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PROLOGUE

Mommy Claire

Frenemies, every woman has one, someone from her past that offers more harm than good but still has a pervasive presence in her life. Mine is from college. Laura and I competed over everything, from status to grades to boys, there wasn’t anything we didn’t fight about. If you’re a woman and you’re reading this then that probably sounds all too familiar to you. And if you didn’t have a frenemy of your own, you definitely knew someone who did.

The idea of frenemies isn’t new, but what is new is the ease by which we allow these ne’er do wells back into our lives, even years after we’ve parted ways. Mine returned by way of a Facebook friend request, inviting me to reconnect after decades of blissful non-contact.

Now you may think that a Facebook connection is a harmless thing but let me tell you, there is a wealth of information available on your Facebook page for anyone who might intend to control your life. And I may not have intended to take it any further when I accepted that request, but after fifteen minutes reminiscing about a lifetime of hate, I began to form a plan, to repay a hurt that was long overdue.


SCENE 1
Brad
 

She ran her fingers up the backs of my thighs in a teasingly light way that caused the thought of sex to zoom straight through my head and to my dick. It was extremely powerful, more powerful than I could have imagined, and in an instant my cock began to grow.

I had to stop it. I couldn’t let my trainer see me like that, not in response to her touch, not during my tryout for a scholarship. Using every ounce of will power I could muster, I tamed myself, calming my growing desire. I thought I was having success, until she ran those delicately light fingers up the backs of my thighs once more.

Holy shit!

A guttural groan escaped my lips, I couldn’t stop it. It was a primal grunt that emanated from somewhere deep inside, a helpless physical reaction to my sex being pushed to and beyond its limits. How could this be happening? Why couldn’t I control myself? Try as I might, the erection beneath my body grew, to the point of discomfort, too big to hide, too swollen to ignore. Then she spoke the words I feared most.

“Can you rollover so I can take care of your front?”

Oh shit! How was I going to get out of this? If I rolled over she would see how horny I was, from her touch. I tried to act like I didn’t hear her but she wasn’t having it. With a strength I didn’t know she had, Mommy Claire slid her hand beneath my thigh, pressed upward, and flipped me onto my back.

In that prone position it was impossible to hide the obvious, my erection bobbed from side to side. He had a mind of his own and, just like me, he was horny as hell.

“You’re erect,” she said with a gasp, “Is this sexual for you?”

I was embarrassed to say the least but there was no use trying to deny it, the evidence was as plain as my nine inch erection. But deep inside I wasn’t sure I wanted to deny it. In fact, the way I felt, what I really wanted was sex, even if it was with my trainer, the woman known as Mommy Claire.

“Please,” I moaned, looking deep into her eyes, a puppy dog frown on my face, hoping she might take pity on me. For a second, I thought it might work but then she cut me off.

“I can’t do that,” she explained, “what if your mother found out?”

Those were the words that came out of her mouth but at that exact moment the index finger on her right hand traced a single line up the front of my shaft. It was very light but distinctly there and it sent a charge of erotic energy straight to my brain. I took it as a sign, that if I played my cards right there might be an opportunity.

“Please! I swear I won’t tell,” I pleaded, hoping there was some way.

“I don’t know,” she said, “I could never live with myself if your mother found out.” That finger still danced all over me, but now it was wandering, to my shaft, my balls, and then my taint. It had my mind buzzing and my body yearning for more. She added, “It might be different if I had some leverage, something that guaranteed you wouldn’t tell.”

“Please,” I said, “I’ll do anything.”

I swear she licked her lips when I said those words.

“Anything?” she repeated back to me.

I knew it was a slippery slope, but the way I felt, extremely horny and desperate, I could think of nothing but my penis and her touch. “Anything,” I agreed.

That’s when she hit me with the bombshell. “If I had a picture of you sucking a dick, I’d feel confident you wouldn’t tell.”

I’ve never had any gay inclinations in my life, and had no intention of starting then, but that didn’t change my predicament. I needed to get off in the worst way. She waited out my silence, and then, when she realized I couldn’t agree to her demands, offered a compromise. “I need some kind of assurance,” she offered, “if you won’t suck dick, can I dress you up like a baby?”

Dressing up as a baby didn’t appeal to me either but the idea of being stranded with no relief was way worse. Despite my reservations I agreed to her request, and the moment I did, both of her hands found their way onto my engorged cock, granting me the stimulus I so desperately craved.

“Ah!” I gasped. “Thank you.”

“Do you like me touching your little pee-pee?” she asked while her hands granted me the most insane pleasure. Up and down, all around, touching all the spots to drive my lust. It felt so good I didn’t even care about her baby talk.

“Yes,” I willingly agreed, happy to get lost in those wonderful feelings.

“You will address me as mommy or the deal is off,” she informed me, and just like that her hands left my cock.

I’ve always been a quick learner and that moment was no exception. “Please mommy,” I whined.

Mommy Claire smiled in response, and then rewarded my submission with several targeted strokes to my member. It was heavenly, and I felt an orgasm approach.

“Thank you Mommy,” I said, quite content to grant her the mental control she desired in exchange for her attention. I repeated those words over and over again while she played, “thank you Mommy, thank you Mommy,” I said, until my mind actually began to see her as my dominant mother. It was definitely strange, and quite confusing, but with what she was doing to my penis it became easier and easier to accept with each passing moment.

Those long delicious strokes, from the base of my penis to the ridge of my head and then back again, sent pulses of pleasure coursing through my body. I never even noticed the cloth she placed under my butt, nor did I even care when she swaddled that fabric around my body.

I was diapered.

And the craziest part?

I think I liked it.

The cloth felt soft against my skin, and giving up control, accepting that Mommy Claire was in charge and could do as she pleased, was exciting. I may not have wanted to be her baby in public, but in private it was rather nice. I even allowed my brain to delve into the taboo nature of mommy controlling my penis, and that too became its own erotic stimulus.

Not once throughout the entire process did her fabulous fingers ever stop teasing me, exciting my lust like no one ever had. It was over the top erotic, driving me straight to the pinnacle of excitement, yet somehow she knew exactly when to pull back, denying me the opportunity to complete the journey. It was maddening, in the most delightful way, and I couldn’t decide if I loved it or if I was too far under her control to even understand the consequence of what was happening.

She could have kept me like that all day, wearing a diaper while she plied my penis with pleasure, but then she changed things. She presented me with her naked bosom.

The man inside of me wanted to press my face into her cleavage and motor boat those luscious orbs, but the little boy inside of me knew exactly what mommy wanted, and when she brushed her hardened nipple against my cheek, I turned my head and latched on like the good little baby she wanted me to be.

“Good boy,” Mommy Claire cooed, and I could tell by the tone of her voice and the smile on her face that I had pleased her. I’m not sure why, but it was important to me to please her, a feeling that grew stronger and stronger each moment I spent in her presence.

It was blissful the way Mommy Claire teased me, so much so that I didn’t even care when she started taking pictures of me in my new wardrobe. With each snap I felt a weakness building up inside of me, a dependence on my new mommy, a submission to a power far greater than I. She had photos that would keep me in line, but the truth was she didn’t need them. The way she controlled my dick there was no doubt she really was my master, my mommy, and oddly enough, that in and of itself proved to be a stimulant, driving my lust to an uncontrollable high.

That’s when she broke down my barriers once more.

“Does my little boy want to soil his diaper or suckle his own pee-pee?” she asked.

The way she said it, as if they were the most natural words in the world, let me know how serious she was. Mommy Claire didn’t do things half way. If I was going to live in her world, and savor her joys, I had a tough decision to make.

I couldn’t imagine shitting in my clothes, nor could I possibly pee with such a raging hard-on, so I opted for the suckling. It seemed to be the lesser of the evils since I was quite certain I was not flexible enough to perform the act.

Mommy Claire didn’t waste any time, positioning me on my back, with several pillows beneath my butt to prop up my lower half. From that angle my face and mouth were closer to my penis than ever, but still not within suckling distance. She then had me do shoulder bobs, bringing me closer and closer to the head of my penis with each bob, and nearer and nearer still. I still didn’t think it could happen, but then she did something that completely changed the game.

With both hands Mommy Claire ramped up her efforts on my dick, stimulating me beyond belief, vigorously applying targeted ministrations to my most sensitive zones. One hand glided up and down my shaft, stroking all the spots to maximize my pleasure. Her other hand alternated between tickling my balls and rubbing my prostate. She was building me toward an incredible orgasm, with the tip of my penis pointed directly at my face. It was sure to result in an explosive mess. I only hoped my discharge would be a dribble, and not the splatter she seemed to be working towards.

It felt incredible.

Let me rephrase that, I never felt so incredible in all my life.

And when she stared deep into my eyes and said, “Good little boys get rewarded, are you ready to be my good little boy?” I couldn’t agree fast enough.

“Yes mommy,” I pleaded, “I’m your good little boy.” The feelings were intense, what she was doing to me physically and the effects she was having on my brain. Nothing else mattered. I realized at that moment that it wasn’t just a game, or an isolated incident. It was all very real and I was helpless to stop it.

“Good,” she replied, “I want you to suck your penis.”

Hearing her words, seeing the look in her eyes, feeling the strength of her presence, something clicked inside my head. What I did next had nothing to do with wanting to suck dick. I did it because I wanted to please mommy, to prove to her that I was a good little boy, that I would obey.

I spread my mouth wide and leaned toward the head of my penis once more. It was big and purple and was closer to my lips than it had ever been before. I bent and stretched, cutting the distance in half, a mere two inches from the promised land. I was close but it wasn’t going to happen and then mommy changed her objective.

“Keep your mouth open wide,” she said, and the stimulus coming from her fingers ramped up another level.

I didn’t want to cum in my own mouth, but I also couldn’t disappoint mommy, that just wasn’t an option. Despite knowing what would happen I spread my lips wide and prepared for what came next.

Mommy Claire’s fingers performed a type of magic on my penis that made my body feel like it was floating on a cloud and my mind pulse with excitement. It was an ethereal experience, one that made me question everything I thought I knew about life and happiness. I loved her, for what she was doing to me and for how she was making me feel. At that moment I swore a change in my life, that I would do whatever it would take to please her.

With a deep exhale I bobbed my head once more, lunging my upper body forward. The two inches of gap between my lips and my dick disappeared and I felt it, the softness of my own skin against my lips. I suckled the head into my mouth, and swirled my tongue around the rim. I could feel every curve with my lips, and even let my tongue glide along the slit before swirling it around and around the head.

I did it.

I sucked my own dick.

And it was extremely exciting.

My penis began to throb and pulse, but I couldn’t stay in that position, the strain on my body too much to remain at that angle. Try as I might, my lips slipped off of the head just as my cock erupted. It was the most explosive orgasm of my life, draining my balls and coating my face with a splatter of my own sticky goo. It smothered my eyes, nose and mouth and Mommy Claire was right there to record every moment with her phone.

The entire experience was earth shattering, warping my perception of true bliss and leaving no doubt that Mommy Claire was my superior, both mentally and physically. The control she had over me was pervasive, she could make me do anything she wanted.

The entire scene was over the top erotic and left me with a pang of weakness that emanated from somewhere deep within. For some reason, now that I had cum, I thought mommy might not want me anymore.

“Please love me mommy,” I said, wrapping my arms around her body, taking her nipple back into my mouth. I had never felt so insecure in all my life, desperately afraid that she might have gotten everything she wanted and would no longer need me.

Mommy Claire erased any feelings of doubt with a warm embrace and a few words that would forever change my life. “I can take you in, as a permanent adult baby, but you have to give up all of your independence to me. Can you accept that?”

It probably wasn’t fair to ask me at that particular moment, having just come down from the most incredible experience of my life, but I answered then the same way I would answer every day since.

“Yes, Mommy.”
 


SCENE 2
Mommy Claire
 

Women my age love Facebook. Let me rephrase that, women my age love bragging about their lives on Facebook, and love even more making their friends feel jealous. They do this with countless photos of their extravagant vacations and special gifts, being certain to leave out any of the negative and mundane aspects of their lives, the things that would make them seem real, or human if I’m being honest.

My Facebook frenemy, Laura, never stopped. Whether she was bragging about her husband and the gobs of money that he made or her son who was the absolute best at anything he ever tried, she was constantly boasting how good she had it. It was just like back in school, where she always had to have the best of everything, and would crush anyone who got in her way. I was one of her unfortunate victims back then, all because I liked a guy she had her sights on. I was young then, and not very experienced in the ways of the world, so I allowed her to bully me, to put me down, to make me miserable.

I had grown since then, in so many ways. I wasn’t the pushover anymore. In fact, I had become dominant, among men and women alike, and I decided it was time for some retribution.

Ultimately my target was Laura, but I knew I couldn’t just make a full frontal assault, that would draw suspicion. What I needed was a back door entry, a way to get in close before she had a clue. That’s where her son Brad came into the picture.

Brad was attractive, and quite buff for an eighteen year old, but it was the way that Laura relentlessly touted his achievements, in school and on the volleyball court, that made me think he was my way in.

Utilizing my contacts at the local University, and the information readily available on Laura’s Facebook page, I devised a plan, to give my old nemesis a taste of a dish best served cold.
 


SCENE 3
Little Bradley
 

Mommy Claire’s instructions were crystal clear, and there was no way I would disappoint her, but that didn’t make it any easier. How do you tell your parents that you’ve decided to spend your life as a submissive adult baby? Or that your dominant mommy wants to meet them, and take a shot at infantilizing them too?

We spent hours working it all out, the exact psychological play that could convince one, if not both of my parents, to give it a try. And I had no doubt if it happened, if my parents gave in, that Mommy Claire would have her way.

“Mom and Dad,” I explained, “I’ve found a new way of living, an alternative lifestyle that is very healthy both mentally and physically. It’s a simple process of regression, allowing your brain to savor the wholesome goodness of a simpler time.”

Mom took it hard, storming out of the room, unwilling to listen to my explanation. Dad on the other hand was more reserved, hearing what I had to say, all with a healthy dose of skepticism but open all the same. It was the exact situation Mommy Claire had predicted, and I immediately started on the words she had coached me to say.

“Dad, I appreciate that you’re being open minded about this,” I offered, “I think once you’ve experienced it for yourself you’ll understand what I mean.”

“I didn’t say I would do it,” he replied.

Once again Mommy Claire’s prediction was spot on, as was her canned response. “You’re not just giving lip service, are you?” I asked. “I might have expected that from Mom, or anyone else that wasn’t open to change, but I thought you were different.”

That got him. I could see it on his face, his need to be open, to accept his son into his life, and just like that he agreed to the first step on a very slippery slope.
 


SCENE 4
Dad
 

My wife Laura and I made the trip to Las Vegas but she wanted nothing to do with meeting our son’s new friend. At first, I thought I might be able to convince her, but when the time came, she was adamant that she would take no part. Despite not wanting to go alone, I stepped into the limo in front of our hotel, determined to keep the bond with our son alive.

It was a short trip to a gated compound just outside of the city where I was welcomed into a sprawling mansion by an attractive twenty something who directed me to wait in a nearby room. It was a doctor’s office, complete with examination table and all of the requisite medical equipment. I was about to snoop around when a woman about my age, in a lab coat, a stethoscope around her neck, strolled into the room and said, “I’m glad you’re here. Take off your clothes and get on the table with the towel over you, I’ll be right back.”

The way she said it, all cavalier and everyday, I felt compelled to comply and so I took off my clothes and got on the table. When she returned her lab coat was gone, as was the stethoscope. Suddenly I felt naked in the presence of a very attractive woman.

“Do you like being naked while I’m dressed?” she asked, letting her hand come to rest on my thigh, just inches from the towel across my loins.

Oh shit! I felt extremely uncomfortable. “You were the one who told me to get undressed,” I responded defensively. I didn’t like the way things had turned.

Her entire face lit up as she said, “And like a little boy who desires a firm hand, you gave up control and did exactly as I instructed.”

Is that what I did? Is that why I did it? I wasn’t sure, I got out of my clothes, but I thought I was supposed to. This was all so confusing. I think she could sense what was going through my mind.

“Don’t worry,” she explained, “this is all very natural, and if you can keep an open mind, I can help you understand.”

I did want to remain open minded, and I definitely wanted to better understand, and so with a nod of my head I agreed. And yet I wasn’t sure what I was agreeing to.

“Are you familiar with sensory deprivation?” the woman asked.

“I’ve heard about it,” I answered, even though my knowledge on the subject was remedial at best.

“Good,” she replied, “I’m going to put a mask over your eyes, to remove visual stimulus from the equation. All you need to do is lie back and experience the moment.”

She placed a black mask over my eyes. It was thick, blocking out all of the light, but it was also soft, feeling smooth against my face. The darkness took a moment to get used to, and once I did, the sounds in the room became very distinct.

“Your hearing is the first thing to respond,” she whispered in my ear. Her voice had a cooing sound to it and I liked the way it tickled my inner drum. “Without sight your other senses become more aware,” she informed me, “let your mind experience the cacophony of sound.”

Every sound in the room stood out, crystal clear in my ears and in my mind, right up until she said, “and now we remove sound.” With a flick of a switch the room was filled with white noise. It wasn’t good, it wasn’t bad, but it filled the void making all other sounds disappear. It was right about then that the scent of fresh lilacs filled my brain.

“Your brain is adjusting,” the woman informed me over the seeming din of white noise, “your sense of smell should surge next.”

She was so very right. Not only could I smell the beautiful aroma of lilacs but a thrush of other wonderful scents filled my nostrils and my brain. There was vanilla, and strawberry and the lightest hint of freshly cut grass. That sweet combination took me back to a simpler time, of carefree days and fun filled nights. My body melted into the table, completely relaxed in a way I had not been in years. And once again her voice was right in my ear, taking me to the next stage.

“Now we remove the sense of smell so you can truly feel,” she said.

Just like that those wonderful smells were gone and I was seemingly alone in the darkness, the incessant white noise my only companion. She didn’t leave me alone for long, getting back in my ear with her deliciously sweet voice.

“Now we see if your mind can heighten it’s sense of touch,” she whispered. “I want you to think about your feet.”

I allowed my thoughts to drift to my feet and the moment I did I felt it, it was light, barely there, but I could feel it, the lightest touch on the soles of my feet. My mind worked harder and when I did those feelings became more pronounced, as if I was receiving the most wonderful foot massage.

“Allow the feelings to expand,” her wonderful voice instructed, and just like that the incredible feelings my mind was creating traveled off my feet and up the backs of my calves.

It was all so real, the way it felt, and if it weren’t for her heavenly voice never leaving my ear, I might have thought that she was the one touching my feet and massaging my legs. But her face was next to mine, her hands resting gently on my shoulders, doing their own manipulation, rubbing my neck and massaging my scalp. All of it felt so incredible, and then she was back in my head, pushing me one step more.

“Let your sense of touch free,” she cooed, “allow those feelings to travel.”

I did as she instructed, removing any thoughts of restriction from my head, and when I did the heavenly feelings on my legs became even more distinct, traveling above my knee and in between my thighs. The spot it reached was very intimate and I felt my body responding in a most lewd and obscene way. I would have been embarrassed but she was right in my head, calming my nerves, letting me know all was ok.

“Don’t fight your body’s natural response,” she said.

I knew her words, but I couldn’t help feeling self-conscious as my erection grew. I may have been blind folded but there was no way she couldn’t see what was happening. Yet she never made mention of it, instead focusing on me and my journey.

“You’re making great progress,” she informed me, “but there’s something missing. You’re blocking your body’s natural reaction.”

I didn’t know what she meant. The entire experience was over the top, very pleasurable while also educational. I thought I was being open to the experience.

“I think I know what it is,” she explained. “Are you blocking thoughts of sex?”

I don’t know how she knew, but when I felt my erection growing I intentionally tried to avoid anything that might arouse me.

“Open your mind,” she whispered, “let your brain go where it wants to go.”

It took some effort, but I allowed my brain to open up, and when I did, those wonderful feelings on my calves and knees spread, until it felt like there were two hands inching up my thighs. My penis sprang to full height in response but despite the self conscious feelings welling in my head I allowed it to happen, I let my brain go where it wanted to go.

It was thrilling, and naughty. Even though it was all in my head the feelings were highly sexual, and my body was piquing in a pre orgasmic bloom that would normally be reserved for my marital bed. And yet there I was, experiencing that euphoria in the presence of a stranger.

That may have been my moment of epiphany or perhaps my moment of defeat, I couldn’t be sure, because the second I allowed those feelings to progress, to no longer resist their advancement, it felt like two delicate hands wrapped around my cock and balls and began the most insane pleasure assault imaginable.

That’s when the gravity of the situation hit me. I was alone with a woman I barely knew and my body was piquing in sexual ecstasy. I might have tried to stop it, and probably should have, but the moment those thoughts crossed my mind, her magical voice was right in my ear, with words to pacify my resistance.

“This is all totally natural,” she cooed, “your mind and your body know what they need. The more you give in the better it will be.”

I’m not sure what made me think that I should trust this virtual stranger but for some reason I felt compelled to do just that, and the moment I did, the moment I allowed my body and my mind to submit to what was happening, my entire disposition changed. For the first time in my life I felt at one with the world, the incredible feelings of pleasure on my genital region, and the soft warmth of her flesh pressed against my body and my face, granting me a feeling of other worldly bliss.

I don’t remember the exact moment I latched on to her breast but I will never forget the way I felt when I realized exactly what I was doing. I had slipped into a former version of myself, a little boy who wanted nothing more than to suckle at his mommy’s teat and savor her warm embrace. And I was so relaxed I followed through on that desire, taking advantage of the situation.

“I’m so sorry,” I explained, pulling away from her. “I don’t know what came over me.”

The angelic tone of her voice let me know she was not upset. “You gave in to the moment,” she replied, “it was beautiful, it was my pleasure to be there for you.”

And with that she applied the lightest pressure to the back of my head, bringing my face back in contact with her bosom. I wasn’t sure how to respond but I knew I wanted to feel that connection again so I chanced another suckle. Her audible gasp when I latched on was music to my ears, encouraging me to submit to the moment once more.

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

I took a chance, giving in to the feeling, realizing the euphoric reward of my submission. At that point my entire body floated, my mind reeling in both mental and physical ecstasy.
 


SCENE 5
Mommy Claire
 

The invitation for Brad to visit the University and meet with the volleyball coach was specifically coordinated with the museum fund raiser that Laura was chairing back in their hometown. It was the perfect opportunity to get Brad alone, away from his parents, all easily arranged via information readily available on Facebook.

I met him at the airport, introduced myself as Mommy Claire, the athletic trainer for the University, and then put my plan into action. The tour of campus and the meeting with the coach went exactly as planned and segued perfectly into a follow up physical exam and massage session, performed by me, upon my new prey.

I led Bradley to a private examination room saying, “You did quite well out on the court, coach was impressed, but it takes more than skill to get make this team, he wants to know you have a strong work ethic and that you’re in top physical condition.”

“I work out every day,” he replied, adding, “I eat right and am a very hard worker.”

“I’m sure you do,” I answered, “but we have our own ways of testing body mass and muscle tone. Why don’t you disrobe and get on the table, I’ll be back in just a moment.”

I didn’t wait long, returning to the exam room to find Bradley and his muscular frame naked on my table, with nothing more than a thin white towel between me and his most sensitive zones. I marveled at how easy it was to get this young man out of his clothes, and what I was going to do with him now that my plan was unfolding.

I took some time fondling his muscles, pretending to assess his tone and conditioning. Really what I was doing was finding his erogenous zones, given away by his involuntary gasps each time I stimulated them. After just a few short minutes, I knew exactly where and how to touch my charge to drive him to the pinnacle of excitement.

Like most guys the inners and backs of his thighs provided the gateway to his passion and I spent a good amount of time rubbing him there, until his mind and his penis were fixated on sex and the carnal desires of his body.

“Holy shit!,” I heard him groan, followed by a primal grunt that emanated from somewhere deep within. It was so cute, the way he tried to resist, but I already had him, a point made obviously clear when I spoke my next words.

“Can you rollover so I can take care of your front?”

Little Bradley froze. He didn’t want to show me his raging hard-on, the evidence of his weakness and the precursor of his submission. But I was on a mission, not to be deterred by the confusion of a young man about to have his whole world turned upside down.

I didn’t wait for a response, instead I slid my hand beneath his thigh and pressed upward, turning my charge onto his back, bare before the world.

I tried to act like his erection was a shock to me. “You’re erect,” I said in feigned surprise, “Is this sexual for you?”

“Please,” he whined, looking up at me with a combination of crazed lust and utter confusion plastered on his handsome face.

It was the moment I had been waiting for and I made the most of the opportunity. With a single manicured finger, I traced a gentle line up the front of his shaft, sending waves of pleasure coursing through his body and into his brain. At the exact same moment, I replied, “I can’t do that, what if your mother found out?”

The look on his face was adorable, confused yet desperately horny. “Please! I swear I won’t tell.”

“I don’t know,” I teased, “I could never live with myself if your mother found out.” That was the message my words fed into his brain, but my fingers had a different story to convey, a tale gently directed to the most sensitive spots of his genital region. “It might be different,” I offered, pushing him closer and closer to the brink, “it might be different if I had some leverage, something that guaranteed you wouldn’t tell.”

“Please,” he gasped, “I’ll do anything.”

Those were the words I had been waiting for. “Anything?” I replied.

It him but a split second to acquiesce. “Anything,” he blurted.

I didn’t waste any time, I had him where I wanted him, it was time to force his hand. “If I had a picture of you sucking a dick, I’d feel confident you wouldn’t tell.”

That bomb shell practically broke his brain. He wanted to get off in the worst way, but gay sex was beyond his realm of comprehension. Realizing it was too much for him, but wanting to secure my dominance, I offered an alternative. “I need some kind of assurance. If you won’t suck dick, can I dress you up like a baby?”

The relief on his face was evident. He may not have wanted to be infantilized but it was an option he could come to grips with, and when he offered a gentle nod, I was quick to reward his submission.

I have given many hand jobs but what Little Bradley received next was the best of the best. I teased his cock with rapid, targeted strokes, while simultaneously fondling his balls and ass until he was moaning in delight. I brought him to the brink of ecstasy, and kept him there, until his mouth was drooling and his eyes were rolled halfway to the back of his head.

“Ah! Thank you!” he groaned, the whites of his eyes all I could see.

“Do you like me touching your little pee-pee?” I asked, already knowing the answer but wanting to bring his brain in on the infantilizing fun.

“Yes,” he panted, a plastic smile plastered on his silly face.

I withdrew all stimulus, looked him directly in the eyes and said, “You will address me as mommy or the deal is off.”

“Please mommy,” he whined, and upon hearing his words of regression I immediately returned my hands to his member, granting him the euphoria he desperately wanted.

“Thank you, Mommy!” he replied, and I knew from that moment forward that I could make him do anything I wanted.

I played with Little Bradley. I diapered Little Bradley. I nursed Little Bradley. And in the end, I claimed him as my own, the first of multiple steps in my quest to secure revenge on my college frenemy.
 


SCENE 6
Mommy Claire
 

Taking advantage of the eighteen-year-old Bradley was easy, he gave in at the first moment of sexual arousal. His father on the other hand was a more difficult challenge. Physically he was susceptible to my ministrations but mentally he was more reserved, seemingly in control. It was going to take more of an effort to separate him from his control center. Fortunately for me I had tools at my disposal, special skills to manipulate his mind and break his power.
 


SCENE 7
Dad
 

My dick was as hard as a rock and my body was still pulsing when she turned off the white noise, removed my blindfold and helped me off of the examination table. It was an odd feeling; my body had been taken to the brink of ecstasy however the journey felt incomplete. I had never been so close to the edge without coming, and my brain struggled with that thought.

The woman offered me a plush robe and directed me to sit in a comfy executive chair across from her large mahogany desk. I sat down and she took a seat on a stool at my feet. I had never been so horny in all my life, I felt like I might burst, and it only got worse when I looked down at her on the stool, and got a bird’s eye view of her wonderful cleavage.

My dick bobbed and twitched beneath the thick robe.

“I always like to end things with an exit interview,” she offered, “So you aren’t confused when you leave here.”

It seemed logical. I was rather confused after everything that had happened and the way my body was piquing. “Ok,” I agreed.

“Perfect!” she replied, a joyous smile on her beautiful face. “Over the next several hours, and perhaps the next couple of days, you are going to experience some very powerful emotions. That is perfectly normal, whenever those feelings begin to pique, I want you to think about me and how I made you feel.”

It was a lot to take in, my brain struggled to cope. What exactly did that mean? “Powerful emotions?” I questioned.

She continued, “We have unlocked a part of your brain that has been closed off for quite some time. This will cause you to think of me as your mommy, and may even get you physically aroused.”

“Wait, what?!?” I heard her but it didn’t make sense.

“Oh honey, it’s perfectly normal, I thought you knew,” she explained. “Normally a guy would ask to ejaculate and I would take care of him and things would be done. But you never asked, so I didn’t do it, which means you didn’t complete the cycle. Since you didn’t finish, your mind and your body will forever connect me with that incredible pleasure. I may be wrong, but I think you’re going to want to see me again, and you’re going to want me to dominate you, maybe even put you in a diaper.”

A diaper?

“That can’t be true,” I objected.

She just nodded her head while jotting notes on her clipboard. “I know it’s a lot to take in. Perhaps you’ll be different,” she replied with a wry smile. “Why don’t you go back to your wife and, if at any time you need me you can give me a call.”

She slipped me her business card and when she did her fingers grazed the back of my hand, sending a spark of energy to my brain and to my loins. How did she do that? I would continue to wonder even as she escorted me out of the building and to the waiting limo out front.

A thousand thoughts raced through my head on the limo ride back to the hotel and my wife. There was no doubt I was horny as hell, hours of stimulation without release will do that to a guy, but did that mean I desired the control of a woman other than my wife?

Laura was asleep on the bed when I entered the hotel room. She looked so beautiful and sexy I did the first thing that came to mind, slipping into the bed next to her, fondling her cute little frame.

“Not now hun,” she said, pushing me away.

That created quite a dilemma. I don’t usually masturbate but my excitement level was at an all-time high and Laura wanted nothing to do with me. I slipped into the bathroom, away from my wife’s view, dropped my pants and took my penis in hand.

Two strokes got me erect but for some reason I couldn’t attain the level of excitement that only moments ago seemed impossible to avoid. It was vexing, to be so horny and still not be able to complete the act. Then my thoughts reverted to my new friend and everything changed.

The mere thought not only caused my erection to grow, but it also caused a piquing in my brain, a flood of pleasure chemicals that made me feel equally euphoric in my dick and in my mind. I doubled down on those thoughts, and soon I was right there, lying in mommy’s lap, nursing at her teat, my penis edging toward the orgasm I had so strongly resisted a mere hour ago.

The force of the eruption, and the way the semen spouted from my tip, confirmed just how powerful mommy’s influence was on my body and my brain. And as I lay there in post-orgasmic bliss, one thing was abundantly clear, the lure of mommy would draw me back.
 


SCENE 8
Mommy Claire
 

When you take a man to the brink of orgasm and keep him there, without relief, it is only a matter of time before he breaks down and gives in to the awesome power of unbridled lust. I have used that technique to dominate men for as long as I can remember and to date, it has never failed.
 


SCENE 9
Dad
 

The name on the business card read, ‘Mommy Claire’ and saying the name aloud caused a physical reaction in my loins. I was nervous dialing the phone but she put me at ease the moment she answered.

“I was hoping you would call,” she said, “we’re going to have so much fun on our journey.”

I stuttered my response, “Uh, Uh, Uh, ok.”

“Perfect,” she replied, “pick up a pack of adult diapers your size and be here by ten.”

“What?!?” I balked.

“I’m going to turn you into a submissive little boy,” she informed me, “I’ll diaper you, and nurse you, and play with you, until you can’t think for yourself. Won’t that be fun?”

What it was, was scary as hell, but the raging hard-on in my pants let me know that fear wasn’t going to stop me. My brain and my penis wanted to experience it, and nothing was going to deter that quest.
 


SCENE 10
Dad
 

I walked into her office and Mommy Claire immediately led me to the examination room. Patting the table, she said, “Disrobe and get on the table. From now on you are a little boy and I am your mommy. If at any point you do not accept those roles then we are done and I will no longer pleasure you.”

In an instant everything became very real. I may not have wanted to be a grown baby but I knew my body needed her touch, and that I could not put at risk. Momentarily thoughts of my wife drifted in my head, but even that wasn’t enough to stem the flow of lust in my blood, the draw of Mommy Claire’s reward was too much to resist.

“Yes mommy,” I replied, shedding my clothes and presenting my naked body to my new master.

Unlike our first encounter, Mommy Claire began this session by unbuttoning her blouse and presenting me with her breast. I latched on at the first opportunity, preferring to suckle at her teat with my eyes closed than to watch her mental domination of my body and mind. I already knew she had manipulated my lust, to the point of desperation, I only hoped her plans for my submission would not be irreparable.

“Before we can get started on your pleasure ride I need to take care of a few details,” she said. “Little boys like you should not have any hair down there, so I think it’s time we shave you.”

The thought of having my cock and balls shaved bare was scary. How would I explain that to my wife? And yet when Mommy Claire placed her hands on my cock, and began to lather me with shaving cream, I was helpless to do anything more than watch and coo.

“Ah,” I gasped. Her hands felt incredible, sending pulses of pleasure to every part of my being, eliminating any thoughts of resistance.

She used a long straight blade that took away large swaths of hair with each swipe. It was emasculating giving her that kind of control and yet when she was done, and I was hairless, I had never been more excited.

She allowed me to touch my newly shaved area and I have to admit it felt amazing. I never realized anything could be so soft, and I spent more than a moment fondling myself while mommy watched.

“You like that don’t you?” she asked, a beautiful smile on her pretty face. “But it’s not polite for a little boy to touch himself like that. If you have needs all you have to do is ask mommy.”

I couldn’t believe I was about to say it, but we were at that inevitable point, where the needs of my body overtook the rational thoughts of my brain. Despite my marital vows that I swore would only belong to one woman, I pleaded for Mommy Claire’s attention. “Please will you take care of me?” I asked.

Just like that Mommy turned her loving attention towards me, applying baby powder to my freshly shaved region and then following with a diaper wrapped around my loins. It was infantilizing to say the least, but a small price to pay for the immense ecstasy she supplied in return.

The way she rubbed me, through the thin fabric of the diaper, targeted on my most sensitive zones, was thrilling. I felt my orgasm building and it felt wonderful. I might have thought she intended to make me cum, but after my previous experience with Mommy Claire, I was quite confident that her intention was to drive my lust to the point of incapacitation.

She continued stroking me, feverishly, and when I thought I could take no more I let her know. “Mommy, I can’t take it, slow down.”

“Don’t worry,” she assured me, “only a little boy would make a mess in his diaper. You can hold out.”

I knew what she was saying but my physical response was operating in a completely different reality. She was exciting me immensely and I had no idea how I could hold back. “I can’t hold it,” I said.

Yet she reassured me, “This is just a game, you can hold out. Only someone who really wanted to be infantilized would soil his diaper.”

I don’t think she realized just how close I was, and I definitely did not want to disappoint her, so I focused all of my thoughts and energy towards resisting those familiar feelings. At first, I thought I could do it, that I could calm my growing excitement, but then she brushed her hardened nipple against my cheek, setting off a chain reaction that I could not control.

My instant reaction was to turn toward that heavenly feeling and when I did, my lips formed perfectly around her nipple, gathering it into my mouth. I didn’t think, I did what came natural which is also why I pressed my face against the remainder of her bosom, curled my lower body into a fetal position, and gave in to the moment, letting go of any and all other thoughts.

Perhaps deep down inside I wanted to be infantilized, to give up all control to my dominant mommy, at least that’s what she told me after we were done, but in that moment, when my conscious mind realized the full effects of what was happening, I tried with all of my strength to hold back, to keep from experiencing an act that was certain to have lasting implications. Despite my greatest effort I lost the battle, my bodily functions surging as if I hadn’t yet learned the art of self-control, soiling the very diaper mommy had fashioned around my bottom. In that instant my brain regressed, a most impactful event, perhaps even permanent.

“Oh my God!” Mommy Claire exclaimed upon seeing the fluids seep through my diaper. “You really are a little boy, you really want this.”

I tried to deny it, to defend myself, but she just wouldn’t hear it. She kept reiterating those words. “You really want this, you want to be a submissive little boy.”

There are many things you can convince your brain, including that you want to be an adult baby, but it is impossible to bring it all back once you have truly regressed. Uncontrollably soiling my diaper did that for me, and finding a warm and welcome home at Mommy Claire’s bosom completed the transition.

I’m not sure how long I laid there, suckling at Mommy Claire’s teat, savoring the warmth and security of her presence, but I do know I didn’t want to leave. She introduced me to a life changing experience, one that created a new and better reality for me, and I could not imagine going on without it. I was Mommy’s good little boy and I loved it. It wasn’t until she spoke her next words that the true reality of it all came crashing down around me.

“Next time you come back,” Mommy Claire cooed, “you need to bring your wife.”
 


SCENE 11
Mommy Claire
 

I set the table the best way I knew how, granting him the high of physical bliss and then requiring a small token of commitment before supplying even more of the addictive euphoria. It worked wonderfully getting him into a diaper, I only hoped my mental control was strong enough to allow his submission to extend to his wife.
 


SCENE 12
Dad
 

My mind overflowed with thoughts on the ride back to the hotel. The question was, “How was I going to convince my wife to join me on the next excursion?” Oddly enough, the thought of not returning never crossed my mind.

“Hi honey, I’m back,” I called to my wife as I entered our hotel room.

“I’m in the tub,” I heard her voice through the closed bathroom door.

I thought about going in, to check out my lovely bride, naked in the bath, however a part of me deep inside knew she would be upset, and I didn’t want to get off on the wrong foot.

The moments I had to wait proved to be very useful. In that time; I convinced myself of an entirely new tact, to get my wife to comply to an outrageous demand.

“Honey,” I said, “Brad really needs us to be there for him. I know you have reservations, but for the good of our son, you need to learn more about this life he has chosen.”

I could see it on her face, she may not have wanted to go, but there was no way she would do anything to hurt our son.
 


SCENE 13
Laura
 

My husband is a saint, he is always so patient with our son, and always knows how to bring me off the ledge when I overreact. That is exactly what happened when Bradley came home to tell us about his new girlfriend. At first, I wanted nothing to do with her, the thought of losing my little boy was too much, but over time my husband showed me the light, that if I didn’t accept his life choices, I risked losing him, forever.

Those are the thoughts that raced through my head as we rode in the back of the limo to Bradley’s girlfriend’s house. When we pulled up in front, it all started to make sense. This woman was older and she was rich, fancy limousine and palatial mansion. I could see how my little Bradley got caught up in the easy lifestyle. I only hoped I would get an opportunity to show him the truth before it was too late.
 


SCENE 14
Mommy Claire
 

I watched out the window as the limo pulled up in front. As much time and energy as I had put into the plan, there was a distinct pleasure in seeing my mark get out of the back of the vehicle.

Everything was coming together perfectly.
 


SCENE 15
Laura
 

My husband and I walked up the steps to the large front door. I must admit it was rather intimidating, all that wealth and power. I was steeling my nerves when the door flew open and the most beautiful young woman stood before us.

“You must be Bradley’s parents,” she greeted us. “My name’s Alyssa.”

I was relieved.

All this time I had this idea that Bradley was mixed up with an older woman, a cougar. But this cute little thing couldn’t have been more than nineteen or twenty. She welcomed us into her home, taking me by the hand and leading me up the sweeping stair case while directing my husband the other way. “You can go to the office,” she said over her shoulder, “I’m sure you remember how to get there.”

Upstairs Alyssa led me down the hallway to a large bedroom finely appointed with Victorian antiques. It was absolutely beautiful and filled my imagination with thoughts of a simpler, more romantic time.

“You can wait here,” Alyssa said, “someone will be with you shortly.”
 


SCENE 16
Dad
 

I left my wife with our hostess and hustled to the office where I found Mommy Claire working on some paperwork at her desk. I fumbled with my belt and pants, eager to get to naked time with mommy.

“Looks like someone is excited,” she offered. “Did you bring your wife like I told you?”

“Yes mommy,” I replied, happy to show her what a good boy I was and even more eager to be rewarded for my good deed.

Mommy Claire stood up, circled the desk and approached me. Without a word she got down on her knees in front of me, tickled my balls with her left hand while gently stroking my shaft with her right. It felt great, made even more exciting by the bird’s eye view I had of her gaping cleavage. In an instant I was rock hard, an orgasm approaching.

“I’m going to offer you a deal,” Mommy Claire said, still stimulating me with her fabulous fingers, “you can have sex with Alyssa, the girl who met you at the door, or you can wait until I’m done with your wife and I’ll give you the full mommy treatment. What do you say?”

I may have been horny as hell, and absolutely desperate, but my desire wasn’t for random sex, it was for Mommy Claire. It took all of one second to think over my response.

“I want you,” I said, and the smile on Mommy Claire’s face let me know I had made the right decision.
 


SCENE 17
Laura
 

I had only sat down on the edge of the four poster bed for a moment before the door opened and in walked the most beautiful man. He introduced himself as Tyler, and based on his muscled physique I had no doubt that he worked out most hours of the day.

“Hi, I’m Tyler,” he said. “I’m here to get you prepped for your session.”

Prepped for my session? I wasn’t exactly sure what that meant but didn’t feel I was in any position to argue so I went along. Tyler took me by the hand, led me through the attached bathroom and into another room where there was a massage table set-up in the center of the floor.

“Would you like for me to assist you in the disrobing process?” he asked, and the way he said it, I think he expected me to say yes.

“I think I can take care of that myself,” I replied, wondering just what kind of place they were running. Did married women usually have the hunky masseurs help them out of their clothes?

Tyler left and I took my time with my clothes. Was I supposed to remove everything? Should I leave my panties on? I followed the more traditional massage process, removing all of my clothing but covering up with the provided towel. I was more than a little self conscious as I waited and that feeling did not recede when Tyler returned wearing only a pair of boxers.

“Oh my,” I gasped when he moved towards me and I saw the way his bulge moved beneath the thin fabric. I didn’t mean for it to happen but I felt myself getting excited, a thought I quickly tried to tamp down with little effect.

He circled the table, bringing himself square with my head and asked, “Are you familiar with sensory deprivation.”

“Not really,” I answered, still trying to shift my mind away from thoughts of sex.

Tyler covered my eyes with a black mask. It was very soft, and comfortable on my face, but it completely blacked out all light, making me more than a little nervous.

“It will take a moment to get used to the darkness,” he explained. “Just relax and let your body respond in its own natural way.”

Suddenly every sound in the room became magnified. I could hear the cool air as it moved through the vent, the sound of Tyler’s breathing, his feather light footsteps on the carpeted floor.

“Without sight your other senses become more aware,” Tyler informed me in a voice barely above a whisper. “Allow your mind to experience it all.”

It was amazing. I really could make out every sound, focusing on every minute detail. That’s when he introduced a white noise that blanketed my hearing just like the blindfold had removed my sight. It was at that exact moment that the sweetest aroma of fresh baked bread filled my nostrils.

“Someone’s baking bread,” I said, but Tyler was right there to get me back on the proper path.

“Don’t talk,” he said, “your brain is adjusting, allow it to roam where it wants to go. Set your sense of smell free.”

It was incredible, not only could I smell the fresh baked bread but my nose was filled with a wonderful collection of aromas, each one more distinct than the last. There was peppermint, and citrus, and jasmine, and cinnamon. I couldn’t believe how sensitive my sense of smell was, and how peaceful each of those odors made me feel.

Just as I was getting lost in a sea of fond memories Tyler was right back in my ear. “Now we remove the sense of smell so you can truly feel.”

The wonderful smells disappeared and suddenly I was alone in the darkness. That feeling didn’t last as Tyler was right there to guide me along the way. “Now we’re going to explore your sense of touch. Just relax and let your body roam free. Don’t worry if you can’t achieve this one, only a truly heightened mind can reach this state.”

It may sound silly, but I wanted to succeed, to prove that I was special, that mine was a heightened mind. I allowed my brain to become a blank slate and the moment I did, I felt the lightest touch on the soles of my feet.

“I feel it,” I exclaimed, “it’s like someone is touching my feet.”

“Excellent,” Tyler cooed, “you’re a very special mind. Let’s see if we can go further, describe to me what you feel.”

Once again, I allowed my brain to wipe clean and when I did the feelings returned, only this time they were more pronounced.

“I can feel it on my feet and on my ankles,” I explained. “It’s like someone is giving me a massage.”

Tyler complimented me. “You’re much stronger than I expected,” he said, “very few people can reach that level. And I’ve never heard of anyone achieving that state on their first try. Do you mind if we try to go further?”

I couldn’t help but feel flattered. I always thought I was special, and now I had proof. I allowed my mind to relax once more, allowing the feelings to expand.

It was all so real, each and every muscle responded as if it was actually happening. “The feeling is traveling over my knee,” I explained, “and now I can feel it on my thighs.”

“Excellent,” Tyler purred, “don’t stop, if you keep going you might achieve Nirvana.”

The very thought thrilled me, and when those blissful feelings moved between my thighs, and up my legs, I allowed them to completely consume me. It was absolutely mind altering and then things took an odd turn, the touch that was so pervasive on my thighs found its way to my sex and in an instant my entire disposition changed.

My kitty opened, of its own accord, and my juices began to flow. I did not expect things to turn sexual and yet there I was, piquing in pre-orgasmic bloom, my body and mind pulsing on the edge ecstasy. The entire situation made me feel slutty, like a naughty little girl unable to control her bodily desires. I tried to open my eyes, to see if what was happening was just in my head, or if it was real, but the blindfold completely blocked all sight. In an instant a million thoughts overwhelmed me, things were spiraling out of control.

Just as those feelings pushed me to the brink of my mental capacity, Tyler was in my ear, whispering words of encouragement. “You’re doing great. You’re almost there. The more you give in the better it will feel.”

His words had meaning, and their own special power. Despite feeling like a wanton slut, I wanted to see what better felt like. With a slight shift of my hips I allowed my thighs to spread and instantly the feelings escalated. The pleasure touches moved up my inner thigh, like two supple lips inching towards my golden flower. It was wonderful, soothing and stimulating, strong yet tender, and when those feelings reached my kitty my body began to pulse in euphoric ecstasy. The first orgasm hit me like a freight train, my muscles seized, my entire body vibrated and any sense of reality went out the window. But that was only the beginning, the pulsing found a home inside of me, curling to my g-spot, rubbing my button, making my whole body vibrate in wave after wave of glorious bliss. I was coming, uncontrollably. I couldn’t stop it, and if I’m being honest, I didn’t want to, I had never felt so wonderful in all my life and no matter how naughty or slutty it made me feel, I didn’t want it to end.

Those feelings continued until my head felt like it was floating, swimming in a sea of orgasms. Was this Nirvana? It certainly felt like heaven, in my brain and all over my body, and made it so easy to want to stay in that blissful state forever, gushing fluids in the most obscene way, completely dehydrated, spent in exhaustive joy.
 


SCENE 18
Mommy Claire
 

I left my submissive little boy in the office and hustled upstairs for my meeting with Laura. We weren’t ready for a face-to-face, not yet, she needed to be properly primed before the big meet. Fortunately, my friend Tyler was on the job, helping to prepare the way.

Laura was set-up in my Victorian suite, so named for its fine turn-of-the-century antiquities. It had an attached studio equipped with massage table and two-way mirror, perfect to allow me to watch the scene unfold while Tyler set the table.

I watched intently through the mirror. Tyler worked his magic like a virtuoso on a fine instrument, stimulating, teasing, building the anticipation towards a climactic end.

“It will take a moment to get used to the darkness,” he explained. “Just relax and let your body respond in its own natural way.”

Laura was nervous, I could tell, but she was also going along, which convinced me that things were progressing nicely. My confidence grew.

“Without sight your other senses become more aware,” Tyler told her. “Allow your mind to experience it all.”

That was my cue. I stepped from my place of hiding, into the room with Laura and Tyler. The moment Laura relaxed, the moment she gave up resistance, was a sight to behold. She didn’t know it but she was hooked, it would only be a matter of time before she was under my control.

“Someone’s baking bread,” Laura announced, overjoyed with the revelation.

Just like I taught him, Tyler guided her every action. “Don’t talk, your brain is adjusting, allow it to roam where it wants to go. Set your sense of smell free.”

“Now we’re going to explore your sense of touch,” Tyler whispered. “Just relax and let your body roam free. Don’t worry if you can’t achieve this one, only a truly heightened mind can reach this state.”

With Tyler by her head, whispering in Laura’s ear, I approached, using the tip of my finger to gently graze the sole of her foot.

“I feel it,” she exclaimed, “it’s like someone is touching my feet.”

“Excellent,” Tyler cooed, “you’re a very special mind. Let’s see if we can go further, describe to me what you feel.”

I took the cue, increasing my touch on her person, expanding up her legs.

“I can feel it,” she exclaimed, “on my feet and on my ankles. It’s like someone is giving me a massage.”

Tyler provided reassuring words to feed her ego and push her further down the path. “You’re much stronger than I expected,” he said, “very few people can reach that level. And I’ve never heard of anyone achieving that state on their first try. Do you mind if we try to go further?”

The smile on her face let me know she was deep in the throes of mental and physical bliss. I used that opportunity to increase my manipulation.

Laura responded exactly as I knew she would. “The feeling is traveling over my knee, and now I can feel it on my thighs.”

“Excellent, don’t stop,” Tyler encouraged her. “If you keep going you might achieve Nirvana.”

That was the signal for me to expand my reach, spreading my touch to include her upper legs and thighs. And when her kitty came into view, I stimulated her there as well, sending her mind on a roller coaster ride of physical joy. Her flower opened, as a precursor to what her mind really wanted, and it was at that moment that I knew Laura was ready, willing and able.

Just as I had taught him, Tyler added to the mental manipulation, whispering words of encouragement in her ear. “You’re doing great,” he said. “You’re almost there. The more you give in the better it will feel.”

As a married woman I thought there might be some resistance but Laura willingly submitted to the moment, and to the lust being built up in her brain. I took advantage of that opportunity to further expand my stimulus, kissing up her thighs with my lips, finding her button with my tongue and stimulating her there until her body began to throb and pulse. She shifted her hips to give me better access and once she did, I knew how badly she wanted it.

Laura’s body vibrated around my fingers, coating my hands with an unending flow of her juices. She moaned aloud, uncontrollably, not once resisting the orgasmic waves that washed over her body, not once asking who was giving her such immense joy. Did she really think Tyler was both in her ear and lapping at her kitty? Or had it been so long she didn’t care? Her sexual release was powerful, like a woman who had been deprived for far too long, and it made me wonder just how perfect her home life really was.

I slipped out of the suite before the mask was withdrawn from Laura’s eyes. One day she would know who truly dominated her sex, but that time was still a little ways off, there were still a few more minds to conquer.
 


SCENE 19
Dad
 

I waited in Mommy’s office for what seemed an eternity, just me and my overexcited hard on. When she finally walked through the door, I had trouble containing myself.

“You haven’t been naughty, have you?” Mommy Claire asked, and the way she said it, with a slight hint of condescension, it was like she knew I wouldn’t dare disobey her.

“No mommy,” I replied, “I’m a good boy.”

“You certainly are,” she answered, “I just sampled your wife, you were a very good boy bringing her here.”

I was happy to have pleased Mommy and more than a little curious as to what she meant by ‘sampled my wife.’ “Did you put her in a diaper?” I asked.

Mommy Claire smiled when I said that. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

It’s something I never would have imagined in a million years, but right at that moment, the thought of my wife being diapered by this sexy mature woman, had my mind reeling and my penis pulsing. Sheepishly I nodded my head.

“We’ll get there,” Mommy Claire offered, “be patient.”

That’s when she did something very unexpected. With me naked on the examination table, she began to undo her blouse. With each button more and more of her breasts came into view and her actions made me freeze in anticipation.

“You were a very good boy turning over your wife to me,” Mommy Claire offered, “and even better by patiently waiting your turn. You deserve a special treat.”

By then her shirt was completely open, her wonderful cleavage on full display, her glorious nipples barely covered by the thin fabric. My jaw dropped, my mouth watered, my erect penis grew even harder than it already was, yet I was uncertain what to do.

Mommy Claire offered an infectious giggle. “Is my little boy shy?” she asked.

I took that as an invitation, slipping off the edge of the table, sidling up next to this beautiful woman. I used my hand to push her shirt aside, exposing her luscious bosom. She was perfect in every way, and I marveled at how lucky I was to be in that position.

I lowered my chin and kissed her skin until her nipple found its way into my mouth. I suckled at Mommy’s teat like the good little boy I was meant to be, the flesh soft and smooth against my face. There was no more submission on my part, this was who I was meant to be, my role set in stone.

I could tell you about how Mommy played with me, and she did, extending my euphoric thrill ride to the heavens, but what she did to my cock was insignificant compared to the effect she had on my brain. While I was lost in the joys of Mommy Claire’s infantilizing bliss, she was busy molding my mind, turning me into an obedient adult baby, forever addicted to my mommy’s love and attention. This fact was easy for me to accept in private, but soon this would become my new reality, one I would be forced to face in a public setting.
 


SCENE 20
Mommy Claire
 

I knew Bradley’s father would submit to me, I had full control of his penis and with it his mind. But I didn’t appreciate the full scope of his surrender until I was rewarding him for turning over his wife. It was during that time, while I was teasing his orgasm and nurturing his inner child, that he did the unexpected.

“Uh, uh, uh,” he grunted. “Please mommy!”

“Tell me what you want?” I asked, intent on making my little boy beg his mommy to cum.

But his orgasm wasn’t his greatest desire and when he spouted his next words, I swear I had an orgasm of my own.

“Please diaper me,” he whined.

I could tell by his tone, and the desperate look on his face, how important it was to him. How much he wanted, no, needed, a diaper around his bottom, a firm hand controlling his life.

The diaper was symbolic, it represented his submission, his surrender of power. He needed it as much as he needed air to breathe, his life could not move forward without the safety and comfort of that clean, soft fabric wrapped around his bodice, holding him tight, securing his body and his mind.

And so I gave him what he wanted, what he needed, a comprehensive education on his new existence. It was the life he was begging to pursue and would be the consummate reward for his unwavering commitment.
 


SCENE 21
Dad
 

Mommy Claire had me gaze deep into her eyes while she caused my penis to spill its seed. I tried to hold it back, not wanting to make a sticky mess in my diaper, but her power and control over me were too much. My little brain could not resist. I spurted. With great force the semen spouted from my tip, a guttural groan escaping my lips. Oh God it felt so good, not just cumming, which was fantastic, but the way she took control, rendering me submissive.

“You feel that?” she asked, as my fluids seeped through the thin fabric, “You just lost your manhood.”

I couldn’t deny it.

It was a sea change moment in my life, the transition from grown man to adult baby, and yet I was totally at peace. Mommy Claire was in charge. That could have been scary as hell but it wasn’t because I trusted her, this woman I had only just met. I found her awe inspiring; every word out of her mouth, every curve of her body, every touch of her hand. But there was so much more. In addition to her fabulous womanly ways, she was also deep inside my head, the way she understood my every thought, always a step ahead, always in control. Yes, it was emasculating, the way she dominated my sex and controlled my brain, but in a way I needed that, and I wouldn’t have had it any other way.

Mommy Claire added an exclamation point to her dominance when she lovingly changed my diaper, and cleaned my sticky mess. It completed my regression, confirming once and for all who was in charge, and who was meant to be the submissive little boy.
 


SCENE 22
Mommy Claire
 

Watching my two newest adult babies leave for the evening was difficult. There was a chance they would get back to their hotel and have a change of heart, no longer willing to give up control of their lives. I only hoped my dominant love and affection would bring them back to my door, so I could continue my manipulation and ensure their long-term submission.
 


SCENE 23
Laura
 

The back of the limo was dead silent on the ride back to the hotel. I don’t know what was on my husband’s mind, but all I could think about was Tyler and the wonderful, magical pleasure ride he gave me. I was still pulsing on the inside.

A part of me felt guilty, for experiencing such physical bliss with another man. It wasn’t like I cheated, we never had sex or even kissed, but all the same I felt kind of naughty, and wasn’t ready to share the intimate details of my afternoon.

If I thought it was quiet in the limo ride it paled in comparison to what happened when we got into our room. My husband, ever the chatter box, didn’t say a word, at least not until he climbed into bed next to me and posed the strangest question.

“Would you mind if I suckled at your breast?” he asked.

Under any other circumstance I would have thought he was playing a game, but after the day I had had, my first reaction was to allow him his fun. “Go ahead,” I said, lifting my shirt like a brazen harlot, presenting my breast to him.

He didn’t waste any time, taking my nipple between pursed lips, gently suckling in the most intimate way. Much to my surprise it was delightful, the connection between he and I, and I remember falling asleep with a smile on my face.
 


SCENE 24
Mommy Claire
 

The day had finally arrived. It was time to secure my dominance, to assume my proper place at the top of the food chain.
 


SCENE 25
Laura
 

I hadn’t been so excited to wake in the morning in such a long long time. I felt like a little girl on Christmas morn, ready to unwrap the gift of bliss beneath the Tyler Christmas tree.

The ride in the limo seemed to take forever, as did the walk up those steep front steps. But once we were inside, and Tyler eschewed me away from my husband, everything seemed to move at warp speed.

We made it to the Victorian suite and the adjoining massage studio. I allowed Tyler to assist me in the disrobing process this time and let me tell you, it was thrilling.

He started with my blouse, slowly undoing each button while allowing his fingers to dance along my bare skin. That was exciting by itself, made even more erotic by Tyler’s muscled physique, barely covered by a tank top and thin shorts. When he reached for my waist band, and pushed my pants and panties to the floor, I could not stop the rush of adrenaline that pulsed through my veins. My flower opened in anticipation of what was to come.

The day two massage was starting very differently than the first. The entire scene was much more sexual, erotically charged from the first moment. A part of me felt that I should put a stop to things, but the lure of physical bliss convinced me to allow things to proceed.
 


SCENE 26
Mommy Claire
 

Both of Bradley’s parents returned for another round and the sight of them walking towards my front door sent a tingle through my body. It was all coming to fruition, exactly as planned. The excitement was palpable.
 


SCENE 27
Dad
 

It was on the ride over to Mommy Claire’s on the fourth day that the realization hit me. If Mommy Claire was manipulating my lust to take advantage of me, what was happening with my wife? In the beginning I assumed it was baby play, diapering and nursing and the like, but as we got out of the limo, and I saw the bounce to Laura’s step as she walked up the front stairs, I got the uneasy feeling there was a lot more going on.

I intended to bring this up with Mommy Claire however when I walked into her office, and found her wearing a low cut blouse that really showed off her breasts, while holding a bottle of baby powder and a fresh diaper, my penis grew hard and my mind could think of nothing but her attention.

“Today’s the day I diaper your wife,” Mommy Claire informed me, “would you like to watch?”

It wasn’t what I was expecting, but it got me excited all the same. “Yes mommy,” I replied and all at once the reality of the moment plowed through my brain.

“Perfect,” Mommy Claire replied, “just like yesterday, I’ll take care of you after I’ve conquered your wife.”
 


SCENE 28
Laura
 

Tyler repeated the same sensory deprivation tactics, to the same delicious effect, bringing me right back to physical ecstasy. Only this time I was prepared, freely spreading my legs, allowing those wonderful feelings to delve deep into my soul.
 


SCENE 29
Dad
 

Mommy Claire led me out of her office, up the sweeping staircase and into a small room complete with two-way mirror. On the other side of that mirror I saw my wife, with a blindfold over her eyes, lying on a massage table, a rather muscular young man standing by her side.

Pangs of jealousy formed in the pit of my stomach, pangs that did not go away until I saw Mommy Claire enter the room and approach the table and my wife.

What I saw next shocked and confounded me.

With the muscular gentleman whispering in her ear, my wife spread her legs and allowed Mommy Claire to service her orally. At first, I wasn’t sure if they were completing the act, but then I saw the way Laura was arching her back, and heard her moans, and knew she was in the throes of passion. That alone would have been enough to arouse me, but then my wife began to buck her hips, frantically searching for more and more stimulus, and the mere thought of her uncontrollable lust had my own desires piquing.

All at once my brain felt light and dizzy, while my penis grew hard and strong. I wasn’t sure what I should do. Should I intercede, and risk disobeying Mommy Claire, or should I take my penis in hand, and quell my own desires?

While those thoughts festered in my brain Mommy Claire relentlessly stimulated Laura’s sex. She used her fingers, her lips and her tongue, and I had no doubt by Laura’s screams of passion that she was enjoying every blessed moment of it.
 


SCENE 30
Laura
 

At first, I thought the sexual element of our session had increased and then I felt the soothing and stimulating touches on my inner thighs and flower, removing all doubt. Tyler was driving my sex. I had no idea how he was doing it, since he never left my ear, but he was definitely introducing me to greater and greater levels of sensual stimulus and it was amazing.

I’m not sure if it was a conscious decision on my part but I spread my legs to grant even greater access. I knew it was a slutty thing to do, but I didn’t care, everything made me feel so wonderful and I wanted to explore it more deeply. How powerful was the human mind, that it could experience such extreme joy all through mental stimulation?

Orgasm number one flowed from my body and I could swear a tongue and mouth were right there, lapping at my juices while simultaneously licking and nibbling on my button. It felt so real, as if I was being serviced by a master, and then those feelings penetrated deeper, curling to my g-spot, causing my body to respond with a gush of repeated orgasms.

That was the first moment I began to question if this was all happening just inside my head or if there was another person in the room with us. I tried to push the blindfold aside but the moment I moved my hand, the fingers and mouth that were servicing my kitty went into overdrive, spiraling my lust out of control.

My legs flew wide and my entire body felt like it was pulsing in orgasmic ecstasy. What was that? I had never experienced anything so powerful in all my life. It was a struggle just to maintain my breathing and my voice began to call out, “Oh God! Oh God! Oh God!”

Now I was certain that there was another person doing this to me but the feelings were so pleasurable I no longer cared. My kitty doubled over with euphoria and my juices began to spray like a feral cat in heat. My body bucked wildly, riding on autopilot, searching out more and more of the heavenly stimulus.

That’s when Tyler got right back in my ear, guiding me along the path. “Indulge your inner slut,” he growled. “Beg for more.”

“Please!” I shouted. “Please don’t stop!” I knew it was the act of a desperate and crazed woman but I didn’t care. I never wanted those feelings to end and I didn’t care who knew it. And even though he didn’t ask for it, I pushed the moment forward.

“Please fuck me!” I wailed. “I’ll do anything you want.”

The moment those words crossed my lips I felt a surge of adrenaline, straight up my spine and into my brain. For the first time in my life I allowed my sexual desire to take full and complete ownership of my being and it was glorious. From the bottoms of my feet to the top of my head I felt incredible, and I couldn’t help but wonder why I had waited so long to let lust take control.

I was about to call out for more when a woman’s voice broke my train of thought.

“She’s ready,” the voice called, “take off the mask.”

My body was riding a glorious high when the mask was removed from my eyes. The first thing that registered in my head was that it was a woman granting me this euphoric bliss, the second was how deeply my brain was affected by the pulses and spasms coming from my kitty. Not only did they take away my breath, they made it difficult to see, to hear, to rationalize. I could have fought against it, but doing so risked an end to the incredible thrill ride, so I decided to allow the intensity of the moment to wash over me, taking control of my brain in the process.

It was then, in the midst of my ecstasy, that my benefactor revealed herself to me, bringing her face close to mine while her fingers continued to manipulate my sex. She looked familiar, but it was difficult to concentrate with my body pulsing around her hand, and my head floating on a cloud.

Then she spoke.

“Beg to be my good little girl,” she huffed, “Beg for it.”

I didn’t know why she was saying such things but I also didn’t care. If a little wordplay was all she wanted in exchange for such incredible joy then so be it. “Please make me your good little girl,” I pleaded, and the moment I did my body doubled over with the most powerful release.
 


SCENE 31
Dad
 

“Beg to be my good little girl,” Mommy Claire said to my wife and I knew the moment had arrived. I had been on the receiving end of such pleasure, I knew there was no way to resist.

And Laura did not disappoint, pleading to submit, desperate to be transformed. “Please make me your good little girl,” she cried, and all at once it became painfully obvious that Mommy Claire had conquered my wife.

I knew there was a great reward waiting for me. I had granted Mommy Claire everything she had asked for and good little boys who do as they are told get rewarded. But the excitement of the moment was too much, before I knew it, I had my penis in hand, stroking the full length of my rod while the most unbelievable scene played out before my eyes, performing wonders on my brain.

I didn’t want to cum, I wanted to wait for Mommy Claire, but the moment was too big for me, the mental lust overwhelming. I spurted in my hand, not once but multiple times, a satisfying release that left a smile on my face long after I left that place.
 


SCENE 32
Mommy Claire
 

The moment of conquest is wonderful.

Laura gave in to lust, allowed it to consume her and ceded all of her being to that awesome power. I never could have imagined that my plan would work so flawlessly yet when I looked into her eyes, and forced her to beg to be my good little girl, there was no way she could resist. The needs of her body were in full control and I was in control of the needs of her body.

“You are good a little girl,” I informed her, “and as long as you are obedient, I will make sure this bliss becomes permanent.”
 


SCENE 33
Laura
 

I took Mommy Claire’s nipple in my mouth and suckled at her teat. I rather enjoyed that feeling and considered it a small price to pay for the mammoth amount of stimulus she had given and was still giving to me. I didn’t feel the same about being shaved and diapered, but while it was happening, I was powerless to resist, unable to raise a hand to stop her.

In fact, it wasn’t until after I was completely sated, my cum soaked diaper sagging off my body, that I finally recognized the situation for what it was. I knew this woman, from an earlier part of my life, from a different time and place.

All at once it hit me. Her name was Claire and she and I attended school together. I didn’t know what had caused her to grant me such a wonderful experience but I was grateful all the same.

“Thank you, Claire,” I said, an uncontrollable giggle emanating from deep within. I had no idea that she was gay, but then prior to that moment I myself never knew that intimacy with a woman could be so rewarding.

Claire’s response was not what I expected.

“You’re my good little girl now,” she replied, “you will call me Mommy.”

That made me laugh out loud. “Why would I call you mommy?” I asked.

That’s when she looked deep into my eyes and said, “Because if you don’t I will never please you like that again,” and she left the room before I had a chance to reply.
 


SCENE 34
Laura
 

The ride back to the hotel in the limousine was rather enlightening. It was during that trip that I learned everything that had happened between Claire and my son, as well as between Claire and my husband. She had manipulated them much the same way she had manipulated me, only with them her power still remained.

“I love her,” Bradley said, “I’ve committed to being her baby.”

“You can’t be serious?” I balked, unable to believe he would give up everything for a few moments of joy. But he was adamant, not to be swayed by anything I might say or do.

Much to my surprise my husband felt the same way, and despite not wanting to give in, I felt myself being painted into a corner. I needed to set things straight.

“I know this woman, we went to school together, she’s younger than me,” I exclaimed. “She can’t be my mother.”

We pulled up in front of the hotel and Bradley jumped out ahead of us, darting into the hotel. I was about to give chase when my husband grabbed my arm.

“Let him be,” he said, “give him some time alone.”

I turned towards my husband, staring him down. “This is why you wanted to suckle my breast, isn’t it?” I asked. “You want me to Mommy you? Don’t you?”

He was quick to respond. “This whole experience has been eye-opening,” he said. “I may not have expected it, but there’s something to this Mommy love. Ever since this started my head has been clearer, I feel more alive, I’m sleeping better. I’ll admit, I’d rather be controlled by you than by her, but I don’t want to give this up.”

My husband stepped past me and into the hotel, leaving me alone on the sidewalk. The whole situation was fucked up. I couldn’t just give up adulthood and become submissive to some girl I knew in college. But I also couldn’t risk losing my husband and son. I wasn’t sure what my next step should be, then the limo driver interrupted my train of thought.

“Mommy Claire would welcome you back to the manor if you’d like to talk,” he said, as if he could read my mind.

The timing was too perfect so I got back into the limo and we were on our way. As the luxury car wound its way through the city streets, I realized I wasn’t prepared for this meeting. What would I do? What would I say? The fifteen-minute ride wasn’t enough to clear my head and I found myself walking up the steep front steps, a thousand thoughts discombobulating my overworked brain.
 


SCENE 35
Mommy Claire
 

My driver texted me the moment he was returning from the hotel, Laura alone in back. I couldn’t contain my smile, my joy over how easy it was to control what people did or how they thought, especially when sex was involved. Laura was coming right back to my grasp and she didn’t even know why.
 


SCENE 36
Laura
 

The door opened before I got to the top step and Mommy Claire was there to welcome me in. I can’t believe I just called her that, Mommy Claire, but now I couldn’t see her any other way. How strange was that?

“Hi Mommy Claire,” I said and hearing the words aloud, coming out of my mouth, caused my kitty to tingle and a small rivulet of juice to roll down my inner thigh. It caught me off guard and made me more than a little self-conscious.

Mommy Claire gave me a hug and when she did, she whispered in my ear. “It’s a natural response,” she cooed, “I can smell how excited you are to see me. It’s ok to feel that way.”

Oh shit!

At hearing those words my entire body opened up, as if I had no control over it whatsoever, and I felt a growing desire, not just in my flower, but in my brain. I wasn’t sure what to say, or even if I would be able to form words, but I didn’t need to, Mommy Claire was right there to guide me on the path.

“Do you want to talk now?” she asked. “Or would you prefer that Mommy take care of your needs first?”

I couldn’t believe those were the words that came out of her mouth but even more surprising was how on-point they were. I wanted to talk, but there was absolutely no way I could possibly have a conversation while my body was piquing in physical need. Mommy Claire must have known, because she didn’t wait for a response, taking me by the hand and leading me up the stairs to her Victorian suite.

There was something about the fine antiquities of the room that made it easier to slip into a simpler time, and when she directed me to get onto the bed, and began to undo my blouse, I offered no resistance.

Mommy Claire kissed me lightly on the lips, and then continued to kiss every inch of my body, down my neck, along my breasts, across my stomach, finding a home at my moist and open hole. She wasted no time suckling my button between her lips while simultaneously curling her fingers to my g-spot. It caused me to gush repeatedly, a string of orgasms that took my breath away and caused every muscle in my body to freeze in ecstasy. I’ve had orgasms before, light bursts of euphoria that made me feel wonderful, but this wasn’t like that. With Mommy Claire the burst didn’t stop, doubling and then doubling again until my body was one long continuous pulse and my brain floated on a cloud.

I came for her many times, responding to her ministrations with total submission. I didn’t mean for things to turn out that way, I just couldn’t control myself nor did I want to. While she was stimulating me, I was helpless, in the most incredible way, and she was quick to take advantage of the situation.

“Who’s my good little girl?” she asked, staring deep into my eyes while her fingers still worked their magic on my insides.

It was all very confusing. Why did she feel the need to infantilize me? Why did I have to revert to a little girl? The moments of struggle in my head seemed to go on, and then, all of a sudden, Mommy Claire withdrew all stimulus. She didn’t just stop, she completely eliminated contact, and in that instant my entire world came crashing down. I can’t explain it other than I had a deep and rooted need, a primal desire for human contact. Without it I felt desperate and alone. It shook me to my core. I motioned with my arm, trying to brush up against her, but she backed away.

“Please,” I said. The word was out of my mouth before my brain could think. I needed her touch, I yearned from deep inside, and she knew it.

Mommy Claire stared at me hard and then, as if it was the most natural thing in the world, offered me, a grown woman, her breast. It certainly wasn’t what I was expecting, but I truly needed contact, to feel skin on skin, and so I accepted her offer, lowering my head and bringing my lips, and my mouth, into contact with the nipple on her right bosom. The moment we connected I felt it, a spark of electricity between us that sent a shiver of excitement up and down my spine. That was followed by a soothing calm, brought on by the weight and softness of her under boob as it came to rest against my face and neck. Instantly my needs were sated.

I found a home at mommy’s breast.

I allowed myself to enjoy it, for a moment, and then another, until I realized my mouth had begun a deep involuntary suckle. I’m not sure what made me do it, perhaps it was instinctual, a deep seeded action that every human has, but it was soothing and relaxed me immensely. The experience was so natural, a child nursing at her mother’s teat, but also intimate, in the way it satisfied a need I could not explain. I had never felt so at peace in my life and suddenly I understood why my boys liked this so much.

As I lay there nursing at mommy’s bosom, savoring the bond between us, I allowed her to swaddle me in a large white cloth. It resembled a diaper, the way it wrapped around my kitty and bum, and I have to admit it made me feel little, and controlled.

Mommy Claire didn’t miss a beat, the moment she finished swaddling me she went to work stroking my hair and massaging my scalp. It felt amazing, granting me an, other worldly bliss. And just when I thought it couldn’t possibly get any better, her hand wandered down to my breast, took my nipple between her finger and thumb and squeezed gently, causing a physical reaction that started in my breast and quickly zapped my kitty with an excitement that I didn’t quite understand but thoroughly enjoyed. It made me salivate and left me wanting for more. I had no idea my nipples were so sensitive, but somehow Mommy Claire knew, and she also knew exactly what to do to make it happen again and again.

How had she become so masterful? She was able to manipulate both my mind and my body with her words and her touch. She was undeniably controlling and dominant, and for some inexplicable reason I liked it. It held intimacy, and connectedness. The submission to physical bliss allowed me to freely let go.

Suddenly it hit me, an entirely new perspective on life. Would it be so bad to be Mommy Claire’s good little girl? No sooner had that thought crossed my mind than she spoke those very words.

“Who’s my good little girl?” she cooed.

The timing was uncanny, as if she could read my mind. Bashfully I responded, “I am.” I could no longer dispute her control, and I definitely did not want those incredible feelings to end.

I was submitting to her, which was scary, but I still felt that it was the right thing to do. She had unleashed something inside of me, and I needed to find out just how deep those feelings ran.

That’s the moment my entire life changed.

With me lying in mommy’s lap, nursing at her teat, her fingers performing their magic on my scalp and skull, my body achieved a state of relaxation I wouldn’t have thought possible. And in that state of euphoric bliss I did the unthinkable.

I completely let go.

I could tell you that I peed in my diaper to please mommy, to thank her for the wonderful experience she had given me. And while it pleased her immensely, the reason it happened was much less noble. I got lost in my relaxation, lost in my connectedness with Mommy, and in that instant, I let my guard down, I forgot what it meant to be a big girl. My body gave up years of training, letting it all loose, peeing uncontrollably in my diaper, regressing to the helpless little girl that still resided somewhere deep inside.

The moment broke me down.

It was no longer a game, I really was that little girl, and it made me wonder if I would ever get it back. I struggled with that notion when Mommy Claire pulled me into her embrace, held me next to her welcoming frame, and soothed my fears. “It’s ok little girl,” she cooed, “mommy’s got you.”
 


SCENE 37
Laura
 

We ended up in the bath tub after our little interaction, and while mommy washed my body, I opened up to her.

“I don’t want to lose my son and husband,” I confessed, hoping she would take pity on me.

Mommy Claire smiled. “Don’t look at this as losing anyone, in fact, if anything you’ve gained.”

She was right of course, but I couldn’t help feeling that things would be different, with my family, with my relationships. In her own inimitable fashion, Mommy Claire knew exactly what I was thinking.

“What if I told you that your relationship with your husband can get stronger because of this?” she asked. “What if this could lead to a better life?”

I didn’t know what she meant but I wanted to believe. She had control of both my husband and my son, and if I’m being honest, she had control over me as well. I never realized how powerful and all-consuming the human sex drive was, but now that my body and my brain knew she could grant me such bliss, I had an inner need to comply with her every will, to submit to her command.

Once again she was right in my head, reading my every thought.

“You’re my submissive little girl,” Mommy Claire stated, “but if you’re really good for me, I might just give you your own little boy to play with.”

My thoughts immediately zoomed to Tyler and his gorgeous body but then I realized she was talking about my husband, and that held its own unique possibilities. Several thoughts bubbled in my head. “Can you teach me to control him the way that you do?” I asked.

She shook her head. “You will never be able to control him like I do,” she said, “but I can teach you to rub his pee-pee and treat him like a baby so he will be submissive to you when I am not around.”

It wasn’t exactly what I wanted to hear, but it was better than I could have hoped for.
 


SCENE 38
Dad
 

Laura and I were invited to move from the hotel to stay at Mommy Claire’s estate. At first, I expected more of the same treatment as our previous visits but what I got was completely different. Everything that happened from that point forward, happened with all three of us together.

It was a shock to the system being infantilized in front of my wife, and even more disruptive when Mommy Claire transferred her power and control over me to a woman who had been my equal partner for the past quarter century.

I struggled against it, at first, but Mommy Claire was in charge and made it quite clear how I was to behave. I was to be a good little boy for Laura, my new mommy, or suffer the consequences. I didn’t know what the consequences were but I knew better than to do anything that would force me to find out.

And so I allowed Laura to change me, and nurse me and diaper me, and it was all very nice but not at all life altering until she took it one step forward, staring me right in the eye while she rubbed my penis through that diaper. I didn’t understand the full weight of what she was doing until I felt the familiar stirrings of an orgasm, and could not free myself from the confines of my clothing while it happened.

There are many moments in a relationship that define the balance of power but none are as impactful as soiling yourself while someone stares in your eyes, taking in every ounce of your weakness as it happens. The scene was unlike any event of our twenty plus year marriage. It was emasculating the way she dominated me, and infantilizing the way she made me lose control. I tried to remain strong, for the sake of our marriage, but I couldn’t.

It might have meant the complete breakdown of my mental stability, except that the moment I lost it, my dominant wife was right there to assume her new role, cuddling me, changing me and smothering me with love and affection, letting me know everything would be ok for the good little boy who unconditionally submitted to his mommy.

My new existence was etched in stone.

I wanted to be diapered. I wanted to be controlled. And the thought of my wife being that all-consuming presence was over the top exciting.

Together, Mommy Claire and Laura spent the next several days learning all the ways to control me. They detailed all of my erogenous zones, the physical stimuli that would render me submissive, and reviewed all of my mental triggers, the pathways through my brain that guaranteed my compliance.

Laura was a quick learner, and rather good with her hands, learning how to tease and control my orgasm in no time at all. But it was the way she dominated my mind that really set the tone for our relationship going forward. She really liked being in control, diapering me, making me beg, forcing me to regress, and it was apparent in the way she savored every moment. As much as I entered into the arrangement excited and of free will, I was quite certain that I would not be able to escape, or regain my independence, once the transition was complete.
 


SCENE 39
Laura
 

Mommy Claire spent the better part of the next week teaching me how to sensually manipulate and infantilize my husband. There were a lot of hand jobs to go along with the diaper changing and nursing, and by the end I felt closer to him than I had since we first got married. It was an intimate connection, between dominant mommy and adult baby, and I must admit, I loved it. I also loved his submissive nature, his willingness to do anything to please me, even after our playpen games were through.

We left Las Vegas to return home, saying goodbye to Mommy Claire, and my adult baby son, and saying hello to a new life, one filled love, lust and a whole lot of smiles.
 


SCENE 40
Mommy Claire
 

In the end I had my long lost frenemy right where I wanted her. I could have done anything to Laura, or her husband, but the truth is I’m not that kind of woman. Yes, I wanted control, yes, I wanted to dominate, but my motive was always rooted in love, not hate. Love for the beauty of age regression and adult baby play, love for the bond between myself and those who trust me with their lives.

And so I sent Laura on her way, not as a broken frenemy, but as an empowered mommy, with a submissive adult baby to call her own.

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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