her nipples poked right through her thin shirt and her eyes were as big as saucers.


SCENE 9
Jen
 

I was really excited for Brad to come home. I had been inexplicably horny all day and desperately wanted to have sex. The moment he walked through the door I ran at him, jumped in his arms, wrapped my legs around his torso and kissed him hard on the lips. “Take me now,” I said playfully.

A knock at the door interrupted our fun. Brad answered but I was intent on getting rid of whoever it was so I could have my husband all to myself. “Who is it hun?” I asked, trying to get a peek over his shoulder.

Brad didn’t say anything but the woman on our front stoop did. “Aren’t you going to introduce me to your wife?”

She stepped forward, into our home, and gave Brad a big hug. It was the first opportunity I had to look at her and she was gorgeous. Older, yes, but beautiful and very sexy. Pangs of jealousy started to form in the pit of my stomach but then Brad spoke.

“Jen, this is my mommy,” he said. “She’s in charge of us from now on.”

His mom?

“Oh my God,” I exclaimed. “Brad hardly ever mentions you, I was beginning to think he didn’t have any family.”

I leaned forward to give my mother-in-law a hug and things turned awkward.

I’m only five foot, which isn’t usually a problem, but when your mother-in-law is five eight, and she pulls you in for a hug while wearing a low-cut dress, it creates a very awkward situation. There I was, introduced face first to her large and heaving bosoms, unable to get away. And to make matters worse, it was like she didn’t even realize it, holding me there while her smooth and soft breasts snuggled firmly against my face. 

When she finally separated from me, I was surprised, I was shocked, and if I’m being completely honest, I was more than a little aroused.

“Bradley,” my mother-in-law said, “you never told me how adorable your little wife is. I think I better inspect her to make sure she’s up to family standards.”

Mom then took me by the hand and led me to the bedroom, closing the door to give us privacy. “I guess Bradley told you about my background?” she said.

Brad had spoken very little about his family. This was all new to me. “Uh, no,” I confessed.

“I’m a professional domme,” she answered, “I sensually stimulate grown men and women to eliminate all of their stress.”

I had to admit that sounded nice and I told her so.

“I’ve already done it to Bradley,” she added, “and I’d like to do it to you too.”

I certainly had a lot of stress. “Ok,” I answered. 


SCENE 10
Mommy Claire
 

“Bradley,” I said, “you never told me how adorable your wife is. I think I better inspect her to make sure she’s up to family standards.”

Without another word I took Jen by the hand and led her to the bedroom, closing the door with Brad still on the other side. “I guess Bradley told you about my background?” I asked.

“Uh, no,” Jen replied.

“I’m a professional domme,” I explained, “I sensually stimulate grown men and women until all of their stress is gone.”

“That sounds really nice,” Jen replied.

“I’ve already done it to Bradley,” I added, “and I’d like to do it to you too.”

“Ok,” Jen agreed.

I didn’t wait for further confirmation, taking advantage of the situation to seduce the young co-ed.

I looked deep into her eyes and spoke to her while my fingers slowly unbuttoned her blouse. “The process is very simple if you are open minded,” I said. “You give up control, grant me total access, and in return I reward you with the most peaceful bliss you have ever known.”

Jen had reservations, I could see it in her eyes and on her face, but she didn’t want to go against her mother-in-law. It was a beautiful scenario, one I intended to exploit to the fullest.

In an instant I had Jen out of her clothes and on the bed. Another moment later and my fingers were skating lightly over her skin, causing goose pimples to form, and building the mental anticipation that would foretell her submission.


SCENE 11
Jen
 

Mom didn’t waste any time. In an instant she was before me, gazing into my eyes, unbuttoning my blouse. It was mesmerizing, the control she had over me, my inability to say anything even as she separated me from my clothing. Before I knew it, my blouse was undone and my pants were on the floor. I had no idea how she managed to do that so quickly and then she pushed me onto the bed, and her fingers began to skate lightly all over my skin.

When Brad’s mother said that she stimulated grown men and women to take away their stress I had visions in my head of a massage therapist or perhaps a family counselor. Those visions became instantly distorted the moment my clothes were gone and Mom began to tease my lust.

I had never felt anything so wonderful in all my life, a touch here, a graze there, constant yet unpredictable stimulation driving my desire. But she didn’t stop, soon her fingers became more aggressive, stimulating every sensitive nerve ending until I was literally pulsing in ecstasy.

I might have thought it couldn’t get any better but then she wormed her way between my legs and began to kiss and nibble her way up my thighs. It felt amazing, if not extremely naughty, and a part of me felt self-conscious for the way my body was responding. I was horny, I wanted sex, and I think I wanted my mother-in-law to give it to me.

She didn’t disappoint.

Just as I struggled with those conflicting feelings her tongue darted inside of my flower, caressing and massaging my button, causing my entire body to open up in the most obscene way. My first reaction was to close my thighs, to deny the pleasure feelings my body was experiencing, but Mom wouldn’t allow it. She continued to work my insides, driving my desire, creating powerful waves of lust that I was helpless to stop.

Between her lips, her tongue and her fingers Mom took my body on a joy ride of epic proportion, making me experience a level of pleasure I never thought possible.

And then the orgasms began.

I had cum before. In fact, I had cum many times. But I had never been completely overwhelmed by orgasm. They just kept coming and coming and coming. One after the other they washed over my body, until I could do little more than lie back and giggle while my body flooded the bed with my juices. The entire scene was lascivious and lewd, downright slutty, but when Mom brought her face close to mine and said, “Who’s mommy’s good little girl?” I was quite proud to announce that it was me.

“I am. I’m your good little girl,” I said.

Mommy continued to tease my pussy and I have to tell you it was incredible. All of my stress disappeared. I felt like I was floating on a cloud. My body continued to pulse around her fingers, fireworks of ecstasy rattled my core.

“Are you a good little girl?” Mommy asked.

“Yes,” I grunted, struggling to maintain my composure while her ministrations caused my entire body to pulse in euphoria.

“Good girl,” she said, “now I want you to beg for cock.”

The very thought made me hesitate. I may have submitted to my husband’s mother but I couldn’t bring myself to plead for another man’s dick. I was going to remain silent but then my mother-in-law increased the intensity.

I never saw where she got the vibrator but I felt both prongs as one entered my kitty and the other found a home inside my rosebud. It was an awkward invasion, one that I would have resisted with every ounce of my being had I seen it coming, but when she turned on the vibration, and those targeted pulses began to stimulate my insides, all hope was lost.

My body loved what she was doing and there was nothing my brain could do to overcome it.

Despite every part of my rational thought telling me not to do it, I screamed out in ecstasy. “Please fuck me, I’ll do whatever you want, please I want cock.”


SCENE 12
Brad
 

When Mommy took my wife into the bedroom, I tried to follow but she wouldn’t allow it. So, I sat by the door and listened to every moment.

Some things I couldn’t make out, and others I needed to fill in the blanks, but when it came right down to it, there was no doubt the moment Mommy Claire conquered my wife. Jen pledged herself to Mommy Claire, swearing to be a good little girl, begging for the twelve-inch cock that Mommy wanted to give her.

The thoughts that followed overwhelmed me. I felt both extremely weak and extremely excited all at once. I don’t usually like to give up control but there was something about the way Mommy Claire did it, to both me and to my wife, that was extremely erotic.

She dominated us, sensually, and then controlled our lust until we had no choice but to submit. It was the most incredible day of my life, made even better by what happened next.
 


SCENE 13
Bradley
 

The sounds inside the bedroom had grown quiet and I was very curious about what was going on inside. I knew better than to go in, Mommy Claire made it quite clear I wasn’t allowed. I wouldn’t dare defy her, but that didn’t mean I didn’t want to know.

I didn’t have to wait long. The door to the bedroom opened and Mommy Claire stepped out. She had a smile from ear to ear and when I looked over her shoulder I knew exactly why.

There was my wife, lying on the bed, a diaper wrapped around her bottom, a glassy eyed look on her freshly fucked face. Mommy Claire dominated her sex, there was no doubt, and fully infantilized her mind. Slowly I stepped into the room, to check on my wife.

“Mommy turned me into a slut,” Jen informed me, the smile on her pretty face letting me know she was happy about the transformation. “And she wants me to fuck a really big cock,” she added, “I hope you don’t mind.”

I wasn’t sure how to respond, I had started this whole sordid scene after all, but then while I was bent over the bed, talking to my wife, Mommy Claire turned her attention back to me.

She dropped my pants and began to stroke my cock with one hand while fingering my butthole with the other. I was still excited from listening at the door and then seeing my wife in the diaper, so she had little difficulty getting me to the brink. 

I tried to remain strong, but the way she teased my lust was too much, any sense of control slowly slipped away. I might have been ok with it but then my wife said something that shook me to my core.

“Is Mommy going to make you beg for cock too?”

That immediately brought images of a twelve-inch cock pummeling my cute little wife into my head. I quickly realized what Mommy Claire was going to do. I tried to resist but it was too late, my penis and my mind were already on the edge, it felt too good to stop.

For more Mommy Claire fun check out:

-       Adult Baby Diaper Lover

-       Beer Money Babies

-       Mommy Takes Control

-       Adult Baby Play Date

-       Millennial Baby

-       Help Wanted
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