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PROLOGUE

Mommy Claire

I was born and raised in Las Vegas, Nevada but I didn’t spend all of my time there. In fact, for college, I traveled back east, to the city of Brotherly Love, Philadelphia, Pennsylvania. There, I attended an all-girl’s university and truly learned about myself and the world around me.

I had my most formative development during that time, transitioning from bright eyed and eager eighteen-year-old girl into a dominant and formidable woman.

Those days were filled with fond memories, not only of the friends I made but also of the souls I conquered. There wasn’t anyone from that time of my life that didn’t fall victim to young Claire’s insatiable need to dominate and control. Like I said, I was eager to learn and everyone who got in my way was another opportunity to advance those skills.

All of those feelings came rushing back when I looked at the invitation in my inbox, the email announcing the Reunion Weekend. The girls from school wanted to get together again, to remember old memories and create new. The mere thought got me excited and had me searching for supplies, intent on being well prepared when I saw my old friends once again.


SCENE 1

Mommy Claire

For weeks I prepared for the Reunion Weekend. I made flight arrangements and secured a rental car on the very first day, those details were easy, then I set to the task of selecting my wardrobe. Finding just the right outfit for every occasion can be a challenge, especially when the audience was going to be my sorority sisters. Those women all had an eye for fashion and a nose for modern design.

I had every intention of wowing them with my style.

For weeks I set every designer in the Greater Las Vegas area to the task of dressing me and I believe they came up with a wonderful collection; unique yet casual, comfortable but stylish. As much as we were all friends and would love each other no matter what, deep down inside I wanted them to look up to me, to return to the way things were back when we were in school.

The trip was scheduled for October, so back East they were in the midst of autumn, cooler weather, not at all like life in the desert. I must admit, there aren’t many things that I prefer about the East but the fall foliage is definitely at the top of that list. In Vegas, we don’t get anything like the fabulous display of colors that the Pocono Mountains of Pennsylvania offer in October.

That’s where we were meeting for the Reunion. Our alma mater was on the Main Line in the city of Philadelphia however for this meeting we wanted a large house, one where everyone could stay together under one roof. Finding that in the midst of the Main Line would’ve been impossible, so we opted for a large cabin by the lake. It was by Lake Harmony, which was an absolutely beautiful name but in all likelihood, would turn out to be an ironic moniker by the time our weekend was through.

With my wardrobe selected and my bags all packed I headed to the airport and my First Class flight to Philadelphia. It took a while getting through security at the airport but that meant I had less time to wait at the gate before we were invited to board.

Much to my delight, there was a handsome young man in seat 4C, next to my window seat, 4D. I always enjoy a good conversation on a long flight and for some reason I always find common ground in discussions with young men.


SCENE 2

Chad Billings

I played ball for a year at a Junior College in Las Vegas, it was some extra school time, after high school, to get my grades up and to show the big Universities that I wasn’t just a great athlete, I could handle the classroom as well.

It was coming along ok, enough that one of the D-1 schools on the east coast noticed and invited me out for a meeting, to see if I was ready. They even sent me a plane ticket, First Class.

I had never traveled First Class before and it was nice. I got to get on the plane first, the stewardess offered me a drink and the seats were all big and comfy. I thought I had died and gone to heaven and then this older lady got into the seat next to me.

Like I said, she was old, like my moms old, but she kept herself fit. She didn’t have any extra pounds like my mom and her friends. In fact, she kept it tight and didn’t have any reservations showing it off. The moment she sat down and took off her sweater, I was treated to the most incredible tatas, cleavage as far as the eye could see.

I knew better then to stare but that didn’t mean I didn’t want to and when she directed her attention towards me, I was more than happy to turn my eyes in her direction.

“Hi, I’m Claire,” she said, “I hope you don’t mind talking, because I’m looking forward to getting to know you on this flight.”

As she said those words her hand landed on my lap and she gave my thigh a squeeze. It wasn’t too far from my junk and when it happened, I jerked in response. I looked directly at her, to see what she was doing, and she just laughed it off.

“My, you’re a jumpy one,” she said with a giggle.

I didn’t know what just happened. Did she just hit on me? I wasn’t sure and when I looked at her, she was wiping her cleavage with a napkin, drawing my eyes to that spot, and when I allowed my vision to wander in that direction, following her lead, she immediately called me out.

“Do you enjoy looking at my breasts?” she asked.

“Uh, uh, uh,” I stammered.

“You’re not sure?” she questioned. Her eyes wide, her look puzzled.

Then she pressed on. “What are you, nineteen? Most boys your age like looking at my breasts.” She pushed her chest out to really let me see. “Do you not like the blouse I picked?”

Her blouse was white with buttons but half of those buttons were undone and the view it provided was absolutely incredible. But was I allowed to say that? In this day and age where just about anything a guy says was wrong?

Again, I stuttered, “I…I…I…”

“It’s ok, it’s ok,” Claire replied. “If you don’t like looking at my breasts, would you mind if we change the subject? Perhaps you could tell me what you like about sex?”

Once again, her words caught me off guard. She was talking about topics that guys like me didn’t talk about, not with women like her anyway. We were so different, from different worlds. She didn’t understand.

She must have sensed that things were off because she ended up changing the subject all on her own, talking about the reason for her trip back East, a Reunion, as well as directing the conversation to the reason for my travel; my meeting and my hopes for a basketball scholarship.

She turned out to be an extremely nice lady and the conversation made the time pass quickly. By the time we landed I felt a certain bond between us. Then, as we got off the plane and headed towards baggage claim, she shared some very interesting news.

“Chad, I’m sorry I came on as strong as I did,” she said. “When I first saw you, I really wanted to play with your cock. You know, stroke you until you were begging and then turn you into a submissive little boy, wiggling and squirming in delight. But once I realized you weren’t interested, well…”

She paused but did not finish her sentence. I was about to say something when she added, “You are an extremely nice man and I wish you the best with your meeting and your future.”

She said goodbye and left and it took me more than a moment to contemplate everything she had just said. And then, once it all registered in my head, I literally kicked myself for being so stupid.

Despite the fact that she had already said goodbye and was ten yards ahead, I wasn’t ready to give up. I raced after Claire to see if what she was saying was real.
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Don’t get me wrong, there have been guys who I have propositioned who did not accept my offer. The times have been rare, very rare, but they have happened. That being said, I didn’t think Chad was one of those men and when our flight was through and we were ready to say our goodbyes, I wanted him to be clear about what he was passing up.

I turned to Chad and offered him my hand. When he took mine in his to shake, I held him firm, gazed deep into his eyes and said, “I’m sorry I came on as strong as I did. When I first saw you, I really wanted was to play with your cock.”

I gave his hand a gentle squeeze at the word ‘cock’ and then added to my description.

“You know, stroke you until you were begging and then turn you into a submissive little boy.”

His eyes lit up with my description but I wasn’t through. Now that I had his attention, I pulled my hand away dramatically and added, “But once I realized you weren’t interested…”

I left my statement hanging in the air, allowing him to contemplate the what-if. Then, before he could form a response, I said my goodbye.

“You are an extremely nice man and I wish you the best with your meeting and your future.”

I turned on my heel to walk away, counting the moments in my head.

He needed the first few seconds to register the thoughts in his head and a few more to watch me walk away while contemplating just what he was passing up. Then he needed to put his thoughts into action, his brain telling his body what needed to be done.

He was a seasoned athlete, trained to react on the fly, so I expected he would be at my heels at the count of five, and when he wasn’t, for the briefest of moments I actually began to question things in my head, but before those thought could truly take shape, I felt it, the gentlest tap on my left shoulder.

The words were tender in my ear.

“Excuse me, Ms. Claire?”

I turned to see Chad all shy and reserved.

“Yes?” I asked.

“I’m really sorry to bother you,” he said, his voice soft, his words unsure, “but I would be interested, if the offer still stands.”

I would have wanted to hide my enthusiasm but the truth was, there was no way I could. I wanted him to want me and now that he did, I was over the top with excitement.

“Oh, Chad!” I replied. “I’m so happy to hear you say that. I have a meeting to get to now but here’s my card. Call me on Monday and whether it’s here or back home in Vegas, we’ll have an incredible time, how does that sound?”

The smile on his face and the tent in his shorts told me exactly how he felt about my offer.

It was a very nice ending for my flight and I left the airport buoyed by a rather fun experience, ready to continue my trip.
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The Reunion was scheduled as a long weekend in the Pocono Mountains, to enjoy the fall weather and reminisce about old times. I was all for it however the trip from the west coast is long and I wanted to make the most of my time.

That being said, my friend Cheryl was also from the West, she lived just outside of Los Angeles, so we agreed to come in a day early and meet by ourselves, to enjoy a little extra time. We chose a hotel on the Main Line, not too far from campus, and I got in around five to find Cheryl waiting for me in the lobby.

“There she is,” Cheryl said the moment I walked through the door.

We greeted each other with a hug. It had been a long time and it was good to see my old friend again.

“I already checked us in,” Cheryl offered, “here is your key, what do you say we drop off your bags and we go check out campus?”

It was a fabulous idea and it was so good seeing Cheryl again. We had stayed in touch through the years, Facebook posts, Christmas Cards, an occasional call, more often in the beginning, less as time went on. It was so good being together again.

We dropped my bags in the room and I took some time to freshen up but then we headed out on foot, to roam and explore. College campus had some new buildings but for the most part it was just like we remembered, the brick buildings looking the same today as they did when we roamed the campus decades earlier. It was fun reminiscing about old times and we did even more over a nice dinner at one of our old haunts.

Cheryl was married now, with children, in fact her daughter was applying to our alma mater, ready to set out and make her own mark on the world. It was all so fascinating; the way time moves on.

“Enough about them,” Cheryl said with a laugh. “I left them all behind so I could have some fun, what do you say?”

We left the pub to return to our hotel, taking the long route, through campus, by our old dorm, past the community center, and to the sorority house.

“We had a lot of good times there,” I offered.

“Should we go in?” Cheryl asked.

“Nah,” I replied. “It’s late and I’m sure most of the girls are probably already in bed.”

We left the house without going in but that didn’t stop the flow of stories, about rushing, about pledging, about our bonding time at college and at that house. They continued all the way to the hotel as well as on to the elevator.

“We’ve been through a lot together,” Cheryl offered, “I’m glad to be back, to experience it all again.”

“I know,” I said with a sigh, “that walk really brought back a lot of old memories.”

We made it to the room and I began to get ready for bed but Cheryl had something on her mind. She stood there not doing anything, just staring at me.

“What’s up?” I asked.

For some reason she seemed upset, put out.

With her hands on her hips she asked, “Are you really going to make me ask?”

“Ask what?” I replied.

Cheryl stammered for more than a moment before finally getting her words out.

“You, you, you, always said that if we were ever alone again…” she managed to get out.

OMG!

I couldn’t believe what she was saying or that I had forgotten.

“You still remember that?” I asked in disbelief. “After all these years?”

Her response was so direct.

“I’ll never forget.”
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Cheryl

When I first received the invitation for the Reunion Weekend my first question was whether or not Claire was going. Don’t get me wrong, I wanted to see everyone, all the ladies from our past, but there was no doubt that Claire was the nucleus of our group and the events of the weekend were sure to unfold differently if she was there.

In fact, had Claire not been going I would have brought my husband and children along, but with her there, I wanted to be free to experience the weekend on my own. That decision paid off early, on our very first night, as I found myself alone with Claire after a delicious meal and a fabulous stroll through campus.

We were just getting back to our hotel room, my mind fixated on exactly how alone time with Claire went back in our college days, when she did the unthinkable. While I was ready to revert back to those naughty times, she began getting ready for bed, as if she had nothing planned.

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. Had Claire James, the most dominant girl in our graduating class, gone soft? Was she no longer the sexual huntress she once was? I looked at her in disbelief.

She caught my eye and responded, “What’s up?”

I couldn’t believe that much could have changed, even if it had been twenty years.

“Are you really going to make me ask?” I said, still not sure she wasn’t playing a game, teasing me.

Her response let me know it was not a game.

“Ask what?” she replied.

I couldn’t believe that I had to bring it up but there was simply no way I was going to pass up my chance. It might be decades more before the opportunity would present itself again.

“You always said that if we were ever alone again…” I offered, hoping I wouldn’t have to say it all, hoping she would connect the dots.

Then, I saw the light in her eyes.

She gasped. “You still remember that? After all these years?”

I let her know in no uncertain terms just how important it was to me.

“I’ll never forget.”

What followed was everything that I had dreamt about and more.
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This is going to sound silly but I honestly did not think I would be getting intimate time throughout the weekend. Of course, there was history, not just between Cheryl and I but with others as well, but it was a reunion, some of the girls were bringing their spouses, was I off base thinking the sexual activity would be kept to a minimum?

Fortunately, I was, and on the very first night, Cheryl offered herself to me, a willing sub presenting herself for my amusement. Now, I may not have been expecting it but that does not mean I wasn’t up to the moment and the instant I turned my attention towards Cheryl, the temperature in the room sky rocketed.

Back when we were in school, Cheryl was a delectable treat, tall, thin, with golden blonde hair and a beautiful complexion. Those attributes still held firm only now there was something else, a sense of longing that made Cheryl and her yearn that much more appealing.

I started by undressing her and she didn’t offer any resistance. Piece by piece I removed more and more of her clothing, taking my liberties with her sensibilities in the process.

The best part about undressing someone isn’t the removal of the clothes it’s the gentle touches and caresses that happen in between, with each and every piece. My fingers just happened to glide down the backs of Cheryl’s biceps as I slid her shirt over her shoulders and off her arms. To her it was an innocent glance but I could tell by the way the hairs on the back of her neck stood on end, that it had a much deeper impact.

The same was true when I removed her pants, and I made the gentlest contact with the backs of her thighs, just below the curvature of her bottom. She couldn’t stop the shiver that ran up her spine but whether she knew I did that on purpose, I couldn’t be sure.

By the time Cheryl was down to just her panties and bra she was a quivering mess. I had her in a state of rapt anticipation and yet I had only just begun.

The moment I undid the clasp of her bra, Cheryl’s breath heaved, and when I slid my thumbs inside the waistband of her panties and pushed the fabric over her hips, she gasped aloud, desperate for me to take the next step.
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Cheryl

I had been held in a state of suspended animation for over twenty years, all in anticipation of that moment.

Back when we were Freshmen in college, Claire seduced me and it was the greatest experience of my life. There were several other interludes throughout our college days, where Claire showed me the bliss of her touch, and collectively those experiences formed the foundation of every sexual fantasy I held throughout my entire adult life.

Being back with Claire, alone in that hotel room, I was ready to not only relive every one of those experiences from my past but also indulge in quite a few new ones, giving me enough fodder for a few more decades of fantasy.

No sooner were the last of my clothes gone and Claire’s fingers were everywhere, skating ever so light across the sensitivities of my skin. Once was nice, twice was great but Claire kept going until my entire body began to hum with excitement.

Claire had a way of making the mundane exciting. With her, a gentle touch on my hand had the power to cause my mind to shudder and a firm squeeze at the base of my neck sent a wave of relaxation through my entire core. She was a master and I was so happy to be her muse.

All of Claire’s touch was erotic but when she turned her attention to my sex the moment escalated like a rocket leaving planet earth. I had longed for her touch, dreamt of getting back under her spell, but the moment her lips came in contact with my essence I knew I wasn’t ready for the relentless pulses that followed.

It had been a while since my sex had received any attention and before I knew it, my entire body began to pulse and throb. I was highly susceptible to the intimate touch and once Claire got started, she didn’t stop.

Her lips, mouth and tongue were so delicate as they consumed me, swarming my love nest in a barrage of heavenly touch. Her lips kissed and suckled at my labia and every so often her tongue dipped inside, allowing me to feel that incredible little surge. But that was only the beginning, and soon her area of target advanced upward, under my hood, directly on to my swollen nub.

My clitoris is highly sensitive and Claire was gentle at first, licking it softly with the tip of her tongue, but then she became more aggressive, swarming and flicking my button with a relentless lapping from her lips, mouth and tongue. The build-up was insane, driving my lust, and just when I thought it couldn’t get any better, Claire inserted her fingers into my hole, curling them to my g-spot.

“Holy, shit!” I screamed.

I didn’t mean to cry out, certainly not so loudly, but my entire body bucked with the force of the orgasm that followed and before I knew it, my body clamped around her hand, ground hard against her fingers and succumbed to the relentless waves of pleasure that followed.

“Oh, God! Oh, God! Oh, God!” I wailed.

It was while my body was in the depth of that carnal experience that Claire got right in my face, staring hard into my eyes, and instructed me on how to think.

“Give in to mommy,” she cooed, “be a good little girl and give in.”

My hips squirmed. My body writhed back and forth. I couldn’t take the overwhelming pleasure and yet I had no choice but to endure, my entire aura spasming uncontrollably from her touch and all the while she reinforced that status, her as mommy, me as little girl.

I’m not sure how long I rode that magnificent high but I knew the exact moment my body climaxed, for when it did, Claire was right there, in my face and in my ear, telling me what a good little girl I was.

“Such a submissive little girl,” Claire cooed, “give in to mommy and everything will be just fine.”

Her words continued to ring in my ear but I was so relaxed from the experience I couldn’t be bothered to think about such things. Then, as I was about to pass out from the fully satisfying events, Claire pushed the moment another step further, just as she was always apt to do.
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After sensually dominating and taking control of Cheryl, I was completely within my rights to infantilize her. I am Mommy Claire after all.

As she lay there in post orgasmic bliss, about to pass out, a smile on her pretty face, I gave her kitty a few more gentle rubs, doused her in baby powder and then wrapped her bottom in a fresh clean cloth. It was the exclamation point on my victory, the cherry on the top of my little girl conquest.

It wasn’t the full adult baby experience but it was a wonderful ride and as I looked at Cheryl on the bed, a diaper around her bottom, I realized this was all new to her. My love of adult baby play was something that came into my life after my college days, after my time with her. There was a huge part of me that my college friends didn’t know anything about, and while I hadn’t intended to make this weekend a coming out revelation, with this first event it became obvious that hiding my true self was never going to happen.
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The next morning over breakfast, I thanked Claire for the night before and questioned her about how things ended.

“Thank you for last night,” I offered, “it was everything I remembered and more.”

“No problem,” Claire replied and a gleam in her eye let me know she enjoyed it as well.

“There was something different,” I offered, unsure how to bring it up.

Fortunately, Claire was more than ready to address the elephant in the room.

“I guess I should have shared about the changes in my life,” she replied. “I’m still dominant… and I love sensual intimacy… but my needs have evolved.”

“Evolved?” I questioned.

“Evolved.” she replied. “I used to enjoy dominating people’s lust but then one day I realized there was something missing. I didn’t just want control, I wanted to form a bond, one rooted in love.”

It was a lot to process but who was I to question the path of her life. Claire was always the most confident and self-assured woman I ever knew, if this is what she needed I had no doubt it was the right choice for her.

“And the diaper?” I asked.

My question made Claire laugh.

“How’d you feel waking up like that?” she said with a giggle.

I laughed as well. “I felt like I was waking up in that movie, the Hangover. I had no idea how I got like that.”

Claire looked into my eyes and explained, “I guess you could call the diaper a symbol, when I’m able to get someone into it I know they’ve given in. But it’s more than that. There’s something about the regression, taking a person and helping them see the innocence and beauty of age play. It really is the most incredible experience, helping someone find the inner peace that they knew as a child.”

It all sounded so fascinating. Coming from anyone else’s mouth, I might have questioned every word but this was Claire James and all at once I found myself buying in.

“Is that what you did to me?” I asked. “Last night?”

Once again, Claire laughed.

“No, other than the diaper at the end, that was just me showing you a little TLC,” she answered. “The adult baby experience is about letting go, about going back to that time when you didn’t have a care in the world. I could take you there but it’s a journey.”

“It sounds nice,” I replied. “Could we try now? We still have the room until eleven?”

The truth was, I wanted another Claire James experience. The previous night was incredible but it wasn’t likely to happen again in a long long time.

Just like always, Claire seemed to sense exactly what I was thinking.

“We wouldn’t want to rush it,” Claire explained. “But don’t worry, we can always get together, LA isn’t that far from Vegas.”

I knew what she was saying but being at home wasn’t like this, being at home had the obligations and constraints of life.

We finished our breakfast and checked out of the hotel. It was a very scenic two-hour drive to get to the cabin by the lake and along the way Claire and I shared some fabulous stories. It was so nice reconnecting with an old friend but as much as I was looking forward to a weekend filled with many more fond memories, I couldn’t stop thinking about my night with Claire and her revelations about her mommy desires.

As a mother myself, it made me wonder how it all worked, and more than a little curious to see for myself.
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The ride to the Poconos with Cheryl was very nice. First off, the fall foliage in Pennsylvania is to die for and secondly, we had just had a wonderful evening together. There is a magical bond that evolves after two people have shared a deep connection and ours was extremely intimate. For more than an hour I held Cheryl’s lust in my hands, massaging it, caressing it, and for more than an hour she succumbed to my influence. That wasn’t something she would soon forget, at least not for the duration of our weekend together.

I liked having that kind of power over Cheryl, being inside her head, constantly driving her thoughts. And while I didn’t think we would be able to hook up again on this trip, I had no doubt that I would be able to tease her desire with a few choice words, whispered at just the right time.
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We arrived at the lake house a little after one in the afternoon and Sherrill and Laura were already there with their husbands. There were a lot of hellos and hugs to follow, everyone seeing each other for the first time in years, and when Laura said, hi, she extended her hug, whispering in my ear.

“I gave you the suite at the far side of the house,” she said, “it’s nice and private. I’m hoping we can find some time.”

I would have thought it was a brazen move with her husband just a couple of feet away but then I saw the way he was eyeing my breasts and it made me wonder if Laura hadn’t already shared stories with her hubby about the times she crossed the proverbial line with our sorority house hi jinx. I couldn’t help it, but a thousand thoughts immediately jumped into my brain, about dominating the two of them at the same time, a feat that I actually didn’t think would be too difficult to achieve.

Laura and her husband, Tom, had done the majority of the planning for the weekend, including securing the house, buying all of the food and even setting the list of chores. As far as room assignments went, I made out, with the entire in-law suite reserved just for me. Not only was it more space than I would need, with its own private bath, but it was also on the opposite side of the house, away from the main living area and the other guest rooms.

Laura provided an explanation as she guided me to my assigned quarters.

“Yours is the only room on this side of the house,” she said, “it has an entrance from the house and one that goes out to the side patio, very secluded.”

She showed me around. It was a nice place and the in-law suite was very private.

Once she had shown me the place and was sure we were alone, Laura made her intentions clear.

“I hope this works for you and please know, if you need me for anything, I mean anything, at any time, I’ll come running.”

During our years together at college and in the sorority house, Laura and I spent more than one intimate night together. Back then, I found her to be highly submissive, willing to indulge every option I presented before her. The exuberance that she was showing to me now made me think that that was still the case, maybe with a little of her own desire baked in.

If time allowed, I would explore those ideas further but for the moment I had my priorities.

“Why don’t you give me a little time to unpack,” I said to Laura, “if I think of anything, I’ll let you know.”

She scampered away like a dutiful little girl and all at once I took on a new view of this getaway reunion weekend. When I first got the invite, I thought it would be fun to reconnect with the girls from school, but this was quickly turning into a much more erotic affair, and that had my mind brimming and my juices flowing.
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The old me, the college me, would have ripped Laura apart for the meticulous detail she went to in planning the weekend. Not only did she take care of all of the pre-arrival details, which we were all thankful for, she went to the extraordinary length of plotting every meal including who was responsible for preparing as well as clean-up.

Like I said, the old me would have teased but I let it slide, reading from one of the three posted, color-coded charts, that outlined everyone’s responsibilities.

Cheryl and I were on dinner prep together and the corresponding menu showed that we were making spaghetti with garlic bread and salad. It even provided explicit detail on where to find each item, including that the vegetables were in the veggie drawer of the fridge and the bread was in the bread bin.

I knew I said I wouldn’t, but I couldn’t help myself. I quickly grabbed the baker’s loaf of Italian bread from the bin and moved it to another cabinet, calling out, “Laura, where’s the bread?”

As expected, she wasn’t far away and before we could even raise our heads, she was all over Cheryl and I, overseeing every detail.

“If you look at the menu it will tell you where to find everything,” Laura scolded.

Cheryl picked up on what I was doing and was quick to add, “Maybe if the prep work had been done properly.”

Laura stormed into the kitchen. “It’s right here.” She pointed to the menu and the line item for the garlic bread. “Bread is in the bread bin.”

Cheryl and I struggled to contain our laugh as Laura strutted toward the bread bin, lifted the top and saw that it was empty. The look of pure shock on her face was almost as funny as the way her husband scurried into the kitchen when she barked out his name.

“Tom!” Laura called. “I told you to put everything away according to the chart.”

I actually felt bad for Tom as he retraced his steps, trying to explain to his wife how he failed to get the bread into the bread bin. I could only watch the emasculation for so long before I needed to step in.

I opened the cabinet and exclaimed with surprise, “Oh, here it is!”

Laura shot me the nastiest glare but Cheryl couldn’t contain her laugh.

“I guess you can find everything else on your own?” Laura spat.

“Oh, don’t be mad,” I offered, then I pulled her into a hug and held her close, pressing my bosoms against her face.

At first, Laura allowed me to hold that embrace. In fact, I think she enjoyed it, but then she realized we were in the middle of the kitchen, where everyone could see, and her mindset changed.

She wriggled and squirmed to get away.

I held on for a little while, keeping my bare cleavage pressed against her face, but when she began to really jerk about, I let her go, being sure to let her know there was more where that came from.


SCENE 13

Mommy Claire

The wine flowed throughout dinner and everyone was very complimentary of the meal. One very nice thing about Laura’s rigorous schedule was that if you were on prep for dinner then someone else was on clean-up. Sherrill and her husband had that duty which allowed the rest of us to slip outside to the patio and the roaring fire Laura’s husband had prepared.

No sooner had we found our spots around the pit when a car pulled up. The last of our crew had finally arrived.

Tabby drove up from Baltimore after spending the day at work, the final stop on a very long commute. Everyone shared our heartfelt hellos by the fire before heading inside to show her the place and help her to her room.

Outside, everything seemed fine but the moment I saw my friend in the light, I could tell something wasn’t right.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

Tabby tried to keep a stiff upper lip but failed miserably. She broke down in front of all of us.

“Rodney’s leaving me,” she said through tears. “I just found out. He didn’t want to come on this trip, he couldn’t be away from her for that long.”

That single statement completely changed the tone of the room. At the sound of her words the husbands scattered likes cockroaches when the light comes on, putting as much distance as possible between themselves and the situation. We ladies on the other hand, circled our wagons, ready to protect one of our own.

What followed was a lot of sharing around the room. Deep, personal sharing, more intimate than any call, text or email could ever allow. Deep down it was cathartic, not just for Tabby but for each and every one of us, making us wish we could get together more often.

Tabby needed support in that moment but it turned out the others had their own struggles as well, each one facing challenges the rest of us never even considered. It made for a very revealing talk, deep into the night. It must have been after three before we all decided to call it a night, and no sooner did I return to my room and close the door and there was a soft tap on the other side.

I opened the door to reveal Laura with an adorable look on her face, like a lost puppy.

“Can I come in?” she asked.

“What about your husband?” I questioned.

“He’s asleep and besides, he’s ok with it,” she replied. “I told him all about the times we played in college and he loves those stories.”

It wasn’t surprising news. I knew by the looks he had been giving me that his desire ran deep.

“Please?” Laura pleaded.

I was tired but I couldn’t say no, not to her pleas and not to the opportunity to close out my day by claiming another conquest.

I opened the door to welcome her in. “Come on,” I said, “Mommy can’t say no.”

Laura scurried inside before I realized I had referred to myself as mommy but at that point I didn’t think it mattered. She was so worked up I could have called myself Godzilla and she would have readily complied.

What followed was my first real infantilization of an old college friend. I didn’t hold anything back, plying Laura’s supple body with sensual bliss, while manipulating her susceptible mind with my advanced age play games.


SCENE 14

Laura

I couldn’t believe how late everyone stayed up and if it weren’t for my husband, I would have gone to bed too but he so wanted me to have another intimate experience with Claire. I have to admit, while I looked back fondly on those experiences, they were just memories, my past, but what happened between my husband and I when I retold those stories, that was my present and if another round of tickle and tease with Claire James would keep my husband roaring in the bedroom, then I was all for it.

That is exactly what brought me to her door and across her threshold early that morning but everything that happened from that point forward was all for me, my time with Claire pure heaven on earth.

She started by undressing and watching her separate herself from her clothing made me understand the power of anticipation.

Ever since we were in school everyone knew that Claire had the body right off a trucker’s mud flap but the truth was, it was actually quite rare that we ever saw her in the nude. Sure, she wore suggestive clothing, the kind that highlighted every sexy shape and curve, but as I watched her take off her clothes, I realized how much I wanted to see the whole of her naked body and how each tantalizing move drew out that moment, until I was literally on the edge of my seat, yearning for the full vision to come into view.

When Claire James was finally naked before me my jaw hit the ground, but she didn’t let that stop her from fully taking control, separating me from my nightgown before lying down with me in her bed, her voluptuous body next to mine.

The flesh on flesh contact overwhelmed me. Her skin was so soft and her touch so gentle. I wanted to fall into her embrace and when she took me in her arms and wrapped herself around me, I freely gave in, willing to submit to her every command.

At one point, Claire got between my legs and teased me relentlessly, using her mouth as well as her hands to drive my arousal, but the pinnacle moment came when she shifted her body and presented me with her breast, coercing me to suckle.

It was something I never would have done on my own, but the moment I latched on, I felt this incredible connection between us. Not only did Claire love having her nipples sucked, but I loved it too, the soft feel of her flesh against my face, the draw of her nipple at the back of my throat. And all the while she continued to tickle and caress my kitty, teasing my arousal, sending my body over the edge, forcing me to cum all over her fingers.

It wasn’t very demure or ladylike but boy did it feel good, not just the physical release but also the mental submission, Claire James fully in charge. I allowed myself to savor every pulse and every throb and my body thanked me, rewarding me with a euphoria I had never known.

No sooner did I come down from that delicious high and Claire proceeded to wrap me in a diaper. And before I could object, she took my phone and snapped several photos of me in that risqué pose.

“Don’t!” I objected halfheartedly.

Despite the fact that I didn’t want anyone having pictures like that of me, it was a hollow gesture at best. I never could say no to Claire.

“Trust me,” Claire responded, “mommy knows best and mommy says your husband is going to love these.”

I knew she was right so I allowed her to take several more before getting dressed and saying goodnight. I had agreed to seek out Claire for him, for my husband, but now that I had completed the act, I could quite honestly admit that it was the greatest experience of my life and I wouldn’t be waiting near as long to do it again.


SCENE 15

Mommy Claire

I awoke in the morning a little groggy. The combination of jet lag and the late night with Laura had me more than a little spent. It wasn’t like we had a busy day planned so I got myself ready and emerged from my room, anxious to see everyone.

Laura and her husband were on cooking duty, preparing a breakfast of French toast and fresh fruit. I walked into the kitchen and stepped in between them, making it a point to thank Laura’s husband for the smile on my face.

“Mmm, mmm, mmm, thank you, thank you, thank you for providing such a delectable treat,” I said, tapping Tom on the shoulder while looking at Laura, to gauge her response.

“You haven’t even eaten yet,” he laughed, his attention never leaving the French toast on the griddle.

I caught Laura’s eye and winked. The way she blushed was so adorable. It actually made me want to take her again should time permit.

Tabby and her husband were on the schedule for clean-up after breakfast and I teased Laura once again for her anal efforts.

“So glad you printed the list in triplicate and then laminated every copy,” I laughed.

“How was I supposed to know they were having problems?” Laura replied in a hushed tone.

We didn’t bother telling Tabby about the assignment, instead, everyone chipped in to lighten the load. Just as we were drying the last of the dishes, the discussion turned to our plans for the day.

“What do you think about a hike?” Tom offered, “There’s a trail that leads to a great overlook.”

In an instant, Laura and Tom, as well as Sherrill’s husband, Bill, were in, excited to hike and explore. I myself wasn’t really looking to go all outward bound so I suggested an alternate option.

“A hike is nice and all but what would you think about going into town?” I asked. “Maybe do some shopping?”

Sherrill, Tabby and Cheryl all agreed and we left the others to their hike and got ready to head into town. It was a short drive to a rather small town where we parked and began to roam about. During that stroll we found several quaint shops for us to browse, but mostly all we did was chat.

It was in one of those shops that Tabby met a man, a flirty guy who not only took an interest in her but also became very aggressive about inviting her to meet up, at the local bar later on.

We pulled her away and left the store, but not before a seed of opportunity was planted.

“Ooh, he was cute,” Cheryl offered the moment we were out of the store and out of ear shot.

“And he asked her to meet him,” I added, hoping the event would boost Tabby’s self-esteem when she truly needed it.

“Ooh,” several voices chimed.

Tabby objected, “I can’t, I’m married.”

“Were,” Cheryl added.

Tabby heard the word and went quiet for more than a moment. None of us knew what to say but then she broke the silence.

“Could I?” she asked.

I didn’t know where it would lead but I knew Tabby could benefit from a little boost to her ego.

“Whether you want to or not, he definitely wanted you,” I offered. Then I added the question to see just where she stood. “Do you want to?”

She took a moment to form her reply and when she did, the words she spoke relayed exactly how she felt.

“Kind of,” she said.

She didn’t say anything more but we all knew just how she felt.


SCENE 16

Mommy Claire

We made it home from our shopping excursion by late afternoon to find that Cheryl and I were on duty for dinner. I can’t say I wanted the obligation so I recommended an alternate plan.

“What would everyone think about going out tonight?” I asked.

The response from the group was mixed, no one seemed too motivated.

“My treat?” I offered. “There’s a place in town, we can have dinner and then hang out for dancing.”

Tabby shot me a wicked glance the moment I mentioned the bar in town. It was the same place her interested guy mentioned.

“What are you doing?” she asked in a hushed tone. “Don’t force me,” she added.

I wasn’t meaning to push her but there weren’t many options for dinner in town, especially not for a group our size.

“I’m not forcing anything,” I answered. “It’s just dinner. If you want to go out afterward, we can. If you don’t, we won’t.”

Unfortunately for Tabby, the moment I mentioned me paying, everyone became really excited to go out. Everyone was on board.

For the next three hours the house was abuzz. If you’ve ever seen one woman getting ready for a night out, multiply that by twenty and you know what it was like with five sorority sisters getting set. It was crazy but also the most fun I’ve had in years. It really felt like old times and I couldn’t help but feel my appreciation for the ladies grow.

All of us had moved on. We weren’t the bright eyed school girls we once were. We were older and wiser, but we were still able to connect over the efforts it takes getting ready to go out. The weekend wouldn’t last forever, we would each head back to our own separate lives, but I intended to savor every moment, as long as I could.


SCENE 17

Mommy Claire

Dinner was nice but the best part was, I didn’t have to cook or clean up at the end. The bar afterward however, was much more active than I ever would have expected for such a small country town.

There were people everywhere, in a place that was pretty big to begin with, and they were all there to get their groove on, a country line dancing extravaganza. I hadn’t danced like that in I don’t know how long and everyone had an absolute blast.

I happened to take a break from all of the activity, finding a quiet spot away from the loud music, when I saw Tabby’s man friend. He was on the phone and I couldn’t help it, I found myself drawing closer and closer, trying to listen in.

The conversation I heard created all sorts of suspicions about the smooth-talking man.

“Give the girls a kiss from me honey,” he said. “The clients insisted I take them out tonight, you know, show them a good time. I hate being away from you guys but there’s no way I can make it back tonight. I’ll stay in a hotel and see you in the morning.”

If Tabby had heard him, she would have been devastated. There was no way she would ever be the other woman, not with what she was going through. I went to find her, to let her down easy, but somehow Mr. Smooth Talker got to her first, pulling her away from the crowd.

I tried to keep pace, to keep an eye on my friend, but it wasn’t easy. He was trying to get her to go outside, away from any spying eyes. My suspicions skyrocketed. I needed to do something fast.

Just as Tabby was giving in to his lines, I inserted myself into the equation.


SCENE 18

Tabby

I didn’t want to go to the bar. I had only just found out about my husband. It was too soon.

That is what I thought before dinner, before the margaritas. I don’t know how many I had, my glass was never empty, but I was feeling fine when we went to the honky tonk next door and especially when my lover boy cornered me, being all kind and flirty. I may not have wanted anything to happen but the compliments were nice, as was knowing I could still draw a guy’s eye.

Sean, my interested guy, started to get impatient, pushing for me to go outside. I was content the way things were but I didn’t want him to leave so I agreed, we were just about to head out when Claire found us.

“There you are,” she said.

She slid in between Sean and I, wrapping her arms around my neck.

“We’re heading back to the house,” Claire added, “come on, let’s go.”

Claire continued to bounce around the place, gathering our group, preparing us to leave. It didn’t take long and she had everybody headed toward the door.

I was ok leaving but Sean followed us out, pressing to be included with the fun. I wasn’t sure what to say and fortunately Claire stepped in.


SCENE 19

Mommy Claire

At first, I just wanted to get Tabby away from Sean. He was all wrong for her, not now, not ever. But before I could round everyone up and get out of the bar, she had given him her number. Taking her away would protect Tabby for an evening but I wanted to take care of him for good.

I expressed my concerns to Cheryl on the ride back to the cabin.

“Help me out,” I said. “That guy is a total douche and I don’t want him anywhere near Tabby. If anything, I want her to see what he’s hiding.”

Cheryl was all for it. In fact, I think she looked forward to the confrontation between myself and the stranger in our midst.

Back at the cabin, everyone got their drinks and we headed to the patio to hang out. Tom built a fire and we sat around the pit, reminiscing about our college years.

Right on cue, Cheryl brought up some of my more randy escapades, particularly the boys I dominated and controlled. It was all fun back then and fun to talk about today but I had an ulterior motive.

Unfortunately, Sean wasn’t taking the bait.

It took a little while, outlining my conquests in explicit detail, and when I finally got to the stories about my professors, I could see him bubble over. He finally reached his limit.

Sean couldn’t take it anymore. He bit on the hook Cheryl and I had put in the water, and once he did, it was time to reel him in; hook, line and sinker.


SCENE 20

Sean

I’ve never considered myself a chauvinist. In fact, growing up with three older sisters, I got used to having a woman in charge in my life, in many ways I preferred it. But that didn’t mean I could sit idly by and just listen to Claire’s bald-faced lies and pure arrogance. At some point, it just became too much.

It was a party and I was there as a friend of a friend so it wasn’t really my place, but still, listening to her braggadocio was more than I could handle.

“I can dominate any man alive,” the woman boasted, “and I don’t need strength to do it. With just a little bit of seduction and some highly targeted rubbing, in just the right spots, I can turn any man into a little boy. In fact, I can make him beg to do my will.”

Her words were arrogant but Claire had a look to back up every one of her bad intentions. Buxom would be the first word to describe her. She may have had a beautiful smile and captivating eyes but no one could look at Claire James without being first consumed by that incredible hour glass figure. Amazing breasts, large and full, stretching the fabric of her shirt in all the right ways, pressing outward and upward. And that flat belly, and the way her tiny waist accentuated the dangerous curves of her shapely hips. She was woman, mature in all the right places, inviting for the mind as well as the imagination.

Despite all of those attributes, she wasn’t my target. I wasn’t even trying to seduce her but somewhere along the way I couldn’t accept her cocky and outlandish bravado. She may have been hot but she wasn’t a Greek goddess. She didn’t possess unearthly powers. I needed to do something, to reveal her deception, to put her in her place.

My words came out of nowhere and shocked more than half the group.

“You’re so full of shit,” I spat. “You talk a big game but there’s nothing behind it, just words.”

The patio went quiet and all eyes turned first to me and then to Claire, to see her response, to see how she would react to my brazen affront to her dominance and control. If I’m being honest, my biggest fear wasn’t that she would go off, it was that she wouldn’t respond at all, that she wouldn’t even recognize me as a worthy foe.

That is not what happened.

Claire stood up from her comfy seat and crossed the patio in my direction. In the standing position the curves of her body were even more pronounced and I couldn’t help but stare as she bounced and sauntered my way.

“You say I’m full of shit but I see the way you look at me,” Claire gloated. “Your eyes want to drink me in and your mind is more than half way to seduction.”

She got close, real close, and placed a finger on my chest. She then cooed her sweet words as she walked around me, tracing a finger around my shoulder, across my back, up my neck and into my hair.

“Are you saying you don’t want me to seduce you?”

The feel of her fingers on my scalp was highly stimulating and her words burrowed into my brain, leaving no doubt that I did want to be seduced. It was a clever twist, changing the words to fit her narrative, but I was up to the challenge.

“I’ll admit, you’re sexy and hot, and any guy would want to be on the receiving end of your seduction,” I replied “but you said dominate, and I highly doubt you could dominate anyone.”

“You’re drunk and you don’t know what you’re saying,” she answered confidently.

“I do know what I’m saying and I’m not that drunk,” I answered. “I’m challenging you because you’ve been talking a lot of shit and I know you can’t back it up.”


SCENE 21

Mommy Claire

First off, I was a little tipsy. I don’t usually get drunk, not like that, and I admit, I let the alcohol get the better of me, but he was a cheating bastard who wanted to seduce my friend so I didn’t feel the need to hold back.

Had I been sober, things might have gone in a different direction, but as it was, I was flying high and when he challenged me the way he did, I had no choice but to put him in his place.


SCENE 22

Sean

I don’t know why I cornered Claire the way I did. We all knew she was talking shit. It was the kind of stuff men and women say to show off. So, why did I feel the need to challenge her? I’m not sure of the answer but I sure learned my lesson.

The turn in Claire’s attitude took everyone off guard. One moment she was laughing and joking and the next moment she was deadly serious, as if we had to prove just who was right and who was full of shit.

“This is perfect,” Claire said, “we can do the challenge right here.”

At first, I thought she was playing along, and I acted like I was all for it, pretending to open my zipper. I had no idea just how serious she was until Claire made a play for my pants.

“Come on,” she said. “Take off your pants and we’ll get this challenge started.”

“What!?!”

She couldn’t be serious.

“I’m not taking my pants off in front of everyone,” I balked.

Claire laughed. “You say that I can’t dominate you but you’re afraid to let me try. I guess everyone knows who the real poser is.”

Everyone in the group got a big laugh and I have to admit it pissed me off.

“Wait!” I exclaimed. “There has to be another way.”

I’m not sure what I expected but the answer came right away, and it was Claire who offered it.


SCENE 23

Mommy Claire

The hardest part of dominating any man is getting access to his most sensitive spot. I was about to gain control of Sean’s, and the drunken me, the one that was still defensive over his married life and his intentions with Tabby, wanted to turn that fucker out. He didn’t know it, but his whole world was about to change.


SCENE 24

Sean

I have to admit, Claire’s idea was pretty smart. We set up a tent on the patio with Claire inside, my body stretched across the threshold on an air mattress. The lower half of my body was inside the tent while the upper half remained on the outside. Claire closed the zipper tight against my body, blocking everyone’s view of what was happening inside. From the position we were in, we could complete the challenge without anyone truly seeing.

The rules were pretty simple.

With exclusive domain over my lower half, Claire would be able to remove my shorts and once she had unfettered access to my family jewels, she would then have fifteen minutes to take control and prove her dominance. At no point was she allowed to inflict pain and I was not allowed to use any physical force to stop her advances.

It seemed like a straight forward challenge right up until her hands slid up my thighs and began to tickle my skin.

“Ah!” I groaned.

Her fingers were barely there, very light against my skin and they felt amazing.

“Start the clock,” I groaned.

Claire was quick to correct me from her space within the tent. “Not yet,” she said, “your shorts are still on.”

Before I could contemplate what that meant, Claire’s hands were everywhere, up my legs, between my thighs, rubbing my shaft. The stimulus was amazing and I felt my legs go splay, inviting further advance.

It wasn’t fair. Claire had the soft fingers of one hand gently gliding up and down my shaft while the subtle fingertips of the other gently tickled my scrotum. It felt amazing and yet because my shorts were still in place, the clock had yet to start.

How could I ever win if the clock hadn’t even started?

Things got even worse when her free hand wandered, sending tantalizing tingles from the backs of my thighs, up my spine and into my delighted brain. That same wandering finger explored even further, circling my anus before gently caressing my sphincter with the most delicate rubs. No one had ever touched me there before and allowing her that access was highly intimate and extremely emasculating.

Could anyone see how she was stimulating me? Or better yet, could anyone tell how much I was enjoying those particular rubs?

Things were quickly spiraling out of control and I needed to do something fast. I decided surrender was my only real option.

“Ok, ok,” I relented. “You win, we don’t need to do this.”

I’m not sure if Claire heard me because her hands didn’t stop, if anything they became more active.

“Really, Claire!” I exclaimed, “you don’t have to do this. I said it, you win.”

Now, I knew she heard me and she was intentionally ignoring me. I tried to kick my legs but she had me pinned and the way her fingers were stroking my shaft had the rest of my body unwilling to respond to my command. I had no choice but to endure her relentless rounds of teasing of my lower half, while everyone on the patio watched my helplessness from the other side of the tent.

It was so emasculating, losing my connection with the conscious world in front of an audience.

“Look at his eyes,” I heard one of the women say.

It was true, my eyes were totally glazed over, I couldn’t hold my focus on anything.

“What is he saying?” another of the women asked.

I didn’t know the answer to her question, the garbled language spewing forth from my lips the involuntary result of the intense pleasure coursing through my veins.

“I really think he’s helpless,” another voice added, only this one was male.

This couldn’t be happening. I tried with all of my might to collect myself, to keep from sliding into submission, and yet no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t do it.

I couldn’t focus my eyes, I couldn’t steady my thoughts, and I couldn’t control my actions. All of that was overwhelming every thought in my feeble brain but then I felt it, that smooth softness against my cheek, and I was pretty certain it was a penis that was tracking its way to my lips. And when Claire’s voice arose from the tent, instructing me on what to do, I felt myself obeying her command, as if it was the only thing that made sense.

“Open your mouth,” Claire instructed and I did as I was told.

There were quite a few oohs and ahs when I suckled the head of that penis into my mouth, and even though I didn’t want to suck dick in front of a group of strangers, I couldn’t bring myself to defy Claire’s command. Even the laughter that rang through my ears wasn’t enough to break me from that trance like state. In fact, I remained helpless until she stopped her advances altogether, leaving me desperate and alone, the head of a penis pulled from my still searching lips.

The feelings were so powerful, so all-consuming. I would have jerked myself off just to have relief, even with everyone watching, but the tent was still in the way. I was made to endure, my body stunted, forced to come down from the high without the satisfaction of release.

It was an absolutely debilitating experience, frustrating to the core but the craziest part of the whole thing was, had it not been a challenge with an embarrassing defeat in a public forum, I would have gladly succumbed to Claire, ready to indulge every one of her requests in exchange for such incredible bliss.


SCENE 25

Mommy Claire

After his whimpers of defeat, I left Sean’s arousal stunted and then sent him on his way. We all had a good laugh at his expense and I was pretty sure he pulled to the side of the road, just a hundred yards up from the house, to take care of his horny needs.

Before going to bed, Tabby thanked me for stepping in.

“Thank you for helping out with Sean,” she said, “I liked flirting with him, it made me feel normal again, but I wasn’t ready to go any further.”

I smiled and gave her a reassuring hug. “I’ve got you little one. You can always count on me.”

Everyone else was still there, Laura, Cheryl and Sherrill, and all of us joined in a big group hug, glad to be together, wishing it could last. It was coming out of that hug that everyone began to say their good nights. First Laura, then Sherrill and then Cheryl as well. It was just Tabby and I left when she shared the depth of her insecurities.

“Am I still pretty?” she asked.

As ridiculous as the question was, she really wanted an answer.

“What? That’s crazy?” I replied.

“It has to be something. Am I not cool enough?” Tabby pressed.

“Why would you say that?” I added. “Your husband is a dick.”

That’s when Tabby revealed a part of herself, a part I didn’t know existed.

“I’m not talking about him,” she responded, “I’m talking about you. Why have you seduced everyone else but not me?”

Oh shit!

That is not where I thought the conversation was going to go. I didn’t even think she knew about the others.

“I didn’t think you’d be interested,” I answered hesitantly, “you always seemed so conservative.”

Tabby’s forlorn look and saddened eyes said it all. “You never even asked,” she added.

It was an awkward situation. I wasn’t sure what to say.

“Did you want to?” I asked.

Tabby shook her head. She was despondent. “Not now, not like some charity case,” she replied.

Now, I really felt bad.

“It’s not charity,” I explained. “I would love to take you but it’s not like making love to your husband. What I do is different. I take control, I dominate. I’m going to give you so much pleasure you won’t be able to think straight and you’re going to miss me when I’m gone, more than you’ve ever missed anything or anyone in your entire life, including your husband.”

Tabby was still sobbing lightly and I wasn’t sure what else to say or do. I made the offer. The rest was up to her.

“That’s what’s going to happen if you want it,” I offered again. “I’m going to my room, if you really want me to take you then follow me, if not, I’ll see you in the morning.”

I thought Tabby would take a moment to think about it but she jumped from her seat the same time that I did and followed close at my heels, ready to take the step. It wasn’t what I expected or what I had planned, but I was about to gain a new conquest and that was more than a little exciting.


SCENE 26

Tabby

Before the weekend, when I pressed Laura on why Claire should get the in-law suite at the cabin, especially when she was staying all by herself, Laura revealed a secret that she had held for many many years. At first, the news blew me away, then it shocked me, but over time, it rooted in my head until I was no longer surprised by what had taken place back when we were in college and I began to wonder why I wasn’t included.

Before my husband left me, those questions were interesting fodder for the active imagination but once he was gone, I was forced to question everything, including being slighted when it came to our group’s lesbian experimentation.

Did they not like me? Was I not attractive?

Claire didn’t deny any of it and when she extended an invitation to join her, it felt half-hearted at best. I actually thought about holding out, waiting for a more enlightened invitation but then Claire stood up and I was afraid she might rescind the offer.

As quick as I could, I followed her to her room. What happened inside, made me forget about my husband for far more than just one night.


SCENE 27

Mommy Claire

Tabby was so inexperienced. She literally crumbled under my touch and was shedding tears of joy before her first orgasm. And I didn’t stop at one, or two or even five. I pushed her body to the limit, until she was letting go of all of her inhibitions.

For her part, Tabby offered no resistance whatsoever, not when I coaxed her into nursing at my breast, not when I plied her body with bliss, not when I pressed the vibrating bullet hard against her nub and not when I swaddled her bottom in a fresh clean diaper, the bullet still working its magic on her insides.

She held on for dear life as the orgasms overwhelmed her and we both found out that her body responded with projectile squirts when properly stimulated. I continued to press her through every lust pulse and buck of her body, even as her unrelenting squirts made a complete mess of the diaper and everything around us.

Tabby pledged everything to me, repeatedly screaming at the top of her lungs, to the point I had to calm her down, fearful that even being at the other side of the house wasn’t enough to keep everyone from hearing her cries.

We ended our time together with a kiss. Tabby was fully spent, sated, a plastered smile on her pretty face. I felt good for having put it there, a respite from the negativity in her life.


SCENE 28

Tabby

Being alone with Claire brought a heightened sense to what was going to happen between us. In my mind, I had this vision of her sweeping me off of my feet, kissing me passionately on the lips, and taking me to her bed. It is the exact scenario from so many romance novels I had read and yet it was nothing like what I experienced that night in her room.

Claire didn’t seduce me with a kiss. Instead, she assumed total control, standing before me with her full confidence intact, unbuttoning my blouse one button at a time until I was a quivering mess standing before her.

The way her gentle fingers grazed my skin with the removal of each piece of clothing was amazing. My body hummed with a vibrating pulse that made every instant feel like a pinnacle moment, and when my breasts were finally exposed and Claire placed her mouth on my left nipple and suckled my flesh into her mouth, my breath gasped and my body heaved but I did not try to get away.

Claire James was seducing me and it was even better than I had dreamed.

She didn’t stop once my top half was bare. With half my body naked, Claire moved to my hips, sliding her fingers inside my waistband and looking directly into my eyes as she asked, “Do you want me to remove your panties?”

I felt like such a brazen slut with the way I gushed my response.

“Oh, God, yes!” I moaned.

I didn’t mean for it to come out so desperate but it slipped, the moment too much for my excited brain. And if I thought that moment was too much, things quickly escalated when Claire’s delicate fingers slid down my thighs and my calves, taking my panties with them.

Being exposed like that, totally naked while Claire was still fully clothed, should have created an imbalance between us but the truth was, Claire was always dominant in my eyes. Even back in school I looked up to her, and now, as she led me to her bed after already having taken my clothes, I was ready to complete my journey of submission.

I fully expected that Claire would swarm my sex but what I didn’t expect was the way she would cuddle my body. Before I knew it, she was next to my frame, her buxom body so near, and yet the contact I felt wasn’t her hands near my sex, it was the soft feel of her flesh as it pressed against my face.

To say that feeling was magnificent would be an understatement. The warm softness of her bosom against my face instantly pacified me but it was nothing compared to how I felt when the protrusion of her nipple pressed against my cheek on its way to my lips. The feel of that nub triggered something inside my brain, something I couldn’t describe but also couldn’t deny. And while my brain tried to figure out just what was happening, my body reverted to its natural instinct.

I don’t know if you realize how innate the suckling motion is but I reverted to the state of a helpless child while cuddling into Claire’s embrace and nursing at her teat. It was blissful in a way I had never experienced before and I indulged that feeling far more than I ever could have anticipated. And while I got lost in that heavenly connection, Claire increased her advances on my body, sending the rest of my senses on a carnal joy ride.

The way her fingers skated along my skin brought a rise of sensitivity to every nerve ending and when those delicate tips grazed across my kitty lips, I couldn’t stop my legs from spreading and my mind from opening to the incredible anticipation.

In an instant, my entire body was pulsing, rising up in expectation of where she might touch next, and the answer to that question came when one and then two of her fingers dipped inside of my essence and began to explore my folds.

Claire’s touch was so gentle, barely yet distinctly there, teasing my excitement, driving my desire, and when those magic fingers of hers curled to my most sacred spot, I let out a cry of joy and allowed my body to succumb to the intense pleasure overwhelming my brain.

While that intense joy overwhelmed every waking thought, Claire added another element to our games of lust, inserting a small vibrator inside my hole and then pressing that pulsing nub against my most sensitive spot. The feeling was intense, rattling up my spine and flooding my brain with a tidal wave of pleasure chemicals.

I cried aloud as I came all over Claire’s fingers and the bed, but not once did I lose connection with her succulent breast, nursing like the helpless little girl she wanted me to be. It was all so incredible and my entire body throbbed until I could take no more and then I collapsed in a moment of pure exhaustion.

Once the excitement had piqued and the true intensity had passed, Claire finished me off by wrapping my lower half in a clean white cloth. I didn’t know what it was at first, but once I realized she had diapered me, I didn’t have the strength to protest, so I doubled down on the experience, curling into her embrace and taking her nipple back into my mouth.

I didn’t know it at the time, but Claire would tell me later that I had regressed better than any of her other conquests in the house. Strangely, that gave me an incredible sense of pride. I may have been the last of our friends to be conquered, but I was special in Claire’s eyes and deep down inside, I think that is what I had wanted most of all.


SCENE 29

Mommy Claire

Sunday morning brought a melancholy mood to the breakfast table. Sherrill and her husband as well as Laura and hers were departing, they each had long drives ahead of them and work the following day.

We said our tear-filled goodbyes, promising not to let so much time pass before our next get together.

Laura was sobbing when she gave me a hug, whispering through her tears.

“Thank you for everything this weekend,” she said, “I really mean it.”

It was odd to hear, especially after everything she had done to plan and prepare the reunion getaway.

“Thank you,” I replied, “and the next time you’re in Vegas you have to call, we’ll get together again.”

I would have thought it would just be one of those things people say but Laura was quick to take me up on the offer.

“I can plan a special trip,” she gushed. “Just me, or both of us?”

She turned to look at her husband and gave him the thumbs up sign. Based on the look in his eyes, he was more excited now than when the weekend first started, which made the idea of dominating the two of them at the same time jump into my head once again.

“Text me and we’ll work out the details,” I replied.

I said goodbye to Sherrill and her husband as well and I actually felt guilty when I did. Now, Sherrill was the only member of my pledge class that I hadn’t seduced and it made me wonder if she knew about the others and if she would be as upset as Tabby when she found out. I wasn’t sure of the answer but made a mental note to find out after I was home.

It was difficult saying goodbye, but Cheryl and Tabby were still there and they had something special planned, a surprise guest just for me.

I was actually excited looking out the window, waiting for a car to arrive. I hadn’t held such anticipation in a long time and I needed to thank the ladies for that experience. When the car finally did pull up the drive, I was shocked at who I saw.

It was Larissa, my roommate from Freshman year.

We had a special connection, Larissa and I. I helped her break out of her shell into a world of new awakenings however her parents weren’t ready for that kind of revolution, not from their delicate princess. The moment they saw her eyes opened to the joys of sex they pulled her from the school. We met once again after that, about a year later, but Larissa became obsessed and I had to cut it off.

I wasn’t fearful for my life or anything, but seeing her walking up to the door did make me nervous about seeing her again.

Larissa came in, we all said our hellos and the moment I gave her a hug the connection was instantly restored. Larissa was smitten and as much as I was nervous about seeing her again, one look in her submissive eyes and my dominant nature took over.

We spent the day hanging out, reminiscing about old times. The afternoon led to an evening barbecue and then marshmallows by the fire. All the while I felt completely in my element. Cheryl and Tabby were two of my most recent conquests and they were quick to do my bidding. Larissa, on the other hand, was the next girl up, about to succumb to mommy’s advances.

The night grew late, the fire dim and I had Cheryl lead Tabby away, leaving Larissa and I alone for some special one on one. Larissa looked as lost and unsure of herself as ever, almost as bad as when we the first met. I could have spent time dwelling on what she had been up to oh, these so many years, but I didn’t want to waste the time, I had other things on my mind.

Without further delay I set the stage, not only for Larissa but also for my expectations for the remainder of the night.

“I’m in the in-law suite and the bed has the softest sheets,” I said. “Would you like to feel them?”

I didn’t wait for a response, standing up from my seat and heading towards my room, leading Larissa to her destiny.


SCENE 30

Larissa

When I found out that Claire was going to be at the reunion I didn’t eat for a month, I exercised every day and I picked out the perfect outfit. I even practiced exactly what I was going to say, about how I was over her and wouldn’t give in to her control.

Those feelings lasted until I first saw her face and completely washed away when she whispered in my ear. From that point forward I went along while secretly admonishing myself, disappointed by my weakness. But when she invited me back to her room at the end of the night I had another chance, to tell her I was over her, to stand strong for myself. Yet when she turned to walk to her room, I found myself chasing at her heels, desperate to satisfy a need that had been left unfulfilled for far too long.

What was this power she held over me, the kind that still held strong more than twenty years after first coming into my life?

No sooner were we alone in her room and she was undressing me. I was powerless to stop her but the truth was, I wanted my clothes gone, I wanted her hands on me. Claire turned me into her slut back in college, when we were roommates. I was only waiting for this time to come, to have my chance once again. My need and my urge were well defined, etched in my brain long before this day.

The moment my clothes were gone, Claire let me know about the changes in her life since the last time she assumed control.

“I want to seduce you just like back then,” she cooed in my ear, “back then I was dominant but now I’m a mommy. Will you be my good little girl?”

I heard her words and the thought of calling her mommy was a line I couldn’t cross. For more than a moment I tried to resist, really tried, but Claire asserted herself and, in the moment, I found out just how weak I really was.

Claire skated her fingers over my skin while cooing sweet nothings in my ear. “Be a good little girl and give in to mommy,” she said.

Her voice was velvety soft, like the way her touch was on my skin, absolutely tantalizing, ever so light, stimulating all the right spots at all the right times to have my mind contemplating every possible what-if.

I was no match for Claire’s strength, my entire body trembling under her touch. It was just like I remembered and the moment the pleasure rose I couldn’t resist, I readily gave in.

When Claire first made reference to mommy and little girl, I didn’t truly understand but when she curled her body to feed me her breast while continuing to fondle and caress my sensitive skin, I wasn’t sure what to do. And then her nipple grazed my cheek on its way to my mouth, and everything about Claire’s statement became crystal clear.

She wanted to infantilize me, to turn me into her little baby girl, but the truth was I would have agreed to anything, my desire to be back with Claire stronger than any other need.

I gave in for Claire but it actually felt good to suckle at her teat while she tickled my slit on her way to my clittie. The stimulus was intense, overwhelming my body with a relentless wave of ecstasy and I allowed her mommy games to guide my thinking every step of the way.

“Yes, mommy! Yes, mommy!” I called.

I allowed myself to indulge, to walk the path Claire wanted me to walk, and while it seemed odd at first, the moment I fully submitted to her ways my body piqued and I felt at one with Claire James once again.

I’m not sure when she diapered me but I was very aware when I confessed my weakness at her hand.

“I really tried to resist,” I admitted, “I wanted to stand up to you but I couldn’t. I’ll be your good little girl. I’ll do whatever you say. Just please don’t tell my husband.”

She agreed not to tell and even offered to have me and my family out to Vegas to visit. I agreed but was absolutely certain that when the time came there would be a reason for me to be making the trip alone.


SCENE 31

Mommy Claire

In the morning, we said our goodbyes, saying the same things we did with Sherrill and Laura, promising to get together soon, to not let so much time pass before the next gathering. It was sad to say the least, truly not wanting our time to end.

I extended offers to both Tabby and Cheryl to join me should they ever wish to see Las Vegas and was quite pleasantly surprised to see each one pull out her phone, ready to put plans on the calendar. We didn’t set a specific date but promised to connect soon, and I felt a certain tingle in my loins knowing the opportunity that lie in wait.

I enjoyed my time away as well as the reconnection with my past but there’s something about the comforts of home that provide a safe haven for the weary mind. They were calling my name.

While I waited in the airport terminal for my plane to board, my phone buzzed with a new text. I expected it was from one of the ladies, sharing a new memory from our weekend.

The note on my phone wasn’t from the ladies but it did help with my transition, from weekend escape back to my present and current life.

It read: “It’s Monday and I’m headed back to Vegas, any chance we can connect?”

It took me a moment to realize who it was, and once I did, I looked about the waiting area, to see what I would find. Much to my delight, standing right behind me was my basketball playing seat mate from the flight out.

Chad was smiling ear to ear, desirous to take me up on my offer from just a few days before.

It was a wonderful sight and welcome way to end my weekend getaway and return to my normal world.


EPILOGUE

Mommy Claire

My reunion weekend was everything I had hoped for and more but it was time to get back to my regular life. A break from the norm is nice but being an adult baby diaper lover is a full-time job and I was excited to get back to work.

There’s no better way to get back into the swing of things than with a horny young man to manipulate and tease. I knew I was lucky, mine was ready and waiting, but no matter the situation I would always count my blessings, grateful for another day.
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PROLOGUE

Mommy Claire

The request from my friend was unlike any that had come before. Laura wanted me to dominate and control her husband and the moment the offer was on the table, I wanted to say yes.

There’s something very special about our friend’s partners. From the moment we meet them they’re off limits but that doesn’t mean we don’t want to tease and play. Tom was a different sort altogether; a horny one, always fixated on my breasts, desperately searching for something more, but in the category of just out of reach. It was going to be a pleasure taking advantage of him, and teaching him a valuable lesson in the process.


SCENE 1

Mommy Claire

A very dear friend of mine, a pledge sister from my college sorority, recently sent me a letter. We had gotten together not too long before and I assumed it was a thank you, a follow up or some other formality. Laura was just that type of woman.

What I found when I opened that standard #9 envelope rewrote my understanding of the holy bonds of matrimony; and the limits to personal friendship.

Dear Claire,

It was so nice seeing you during the reunion weekend. Any time we get together is nice but this visit was particularly special. I hope you felt that way too.

I am writing now with two purposes, the first of which is to ask your advice and the second is to ask for a favor.

The counsel I seek is specific to your area of expertise, the exchange of power in a relationship. After sharing the details of our latest escapade with my husband, he has become very desirous of his own experience. He would like to be dominated, rendered submissive the way you controlled me.

He’s my husband and I want to grant him this wish but is it possible for me to see him crumble and submit and still hold an image of stability in my head? He’s my rock, my daddy, as much as I want him to have what his heart desires, I don’t want to lose the strong partner I have grown to love.

I guess, in a way, I’ve already answered my first question, about whether I could see him that way, which brings me to my second, the favor I would like to request.

You are one of my oldest and dearest friends and I wouldn’t ask if I didn’t think you were up to the task. Would it be possible and would you consider, dominating my husband? Would you give him the experience he desires in a private setting, away from me?

I know this is a lot to ask and I patiently and optimistically await your reply.

Your Sister,

Laura


SCENE 2

Mommy Claire

It was a conundrum.

The truth was, I could easily dominate Laura’s husband. I had met him before, I saw the way he looked at me, I saw the way he allowed me and my influence to slip into his brain, to the places that could easily control his actions.

I never would, out of respect for my sorority sister, but here she was asking, and he was very easy prey. Yes, the seduction would be simple, even as a married man, but Laura’s request went deeper, creating the all-important question inside my head.

Could I dominate my friend’s husband in such a way, that he could still remain strong with her, even after crumbling at my hand? At first, it didn’t seem possible, but then I started to think about the possibilities, conjuring the path to success.

There were issues, I knew that, but the potential reward was great, causing me to consider all of my options.

Would Laura really be ok with me having that intimate access with her beau? Would she be jealous after all was said and done?

The more I rationalized that it was her request, her idea, the more I realized I could actually do it and that everyone would be better off for the experience.

As quickly as I could, I penned my reply, sending my response via email, ensuring timely delivery of the message:

Hey Sister,

In receipt of your note. I can do it if that is what you want. You’ve seen and experienced what I can do. If you’re sure you’re ok with it, we can set something up.

Your Sister,

Claire

If this worked, her whole request would be the Genesis of a brilliant new idea, not only could I give him the experience he desired, I could send my friend’s husband back a new and improved version of himself.


SCENE 3

Tom

My wife has a friend from college who is crazy hot. I don’t mean you look at her and think, wow, she’s attractive, I mean she steps into your line of sight and you forget your own name. Claire isn’t just the woman with the awesome look, the beautiful face and the incredible body, she’s the ultimate femme fatale.

On more than one occasion, my wife has shared tales of the intimate times she and Claire had back in college, when they crossed the line in the privacy of the sorority house walls. Those stories of sexual experimentation were fascinating, the kind to arouse and excite, but the moment I met Claire in person they took on a completely new scope and frame.

After meeting the wonder of Claire James in the flesh, all of those stories took on new meaning. She was neither myth nor fictional character. If anything, my wife may have undersold the strength, confidence and power that exuded from every pore of her very dominant friend.


SCENE 4

Mommy Claire

I agreed to Laura’s request but I wasn’t taking the responsibility lightly. She was a dear friend and she had expectations, first that I would give her husband a domination experience and second that I would return him whole, as good or better than I found him.

I had no doubts about my ability to seduce, dominate and control, those things I had been doing my entire life. However, doing so without damaging the fragile male ego that lie beneath, that was going to truly challenge my credentials.

As I sat looking out the window, waiting for Tom to arrive, that old familiar tingle returned. It was subtle but it was there, signaling another new beginning, the unearthing of my deepest carnal needs.

The prelude to my hunting games was upon me, soon to be followed by the pursuit of my ultimate desire.


SCENE 5

Tom

I kissed my wife on Friday morning before heading to the airport and my trip to Las Vegas, Nevada. I was visiting my wife’s friend, Claire, for a very special weekend.

It was a birthday gift, a generous offering from my wife to experience alone time with her friend. I know what you’re thinking, what kind of wife arranges a thing like that? But it gets even better, not only would Claire and I be alone, but her intent was to sensually dominate me, to let me see inside the stories my wife could only share with words.

I was nervous, excited and scared all at once but more than anything I wanted to know, to see and experience how the other half lived.

It didn’t take long for the weekend to begin, there was a limo driver waiting for me at baggage claim, but the real fireworks went off when I stepped into the back of the limousine to find Claire waiting on my arrival.

“You don’t know how lucky you are,” she said the moment I slipped into the back of the car. She patted the seat next to her, welcoming me in.

I didn’t need to be told. Looking at Claire and knowing what was about to happen was all the proof I would ever need.

“Actually, I do,” I replied. “My wife is the greatest woman on the planet.”


SCENE 6

Mommy Claire

I’ll admit, my mind teetered back and forth on what to make of this entire arrangement. On one hand, I wanted to do it for Laura, my friend, but on the other hand it felt weird, like I was crossing a line.

To his credit, Tom started things off well, demonstrating the right attitude of appreciation and respect for his wife the moment we got together. If he hadn’t, things might have gone an entirely different way.

We made small talk on the ride, about the flight, about the weather. It was just to fill the time. It wasn’t like we were strangers, we had met before, but this was the first time we were alone and there was definitely an air of uncertainty between us.

I decided to address the elephant in the room.

“Tom,” I said, “there’s no need to put on an act. I’ve known you want me from the first moment we met and now, this weekend, you’re going to get to experience what I’m all about. It’s going to blow your mind and please your cock, maybe not in that order, and when I’m done, you’re going to be a submissive little boy who can’t think or act without my direction. Do you understand?”

His wide eyes and broad grin let me know he understood and also confirmed that I would have no trouble separating this man from everything that gave him strength.


SCENE 7

Tom

“Do you understand?” she asked.

To say I was shocked at how direct and forthright Claire was would be an understatement. She was always bold and confident but this was a whole new level. She put everything on the line and the truth was, she was one hundred percent accurate with every part of her statement.

Even with that seemingly simple conversation, I felt the change between us, the dynamic shift in power. Already she had the upper hand and I didn’t see that changing anytime soon.

The limo pulled up in front of a mammoth estate outside of Las Vegas and we climbed the steep steps to the front door of Claire’s home. As I took each step, Claire walked behind me and it was then that I first felt it, her hand on the back of my thigh, the gentle squeeze, the movement up to my buttocks, and the way her finger nestled gently between my cheeks, finding a welcome home at my anus.

In an instant, she was where no one had ever been before and the tingle of excitement that followed let me know this was only the first of many new feelings I would be experiencing during this weekend.

The house was palatial, and when we stepped across the threshold and I saw the sweeping staircase that led to the second floor, I felt like I was taken back, to a different place and time.

“Welcome to my home,” Claire offered nonchalantly, “I’ll give you a tour later, but for now let’s get set up in my office. We can start there.”

I didn’t know how you ‘start’ a weekend like ours, the get to know you in the back of the limo and walking up the steps was probably the beginning, but she had more to share and the moment the office door was closed she started to explain.

“There’s really no point mincing words,” Claire said, “you came here to be dominated and I have every intent of giving you that experience.”

Without asking a question or letting me know what she was about to do, she turned my body toward her and began to undo the buttons of my shirt. At first, I tried to help her but when she slapped my hands away, I let her have her way.

The disrobing had begun.

If I had known how incredible being undressed by Claire would be, I never would have lifted a finger. The moment she descended upon me I felt the temperature in the room rise. It wasn’t just her nearness, the closeness of her white-hot flame, it was the confidence she exuded with every step, making it clear from word one exactly who was in charge.

I had no intention of challenging her authority and yet the instant she undid the top button of my shirt, there was no doubt as to who was in charge.

Button by button my shirt came undone but it was the gentle touches from her supple fingers that told the true story. The slightest glide up the backs of my biceps started the tingle but it was every touch that followed that created the relentless flow. That subtle skate up the back of my neck and into my hair, massaging my scalp only to provide the gentlest squeeze at the base of my skull, one that made my entire body feel relaxed.

From there her delicate touch skated everywhere, finding sensitive spots on my skin with each removal of clothing. I might have been unnerved by my wife’s friend removing my pants but the moment her perfectly manicured nails skated up the backs of my thighs, I lost all frame of reference and focused solely on my breathing, which had grown ragged and unsure.

I’m not sure how she managed to make me hyperventilate but I can tell you that her calm words in my ear instantly pacified my mood. As talented as she was at driving my excitement, she was just as adept at soothing the wild beast that resided at my core.

All the time Claire was caressing my skin, finding my erogenous zones, she was simultaneously removing my clothes, and by the time I was down to just my socks and underwear, a distinct change had taken place between us.

Claire was my wife’s friend, and we had agreed to a weekend of sensual seduction, and while I was obviously excited to experience such an event with this sexy woman, I couldn’t deny a certain fear of the ramifications, the long-term effects of this type of power exchange.

Could I indulge these lust-filled relations and remain committed to my wife? Would such a carnal interaction forever taint my perception of sex and what it means to give and receive pleasure?

Those questions and more inundated my brain, causing me to think many wild and crazy thoughts, but the moment Claire laid it all on the line, offering me an opportunity to escape, I realized I was way past the point of no return.


SCENE 7

Mommy Claire

The initial disrobing allowed me to find every one of Tom’s sensitive spots, revealed by his involuntary heaves and gasps every time my fingers stimulated a new zone. He didn’t realize the valuable information he was just giving away, focused solely on the arousal building from my targeted touch.

I played for a while, driving the moment, building his desire, and when I was confident the pleasure pulses surging through his body were enough to consume his mind, I fed him the words to aid his journey.

“You want this,” I cooed in his ear as my fingers continued to dance and play. “You’ve made that clear, by the way your eyes linger on my curves, the way your mind drinks me in.”

My nails skating ever so lightly over his skin had every hair standing on end, and I continued to drip my thoughts into his ear, driving his excitement from within.

“You want me to dominate you, to take control,” I added, “but that isn’t how I work. Now that you are here it’s important that you understand, I will take all that you freely give, your strength, your control, but there is no exchange of power until we define your limits, and then together we step over that line.”

I continued my massaging rubs and he allowed me to roam, offering no resistance to my ever-growing command.

Tom moaned and groaned in response to my touch, savoring the feel, allowing those pleasure pulses to consume every waking thought. There was no doubt he was a willing participant, freely indulging every pulse and throb, and that provided ample opportunity for what I wanted to accomplish.

I gave him fair warning, and he said he understood, but those were just words. He was too caught up in my heavenly touch to say or think anything else, and that was just how I wanted him.


SCENE 8

Tom

Being undressed by my wife’s sexy friend was surreal. First off, I had admired her for a long time. Ever since my wife and I first got intimate I heard the tales from their days at the sorority house. Those were enough to get any man aroused but the combination of Claire’s look and Laura’s erotic stories had my mind on edge, and when Claire removed the last of my clothes, my boxer briefs, and then directed me to get up on the examination table in her office, I knew my experience was about to leave planet earth and enter all new territory.

Claire’s tantalizing touch while she removed my clothes was incredible but I soon found out that her skills went way beyond a simple seduction. The way her hands caressed my skin, building the blood flow, driving the excitement, was only the beginning, the moment she shifted, taking position between my legs, the real fireworks began.

The first touch of her manicured nail down the front of my dick sent an excited shiver up my spine but it was the way she wrapped her silky fingers around my shaft and began a gentle up and down glide that really got my attention.

“Oh, God!” I groaned uncontrollably.

The physical feel was much more intense than I had anticipated and, in an instant, my entire world was off balance.

From the base of my shaft to the ridge of my head Claire slid her hand up and down, gliding ever so light but grinding at just the right spots to create the friction I needed to perpetuate my arousal. It was amazing and I felt the oxygen leave my lungs as a result.

Claire was highly skilled, using her thumb to press against the sensitive spots on the front of my shaft, putting forth very little effort but providing just enough stimulus to create relentless waves of ecstasy pulsing through my core.

It didn’t take long for the excitement to pique. My breathing went erratic and my hips began a subtle grind, in time with her fabulous strokes. I couldn’t stop my physical reaction, my body on autopilot, and I allowed her free reign over my actions, gliding along with her blissful rubs.

It was all so incredible, making my body feel awesome and my head grow light. In all of the stories my wife had shared about the dominance of her friend, I had always assumed there was a level of myth to the tales, but as I succumbed to Claire’s amazing power on the exam table that day, I realized my wife may have undersold the effects.


SCENE 9

Mommy Claire

I probably didn’t need to tease Tom as long as I did but I wanted to be certain. He was about to be pushed beyond anything he had ever agreed to before and I needed to know it would work, that he wouldn’t have the strength to resist.

The way he crumbled under my touch was a great sign, as were his uncontrollable gasps and huffs. Tom’s body was fully indulgent in the bliss, and as long as that was the case, there was nothing his mind could do to stop the force that was about to overwhelm his life.


SCENE 10

Tom

I’ll admit, the way Claire made my dick feel, I was ready to obey her every command. It felt so incredible, not just in my loins, my balls throbbing, my penis pulsing, but also in my brain, my mind floating on a cloud with the euphoria from her fabulous rubs. And while I was in that glorious state, she began to drip ideas into my brain, suggestions on how I was to think and act.

“Such a good little boy,” Claire cooed, “tell mommy how much you like to give in.”

They were strange words, suggesting an idea that had never truly crossed my mind, and yet I found myself nodding along, happy to go along as long as the heavenly bliss continued.

She went on, “You like having your pee-pee teased,” she said, “that’s because deep down inside you want me in control, you know that’s how it should be.”

The way my body felt, pulsing in euphoria, floating on a cloud, I couldn’t dispute her assertion, and the more those thoughts wound their way into my highly susceptible brain, the less they seemed like suggestions and the more they seemed like statements of fact.

It was then that I realized that it didn’t matter what she asked, I needed those blissful feelings to continue, however just as I was about to tell her that, she pushed the moment forward, introducing me to another fun element of her games.

I was about to reveal my truth, to tell Claire that I loved her touch and would do anything to keep those feelings alive, when I felt the most amazing thing.

One moment my mind was focused on admitting my weakness and the next thing I knew I felt it, that little protrusion dragging ever so gently across my cheek. My conscious brain didn’t understand it at first but something deep inside knew right away. Before my mind could register or think, my neck snapped to attention, turning my head and my mouth, succinctly gathering her in.

If Claire had asked me to suckle at her breast, I would have gladly complied but my reaction to her efforts was purely instinctual, a natural response to her overwhelming stimulus, and as I got lost in that suckling connection, I realized she was operating at an entirely different level, one I could not comprehend.

I would have gladly agreed to each and every step of Claire’s seduction but at no point did I ever get the chance. She was always one step ahead of me, driving my bodily actions before my mind could catch up.


SCENE 11

Mommy Claire

When I undressed Tom, I was actively seeking and identifying all of his hidden zones, the sensitive spots that would be the key to separating him from any sense of control.

When I stroked his cock, I wanted him to see the pleasure that lie in wait for the obedient little boy who obeyed mommy’s command, the one who accepted that I could grant even more pleasure than he could give himself.

And when I fed him my breast, I wanted him to feel the connection, that special bond between mommy and son, the one that signaled a deeper level of bliss.

Now that the initial stages were complete it was time to push things forward, to realize Tom’s full potential as a submissive little boy.


SCENE 12

Tom

Claire continued to massage and play while introducing me to the subtle beauty of nursing. It was an incredible bond, the softness of her skin, the comfort of her touch. I will never forget how I felt in that moment, consumed by every pleasurable thought zooming through my elated brain.

I never even noticed the diaper, until it was wrapped around my bottom and Claire was helping me down from her table, inviting me and my glassy eyed existence to the next stage of her seduction.

It all happened so quickly, the way she took control; and I was happy to be an active participant, witnessing it all firsthand.

While Claire assisted my dazed and confused self from the table and out of her office, she whispered some very interesting words in my ear, words that probably would have broken my brain an hour earlier but in that moment fit the situation perfectly.

“I think it’s time you start calling me mommy,” she said, and when I looked in her eyes, the connection I felt let me know there was so much more we were about to experience.

“Yes, mommy,” I agreed and the mere act of obedience made me feel all warm inside.

The words slipped through my lips much more easily than I ever could have expected, and while I wasn’t sure if it was the submission or the infantilism that triggered the interest in my head, I was quite certain I would be testing the waters to find out.

Mommy Claire led me from her office and up the sweeping staircase to the second floor of her home. I followed dutifully, fully content with whatever direction she chose to lead.

There were many different rooms on the second floor but she took me into the first one, a guest bedroom with fancy furniture and a four-poster bed. I could have marveled at the fine antiques but the moment we were inside, Mommy Claire was on my, quickly removing my diaper, separating me from the only piece of clothing on my body.

I wasn’t embarrassed, I didn’t try to resist. Ever since my wife had spoken of the seduction at Claire’s hand, I wanted to experience it, and this was my time. Once my dick was free, all I could think about was her touch and I shifted towards her, hoping to get that attention.

“Look at your little pee-pee,” Mommy Claire cooed in a soothing tone and then descended upon me. Before I knew it, her hand was on my dick, gently squeezing my shaft, sending a bolt of blood to my nether region.

This is what I had been waiting for and I sucked in my breath, bracing myself for more.

The way her fingers tickled and teased made my erection grow, exciting my body, but the words she whispered in my ear made it clear that she was not impressed.

“Your little pee-pee is getting harder,” she said, “that means you like when mommy does this. You like when mommy rubs your little pee-pee.”

I didn’t like her calling my dick a little pee-pee but she didn’t stop, and before I knew it, those words started to take effect. I started to see myself that way. Mommy thought my pee-pee was small, like a little boy, how could I argue?

I was just coming to grips with those strange and powerful feelings when Mommy Claire pushed the moment forward once again.

“What do you say we take that little pee-pee of yours and give you a bath?” she asked.

Obviously, the thought of a bath with my gorgeous mommy was exciting and a pulse surged through that little pee-pee of mine, causing my breath to heave and my eyes to lose focus. I couldn’t stop the way my little pee-pee responded and that had me seriously questioning just how deep these thoughts ran.

Mommy was quick to notice.

“It looks like someone is excited for bath time,” Mommy explained. “Look at how excited your little pee-pee is.”

She gave my pee-pee a few extra rubs as she led me into the bathroom and helped me into the tub. There was definitely something about her mental wordplay. At first, her reference to my little pee-pee was demoralizing, but the more she said it, the more I came to acceptance, to the point I actually liked hearing her say the words.

I didn’t know what that was but there was no doubt that by the time I was sitting in the tub, ready for my bath, I wanted Mommy Claire to have full control over both me and my little pee-pee, no matter what I had to do to make that happen.

Fortunately, our minds were thinking in lockstep, and she was about to escalate things between us, in a very real and rapid way.


SCENE 13

Mommy Claire

The first few hours of our time together were sure to set the tone for our entire weekend. In that time, I managed to separate Tom from his clothes, tease his desire, introduce him to time at my teat and dress him in a diaper. To say things were progressing nicely would be an understatement.

Now, it was time to push things even further, so Tom’s thoughts would no longer be his own, and I could manipulate him anyway I pleased.

For that journey I intended to increase the pleasure while simultaneously removing any element of control.


SCENE 14

Tom

In all honesty, the moment my wife made the arrangements for my weekend with Claire, I fantasized about when I might see her in the nude, and let me tell you, my fantasies didn’t come anywhere near the reality of that heavenly event.

Mommy Claire had me naked in her tub, my mind fixated on how little my pee-pee was and what it would take to get her to touch it again, when it began. It was as those thoughts were swimming in my head that she began to disrobe.

Watching a gorgeous woman remove her clothes is like a naughty vision, a forbidden temptation that yields a highly tantalizing reward. But when the woman knows how to draw out the moment, to use her assets to tempt and tease every step of the way, it has the power to truly transform, to become a transcendent experience.

Let me tell you, Mommy Claire knew how to extend the moment.

The first few buttons of her blouse set the tone, creating the image in my head. Her clothes were coming off, the time was near.

And while the unbuttoning revealed a bit of her chest, a dipping view of her wonderful cleavage, she stopped short of the big reveal, leaving my mind to wonder, moving to the button and zipper of her pants.

Undoing the button of her pants and pushing down the zipper had the opportunity to arouse but it was the way she pushed the fabric over her shapely hips that caused my heart to race. She was perfection personified and every inch of her frame coming into view, reinforced that notion.

One by one the articles of her clothing came off and little by little more of her flesh was revealed. Oh, how I wanted to touch, to feel that silky smooth skin, but that was not to be, and as I stretched and strained my neck, trying to take more and more of her in, she introduced a new element to her erotic strip tease.

Mommy had just turned her back, revealing her full shape from behind, and as she undid the clasp of her bra, allowing the article to drop to the floor, I thought for certain I was about to be treated to the luscious view of her magnificent breasts, my life’s big wish finally fulfilled. But just as her hips signaled the turn, bringing her body in alignment with mine, she introduced something new, another level of tease.

The towel came out of nowhere.

Just as I thought I was about to be treated to the vision of heaven on earth, a big plush towel was blocking my view. To say I was disappointed would be an understatement but Mommy Claire wasn’t done, and when she continued her slow and erotic reveal, I moved to the edge of the tub, ready to drink her all in.

It was then, as she turned to the left and dipped the towel low, allowing me a fleeting glimpse of her bare shoulder and partially exposed breast, that I felt like I might be crossing a line. My wife had arranged a seductive experience but here I was completely driven by the arousal, carnal lust consuming my every thought?

Would my wife be ok with this? I wasn’t sure but then Mommy Claire dipped her towel even further and I couldn’t take my eyes off the incredible visual. Immediately, I started to play with myself, only to be scolded for my boyish indiscretion.

“Did you ever see your mommy naked when you were growing up?” Mommy Claire asked.

Sheepishly, I admitted that I had.

“And did you do that when you watched?” she asked.

Instantly, I was aware of the subtext and pulled my hand away.

“It’s ok,” she assured me. “You’re just a little boy with a little pee-pee. You can’t help yourself.”

Just as I was forced to accept her statement, about how I was little when it came to my sexual experience, and obviously my pee-pee was small too, when she dropped her towel and moved to the edge of the tub, ready to step inside.

My jaw dropped at the beautiful sight, the incredible vision of her, and even though I knew it was wrong, I couldn’t help it, I began to stroke my little pee-pee as mommy climbed into the tub.

I wanted her so bad and I would have gladly told her so but she had something to say before I could, and what she shared completely blew me away.

“You think you’re excited now,” she offered with a devilish smile, “but I’m going to make it so you’re really out of control.”


SCENE 15

Mommy Claire

I had Tom right where I wanted him; horny, desperate, and with nowhere else to turn.

It was the perfect trifecta and the telltale sign that he was ready to move on to the next stage of his transition.

It may seem simple that a man can’t think straight when his body is blooming in pre-orgasmic bliss, but what isn’t so cut and dry is how to use that helplessness to drive his actions; to effect real and lasting change.


SCENE 16

Tom

The moment Mommy Claire climbed into the tub my mind went wild. I’ll admit, I wanted to have sex, but I can also admit that there were many things I wanted to do with my sexy mommy.

Unfortunately, the decision on how things would proceed were not up to me and Mommy Claire had a different vision for how things should advance.

“You’re such a good little boy,” Mommy Claire cooed as she lathered her hands with soap and began to wash my skin. “You didn’t show any independence like a man. You just gave in, very submissive.”

She continued to caress with her soapy hands, adding more words that at first seemed gentle and kind but actually chipped away at my confidence and self-esteem.

“When you first came here, I was worried that you might try to dominate me, show me what it means to be a real a man, but you didn’t have any resistance at all,” she offered.

When I first arrived, I was excited to submit, but now I began to think that I may have missed out on an opportunity. That perhaps if I had asserted myself that I might have been able to take Claire for myself. That thought was pervasive but it proved to be fleeting as she introduced her next words.

“Can you imagine how things might have gone?” she asked. “We could have spent the whole weekend with you in charge? What would you have done to mommy if you had her all helpless?”

All at once, the idea surged in my head. Could it be? As much as I wanted a sensual domination experience, I couldn’t resist the thought of having Claire and that incredible body submissive to me.

For more than a moment that thought tickled my fancy and as the thought built up, so did my confidence, until I found myself preparing to make the move, to seize the moment and claim Claire as my own.

The idea was there, fully formed in my head, and as I steeled my nerves to make it happen, Claire wrapped her supple fingers around my shaft, pressed her thumb against my frenulum, and with three rapid strokes, sent my brain back to the real world.

One. Two. Three.

Three quick rubs and all the blood that was driving my thoughts left my brain and went straight to my pee-pee, to join in the fun. Instantly, any independence I thought I had was completely pacified, three more rubs and all I could make out was mommy’s gentle giggle and her words of wisdom as they whispered in my ear.

“You didn’t think a little boy like you, with a little pee-pee like this, could really take control of mommy, did you?”

In that moment, I realized the folly of my way. I was too small a boy and my pee-pee much too little to ever stand a chance against a woman as dominant as Mommy Claire.


SCENE 17

Mommy Claire

I’ll admit, I baited Tom into trying to stand up for himself. The truth is, he gave in too easily. I knew he wanted the seduction experience but somewhere along the line he needed to resist, to show some semblance of independent thought. It was imperative that he reveal his backbone if I was going to break his bad habits and create a new version to send back to my friend.

One way or another, I was going to win out, I was doing it for Laura, but it was going to be so much more enjoyable if I could find his hard limits first, so I could savor the experience of watching him question every boundary as I conquered his power and claimed him as mine.


SCENE 18

Tom

The mental dynamic in the tub shifted things between Mommy Claire and I and I have to admit, it had me confused.

Prior to our time in the bathroom, things were highly sexual, the rubbing, the teasing, and yet with the move to the tub, the relation took a distinct change, veering from the erotic into the maternal.

All at once, she truly assumed a motherly role, and every time my excitement rose, she immediately tied the experience to my little pee-pee and how much it was driven by my desire for mommy. I have to admit; it was very powerful imagery, and before I knew it, it began to take root, to the point where I felt the little boy inside of me yearning to connect with his mommy.

The Oedipal feelings were very real and very strong. I didn’t just want her, I needed her, and that insatiable yearn absolutely consumed me. I was so lost in those feelings I couldn’t even form a response when she pressed the moment forward.

“A little boy with a little pee-pee shouldn’t have all of this unsightly hair,” she explained. “Do you want mommy to help?”

I didn’t know what she meant but I was in no condition to dispute anything she might have to say and so I nodded my head and while my mind tried to contemplate just what was happening, my life took a drastic turn.

From a physical perspective, the shaving that followed was a simple removal of my genital hair, but the mental implications ran much much deeper. The intimacy of her touch, the sharpness of her blade so close to my skin, elicited feelings of submission in my mind that went way beyond anything I had ever felt before but it was that silky smooth feel when she was done, the one that immediately took my mind back to an earlier time, that set the wheels in motion.

In all of my discussions with my wife, we spoke about the sensual seduction and the disconnect from the real world as a result of Claire’s physical bliss, but at no point in time did we delve into the mental implications, the pervasive feelings of weakness that went along with relinquishing control. Those emotions were much more powerful than I ever could have expected, and impacted my mind in a way I was not prepared to accept.

All at once, I felt the need to resist, but the combination of the super soft skin of my freshly shaven loins and the gentle rubs of mommy’s supple fingers, placed my brain on an irreversible path, and if all that wasn’t enough to truly break my mind, she pushed things even further with her very next words.

“It’s time to beg,” she informed me, her fingers playing their magical tune upon my pee-pee as she dripped her instructions down my ear. “Beg me to turn you little, tell me how much you want to be my precious little girl.”

The word hit me hard and the instant it did, I tried to resist, I really did, but with each continuing rub it became more and more difficult, until I felt myself slipping, unable to stop.

Why was I so helpless? How was she able to control my muscles with that blissful touch? And more importantly, why did the pleasure get even better as my mind considered her request?

What she was asking for was so over the top, so impossible, and yet I wanted the reward for giving in. I rationalized that they were just words, but deep down inside I knew when I succumbed to her will that there was so much more taking place in the exchange.

It may have been a monumental step but somehow, I made it with ease, my body and my mind both wanting to make the trip.

“Please can I be your good little girl?” I blurted.

The words came out and I must admit, I felt broken the moment they crossed my lips. In all of my previous interactions with Claire, I indulged for my own reasons, my own desires, but she literally coerced me into saying the words, controlled by my own lust, and that revelation had me all sorts of scared, truly understanding that Claire’s control over me wasn’t just an erotic game. It was very real.

That sentiment became crystal clear with her very next words.

“You’re mine now,” she cooed, her eyes locked on mine, her words driving my thoughts, “and right now I could make you do anything I want.”

Her fingers continued to slide up and down my shaft, tickling, teasing, keeping my mind and my body on edge. It felt so good and even though I should have been concerned by what she was saying, my only thoughts were on that heavenly touch.

While I was consumed in bliss, she slid into a position of even greater power and control.

“Tell me your social security number,” she said.

It was very personal information, the kind I was taught never to share, and yet my brain answered her question without a moment’s pause. She did the same with my credit card information, yielding all of my secrets with no effort at all. It was scary how little control I possessed while her fingers played their tune and she was quick to point it out.

“I could drain your bank account,” she offered, “or make you dance like a trained monkey, but instead I’m only going to ask for one thing in exchange for all of this bliss.”

The feeling was incredible and the fact that she only wanted one thing was amazing. I needed to know what it was, so I could grant mommy’s wish.

“What is it? What do you want?” I asked.

“From now on your life’s mission is to service Laura,” she replied, “every need, no matter how big or small. Become her perfect husband in every way and I will be your mommy forever.”

“Yes, yes,” I agreed, happy for the opportunity, grateful for the chance.

What followed was the most amazing minutes of my life, Mommy Claire tickling and teasing my existence, sending my arousal to the moon and back. She kept me at the brink, sharing her message about my little pee-pee, and how I was meant to be the perfect husband. She dripped those ideas into my subconscious thought, until they took up permanent residence, becoming the core of my beliefs.

Mommy was locked on my eyes as she presented me with one final challenge.

“If you can hold out a little while longer, I’ll let you spend the rest of the weekend as my precious baby boy, would you like that?”

Of course, I said yes, there was nothing I wanted more, but then she showed me just why it would be so hard to comply.

While I tried to settle my excitement, to calm my arousal, Mommy Claire pushed the moment forward, sending my lust into overdrive.

The first couple of rubs felt good, long slow strokes that targeted all the right spots, but then she accelerated her motion and any sense of control I thought I had was quickly lost. Mommy was rubbing my pee-pee with her delicate fingers, stroking, massaging, and then her free hand found the back of my thigh; a tantalizing glance that sent a tingling surge straight up my spine. I didn’t mean to react but I couldn’t stop my bodily response, and once my back went stiff and my muscles froze, she seized on the moment to slip two fingers between my cheeks while picking up the pace on my hardened rod.

The way mommy rubbed my pee-pee was insane but it was the tickling presence of her fingers at my anus that sent my mind a whirl. She was right there, where no one else could go, and yet I liked having her there, the way the tip of her finger tickled ever so gently, showing me the wonders that lie hidden within the depths of my body.

I was supposed to hold out, mommy kept telling me so, and yet the combination of her heavenly strokes on my shaft and her burrowing finger at my rosebud, had my body blooming in a pleasure I could not control.

“Don’t you dare cum,” Mommy instructed, her fingers still plying my body with heavenly bliss.

I knew what she was saying but there was just no way to hold out. I wanted to indulge, to feel the full climax of these long teasing games. My body needed to release in the worst way and the moment my mind accepted that fact, there was no holding back.

The moment it became too much my balls burst and a thick rope of semen raced up my shaft and spouted from the tip.

“Argh!” I grunted, every ounce of energy leaving my body at the same time as my cum.

My lungs heaved. My body bucked. I thought I was spent but Mommy Claire’s teasing fingers coaxed several more healthy spurts from my balls, coating my stomach with a healthy glob of sperm. It was all so satisfying physically and yet mentally I wasn’t sure what it all meant.

Mommy looked down at me with an angelic smile and said, “You weren’t supposed to cum but I’m glad you did, now there are no limits to what I can make you do.”

They were the last words she spoke before I drifted off to sleep but they were extremely impactful. The truth was, she finally allowed me to realize my desperately needed climax and I was grateful, and yet I couldn’t help but be worried about what I had given up in exchange.

What exactly did she mean by no limits?


SCENE 19

Mommy Claire

Watching my little submissive drift off to a deep and peaceful sleep was very satisfying. We had come a long way on our first day, separating him from his power, introducing him to the joys of giving in. There was still more to accomplish but we were off to a great start.

My objective with Tom wasn’t just to strip him of his strength and take control of his mind, I wanted to produce a highly motivated little boy on the other end. That goal would be achieved through a lot of mental manipulation and mind games, but at its core there had to be something more, the ample reward at the end of the long journey.

At his core, every man is driven by his desire for sex. Tom was no different, and now that he knew the answer to that long held question, it was only a matter of time before I could use that need to truly modify his behavior.


SCENE 20

Tom

When I awoke in the morning, I was a changed person.

I could tell you that her words rang deep, that her message hit home, but the truth was I didn’t just hear mommy’s words the night before, they became my reason for existence. The moment she coerced me into begging to be a little girl, I realized that these games of power exchange were very real and I would be wise to heed their call.

The little girl imagery mommy planted in my mind blew me away. The way she made me beg for something so absurd was surreal. But then my mind drifted to her other demands, and I realized there was much more at stake than just being feminized.

Mommy Claire had given me intense pleasure, greater than I had ever known, and what she wanted in return was for me to be the perfect husband. All at once, I felt this insatiable need to get home to Laura, my wife, so I could begin to earn my next reward.

Somehow, Mommy Claire knew exactly what was going through my mind.

“I know you want to serve Laura,” she said, “so you can earn your next reward. And that’s good, but we still have more training, more for you to learn before you’re ready.”

The night before I had revealed my most personal of information; my social security number, my credit card info, and I begged to be turned into a little girl, I couldn’t imagine what additional training there could be.

Fortunately, the decision wasn’t up to me and what Mommy Claire felt I needed, was a whole lot more attention.

In a flash, she was on me, using her supple fingers to fondle and caress my skin. I liked the way her touch skated ever so lightly, creating a tantalizing feel.

The initial contact was nice but I wanted more and I let her know.

“Please, mommy,” I cried, squirming beneath her touch.

In an instant, her rubs became much more targeted, narrowing to the most sensitive spots on my body; the backs of my thighs, under my balls, the front of my shaft. The stimulus took my breath away, tiny little pulses of ecstasy shooting up my spine with each little rub.

Mommy Claire knew exactly where I liked to be touched, and the more I said the words, begging her to turn me into a good little girl, the more she teased and pleased those zones, until my heart began to race and my eyes lost focus on the real world.

Without a second thought, I shifted into a horizontal state, giving in to the moment, all pretense about what was happening between us completely gone. My body wanted to indulge and my mind was willing to give whatever it would take to get there.

“Please!” I whined again. “Please, make me your good little girl!”

I repeated the words as well as the sentiment from the night before and slipped deeper and deeper under her control in the process, and as I neared the gates of heaven, the blissful in between, I allowed her to gaze deep into my eyes, assuming her rightful place inside my mind.

It was an incredible way to start the day and when she spoke her next words, I was very ready to hear.

“At home, you are Laura’s loving and dominant husband,” she cooed, “and here you will be my submissive little girl. Do you understand?”

A week earlier, hell, a day earlier, and that statement would have seemed so strange and yet in that moment it was everything I wanted to hear. I don’t know if I actually verbalized my response but both of us knew what we wanted to happen next.

Mommy Claire didn’t just reward my submission, she showed me what it means to indulge in her world.

For several minutes she stroked and played, building my arousal, driving my lust. At times, I thought I might cum, but her control was certain and my will power weak. I would have given in, to profess my submission, but she made it clear that my orgasm belonged to her and she was more interested in the tease.

The massaging continued and there came a point where the intensity became too much. I couldn’t take any more. I needed to cum and I let her know, in no uncertain terms, that I might break if I didn’t get relief.

“Please!” I wailed, “I’ll do anything.”

The look on her face and the gleam in her eye let me know that she wasn’t quite done, that I would need to endure. It was mind altering and I swear, I gave up all pretense in that moment, accepting Claire as my mommy and master.

“Please mommy! Please!”

I’m not sure if it was my outright begging or the complete collapse of my mental state, but Mommy Claire finally took pity on me, pushing me to the inevitable end.

The final tickle that sent me over the edge blew my mind. The eruption in my loins was quick to follow, and the way the energy zoomed up my shaft, spurting into the light of day, sent my mind whirling and my breath a gasp. A full body shiver consumed me as repeated pulses surged at my core, sending ropes of semen from my testicles and on to my stomach and chest. The distance I shot was impressive but not near as much as the pure volume, a quart of sperm discharged from my spent body and lying in a pool on my skin.

At the moment of climax and through every satisfying throb, Mommy Claire held my gaze, staring deep into my eyes as I experienced the most amazing orgasm, letting me know she was the one to grant me such bliss.

It was an epic eruption, one that satisfied me deep within and I couldn’t stop the torrential flow of ‘thank you’s’ that flowed forth from my lips as a result.


SCENE 21

Mommy Claire

I have dominated many men in my lifetime so I have witnessed the moment of capitulation as well as the instant of epiphany many many times. It is different with every individual but there are some things that always hold true, and it is those similarities that stimulate my arousal deep down inside.

Tom’s resistance was broken. He didn’t have a lot to begin with, but once I found his line in the sand, it was an absolute treat forcing him to cross it again and again. I did that through overwhelming sensual stimulus, the kind that made him question just what he valued most in the world.

In the end, Tom, like all men, prioritized the pleasure pulses in his penis, above everything else, even at the expense of his mental submission.

That was Tom’s moment of capitulation but there was still more to his journey. The conquering is fun, and I have savored that moment many times, but the entire experience is brought to the pinnacle when the subject moves past resistance altogether, and begins to pursue my wants in fulfillment of his own needs.

Tom was on the precipice of that moment and I was so excited to witness the epiphany.


SCENE 22

Tom

Mommy Claire gave me another bath and it was amazing how quickly I became comfortable with her touch. It wasn’t just my pee-pee, which I loved, but she was free to touch me anywhere and that was a totally new experience for my mind. My sphincter and my anus were revelations on the list as were several other spots on my body; my armpits, my belly button.

By the time the bath was done and mommy helped me from the tub, I must admit I felt drained, my strength gone, my mind weak. There was no doubt she was more powerful than I and as she dried me with her big plush towel, I let that feeling seep in.

I had asked for a domination experience and while there were parts I liked, the removal of power through sensual stimulation, there was no doubt the end result was much more pervasive than I ever could have expected. It wasn’t easy to reconcile in my head.

The feeling of Mommy’s hands still on me was incredible. I had had an orgasm, so I wasn’t horny, and yet I distinctly savored every touch, as if it was integral to my existence.

Normally, after coming, I would just want to shut off, but somehow with mommy I felt myself leaning in, like I wanted her touch, like I needed to feel the connection, and when she led me from the bathroom and told me what was going to happen next, I didn’t even mind.

“We’re going to play dress up,” she announced, “you the submissive little and me the controlling mommy. How does that sound?”

You might think that after my orgasm that her mental hold over me would be broken but for some reason it wasn’t. I wanted more from Mommy Claire than just attention on my pee-pee and the moment I realized that, I acknowledged something very special about our arrangement.

I allowed her to proceed with her dress-up games.

Of course, I wanted to experience more of the sensual seduction, that was amazing after all, but when I told my wife I wanted to experience everything, I truly meant it. Every event with Mommy Claire sounded incredible and I wanted it all.

Once I was dry, I followed her into the bedroom and laid myself in the center of the bed, just like she asked, and I offered no resistance as she doused my newly shaved genitals with powder and wrapped me in a diaper. I was her good little boy and I felt a tingle inside at the notion, and that tingle might have stayed a subtle feeling but for her very next words.


SCENE 23

Mommy Claire

I had Laura’s husband exactly where I wanted him. His first orgasm for the day was done, an epic release that drained all of his energy, and he was in that blissful post-orgasmic state, too relaxed to move, too sated to care.

It was time to take him into the rabbit hole and find out where he would go.


SCENE 24

Tom

At first, I thought I misheard, but then she presented me with the outfit and I knew it was real.

I could tell you I didn’t have the strength to resist, and there would be a lot of truth to that, I truly was spent, but if I’m being totally honest, she had just given me an incredible bath and even more incredible orgasm, the last thing I wanted to do was upset her, and so I agreed to her request.

The dressing that followed, and the words she used while doing it, deeply affected my brain, but not near as much as the first look in the mirror once I was all primped and preened.


SCENE 25

Mommy Claire

Tom’s body was broken, as was his mind, it was time to build him back up, to mold and shape him into the husband my friend deserved.

“While you are at home,” I said in his ear, “your reason for being is to service Laura, whatever will make her happy. Fail that and you have no future with mommy but succeed and I will bring you back, to receive many more rewards.”

The message was clear and I have no doubt that Tom received it, but there was more to his evolution, so as I dressed my prey for the next stage of the journey, I spoke the words to ensure the path.

“Little Thomasina,” I cooed, “you are such a good little girl and every time you come back, I’m going make sure Little Thomasina gets all of my attention. I’ll tickle and tease, fondle and caress, and make sure you’re the happiest little girl on the planet.”

The first couple of times I said the name, Little Thomasina, I could see the twinge on her face. She resisted the notion, the sound odd on her ear, but over time it would lessen, until acceptance of the name, along with the femininity it implied, would become second nature. And while I said those words, introducing her mind to the pending turn, I was actively bringing her outside appearance in line with that expectation.

My subject was willing to be turned little in exchange for the physical bliss and that open mindedness made it difficult to stop as the feminization was introduced, and as I slipped more and more of those suggestive thoughts into his highly receptive subconscious, the more the feeling took root, until I capped off the experience by presenting a mirror, and a look at the physical manifestation of the mental journey.


SCENE 26

Little Thomasina

Mommy Claire stood me up and straightened my outfit, making sure everything was in line, and then she turned my body, so I could look at myself in the mirror. What I saw in that look shocked me to my core. It was a dress, from head to toe, and I was overwhelmed by the vision.

I’m not sure why, but I got worked up at the sight, and I shifted behind mommy’s leg, to block the view. It was extremely impactful but once I got over the initial shock, I peeked out again, to see if what I saw was real, and the little girl staring back at me told me that it was.

“It’s ok, little girl,” Mommy cooed, “you don’t have to be shy. You can come out and look at yourself.”

Reluctantly, I did as I was told and couldn’t believe what happened to my thinking in the process. I had agreed to be infantilized, in fact I had outwardly asked for it, but turning me into a little girl? I wasn’t prepared for that, and was ready to object, when Mommy Claire put everything on the line.

“Is my precious little princess ready for more attention?” she asked, “because I have an entire day of fun activities planned for the good little girl who does as she’s told.”

There it was, my moment of decision. My wife told me that her friend Claire was controlling, and I wanted to experience that command, but it appeared if I wanted to peek behind the curtain into her world then I was going to have to pay a price, one much bigger than I ever could have imagined.


SCENE 27

Mommy Claire

Little Thomasina’s response couldn’t have been better if I had scripted it myself. Yes, I forced the situation through physical stimulation and mental manipulation but you never truly know how someone is going to respond until the moment of truth is upon them.

You might be wondering how things proceeded with Little Thomasina after that but once I saw that look in her eye there was never a doubt in my mind. She may have been able to resist the temptation before I showed what awaited her submission, but now that the information was out there, it would take more than heaven and earth could produce to keep her from going back to that place.


SCENE 28

Little Thomasina

I allowed Mommy Claire to remove my dress and put me in a giant pink onesie and then a fluffy set of pajamas that made me look like a giant bunny. It was silly, and infantile, but it added to the role and I happily went along.

Yes, it was ridiculous but no one else was there so I offered no objection, happy for our intimate time to continue.

Just like the loving caregiver she was, Mommy Claire proceeded to wash my face and brush my teeth, tending to my needs before getting me ready for the next stage of my development.

It was a separate nursery down the hall, an entire room dedicated to the adult baby experience, and I marveled at the oversized furniture and specific amenities that made up the environment. It was an adult baby world and that image played in my head, or at least added immensely to the one Mommy Claire had so deftly created.

The feeding that followed was an eye-opening experience, not just in being fed a diet of mashed and puréed foods, but also the bond I felt with mommy in the exchange, a truly nurturing connection.

I’m not sure what was in the mixture but I hadn’t even finished the small portions and already I began to feel tired. Fortunately, there was an extra large crib right nearby, with very soft sheets and a comfy mattress, and when Mommy Claire presented me with the bed and invited me to take a nap, she didn’t need to ask twice, the events of the day enough to have the peace of sleep calling my name.


SCENE 29

Mommy Claire

Putting your little one down for a nap is just as relieving for me as it is for any other mother. Sure, you’ll watch over your little one with a mindful eye, but there is a certain peace and serenity in knowing your charge is safe in bed.

My plan was coming along nicely. Not only had I welcomed my new guest, but the initial stages of the conversion process had already taken place, the more impactful events soon on our horizon.

In a short while, the effects would take hold and Little Thomasina would find out what it truly means to be submissive in Mommy Claire’s world.


SCENE 30

Little Thomasina

Ever since I turned a certain age, I have to get up in the middle of the night to pee. It’s annoying really but I’ve come to accept it.

At home, in my normal life, that means staggering to the bathroom in the dark and relieving myself. Being in a strange place with a strange pair of pajamas on my body, that activity took on a whole new meaning.

I awoke to that familiar feeling in my bladder and did what I always do, rolling from bed and staggering towards the door. My first acknowledgment that something was off was the solid wall that greeted my next step. I was in unfamiliar territory, without the benefit of memory or light.

For more than a moment, I stumbled in the dark. I felt the walls, trying to find an opening, but to no avail. I literally circled the room but all I found was solid walls, one after another. That couldn’t be and yet when I did it again, I was treated to the same results, my room had no entry or exit.

As improbable as that sounded it was my reality but it didn’t change the pressure that was growing in my bladder. That was very real and pushing me towards an uncomfortable future. I wasn’t sure what was happening but if I couldn’t escape from the room, I could at least separate myself from my clothing, and that is what I thought, at first, until I couldn’t find an entrance, or exit, for the confounded pajamas that were wrapped around my person.

What was going on?

It didn’t help that there was no light, the entire room darkened to pitch, but even then I would have expected that my wandering fingers would find some crack or crevice, a way to separate me from the confining clothes. The predicament was difficult but it quickly changed to dire when the pressure in my body reached the breaking point.

I needed to go and it was going up happen whether I wanted to or not.

In my last ditch effort, I banged on the walls, pleading for help.

“Claire!” I called. “Are you out there? I really need to go and I can’t find the door.”

The response I received came out of nowhere and it was difficult to understand.

“Be a good little girl and go back to bed,” the voice called.

I’m not sure why, but my initial reaction was to defend my manhood however I couldn’t bring myself to say the words and when she repeated her statement, I felt the futility in trying to resist.

Her words came again only this time they were delivered with more force, with authority.

“Be a good little girl and get back in bed. Mommy will change your diaper after your nap.”

Obviously, the moment the meaning of her words resonated in my head it felt like my mind had erupted. She was making it clear, in no uncertain terms, that a trip to the bathroom was not in my future. I would be soiling myself and it was time to come to grips with that reality.

Despite every rational part of my brain telling me otherwise, I found my way back to the crib, feeling my way in the dark. Once I was there, I laid down on the mattress and set my mind to the problem at hand.

I needed to get out of that room however with no door to exit and no light to see, my options were severely limited. Then, the thought of peeing in the diaper presented itself as the only logical choice.

The truth was, once my prostate swelled, working up a stream was difficult in the best of circumstances, but when I tried to overcome years of potty training, I found the task to be impossible. For the longest time I laid in the crib, thinking I should be able to tinkle and pee, but it wasn’t until I stood up, pretending to be standing at a urinal, that I was finally able to let myself go.

The first little bit, my initial piddle, dribbled from my pee hole and sat in the diaper, swarming around the head of my pee-pee. It felt odd at first, but when it began to recede into the absorption of the diaper, the feeling tickled my sensitivities, like someone was gently rubbing the head of my penis, and I found myself enjoying the experience.

Once that flow was gone, I tinkled a little more, to see if the experience was real, and it happened again although I have to admit, the second time didn’t excite me near as much as the first. Still, I had to get the remaining urine out of my bladder, so little by little I emptied by body and filled the diaper, enjoying that pleasant little tickle each and every time.

It was a unique experience but above all proved one indisputable thing; Mommy Claire was in charge and there was nothing I could do about that.


SCENE 31

Mommy Claire

In order to provide Laura with a submissive and dutiful husband, it was imperative that I not only strip him of his strength, but also separate him from who he used to be, bad habits and all.

Little Thomasina would need to be rebuilt anew, but before that could happen, he first needed to be freed from everything that made him who he used to be.


SCENE 32

Little Thomasina

Once I finished peeing, I got to experience the weight and discomfort of a saggy diaper, and that would be bad by itself, but inside a fully sealed pair of pajamas it was deep cause for concern. The feel was debilitating, accentuated by the impending moment when the absorbency of the diaper would give out and the entire mess would spread uncontrollably.

I lay in the dark, fearful of that moment.

Should I cry? Should I call out? I remained silent, unsure what to do, fearful of making a mistake.

Eventually, Mommy Claire came in to help me but not until I was forced to come to grips with my regression. I’d tell you it was demoralizing but there was something else, something that played with my mind at a much deeper level. Not only did mommy treat me little, but everything was from the feminine perspective.

“Such a good little girl, she cooed. “Who’s a precious princess?”

Her actions were loving, tending to my needs, but her words felt personal, teasing, cutting through my insecurities, forcing me to accept and acknowledge my little girl status. And if all that wasn’t enough to challenge my way of thinking, she teased and pleased my excitement once again, giving my pee-pee a really good rubbing before stunting my arousal before it was complete, shutting down my excitement and then wrapping me in a diaper.

The way she denied my need at that exact moment, truly demonstrated her control but then she dressed me in a new outfit, a fresh clean onesie, a fancy new dress, and a pink bow in my hair and all at once, the power between us was fully accentuated, leaving no doubt as to who was in command.

When all was said and done, I was very horny, I was very confused, and I was led out of the nursery wearing a frilly new dress to continue my day.


SCENE 33

Mommy Claire

The first part of Little Thomasina’s journey was all about showing her the bliss, the reward for her submission. Now that the seed had been planted it was time to move forward, to begin her training.

The time was upon us to teach Little Thomasina just what awaited her performance at home and what she would need to do to make those dreams a reality.


SCENE 34

Little Thomasina

Mommy Claire gave me a tour of the house and the grounds and I must admit, it was an impressive estate. I probably would have been able to appreciate everything even more but she had me dolled up in little girl attire, and I couldn’t help feeling self-conscious with everyone we met.

She introduced me as Thomasina, and no one seemed to look twice at my outfit or my diaper, but I was fully aware and the longer it went on, the more I started to notice it wasn’t just me.

Everyone was little in Mommy Claire’s world and just like on the playground growing up, it was clear that even in the little world, there are some of us who submit and others who are large and in charge.

Fortunately, those that were in charge had organized some games by the pool, and when mommy encouraged me to go out and play, I found that everyone was very welcoming, treating me very nicely albeit as a little girl.

Kelly, an older mom type with bleach blonde hair and a vibrant personality seemed to be in charge. She was dressed as a little, diaper, dress and all, but the way she barked out commands made it clear everyone was ready to follow her lead.

“Everyone get in a circle,” Kelly instructed, “we have a new little girl and we need to make introductions.”

Kelly took me by the hand and led me to a place in the circle, next to a very fit woman.

“This is Linda,” Kelly offered, “she can show you around.”

Linda turned to face me. “Oh, sorry,” she said, “Tyler was taking off his shirt and I wanted to watch.”

She directed my attention to a guy by the pool, a guy wearing nothing but a diaper but my eyes weren’t focused on what wasn’t there but instead on what was.

Tyler was ripped, muscular from head to toe, and if my outfit wasn’t already making me feel feminine, his appearance certainly would have emasculated me in a very deep and meaningful way.

It was interesting the way Linda spoke, treating me like a little girl, sharing insights, gossiping about the boys. I actually felt a shift in my brain as a result, a distinct transition from the old me.

We played for a while and I got to meet several of the other littles; Cairo, Alyssa, Mark, and it actually felt comfortable. That feeling remained, right up until Kelly, our group leader, got back in front of the group, to introduce the next game of fun.


SCENE 35

Mommy Claire

Thomasina was on a one-way trip to submission and I was happy to be her guide.

Soon, she would be faced with a life changing decision, the kind that would dictate her path going forward, and I intended to make sure she was helpless when that time came, so that her journey would lead straight into my controlling arms.


SCENE 36

Little Thomasina

We swam. We played games by the pool. We even had a barbecue with hot dogs, hamburgers and corn on the cob. But it wasn’t until Tyler flirted with me, that I realized how all of these activities were affecting my mind. Not only was I flattered by Tyler’s attention, but I actually found him attractive, his well-defined physique as well as his natural charming.

It was all so interesting and fun, and then, after the meal, as the sun began to set, Kelly, our leader, announced a new game.

“Settle down everyone,” Kelly called, “it’s time for the ABC game.”

I didn’t know that game and said as much.

“I’m not familiar with that game,” I offered.

Linda, my pretty friend with the muscular physique, was quick to explain.

“It’s a simple game really,” she said, “it’s designed to find the horniest little girl.”

As crazy as this is going to sound, Kelly directed all the guys to line up on one side and the girls on the other and I didn’t even hesitate getting in the girl’s line. All day long everyone kept referring to me as a little girl and over time it just sank in.

The true name of the game was Abs, Butt and Cock and it was a succession game, with each girl needing to go longer and do more with her partner than the girl before her. It seemed pretty basic and then we drew numbers to determine who would go first.

I drew number four out of the hat, which at first, I thought was good, because I wouldn’t have to go first, but in the end turned out to be a challenge, as I would need to outdo three girls before me.

There was a twist added at the last moment, with each guy being blindfolded and then challenged to guess which girl was his partner.

All the guys took their positions, lined up next to the pool, bathing suits and diapers gone, covers over their eyes.

The game was set to begin.

Mommy Claire drew ticket number one and she approached her partner, Mark, a guy not much older than me. He had an average looking body but a very large dick. Don’t get me wrong, he was attractive and all, but standing near Tyler and his cut physique, there was no doubt I got the better draw.

Mommy Claire drew close to Mark but didn’t make contact. Instead, she used a combination of heavy breathing and slight pecks to stimulate his abs. It was tame by my expectations and she followed with a very similar routine, blowing on his body before gently kissing his butt. I thought she would do the same with his penis but when she blew on it, it grew, and when it rose, she kissed the head, a succulent kiss that included the fleshy part of her lips.

Everyone cheered at the popping sound as Mommy Claire’s lips pulled from his scepter, the sign that contestant number one had completed her routine.

It was an exciting start to this erotic game and when contestant number two stepped forward, the muscular and beautiful Linda, and approached her partner, the real fireworks began.

Bull, the recipient of Linda’s advances, was a very large man but that didn’t stop Linda from swarming his stomach with kisses before moving around to his butt to give more of the same. She wasn’t shy about giving her attention and when she swung back around to his penis and engulfed the head in her mouth, I felt the temperature in the room rise as well as the bar of this game of challenge.

Linda’s fellatio certainly pushed the bar higher, setting a more difficult challenge for the next contestant, Kelly.

Kelly was definitely one of the leaders among this age play group and when she approached her partner, I could tell she didn’t have any inhibitions holding her back. Kelly was likely to go all out.

Her partner, Cairo, was already erect and sporting a healthy eight inches. Her assault on his abs, a hungry collection of open-mouthed kisses, did nothing to lessen his arousal, nor did her exploration of his ass, kissing both cheeks before narrowing to the center, grazing his sphincter with the very tip of her tongue.

It was all so over the top and then she slid around his hip to his hardened cock, where she proceeded to drag her open lips back and forth across the head of his penis, causing it to glimmer in the light.

The entire scene was so hot, leaving it up to me as to how I would take it to the next level.


SCENE 37

Mommy Claire

It was a huge step, not only did Thomasina spend the day as a pretty little girl but now she was faced with an even bigger challenge, to indulge the world of sexual exploration from the feminine point of view.

It was the jump you cannot unleap, and while I knew Thomasina would take the chance, the reward too great to resist, I wanted to make sure she would be ok on the other end, my ultimate goal still yet to be reached.

“I know it’s a big step,” I whispered in her ear, “but after this, no one will be able to say you’re not a submissive little girl. You will have proven yourself.”


SCENE 38

Little Thomasina

All day I was a little girl and all day long the whispers around the party were about whoever would be the lucky one, to land Tyler and his incredible body. Somehow, those thoughts combined with the inherent peer pressure of the moment, had me preparing to do the unthinkable.

It was time for contestant number four to play the game and that was me.

I can’t deny my nerves were a jumbled mess as I approached the blindfolded Tyler but that doesn’t mean I wasn’t every bit as impressed with his buff bod. His body was hairless and his physique sculpted but that was just the beginning. His skin was tan and soft with firm muscles and defined edges. I kissed his stomach but I had to do more, so one moment turned into two until I found that his skin was soft against my lips and I didn’t mind.

A little exploration went much easier than I expected and soon a little became a lot until I earned the praise of the onlookers.

Everyone cheered at my effort and when I pulled away, I realized had gone further than everyone before me, just as the game required.

I turned my attention to Tyler’s buttocks next and while the muscles were firm and the skin soft, I found it a much more difficult challenge. Kelly had flirted with Cairo’s anus; I think she may have even grazed his sphincter with her tongue, how was I going to top that?

I kissed Tyler’s butt, more than once, and moved closer to his hole, but as I drew near, I couldn’t do it, backing away, kissing the cheek several more times before pulling back altogether. The response I received was mixed, a few people clapped but the resounding reaction was that of disappointment. I hadn’t fulfilled the requirement, Kelly’s advance on Cairo was more advanced than mine.

I tried to ignore the feelings welling in my brain but knew I would need to step things up if I was going to satisfy the crowd. I wasn’t sure how I was going to do that and then I was presented with Tyler’s penis and the entire situation became very real.


SCENE 39

Mommy Claire

Thomasina would have submitted as a baby boy. In fact, he agreed to as much before he ever even arrived at my door. But the ultimate test wasn’t getting him to do what he wanted, it was coercing him to cross the lines he swore he would never cross.

The moment of truth was in front of us. Now it was time to see just how submissive he really was.


SCENE 40

Little Thomasina

The dick was large, larger than mine, and hairless, but it was the perfect symmetry that had me fixated. Is there such a thing as a perfect penis? I wasn’t sure, but as I looked at Tyler’s I thought if there was, his fit the bill.

You’d probably think that the first touch is the hardest but for me the curiosity just took over and I found myself nibbling at first, providing gentle kisses to the head, before opening my lips and drawing more of the shape into my mouth.

Before I knew it, I was doing it, sucking on the head, and as more and more of the ridge slid between my lips, I found myself enjoying the feel, the softness of the skin magic to touch.

It was the first dick I had ever had in my mouth but it felt so natural, filling the void as if it had been meant for that spot, and as I suckled and slurped, I got lost in the moment, transcending to a new time and place.

In an instant, I was no longer thinking about the game or the clock, solely intent on the experience, the glorious penis sliding in and out of my mouth.

For more than a moment I forgot about everything else, making love to Tyler’s beautiful penis like any good little girl would, and when I finally realized what I was doing, and sheepishly backed away, I was greeted by an overwhelming amount of applause.

The reaction was more of a shock than anything else. Not just the applause, one by one each person came up to me, letting me know that I definitely was the horniest little girl of the day.

It was both the best of situations and the worst.

It all left me highly confused.

While I was sucking on Tyler’s dick, proving what a good little girl I was, I had to pee really bad. I’m not sure why but I didn’t even bother asking if I could use the bathroom. Perhaps a part of me already knew the answer, but deep down inside I think I really wanted to tinkle in my diaper, to show once and for all that I really was ready to let it all go.

The piddle that flowed from my pee-pee came easier than the first time and when I finally managed to let it all go, filling the diaper, I actually felt a level of accomplishment. I was progressing down the adult baby path; in ways I never could have predicted.

It made for an interesting day and shortly thereafter, Mommy Claire had me say good night to all my new friends, to retire to her quarters for the end of our day.


SCENE 41

Mommy Claire

In our time together, Laura’s husband had successfully transitioned from horny husband to obedient submissive. Now, it was time to reward his submission with some positive reinforcement as well as some much-needed directives for his return home.

I had taken Little Thomasina about as far as we could go but there was still one more thing I needed to do. There was one more activity I had to experience, even if I wasn’t sure how Laura would feel about it.

It was the ultimate bond, the pinnacle act, and while I didn’t know how my sorority sister would respond if she ever found out, I needed it for me, to complete the dominant exchange.

Things between Tom and I were about to become personal, very very personal.


SCENE 42

Little Thomasina

I said goodbye to all my new friends and left the party with a full and wet diaper sagging from my body. Fortunately, Mommy Claire didn’t wait to clean my mess, setting to the task the moment we were alone.

I must admit, there were a lot of things I really liked about adult baby play but the one that surprised me the most of all was the diapers. First off, peeing in a diaper felt really good, but the attention I received at mommy’s hand afterward was absolutely sublime. She doted on me, tending to my every need, and in that exchange, I felt her love, with a passion I had never experienced before.

When Mommy Claire wiped me clean, I liked the feel of the cool air against my skin, and when she doused me in powder and proceeded to rub it in, I savored the softness of her gentle touch. But it all reached the extreme when she stimulated my arousal one more time but then cut me off, wrapping me in a diaper and laying me down in the center of her bed before I could achieve release.

“Aw!” I moaned, unable to hide my disappointment.

It was the end of a long day, and her pointed actions forced me to come face to face with the new trajectory of my life. I was broken, completely stripped of everything that made me a man and then, to top things off, left frustrated and unfulfilled.

All day, I submitted to her command, doing things I never would have expected and through it all she teased me relentlessly and now it looked like that was how she intended to end the day.

I didn’t know what to do. If I complained, I risked losing everything but I couldn’t do nothing.

As if she could read my mind, Mommy Claire shifted next to me on the bed, realigning her position next to my frame. It was a shock to my system but not as much as when she presented me with her bare bosom, welcoming me at her breast.

Needless to say, I accepted the invitation and while it took a little shifting and cajoling to find my proper home, when all was said and done, I had Mommy Claire’s succulent breast against my face and her protruding nipple in my mouth. To say it was blissful would be an understatement but then things got even better when her hands gained access to my diapered lower half, squeezing and fondling my arousal through the thin cloth.

I didn’t know it prior to then, but all my life I had been waiting for that moment.

The suckling that my lips performed at her teat sent my mind into a delightful state of calm, but it was the way her fingers tickled and teased my little pee-pee that made the entire interaction so intense.

Mommy Claire rubbed me relentlessly and while any other person would have made me cum, she had a way of teasing out the moment, until I was literally riding the brink, gleaming the edge between pre and post orgasmic bliss.

I’m not sure how long she kept me in that euphoric state, my body and my mind floating through heaven’s gate, but I savored every moment, fully indulging all that she had to offer.

When the moment finally came, I was ready, but that doesn’t mean the experience didn’t warp my mind for the rest of time. The build-up was so pleasurable, long slow strokes drawing every ounce of energy through my body, and the tingle went on, not just once but repeatedly, until I couldn’t distinguish when one orgasm ended and the next one began. It was all so euphoric and when the pinnacle moment came, Mommy Claire was right there, to gaze in my eyes and let me know she was the one granting me such bliss.

“It’s time to accept your fate,” she warned, “from this point forward you will always be mine.”

And with those words she squeezed and rubbed, sending my last connection with sanity right out the door.

The moment of burst was such a huge relief. My lust exploded sending wads of cum spurting from my dick and seeping through the thin cloth of the diaper, but it was the way my brain bucked and heaved that signaled the true impact of this experience. I had no control whatsoever, the force of the orgasm dictating my every action, claiming my every thought. Never, had I ever felt such ecstasy, and I pledged myself to Mommy Claire in the moment, happy to have made this trip, content in whatever my life was meant to be.


SCENE 43

Mommy Claire

I love attention on my nipples and feeling Tom’s suckling lips at my teat was my reward for a job well done. I fed him additional instruction while in that state, directives on what he was to think and how he should act, but the dye was cast, our futures set.

He would be going home to Laura soon, to fulfill his duties as her husband and her lover.

On occasion, I would have him back, for retraining, to reward the good and correct the bad, but my little one would be leaving the nest soon, our days of nursing almost through.


SCENE 44

Tom

There were words spoken during the incredible ride, promises made to Mommy Claire to keep the moment alive, and I meant every one of them, and when she finally brought the entire experience to its rightful end, I pledged myself exactly as instructed.

Mommy Claire’s directives were simple; at home, in the bedroom, I was Laura’s dominant stud, intent on pleasing her every physical desire, and outside of the bedroom, for the rest of our lives, I was her loving daddy; every waking moment dedicated to taking care of my precious princess.

I had my reason for being and I felt it at my core.


SCENE 45

Laura

My husband came back from his weekend with Claire a completely new man. Not only was he extremely grateful for the time away, he was fully fixated on anything and everything he could do to please me, both in and out of the bedroom.

It wasn’t what I expected when I arranged the meeting with Claire but I really liked the new version of him, and I sent Claire a note, thanking her for all she had done.


EPILOGUE

Mommy Claire

I was very curious how things were progressing at home between Laura and Tom. A part of me wanted to reach out but I didn’t want to overstep my bounds. They needed time to adapt to their new situation, Laura needed time to get used to the new version of her hubby.

Ten days passed before I received the letter in the mail, the thank you from Laura and an update on things at her place:

Dear Claire,

I wanted to thank you for receiving my husband at your house. It was a lifelong dream of his and while he hasn’t shared any of the details, I have no doubt the weekend was everything he had hoped for and more.

I told you from the beginning that I didn’t want to know the specifics of what happened between the two of you however some things have transpired since his return that have created questions in my head, odd behaviors to say the least.

Would you have any idea why Tom has become so dutiful? I can’t even mention a want or need without him immediately setting to the task. Not that I’m complaining, I’ve enjoyed the extra work, I’m just curious as to the cause.

I’ve also noticed that he has changed in the bedroom as well, insisting that my needs come first, no longer concerned with his own pleasure. Just like the errands around the house, I’m not complaining, I’m just curious as to this new perspective and if you are aware of what might have caused this change in behavior?

Please don’t get me wrong, I am extremely grateful for all you have done, but there is one more thing I would like to ask. You are one of my oldest and dearest friends and I wouldn’t share this with anyone else, but ever since his trip, Tom has begun to beg, but the object of his desire is unlike anything we had ever discussed before. No matter what we’re doing or where we are, he isn’t content unless he’s begging me to take another man. At first, I thought it was just a phase, but he’s very insistent, and actually sad when I will not agree.

I know these are some crazy questions but I don’t know who else to ask and so I patiently await your reply, hoping you can help me out, appreciative of whatever assistance you can provide.

Your Sister,

Laura

I answered her questions as best I could, without revealing the details of what had happened between Little Thomasina and I, and I even offered a few suggestions, as to how Laura could make the most of her new and improved spouse. My information was well received, as evidenced by the fruit baskets Laura sent in reply.

We still stay in touch, Laura and I, to reminisce about old times and plan new, and on occasion, I still see Tom, to reward his behavior and keep him on the straight and narrow.
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PROLOGUE

Mommy Claire

My life has been very full and rich and when I look back at the varied events of my existence, I often smile thinking about the many people I have met and influenced. In High School, I didn’t leave much of a mark, an inauspicious beginning to what would become a life filled with passion and love, but fortunately beginnings are only part of the tale, and eventually I would find my way, revealing my true nature to the world.

In my early years, I was the consummate wall flower, but the summer after graduating High School I blossomed, and by the time I went off to college, I was a new woman, confident, bold and in charge.

The world is an oyster for an empowered woman with the brains and the assets to bring it all home and I set out to blaze my own trail. Those early years were filled with glorious exploration. Each new encounter provided me with endless opportunity to not only test my skill but truly hone my craft, employing new and varied techniques along the way, mastering the art of sensual manipulation and mental control. The college environment provided a healthy contingent of both male and female coeds for my games of seduction and I didn’t waste a moment, or a subject, making the most of my time among those ivy-covered walls.

In the beginning, it was no problem finding willing subjects. Everyone was more than happy to be the subject of my sensual dominance games, and one by one each of my bright-eyed friends succumbed to the power, becoming addicted to my teasing touch. Those days were fun and educational, but unfortunately for my friends, they also turned out to be mind-altering, weakening beyond belief.

Way back then, I had yet to discover my maternal core, the loving part of the Mommy Claire experience, and while I thoroughly understood how to break someone down to the point of euphoric submission, eliminating any and all ability to defend, I didn’t yet understand the nurturing beauty of building someone anew. In those days, once I conquered a person’s soul, rendering them broken and submissive to my whim, I lost interest, my passion for the conquest sated and gone.

It wouldn’t be until later in life, when I would grow and mature, that I would discover the beautiful nuance and depth of regression, going past a moment of sensual dominance into a world of mental manipulation and pervasive control. Once I experienced that level of intimacy, that breadth of command, I was forever hooked, and so Mommy Claire was born, and every one of my submissive subjects became a precious little child in my eyes, not just to control but also to love, and oh, what a difference that has made.

On a recent trip back East, for a college reunion weekend, I realized that my influence still ran deep with a bevy of my former conquests, those people from my past, subjects who longed to return to our games of power and control. Once I had the opportunity to introduce those dear old friends to my new dominant mommy brand, I quickly found a whole new world in front of me, one that included an abundance of loving subjects just waiting to be tamed and trained.


SCENE 1

Cheryl

I have a good friend from college, one of my sorority sisters, and she is a complete standout. I don’t say that lightly however from the moment we met, she’s been heads and shoulders above the rest of us, and I’m not the only one to see it.

All of us have said so, at one time or another, particularly about her seductive skills, the way she can manipulate any situation. Even back then, Claire was before her time and beyond her years, and the craziest part was, the only thing more intense than watching her skills in action, was being the recipient of those seductive ways, that singular event an experience unlike any other.

I, myself, was fortunate enough to have several of those experiences, where Claire set her sights on me, showing me the power of her seductive ways. The first was during our first year of college, Thanksgiving weekend alone in the dorms, and the most recent was not that long ago, during a reunion weekend where she brought back the spark from many years before.

Those events let me know that it doesn’t matter how old you are, there is a powerful energy within all of us, and once a connection is formed with that inner child, there’s nothing that can break that sacred bond.


SCENE 2

Mommy Claire

I was so excited, my dear friend, Cheryl, was coming for a visit, flying in to Vegas from out of town, a mini reunion weekend. It hadn’t been that long since we had seen each other, but this time it would just be the two of us, alone time, with no one else around. Perhaps that was exactly why I was so excited.

On our last visit, we had some intimate moments, but they were brief, too brief, and with this get together there was nothing to interrupt our time and that had me suspended on bated breath.

As I waited for Cheryl to arrive, those old familiar butterflies returned. An opportunity for seduction was upon me and my juices began to flow, a prelude of what was to come.

Cheryl was a gorgeous woman, strong, confident, with a beautiful complexion and a body that would leave girls half her age longing to stare, but my target for the weekend lay within her mind, and the fragile little girl that resided somewhere deep inside

I intended to bring that little girl to the surface and once she was free, I would nurture her, doting on every need until she had no desire to ever return, forever mine as a submissive pet.

That was my objective for the weekend, and as I waited for Cheryl to arrive, I can readily admit my mind savored all of the delectable possibilities, fully contemplating every single one.


SCENE 3

Cheryl

Claire picked me up from the airport in a limo. It was just like her, doing everything first class, making a big impression. She didn’t need to go to the extra effort, I was already so excited to get together.

“Hey, beautiful,” she greeted me and before I could reply she pulled me into her arms for a big hug.

There was something very special about Claire’s hugs. Yes, she had big, buxom bosoms, the kind that made you feel like a little girl, looking at the mature women, but it was also her, that jovial mood, that seductive charm. By the time she let me go I felt all warm inside, my body and my mind achieving a completely new state.

“Hey,” I replied sheepishly. Even though we were old friends I still felt in awe in her presence.

I’m married, happily, but I was visiting Claire with full expectation that we would be getting intimate. We had done so in college, several times, and recently at a reunion weekend, and I would be lying if I said I wasn’t looking forward to it.

Unfortunately, from the moment we got together, Claire had other things on her mind.

We were climbing into the back of the limo when she let me know of her plans for the evening.

“I booked us a special dinner downtown,” Claire offered, “and then a visit with a hypnotist.”

It wasn’t what I had in mind. All week, in anticipation of this visit, I had looked forward to alone time, the last thing I wanted was dinner and a show, but seeing the smile on Claire’s face I couldn’t let her down and so we headed to our first destination, a restaurant downtown.

On the ride, Claire asked about my life, about things at home, and while I answered her questions, I also let her know, “My home life is fine,” I replied, “but I left it at home for a reason. I really wanted to see you, to pick up where we left off.”

I wasn’t sure, but I thought I saw a gleam in Claire’s eye when I said those words, and that was the first sign that I needn’t have worried, Claire was in control.


SCENE 4

Mommy Claire

When I told Cheryl we were going to go out for dinner her response was priceless. She couldn’t hide her disappointment. Not only could she not contain her emotions but she actually thought I didn’t have an erotic seduction in the works.

Boy, was she in for the surprise of all surprises.

Not only did I intend to take her body and her brain for a joy ride, one of epic proportion, but I also planned to leave no stone unturned, pushing her to and beyond her limits.

It was an exciting moment for me, the thrill, the anticipation, but when I looked at Cheryl she had no idea, staring out the window, watching the city scenes go by, oblivious to the storm of sensuality that was about to overwhelm her life.

How wonderful is a grown woman’s naïveté, for without it, how could we surprise the mind and illuminate the soul?


SCENE 5

Cheryl

The limo dropped us off in front of a tall high rise in downtown Las Vegas and at first, I thought it was a mistake. The place looked like an office building, not a restaurant, but when Claire led me to the elevator and the top floor of the building, I was treated to one of the city’s greatest views.

The top floor of the building was a restaurant with gorgeous vistas and as we waited for the hostess, Claire let me in on her plan for the evening.

“This restaurant is very private,” Claire explained, “I’ve been wanting to eat here for a while and made the reservation the moment you told me you were coming.”

I’ll admit, my mind was still focused on private time with Claire, but the views were incredible and I was hungry. Either way, I was with my friend, so I accepted our situation, only to be treated to another incredible surprise.

When the hostess returned to take us to our table, we found that it was unlike any restaurant I had ever been to before, every table in this fancy restaurant was a private vignette, a discreet booth with its own private city view.

“Oh, my,” I said the moment I saw the set-up.

The moment we were alone, Claire slid in behind me, whispering in my ear.

“I know you want to pick up where we left off,” she cooed, “but I thought it would be good for you to fill your tummy before mommy strips away all of your power and turns you into a submissive little girl.”

Oh my!

Those were the words Claire dripped into my ear and I can’t deny, they moved me. All at once, everything got very real.

In my most recent intimate time with Claire, she made reference to her as mommy. In fact, she did more than just reference it, she actually assumed a dominant mommy role during our time together, reducing me to that of submissive little girl. In my mind, it wasn’t where I expected this weekend to go, and yet that is where she was headed and I knew better than to challenge Claire.

In an instant, I was faced with a very interesting proposition. Should I bring up my concerns? Or go with the flow?

Just as she was always apt to do, Claire read my mind, letting me know exactly what I was thinking.

“You wanted to give in but you forgot about the mommy time, is that it?” Claire said, sliding around the table and taking a seat across from me, offering me a sly, knowing glance.

She hit the nail on the head and we both knew it.

“It’s ok,” she added. “If you want, you can keep thinking that we’re just hanging out as friends. Either way, I’m going to seduce and infantilize you, but at least you’ll have the illusion of control.”

It was just like Claire. Not only was she a dominant physical presence but mentally she could manipulate any situation, and she was manipulating me, letting me know I had no choice about how things were going to play out.

Was I supposed to just accept it? I decided to ask.

“What if I just want to fool around?” I asked. “What if I don’t want to submit as a little girl?”

They were bold words, any statement that challenged Claire had to be.

For her part, Claire wasn’t fazed by my questions.

She took a sip of her wine before offering me a smile, saying, “I would enjoy that very much. I had assumed you would give in, desperate to be touched, but if you are willing to resist, I would very much like the opportunity to overcome your defenses.”

Damn!

The way she said it, so direct, so forthright, it sent a chill up my spine. I had no doubt she could make me do anything she wanted, and when she mentioned how desperate I was for her touch, that thought resonated deep in my soul.

I love my husband but it had been many years since he evoked the kind of response in me that Claire did. That is, if he had ever achieved that level of intimacy. With Claire, I felt a deep inner connection, the kind that said she understood the needs of my body as well as the desires of my mind.

The conversation over dinner continued but Claire had set the tone. Regardless of anything else that might be said, in the back of my mind all I could comprehend was her desire to turn me little, and whether I wanted to make the trip.


SCENE 6

Mommy Claire

When Cheryl and I hooked up in college it was all about the sex. I took her body for a sensual joy ride and she indulged every blissful feeling along the way, savoring the connection and the touch. I was certainly more experienced than she was at the time and I used that advantage to control every moment, guiding her exactly where I wanted her to go.

When we got together as grown adults, there was a much deeper mental act at play, the kind that combined the intense physical stimulus with a consistent driving thought. Cheryl was eager to play but she also had perspective, giving me the opportunity to plant seeds for future growth. By the time that carnal ride was complete, Cheryl was thoroughly changed, both her body and her mind properly prepared.

Now, I wanted to take Cheryl even further down the path, and I had an interesting theory on how to make that happen, and a friend with a specific skill set to help along the way.

It was unlike me. I didn’t usually enlist outside help in my seductions, but in this case I thought it wise, anything to smooth the path, guiding Cheryl to where I needed her to go.


SCENE 7

Cheryl

The private dinner with Claire was really nice, even if she did have me a bit on edge with her talk of infantilizing my mind. In a way, I could actually come to grips with the body part, letting her dress me in little girl outfits, but to indulge in the mind meant to be a little girl at heart, and I didn’t think I could go there.

Once again, Claire sensed exactly what was going through my head.

“You know,” she offered with that sly smile of hers, “I did mention dinner and a show.”

It was true, she had mentioned it, but I was kind of tired and couldn’t imagine going for a big production. Fortunately, Claire was one step ahead of me.

While I contemplated excuses for not going out on the town, Claire snapped her fingers and the door to our booth opened up and in walked the most elegant woman, a rainbow-colored gown flowing around her body as she whisked elegantly into the room.

“Good evening! Good evening!” she greeted us. “I am the Great Mesmerina and I am here to astound you with the powers of my mind.”

In a flash, this magnificent woman captured our imaginations, wowing us with her presence. It was our very own Vegas entertainer, not a separate trip to a show on the strip but a personal performance right in our own vignette. I couldn’t have been more thrilled.

The Great Mesmerina was really quite impressive, delving into things I wouldn’t have expected her to know and when it came time for the hypnosis part, it was actually quite fun, the way she gazed into my eyes, the way everything else seemed to disappear.

“Relax, relax,” she said, her words drifting softly into my ear.

“Keep your focus on the watch,” she added, a swinging gold pendulum sliding back and forth in front of my eyes, holding my gaze.

I’m obviously not the type that can be hypnotized but I did feel really calm and at peace afterward, and when dinner was done and Mommy Claire suggested that we leave the restaurant, I didn’t argue, taking her hand and following her to the elevator, going downstairs, getting into the back of the big car outside and enjoying the drive back to her place, thinking what a long day it had been and how I was very sleepy and ready for bed.


SCENE 8

Mommy Claire

The Great Mesmerina offered no guarantees.

“Some people are more receptive than others,” she told me, “but, if she’s open, I can definitely help her relax.”

Watching this woman in action actually had me believing in her skills. The way she commanded the room, the way she captured Cheryl’s mind, and the way she transformed my friend’s disposition. The Great Mesmerina didn’t just have Cheryl blindly following along, she had her completely gone, lost inside a little world.

I knew Cheryl wanted me to tease and please her desire that first night. She said as much, how she wanted me to fondle and play. I wanted that too however I also wanted something more. I wanted an opportunity to play house with my sorority sister, to separate her from her control center, to help her let go of all responsibilities and find the precious baby girl that lie somewhere deep inside.

That was my ultimate goal for our time together and nothing was going to tempt me off of that path, not even a supple body yearning to be touched.


SCENE 9

Cheryl

I awoke in the morning to a wet and saggy diaper wrapped around my bottom and my brain didn’t know how to process the events. Immediately, I began to hyperventilate and then tears formed in the corner of each eye.

If that wasn’t enough to challenge everything I thought I knew about life, what happened next placed my brain on a one way path towards an entirely new existence.

While I tried to figure out what was happening and what I should do next, Mommy Claire came to the rescue, setting to work on me, showing me love, changing my sodden mess.

“Looks like you had a little bit of an accident,” she cooed and before I knew it, she was actually tending to my needs.

That sounds so messed up but it’s exactly what happened and as I tried to process it all, she just kept on going, as if cleaning me was the most natural thing in the world.

“Don’t worry little one,” she added, “mommy will make everything better.”

She was right about that, in an instant, her hands were on me, and the moment I felt her delicate fingers on my person, the temperature in the room quickly rose. God, was she good with the touch, drawing the flow of blood directly to my loins, causing my kitty lips to tingle. It was amazing how adept she was at stimulating my arousal and every muscle began to spasm and pulse in response.

It was an incredible way to start the day and I had to think about what I had done to get to that time and place.

The last thing I remembered, Claire and I had a very nice dinner downtown, with a Vegas entertainer that gave us a private show. It was an incredible evening, so incredible I barely even remembered getting back to Claire’s place and definitely didn’t remember the diaper, but fortunately I had it on, otherwise I could have really made quite a mess.

And then there was Mommy Claire, lovingly attending to my needs, teasing my sensibilities in the process. She took away my wet diaper and gently cleaned my mess. Was it weird that she was wiping my kitty? Or that she didn’t like my hair?

“Such a good little girl,” she cooed as her fingers continued their exploration, fondling my skin, “but all this unsightly hair. It simply must go.”

All the while, she kept wiping me clean, with meticulous attention to detail, and then she doused my kitty with baby powder before gently rubbing it in, her supple fingers drawing vast amounts of energy to and through my core.

Physically, it was absolutely delightful, the way she fondled and played but mentally I was still having difficulty reconciling things in my head. I wanted things to get intimate between Claire and I but the wet diaper had me confused, and then our conversation from the night before came racing back to my mind, flooding my every thought.

Claire made a very big deal about how she was going to infantilize me. Over dinner, she let me know of her intent to turn me into a helpless little girl. Did it really happen that fast? I couldn’t be sure but then all at once a rush of emotion filled my brain and I began to huff. The room began to spin, I thought I might cry.

In that instant, Mommy Claire showed great concern, stopping what she was doing and directing all of her focus on me and my concerns.

“What is it baby girl?” she asked, her attention squarely on me and my needs.

While I didn’t mean to respond the way I did, I couldn’t stop myself, and when Mommy Claire stopped what she was doing, ceasing her fondling touch and wrapping my lower half in a fresh clean diaper, I actually exhaled a gasp of disappointment, not wanting the attention to end.

Just as she was apt to do, Mommy Claire read my thoughts at that exact moment, providing a sage answer to my verdant plea.

“If you want, I could take your diaper back off and shave you bare,” she offered, “I’m pretty sure you’ll like the results.”

As much as I never intended to have my kitty shaved, I found myself nodding along, wanting mommy to take off my diaper and resume her touch. Fortunately, Mommy Claire was quick to oblige, taking me by the hand and leading me into her bathroom and towards a major step in the evolution of my life.


SCENE 10

Mommy Claire

Cheryl was a very willing participant for the weekend and I intended to take advantage of that open mind and kind heart to create the perfect environment for my success. The more I could get her to agree to before she found any will to resist, the further along I would be in my quest, and I was intent on getting to the end, the prize for completion worth its weight in gold.

The truth is, I have never cared for pubic hair, I find it unkempt and a disconnect from the little child inside each and every one of us, but I wanted to shave Cheryl bare for more reasons than just that. I wanted to give Cheryl congruence, I wanted her outside appearance to match the way she was going to feel inside; and that would begin by removing all of her pubic hair.

Based on what I saw, the shaving wouldn’t take long, Cheryl already kept herself groomed nice and neat, but the intimacy between us would quickly escalate in the tub, with a little whisper in her ear, and a trigger of what was to come.

The truth was, Cheryl was desirous of sex, and that desire made her open and willing to whatever would help her find success. I intended to exploit that fact, to inundate her body with the lust she craved all in exchange for access to her highly susceptible thoughts.


SCENE 11

Cheryl

When I set out for my weekend with Claire, I knew things were going to get intimate between us but I had no idea where things would go and that became abundantly clear when she had me naked in her tub, lathering my bare kitty with soft shaving cream.

The fact that I was naked and she was still dressed created this awkwardness in my head. I wanted to see her as my friend from college but she was so domineering, so in control, I actually felt small in her presence, and when her strong hands began to wash and fondle my skin, the change escalated and I saw her in a new light.

Mommy Claire, that’s who she had genuinely become to me, proceeded to shave me bare, using a long straight blade to remove every single strand. It was a huge transition, so much bigger than the removal of some hair. It was close, and intimate, and the way she touched me while it happened, I couldn’t deny the power she attained.

It was shocking but also tender and as her fingers played their tune upon my most sensitive flower, we exchanged a knowing glance, understanding the new territory we were in the process of exploring. Never again would I be able to look at her the same, her control over my sex now absolute.

When she was done, I touched that super soft skin, feeling instantly transformed to a different time and place. There was something about the softness there, the way it took my mind back, I couldn’t stop those memories or the thoughts, and while there was an uncertainty in the experience, I felt safe with Mommy Claire by my side.

That may sound cliche but it was true. Her presence gave me strength, in a way I can’t describe but was very very real.

Once the shaving was complete and my newly exposed kitty wiped clean, Mommy Claire helped me from the tub, directing me out of the bath and into the warmth of a big plush towel.

She wrapped me in that warmth, cuddled really, and the comfort I felt in her embrace was unlike any other in my life. The towel simultaneously dried my skin while gathering me in, holding me tight. As my body succumbed to Mommy Claire’s embrace, she cooed lovingly in my ear.

“Such a good little girl,” she said and then she added something else that I struggled to hear.

The words were soft, barely there, and I tried to make them out but they remained elusively out of reach, indiscernible to my conscious mind. It was a conundrum to my brain and as I tried to wrap my head around what she had said, an amazing thing happened, my mind losing connection with the here and now.

Never in my life did I think I would pee on mommy’s bathroom floor but that is exactly what happened. While my mind tried to comprehend the words in the wind, my body forgot how to hold on, letting go of my bladder and my last connection to the responsible adult world.

I might have been able to deny or perhaps rationalize the event, coming up with some excuse, but the moment that it happened, Mommy Claire was right there to witness my descent, giving commentary to my involuntary act.

“Such a helpless little girl,” she cooed, “unable to hold your tinkle. I’m glad you asked for the diaper last night, otherwise we would have had quite a mess.”

It was all news to me, most of all that I had asked for the diaper, and when I let those thoughts roam through my head, they came with a shiver, the kind that showed a certain fear and uncertainty of what was happening to my life.

Claire had said she was going to infantilize me and while deep down I thought that meant she was going to seduce my mind, I had no idea how real the effects would be on my body. I started to quake inside, wondering if I would still be able to draw the line, once this weekend was through and just like she was always apt to do, Mommy Claire pulled me into her embrace, showing me the strength only she could provide at a time when I needed it most.


SCENE 12

Mommy Claire

Cheryl didn’t ask for a diaper the night before nor did she actually wet herself through the night. Both were suggestions, to guide her mind to exactly where I wanted her to go.

The peeing on the bathroom floor on the other hand was a direct result of our visit from The Great Mesmerina. Thanks to her hypnosis, along with a few suggestive words in Cheryl’s ear, she could be tempted to let go, pushed towards an accident.

It wasn’t foolproof. It didn’t work every time, however now, every time I whispered a particular phrase in Cheryl’s ear, her body opened like a faucet, and if it was there, any piddle would run free.

The first time I saw it, in the presence of The Great Mesmerina, I was impressed, but now, seeing the lasting effects a full day later, I was truly ready to take Cheryl’s infantilization to the next level.

We were in for quite a ride, Cheryl and I, and I don’t mind admitting that I was excited at the opportunity, tingling from head to toe at the prospect of what was to come.


SCENE 13

Cheryl

Holy shit!

I just peed and I couldn’t stop it. And the night before, I got so drunk I peed myself while I slept. Things hadn’t been this bad in a long time. There was a time, back in college, but I got the peeing under control, or so I thought. Now, my weakness was back and Claire was right there to witness it all.

I didn’t think we had that much to drink, one bottle of wine between us, but somehow I must have known. I even asked Claire to put me in a diaper, something that made me believe I expected it might happen.

The result was a return to my old ways, a slip into the past and a much different time. Would I be able to collect myself when all of this was through?

I hoped this would only be for the weekend and not a permanent problem, but how could I be sure? How would I explain it to my husband if it persisted when I got home?

As crazy as this is going to sound, I didn’t want to worry about that then. I was away for the weekend and I wanted to make the most of my time with Claire. My body was loving every moment, even if my mind was beginning to show the first seeds of doubt.

Once both of us were painfully aware of how I had piddled on the bathroom floor, Mommy Claire didn’t say a thing, no words to break my soul, instead she just washed me clean and then guided me to her bed for what I assumed was another diaper. What happened next insured that I would be giving in to anything and everything she said from that point forward.

We would be making the most of our time together, her as my dominant mommy and me as her submissive little girl.


SCENE 14

Mommy Claire

I had pushed Cheryl pretty far in a very short amount of time and I could see on her face that she was beginning to question things, beginning to draw distinct lines in her head. Before she could establish any hard boundaries, I needed to tip the scales in my favor, to show her body and her brain just what awaited her complete and utter submission.

While Cheryl contemplated her next move, I laid her on my bed and sidled next to her body, dipping my face between her legs, kissing my way up her milky white thighs. She was mine to devour and I made my approach, slithering seductively towards her moist and open kitty.

There’s no doubt that Cheryl was a beautiful woman, a delectable treat, but by the time I was done with her she was going to wear many more labels, insatiable slut and helpless little girl at the top of that list.

For the next thirty minutes I made love to her essence, using every part of my being, my lips, my mouth, my tongue, to service her desire, and when she was primed and ready for more, I slipped three fingers inside her moist and open hole, curling them to her most sensitive core, pushing her body into not just one but repeated orgasms.

All along, Cheryl had anticipated things were going to get sexual between us and now that she had progressed further down the age play path, it was my pleasure rewarding her concessions. For me, it was fun playing with Cheryl’s desire, but for her it was transformative, opening up her mind to many more suggestive thoughts and ideas, exactly what I needed as our weekend activities were about to expand.


SCENE 15

Cheryl

Make no mistake, while I wasn’t sure how far I was willing to go in the diaper play and regression, I was absolutely desperate to be on the receiving end of Claire’s love and attention, and when she began to nibble up my thighs with those tender lips of hers, I absolutely quivered in anticipation.

It was then, as my mind waffled, that a very interesting thought hit me. At some point, my friend Claire had taken on a distinct motherly role, to the point of me calling her mommy, and while I couldn’t pinpoint exactly when it began, there was an undeniable exchange of power that came with the roles, and as her delicate lips drew nearer and nearer to my essence, I understood and accepted the bliss of giving up control.

The moment the tip of mommy’s tongue came in contact with my labia, my heart leapt, and when her supple fingers gently separated my lips, so her tongue could explore even deeper, I gasped in delight, but it was when she clamped on my button with pursed lips, and reverberated her love through my core with a vibrating tongue, that I lost all sense of self and allowed my lust to truly take control.

In an instant, I was turned.

One moment of euphoric bliss turned into two and then more until I was literally addicted to the feel, savoring every ecstatic pulse as it surged through my core. God, how wonderful it felt, and I freely allowed those feelings to expand to every corner of my mind.

Mommy Claire had only been touching me for a short while but I knew it was my time, the moment I had been waiting for.

My hips began to gyrate in time with her ministrations and when it became apparent that I might slip away, mommy wouldn’t allow it, grabbing me by the buttocks and holding me tight while her mouth continued to make love to my insides.

“Agh!” I grunted aloud, overwhelming surges of lust coursing through my veins.

The spasms were intense, shaking me from the insides, driving every erotic thought. It was overwhelming in the most delightful way. I forgot how great it could be and how much I missed intimate time with Claire.

My temperature rose. The excitement spiked. Before I knew it, my eyes began to flitter and my breathing cut short. I would call them the familiar signs of passion but this was more than that, and the way those pulses consumed my mind, I had no choice but to give in.

The first orgasm came out of nowhere, washing over my body like a powerful wave crashing against a defenseless shore. It sent a bolt of lightning up my spine, one that landed with a delicious thump at the base of my brain.

“Oh, oh, oh!” I moaned.

The feeling was intense but it was only the beginning. The way my hips began to grind in time with her tongue added to the experience, driving the euphoria, making me feel like a wanton slut.

“Please!” I wailed, my hips flexing wide, calling out for what my body desired deep down inside.

The pleasure was intense but I couldn’t get enough, desperate for more, and before I knew it, mommy had me begging aloud, for what I couldn’t be sure.

“Please! Please! Please!” I cried.

How intense it all felt, not knowing where she would touch next, freely giving in to whatever she had planned. And just as that thought became my core belief, Mommy Claire stopped her ministrations on my kitty, ceasing all touch before wrapping my lower half in a fresh clean diaper, showing me what it means to truly submit in her world.

For more than a moment, I struggled to cope, the lack of contact debilitating. If not for mommy’s stabilizing presence, I would have just about lost my mind.

“No!” I wailed, not wanting the pleasure to end.

It was too late, mommy had moved on, and while my body was forced to come down from that delicious high, I couldn’t tell whether I loved her for showing me such bliss, or hated her for taking it away.


SCENE 16

Mommy Claire

My intent in teasing Cheryl’s sex was to show her what awaited her obedience and she responded beautifully, fully leaning in to the experience. By the time I had her little kitty pulsing around my fingers, humming in tune with my ministrations, I knew she was fully ready to let go.

It would have been easy to push over the edge, she was so close as it was, but I had a different objective in mind and now that she understood the reward that awaited her compliance, it was time to see just what she was willing to give to satisfy that desire.

It was one great big game of tease and denial and Cheryl was indulging every moment of it, from beginning to end.

The human body craves touch and sensual stimulation and once it knows how to attain that elusive attention, it seeks it out, of its own volition. It’s only natural, and I had Cheryl’s body on a relentless pursuit of that heavenly satisfaction, no matter the cost.

If everything went as planned, Cheryl would be giving up all of her independence and a whole lot more in exchange for that physical bliss and if it didn’t, I would be back to the drawing board, looking for new ways to separate Cheryl from her power and coerce her into my mold.


SCENE 17

Cheryl

WTF!

One moment, Mommy Claire was playing with my insides, licking my pussy, making me feel better than I had ever felt in my entire life, and the next thing I knew her tongue and fingers were gone and she was wrapping me in a diaper, telling me what a good little girl I was.

It all frustrated me but perhaps nothing more than the fact that I actually loved her baby talk. There was something about that cooing sound in my ear, the way it made me feel so relaxed, and the longer it went on the less I felt like I could resist, until my mind actually wanted to give in.

I’m not sure what giving in was supposed to mean but for me it meant a loss of control at the most in opportune time. It was only just a little but even a little can have dire consequences when we’re talking about your bladder and that is exactly what happened.

Somehow, I must have relaxed too much while listening to her cooing words. I slipped into an alternate state, beyond anything I had ever felt before.

The diaper caught my release, thank God, but it didn’t stop Mommy Claire from noticing, and the moment she put words to my regression, everything became much more real.

“Do you smell that?” she asked.

She didn’t wait for my reply. Instead, she pressed on, “Did little girl go tinkle? Are you not able to hold it anymore?”

Her words challenged me, forcing me to hold firm, but something happened as she said some additional words, a phrase I couldn’t quite make out but seemed to have an outsized impact on my brain.

While I was unable to discern just what she said, more piddle escaped my lips, and I quickly transformed from the girl who might to the girl who did.

Oh shit!

Before I knew it, the little slip that occurred between my lips showed the rest of the contents of my bladder exactly how to get out, and now that it knew, it was making every effort to wind its way through.

At first, I thought I could hold out, but then mommy took me in her arms and the moment I felt her reassuring hug, her soft voice in my ear, a little more escaped, and a little more after that, until the warm swell filled the gusset of my diaper, and knew I would never be the same.

What was happening to me?

I couldn’t be sure, I only knew I wasn’t in control and that had a fear bubbling just beneath my surface, one that scared me to my core.


SCENE 18

Mommy Claire

Cheryl peeing in her diaper was a big step but the next event would be the real monumental transition. She was at the point of mental collapse, where her thinking would succumb to the pressures of regressing in an adult world, but it wasn’t enough to break her. Once she was thoroughly dismantled, it was imperative to build her back up, as the little girl she was meant to be.

I truly love dominating a person’s soul, breaking them down and rendering them submissive to my will, but ever since reaching a certain age I have found a greater joy in nurturing that helpless soul, finding the beauty of the inner child and building her up, bringing her out to play.

Cheryl was about to delve even further on that journey of regression and that had me excited beyond belief, anxious to watch her transition, ready to add another precious soul to my growing stable of obedient littles.


SCENE 19

Cheryl

When I first planned the weekend with Claire, I knew she was going to dominate me. It was Claire’s way and that is how I wanted it. It was all in good fun and she had never let me down before.

I had no idea Claire’s dominance was going to result in me wearing a diaper, or peeing myself, or giving up my independence and losing my connection with the adult world, but it did, and once all that happened, I actually tried to reverse course, but it was too late.

It is one thing to deny an encounter that could potentially end in bliss but it is a completely different experience to stop the events once the bliss has already begun. In this case it had already taken hold, forming roots in my eager mind.

Mommy Claire pushed my body to the limits of sensual stimulation, and when my excitement was blooming in that euphoric ecstasy, she infantilized my mind, stripping away anything that made me strong, replacing it with a deep and sincere dependence on her.

“Such a good little girl,” she cooed in her reassuring tone, guiding my descent into the helpless state she had laid out before me.

It was while I was blooming in orgasmic bliss that she pushed my body and my mind even further, closing my eyes and presenting me with the most incredible tactile experience. I should have known that super soft feel, the way her skin formed against my face, and perhaps in the deep recesses of my brain I knew what that glorious nub meant but the way it teased my mind as it traced on my skin, along my jaw, over my chin, around my lips, narrowing ever closer to my mouth, created an urge within my body and in my mind, one that I could not deny.

It continued, until I did the only thing that made sense, suckling at that wonderful nub, completely drawing her in.

I’m not sure how long it took me to realize I was nursing at mommy’s breast but I knew right away how much I liked it, and I allowed that feeling to consume every ounce of my being, fully content that I was where I was meant to be.

Claire and I were friends for many years prior to that experience in her bed but I can honestly tell you that I never felt closer to her than I did in that exchange, that perfectly blissful bond, and the longer it went on, I began to wonder if it would still be as sweet, if it would still be as meaningful, if I hadn’t first lost connection with my former self, making a sodden mess, regressing in both body and mind.

A part of me knew that it wouldn’t, and so I cuddled into Mommy Claire’s embrace and nursed at her breast, suckling to my heart’s content, grateful that I had such a wonderful friend to guide me into her world.


SCENE 20

Mommy Claire

Cheryl and I fell asleep with her suckling at my teat and I must admit it made for one incredibly glorious afternoon. Later, we would get up, get dressed, and go out, but in that moment, I was able to truly savor the bliss of adult baby love with my dear college friend and it was everything I had hoped for and more.

There is nothing more beautiful in this world than an adult that has freely given up her connection with the mature world in exchange for infantilizing bliss. Cheryl was in the midst of that journey and I was happy to not only be a witness to the transformation but also be her guide, leading her into a new and beautiful existence.

There were many more activities planned, events that we would try and indulge during our weekend together, but in that moment, I was content, happy, and in the end, that is all any of us really want or need.


SCENE 21

Cheryl

I couldn’t believe I fell asleep in the middle of the afternoon but in retrospect that probably shouldn’t have been the biggest of my revelations.

Mommy Claire turned me little, and while I didn’t think she could do it, my bigger surprise was how much I liked it once I was there. It wasn’t just the tickling and the teasing of my sex, which admittedly could have gotten me to agree to just about anything, it was her absolute dominance and control over my thinking. It was like she was inside my head, a kind and gentle guide leading my every thought and action.

With Mommy Claire in charge, I was content. I felt at peace. I knew everything would be ok.

That way of thinking was truly put to the test when she set me on the next stage of the journey, explaining just what was in store for our evening out.

“It’s time for dress-up little girl,” Mommy Claire said, “we have a big night planned and can’t have you going out in just a diaper.”

Her face lit up as she said the words, my friend Claire was excited for what came next. All at once, her adult baby games took on a new scope, and as I contemplated going out on the town in each outfit I tried on, I realized my thinking was going to be challenged in many more ways before the weekend was through.

Fortunately, Mommy Claire was right by my side for each and every step, and the strength I felt with her presence made me feel like I could actually go through with it, even have fun along the way. If I thought that was just a passing thought, my old friend made things crystal clear with the very next words she dribbled in my ear.

We were looking at my reflection in the full-length mirror, my body scantily clad in a frilly yellow teddy, the kind that made me look all dolled up, like a helpless little girl, when she said the words to guide me along.

“There she is, the little girl just waiting to be devoured.” Her words had a raspy effect, one that sent an excited chill up my spine.

Mommy Claire had been feeding me suggestive thoughts with each new outfit, about how lucky I was to let go, to connect with my inner child, and when I looked in the mirror and saw that little girl in the yellow dress, I saw her, the me that had been gone for way too long.

Suddenly, everything made sense.

I had a carefree life once, perfect in every way, and for more than a moment I was taken back to that time, the image in the mirror a trigger, one that was impossible to deny.

That was the first time I truly appreciated the value of going back, of regressing. Up until then, I was proceeding for Claire and for the physical touch, but with that vision everything changed, and I was pretty sure I would remember it long after the weekend was done, long after my mind had a chance to think things through.


SCENE 22

Mommy Claire

I have dominated many people in my life; taking advantage of their sexual desire, turning that boiling lust into a desperate need that only I can fulfill, and in that exchange, I have coerced many a subject into a submissive child, taking away all of their strength in the process.

Most times it is men, incorrigible little boys really, and I dominate them to provide an education, on how to treat and serve a lady.

There have also been women in my life, ones that needed to be taught a lesson, but Cheryl didn’t fall into either of those categories. I truly cared for Cheryl, before any of the mommy stuff came into play, and so my desire in bringing her further into my world wasn’t just to dominate another soul, it was to give her an experience, one that would forever frame her world.

When little Cheryl and I headed out on the town that evening she knew she was crossing many lines, but she had no idea just how far things were going to go, which gave her a sense of innocence and naïveté that actually made me jealous of my lifelong friend and the night that was about to change her perception of the world and her place in it.


SCENE 23

Cheryl

I really felt brazen walking down the steep front steps of Claire’s house and into the long black limousine that waited for us out front. We were outside, no longer within the privacy of her walls, although we were still within the confines of her estate so there was no chance of being seen, but still it made me feel bold, exposing myself in little attire.

That feeling lasted for the entire limo ride into town but quickly vanished the moment we arrived in front of Caesar’s Palace, for a night out and about, to see and be seen.

I never could have taken that all important step without Mommy Claire by my side. Not only did she take my hand and guide the way, but she whispered sweet nothings every step, making me feel like the belle of the ball.

My outfit could have been the most elegant gown for the way every eye fell on me, captivated by my presence, and Mommy Claire was quick to let me know just how everyone felt, as she was always apt to do.

“Such a beautiful little girl,” she cooed, “they can’t get enough of you, so charming, so elegant. Every single one of them wishes they were me, about to devour the most magnificent feast.”

Those eyes followed me just like she said and I held my head high, happy for the attention, ready to be the center of Mommy Claire’s world.

In some ways, the walk across the hotel lobby felt daunting, my outfit very revealing, very risqué, but the moment we hit the casino floor, with all the bells and whistles and other scantily clad women racing about, I really did get lost in the moment, the connection between Mommy Claire and myself at the forefront of my mind.

Was she intending to have us gamble? That didn’t seem fitting to the theme, and as I let those thoughts wander through my mind, she led me through the gaming tables and slot machines to the far end of the floor, where we emerged at a small mall, a string of high end stores and then a hallway to the conference center and ballroom.

It could have been anything, our night out on the town, but then I saw it and my whole world turned completely upside down.

What?!?

The moment I read the words, things got very very real and all at once, the word daunting took on a new meaning.


SCENE 24

Cheryl

The sign read: Optometrists and Ophthalmologists of Southern California

The words couldn’t have been more clear nor could the implication. My husband wasn’t there, he was at our home in Malibu, but many people that we knew undoubtedly were, and I couldn’t be seen by them, not dressed the way I was, not in such attire.

In a flash, I turned to Mommy Claire for help, ready to plead my case. I couldn’t even get the first word out, and she was already addressing my need. The moment our eyes connected, she was whispering in my ear, unintelligible sounds followed by an inexplicable surge, one that overwhelmed my body and made it a struggle to hold back.

Oh, no! This couldn’t be happening.

I didn’t want to pee, not then, not there, but it was a challenge and the longer it went on the less strength I possessed.

The next words from Mommy Claire’s mouth were crystal clear, as were the implications if I said yes.

“I’d like to take you inside the ballroom,” she cooed, “so I can show off my little girl.”

I knew what it meant, my outfit and the people who were behind that door; and yet the moment she gazed into my eyes, adding, “Do this for mommy,” I felt any strength I thought I had wither and fade.

I don’t know what took place between my ears but I couldn’t bring myself to say no, and before I knew it, I was nodding my head to grant my consent.

What was going on? I couldn’t proceed and yet there was something about Mommy Claire’s presence not just next to me, in front of the conference center, but also inside my head, driving every thought. I couldn’t think for myself but the craziest part was how much I didn’t want to think for myself, or how much I wanted to hand over all responsibilities and concerns, accepting whatever mommy had in store.

I was just reaching that state of mental acceptance when mommy gave me another hug and whispered another indiscernible phrase in my ear. I tried to latch on to those fleeting words but they were gone before I knew it, replaced by a pressure in my bladder, followed by a warm tinkle against skin.

OMG!

Just as I was struggling with the mental conflict of the situation, my body let go, giving me something new to ponder and consider.

Never in a million years did I think I would let things slip in a public place but the piddle that escaped my lips sat in the gusset of my adult diaper and when it began to recede into the absorbency of the cloth, it created this unexpected tingle, gentle stimulation on my labia with the most delightful little rub, and just as I tried to make sense of that titillating discovery, Mommy Claire wrapped me in another embrace, with more hushed words whispered in my ear.

I tried to make them out, exactly what she was trying to say, but I got distracted by another build up in my bladder, and in that moment even more found it’s way through, making my body warm and wet.

What was happening to me? I wasn’t sure. Did I let myself piddle? Did I want it to get through? Those questions had me challenging every aspect of my life and existence.

Once again, the puddle in my gusset slowly seeped through, providing that same wonderful tingle, although maybe not quite as powerful the second time around, and as I contemplated just what it all meant, Mommy Claire caught my eye, revealing exactly what she wanted next.

“You can do this,” she stated, “with mommy by your side. You can walk into the conference center and show the world you want to be mine.”

It was quite a conundrum. There was nothing I wanted more than to submit to Mommy Claire but what she was asking was so far beyond. I didn’t mean to react the way I did, but I literally had no control.

My lower lip began to quiver, all on its own, uncontrolled blubbering soon followed, my mind completely letting go, and just when I thought things couldn’t get any worse; I tinkled some more, too much for the diaper to hold, too much for my brain to accept. Before I knew it, there was a stream running down my leg, landing in my sock and in my shoe.

To say I was broken would be an understatement. The truth was, it was debilitating, and were it not for Mommy Claire’s love and attention in that instant, my moment of need, I don’t know how I would have survived. The events overwhelmed in a way I had never felt before, bringing my mind face-to-face with a true loss of control.


SCENE 25

Mommy Claire

I have a close friend who works at the casino conference center. I guess friend probably isn’t the most accurate description. He’s one of my precious littles, a submissive boy who would do anything for his dominant mommy.

Now, I don’t usually exploit those relationships but in this case I needed a little help if I was going to truly break Cheryl’s tough outer shell. She was willing to indulge the little girl play in private, with no one around, and the hypnosis had done wonders, weakening her resolve, but still she needed a little something extra if we were going to truly break her will.

There was no conference at the hotel, no optometrists or ophthalmologists from Southern California, at least not at the conference center that day, but the mere notion was enough to break Cheryl’s last connection with independence, showing her that real life was never far away.

It was one thing for Cheryl to let go in a private setting, with no one to see or hear, it was another to regress in front of strangers, witnesses to the mental and physical collapse. But for Cheryl to truly separate from all of her inhibitions in front of people she knew from her home life, was a mental challenge beyond anything she had ever comprehended, something she was not prepared to accept.

That moment of epiphany represented the epitome of life’s experience. So much of life is predictable, but I can honestly say, I didn’t know how Cheryl would respond with so many competing forces at play.

To me, it wasn’t about forcing Cheryl to reveal her private desires in front of an inner circle of friends, that offered no value to me. It was about identifying Cheryl’s weaknesses and priorities, showing her the fragility that comes with submissive desire. As I watched my friend wrestle with that inner turmoil, struggling to find her place in it all, it was my pleasure to come to her rescue, the reprieve to her mental collapse.

Watching Cheryl break down was one thing, but ultimately my desire was to build her up, to create the little girl that would be mine from that point forward.


SCENE 26

Cheryl

Much to my delight and surprise, Mommy Claire whisked me away before anyone saw us, through the hallway of fine boutiques, across the casino floor, out of the hotel and into the safe confines of our long black limousine. She proceeded to change my mess in the back of the car but my mind was too fixated on what we had just left, the near miss we left behind. I could think of nothing else.

Mommy Claire finished cleaning me before we made the trip back to her place and let me tell you, I couldn’t have been more relieved. Yes, I wanted to get the wet sticky diaper off of my body but it was more than that. I was so close to a catastrophic event. I would have entered the conference ballroom in my little girl attire, I couldn’t say no. If she had pressed me, I would have done it, and yet she spared me that embarrassment, showing me a deep and unconditional love, one I truly felt at my core.

The adult baby world was much different than I expected. Yes, there were little girl outfits and diapers and lots of elements of control, but deep at its core there was another aspect, of love and a sincere connection between two people.

Claire and I had been friends for a long time. We had been close, intimate in a way few people have shared, and yet the moment I accepted her as my mommy, the bond between us grew, until I couldn’t fathom going back to the way things were.

It was all so much to comprehend, whether I needed to pee in a diaper to truly achieve this level of connection, and yet I couldn’t deny the results and when we returned to her place and she asked if I wanted mommy to give me a bath, I didn’t hesitate in my response, knowing at my core the answer to that question.


SCENE 27

Mommy Claire

When we got back to my place, I invited Cheryl for a bath and then joined her in the tub, taking my liberties with her sensitivities the whole time. It’s amazing how quickly you can take control of a person when you know all the right buttons to press, and Cheryl was quick to reveal those weaknesses, moaning and groaning with every touch.

In that exchange, I showed my little girl what it means to have mommy fully in control, and she indulged that bliss, granting me total dominion over her body and her mind as well. Not only did I tease Cheryl relentlessly, stimulating every nerve ending until she was outwardly moaning in bliss, but I also took her thinking to a new level, showing her what happens when the greatest erogenous zone, the brain, is pushed to and beyond its limits.

It was a sight to behold, her sexy body writhing uncontrollably, her mind unable to contemplate just what was happening. Lust can do that, totally twist up your thinking, and for Cheryl it was confusion of the most delightful kind.

I can’t tell you that Cheryl achieved Nirvana at my hand that evening, but I can tell you that she lost connection with the mortal world, attaining a plain of existence most people can only dream about.


SCENE 28

Cheryl

Throughout our weekend together, Claire changed in my eyes. Prior to the visit, she was my friend, always confident and brash, but with this meeting she took on a new role, and as she invited me into her tub at the end of a long day, I really saw her as my mommy, a role she was born to play.

Power exchange can be its own aphrodisiac and Mommy Claire showed me that, allowing me to fully indulge submission, providing me a wonderful experience at her hand. After the roller coaster of emotion from earlier, knowing how close I was to being exposed, I now felt safer than ever in her arms, and as she separated me from the last of my independent thoughts, I knew I would never be the same.

There was never any doubt about who was in charge whenever Claire was around, for as long as I knew her, she was always apt to lead, but relinquishing my independence on this visit, granting her omnipotent command, crystallized the experience in my head, until our roles were permanently fixed in time and space.

Mommy Claire owned me, and when she shed her clothes and climbed into the tub, nude as her baby girl, I didn’t know how to react, overwhelmed by the thoughts surging through my head.

Was I allowed to touch? Could I indulge mommy’s flesh? Or was I meant to wait, for her to make the first move?

I wasn’t sure of the answers but then she dangled her magnificent bosoms in front of my face, before gently allowing her firm nipple to trace gently across my skin, sending incredible pulses of energy coursing through my veins, causing my entire being to yearn for more of her touch.

I would grant mommy free reign over my body and my mind if she would just allow me to suckle, and the moment she leaned in, pressing her magnificent body against me, I gathered her in, suckling at the most beautiful teat.

From there I was intent on sucking her in, feeling that connection between mommy and I, but as I got lost in that wonderful feel, she did not sit idly by, using her hands to fondle and caress my skin, taking the experience to a whole new level.

I’m not sure how long we stayed cuddled in the tub like that, me suckling at her breast, her caressing my skin, but I knew I didn’t want to leave, the bond too perfect to ever let go.


SCENE 29

Mommy Claire

I’ve known for a very long time how much I like attention on my nipples and Cheryl’s suckling was absolutely divine, taking my flesh to the back of her throat, drawing intense pleasure through my body with every motion. It is my bliss and I caressed her as she did it, welcoming her to go on, hoping she would never stop.

I achieved orgasm with her suckling, and not just one, and as I lie in the tub allowing myself to fall into an even deeper state of relaxation, I realized something very special about my submissive friend. In all of our previous encounters, Cheryl succumbed to my advances, happy to be the recipient of my sensual touch, but with this meeting she truly surrendered control, accepting the role as my precious little girl.

There was a future for Cheryl and I, not just as friends and sorority sisters, but as mommy and little girl. The only question was, would we be able to draw the line when those two worlds were thrust together.


SCENE 30

Cheryl

The remainder of my time with Mommy Claire really was submissive bliss. She was in total control and I savored her strong and guiding hand, following her lead at every turn.

There were intimate moments, her touch teasing my desire, and passionate engagement driving my lust, but most of all it was helpless euphoria, the kind that overwhelmed all of my senses and distorted all of my thoughts.

Prior to that weekend, I never would have understood the power of letting go, but now that I had experienced it firsthand, regressing to a factor of ten, I knew what it meant to relinquish my power and give in to another’s control, and it was better than I ever could have imagined.

As I lay in the center of Mommy Claire’s bed, having just released multiple orgasms over her probing fingers, I heaved a sigh of relief before gathering into her frame, ready to suckle myself to sleep.

My disposition was changed, my thoughts anew. No longer would I ever long to be independent, freedom no longer a concern, from that point forward I knew my purpose, and the dominant mommy who would guide the way.


EPILOGUE

Mommy Claire

I sent Cheryl home to her husband with distinct instructions on how she was to act and behave. In that moment, she was submissive to me, and would follow my command. Over time my influence would wane but in that first meeting with her husband it was important that she play the proper role.

“When you get home, you are going to ravage that man,” I said, looking in her eyes, holding her gaze.

“But I don’t want to,” she pouted, “I want to stay with you.”

I lifted her head, to look into her eyes, and once I had her compete and undivided attention, I let my little girl know how things were going to go.

“Listen here, young lady,” I offered, raising my tone to meet the urgency of the moment. “You are going to do as mommy says or you won’t be coming back for more time at my knee.”

From that point forward I had her attention, my threat of denial too much for her to take, and then I added the words to put the smile back in her face.

“Show your husband how grateful you are that he let you come here,” I explained, “let him know how much you missed him, and if you do that we’ll get together soon, maybe for even longer.”

Cheryl gave me another wave before passing through security on her way to her flight, and I knew as I waved back that this was the first of many new experiences, my dear old friends proving to be a wealth of healthy subjects for my loving mommy games.
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PROLOGUE

Bill

Do you believe in love at first sight? I didn’t, not before, but now, now I’m not so sure.

My opinion changed based on a recent meeting, a chance encounter with an incredible woman, a woman who showed me the true power that first encounters can bring.

The moment I met Claire and drank in the vision of her; those alluring curves, that sexy shape, I was forever captivated, transfixed by the lure of her beauty.

Maybe lust at first sight would be a better way to describe the way her lurid temptations twisted my mind but no matter what name it was given, it took my life by storm and never let me go.

Does all that sound a little hard to believe? Lend me your ear while I share the story of when I first met Claire James and how that event stripped me of everything that made me a man, and introduced me to the awesome powers of one extremely dominant woman.


SCENE 1

Mommy Claire

I had been spending quite a bit of time back East, in the Greater Philadelphia area, visiting with old friends, when I returned home to Las Vegas and my internal clock was all out of whack. I found myself up very early, when everyone else was still asleep, lamenting the effects of modern-day travel.

Under normal circumstances, I might have snuggled up with a good book, or penned a letter, but in this case, I had a lot of pent-up energy so I decided to head out, to see what the early morning world had to offer.

It was shortly before five and I was in Las Vegas so there was no shortage of places to go, but I wasn’t looking to gamble or party, so I headed for my favorite diner, to see what the early hour would provide in the way of people watching entertainment.

I expected I might find the hungover remains of a bachelor party or better yet, bachelorette, but when I entered the restaurant there was slim pickings for the active imagination; a young couple fully engaged in themselves, three older gents, one the big winner the other two licking their gambling wounds, and three heavy set waitresses, each eyeing the other two, waiting for her next cigarette break.

It was a total bust in the people watching category save for one individual, a single gentleman sitting at the counter all by himself, a magazine in his hand, a vacant expression on his not so handsome face.

He wasn’t much to look at but he held potential and based on the other options in view, I intended to let his story fill my time.


SCENE 2

Bill

I was sitting alone in a diner, minding my own business, when it happened. Her name was Claire and from a physical perspective she was a total bomb shell; sexy shape as far as the eye could see and the personality and attitude to accentuate the thrill of those very dangerous curves. The truth was, she was the kind of woman every guy wanted and I felt lucky that she chose me.

That was in the beginning, when all I could see was the vision of carnal delight, the anticipation of what could be, but fulfillment would never be mine, at least not in a way that would satisfy the lust beast growing beneath my skin, and that would create a problem, one far greater than I was prepared to take.

But alas, I’m getting ahead of myself, for it all began with a trip out for breakfast, to enjoy some early morning pancakes.

I’m a creature of habit and when my work gives me a rare Saturday morning free, I like to get up early and go out for a good breakfast; pancakes, crisp bacon and a hot cup of coffee. It reminds me of special occasions when I was a kid, and it’s a great way to start the day.

I usually bring a magazine with me, it can be awkward sitting in a restaurant alone, and that Saturday I had just gotten the latest issue of my favorite baseball card magazine. As a collector, it was good to stay up on the latest news and I was excited to see what the sporting world had to offer.

The diner I chose wasn’t very busy, no one at the counter, so I grabbed a seat and the waitress was quick to bring me a cup of joe. There are many things I look for in a diner but a good cup of coffee is tops on that list.

Next came the menu and I didn’t even need to look.

“Pancakes with bacon,” I said with a smile, “and if I could have the bacon nice and crisp, please.”

The waitress was off to submit my order and I took a sip of my coffee. It was hot and fresh brewed, exactly how I like it, so after another sip I reverted to my magazine, to see what the collecting world was up to for the month.

No sooner did I get into the first article, when I felt the lightest tap on my shoulder and when I turned to see what it was, I was treated to quite a visual surprise.

There before me, trying to get my attention, was a rather striking woman, with beautiful auburn hair, big brown eyes and the most warm and welcoming smile. I’d say I was immediately smitten; and I was, but so many different thoughts jumped through my head all at once, it was difficult to pick just one.

Instantly, I felt this connection between us and when she spoke, that feeling grew even stronger.

“Excuse me,” she said, “would you mind if I sat here?”

I looked up and down the counter, there were plenty of empty seats but for some reason she wanted to sit next to me, right next to me.

“Sure,” I replied.

She was still holding my gaze and I have to admit, maybe it was just because it had been a long time since I had felt a true connection with anyone, but it felt like there was something special between us, chemistry and I wanted it to go on.

She sat down on the stool next to me and in her nearness, I felt a certain energy, it was electric, and when she spoke, I hung on every word.

“My name’s Claire,” she offered. “Whatcha reading?”

“Oh, this,” I replied, “it’s nothing.”

I tried to hide my magazine, instantly feeling childish for reading a magazine about collectibles but she wasn’t deterred.

“It’s not nothing,” she replied, “let me see it.”

She reached across, extending her hand in an expectant way. There was something about the way she spoke, her no nonsense approach, I felt compelled to give her the magazine and the moment I did, she confirmed that I did the right thing.

“Good boy,” she said.

She took the magazine from my hand and opened the cover, fanning through the first couple of pages.

I’m not sure why, but I liked hearing her praise, then, she opened the pages and looked inside and I actually got nervous, wondering what she might think.

Baseball and collecting cards have been a part of my life for as long as I could remember but it wasn’t something I shared with anyone, least of all, a beautiful woman on our first introduction. When she finally looked up from the pages to look at me, I was anxious to hear what she would say.

Much to my delight, she asked, “Have you been collecting long?”

It was music to my ears. No judgment, just genuine interest.

“Ever since I was a little boy?” I answered, trying to contain a level of excitement I felt growing inside of me.

I wanted to talk about baseball cards, and collecting, and I felt myself light up within when she asked her next question.

“Does looking at the cards you collected as a boy take you back to that time? When life was simple and carefree?” she asked.

It was an astute observation; one no one had ever mentioned to me before.

“Yeah!” I replied in shock, amazed at how she understood. “It does,” I replied. “There are certain cards that immediately take me back.”

Her face lit up as I said those words. She was so accepting of my collecting, not at all judgmental. Perhaps she had the same inclinations.

“Are you a collector?” I replied.

Her answer was not what I expected but did shed quite a bit of light on why she was so open.

“I’m not a collector but I am fascinated with the things that connect us to our youth,” she replied. “I think there is wonderful healing power of reverting back.”

That’s when she looked at me, really looked at me and added, “Did your mommy give you any of those cards?”

There was something about the way she said those words, while gazing into my soul, they brought back these very powerful memories and while those amazing thoughts surged through my brain, this woman I had only just met, placed her hand on my shoulder and then slid to my neck and onto my head, massaging my scalp. They were the most soothing rubs I had ever felt and while I’ve never been one to let people touch me, in that situation I did not resist.

It was a transcendent moment, accentuated by the way I subconsciously melted into her embrace, involuntarily accepting what turned out to be a very reassuring hug.


SCENE 3

Mommy Claire

It wasn’t my intent to find a grown man to seduce and infantilize when I went out in the morning, but what can I say, when opportunity doesn’t just knock but she also opens the door, I can’t say no.

This guy was practically throwing his regression in my face, holding on for dear life to the connections to his innocent youth. He didn’t just want my attention, he needed it, in a true and meaningful way.

I’m not saying that collecting is an age play activity, but what I am saying is that the feeling Bill got when he held those cards from his youth, that was the same blissful connection that makes regression so much fun, and the moment I realized what a trigger those cards would be, an idea came to my mind, about how I could help make Bill’s regression even more fun and impactful.


SCENE 4

Bill

I couldn’t believe how willingly I allowed a woman I had just met to touch me, intimately, but when Claire began to run her fingers through my hair it felt so relaxing. I instantly realized it had been a long long time since I had connected with anyone like that.

Human contact is a need, we all have it, but the longer you go without, the less you think about it, right up until that soothing feel permeates your entire being and you find yourself slipping into an Uber-relaxed state.

Fortunately, I caught myself before sliding too far, collecting my thoughts, straightening at the spine. Unfortunately, my new friend was very interested in my response; so much so that her very next question focused on the very impetus for my thinking.

“Do you still have those cards?” she asked, “your first ones, the ones your mommy gave you?”

I’m not sure how she knew what was going through my head at that exact moment but when I confirmed that notion, letting her know what she wanted to know, the situation quickly changed.

“Would you mind showing them to me?” she asked. “I have a theory about objects and the memories that take us back to our youth. I’d really like to learn more.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.

This may sound crazy, but I had actually been waiting a long time for someone to want to see my baseball card collection and so I agreed, inviting this beautiful woman back to my home to see the cards that started my collecting journey.


SCENE 5

Mommy Claire

When it comes to the human mind, there are many things that drive our thoughts and influence our actions. However, the ones that affect us the most deeply are the ones rooted at our core, most closely connected to our true center.

Bill may not have known it but he had just revealed a very powerful trigger, an object and a memory that would not only draw a direct correlation with his innocent youth but also with his mother, the perfect combination if I wanted to explore the effects of regression and age play on his mind.

We were both headed towards quite an event and I have no problem admitting how much that aroused my body and excited my mind.


SCENE 6

Bill

Claire followed me back to my place and I kept checking my rear view mirror the whole way, certain she was going to change her mind and turn away. She didn’t, and when we reached my front door, I was actually nervous, the image of bringing a beautiful woman back to my place much different than the reality.

Fortunately, she sensed my nervousness and said something to put me at ease.

“You don’t have to be nervous,” Claire said, “I’m here because I want to be and I’m not going to run off.”

I’m not sure how she knew exactly what I was thinking but not only did she hit the nail on the head but she instantly calmed my fears, saying just the right thing at just the right time.

I didn’t want her to run off and now that I knew she wasn’t headed for the door, I felt my nerves settle.

“Do you live here alone?” she asked.

I let her know I did and then led her into the house and my living room. No sooner were we inside and Claire made her intentions known.

“Do you have those cards?” she asked, “because I’d really like to try something.”

This is going to sound odd, because she said all along that she wanted to see the cards, the very first ones from my collection, but in my mind, I think I wanted something more. That’s when she introduced a new part of her interest, a part I hadn’t sensed before.

I had just returned from my guest bedroom, the original cards in my hand, a small stack, highly worn. They had all been read and studied many times. I held them up for Claire to take but she turned me down to say the strangest thing.

“I want you to page through the cards, play with them” she said, “just like when you were a little boy.”

She didn’t want to look at the cards herself, which I thought was odd, what she wanted was to observe me as I reminisced. It was an odd request but I didn’t mind, so I did as she asked, sifting through the pile, looking at the pictures, thinking back to all those times I had done it before. It was easy enough, a pastime I enjoyed, but then Claire moved in behind me, to take the experience to a whole new level.

While I looked at the cards, Claire moved in close to me, real close, and then she gently placed her hands on my shoulders and began to massage.

The way she rubbed up against me felt nice, her body close to mine, and when her fingers moved to my scalp, I allowed those feelings to spread, relaxing me from head to toe. It was easy giving in to Claire, something about her effortless flow, and when she cooed sweet nothings into my ear as I flipped through the cards, something otherworldly happened, changing my perception of this seemingly innocent act.

“Such a good little boy,” she cooed.

The words were soft and the way they melded with the images before my eyes, the baseball cards, the distinct connection to my youth, I really did feel like a little boy, and when her soothing fingers wound their way through my hair, massaging deep into my scalp and putting my mind at ease, I allowed myself to slip, accepting a journey into the unknown.

I had looked at those cards a thousand times before but somehow, they looked different with Claire’s voice in my ear and her fingers in my hair, and when she encouraged me to close my eyes and delve even deeper, I did as I was told, submitting to her touch.

“Close your eyes and give in little boy,” she whispered, “mommy is in control.”

Closing my eyes came easily, a level of trust between us that I felt at my core, and when I melted into her embrace, savoring her gentle touch and those blissfully soothing sounds, it felt right, so right I offered no objection to her next advance.

When I chose to go out to breakfast in the morning, I had no idea my day would turn out the way it did but when the woman I met at the diner opened her blouse and ran her soft breast and hardened nipple against my cheek, I responded on instinct, turning into a titty sucking momma’s boy without a second thought.

It was fucked up if I’m being honest but that didn’t stop me from indulging the moment.

One instant I felt this nub dragging softly against my cheek and the next thing I knew my head turned and I found my lips forming around the most perfect breast. I nursed on instinct, innately drawing her in, and the moment her soft flesh swarmed my cheeks I was rewarded for my efforts.

God, I’ve always loved beautiful breasts but now I realized how much I liked to suckle too, not just the skin-on-skin contact, but also that heavenly draw, the way her nipple drew to the back of my throat. I didn’t want it to end, and when Claire began to moan and groan in response to my efforts, I realized she liked it too.

It was quite a mind-bending experience, accentuated by the very next words she dropped into my ear.

“You can call me Mommy from now on,” she cooed, her fingers running through my hair, the intimate connection between us better than at any other moment in my life.

It was all so soothing and as I offered my response, I contemplated just how I got to this time and space.

Sure, I was looking at my baseball cards, my very first collection, the one my mommy gave me when I was young, and Claire was rubbing my shoulders and massaging my scalp, making me feel real good, and then she encouraged me to close my eyes, which I did, indulging the sweet sound of her soothing voice but somehow things took a turn, to the point I was about to call her mommy.

I had no idea she would introduce her naked bosom, and when she did offer up her nipple to nurse, I didn’t expect to respond so naturally, acting on instinct, suckling involuntarily at the teat, and I definitely didn’t know I was a helpless little boy, until it was too late and she was already in control.

It was quite a transition and the strangest part of all, was that I never tried to stop things, even as they went even further down a very crazy and slippery path.


SCENE 7

Mommy Claire

Bill was sitting on the floor, flipping through his stack of baseball cards, and I could just see the little boy inside of him fully connected with his blissful past. It was exactly what I expected when we first spoke at the diner and seeing it live only brought out my full desire to tease and play.

I started with a slight massaging of his shoulders and head, making him feel relaxed. He didn’t stir from his childhood obsession, which I took as a positive sign, and when I cooed in his ear, he allowed those soothing sounds to fill his mind without distracting his focus.

It was a bold move on my part but I knew that Bill was a different sort of man, already connected to his inner child through his passion, his hobby, and when I chanced to free my bosom from the confines of the blouse, and playfully danced my nipple against his cheek, he responded exactly as I had hoped, latching on with determination and fervor.

Bill suckled at my teat and I nursed that little boy, allowing him to fully indulge every ounce of the regressive ride.

Things could have progressed in a lot of different ways from that point forward but I have learned that once a man has relinquished control the best thing to do is seize on the moment, so that is exactly what I did.


SCENE 8

Bill

One moment I was showing Claire my baseball cards and the next thing I knew I was sucking on her tit. I’m not complaining, I just had no idea how it happened; and when she pushed me into a horizontal state, I fell into that submissive position without a second thought.

What was going on?

I didn’t know but then she slid her hand under the hem of my shorts, while still feeding me her soft breast, her nipple at the back of my throat, and any sense of trying to put a stop to things went right out the window.

OMG!

The tips of her fingers grazed my inner thigh, under my shorts, and the nearness to my privates had me all sorts of excited.

Was she going to touch me?

I didn’t know but all at once I wasn’t sure where to put my focus. My mind had only just gotten used to the idea of her bare breast, now my legs were spreading wide, desperate for whatever was going to come next.

Fortunately, Claire, Mommy, did not disappoint, sliding even further up my thigh, making the slightest grazing contact with my testicles.

It was barely the lightest touch but it sent a jolt of excitement up my spine and when she drew near again, I sucked in my breath, holding my lungs as well as my anticipation.

“Do you want mommy to play?” she cooed. Her words were ever so kind, her breast still soft against my cheek.

The mommy name confused me but God how I wanted it.

“Yes!” I huffed.

“Say it!” she commanded.

“Please, mommy!” I said, happy to comply, not just for the reward, but also for the connection it implied.

There was something about the moment, the connection with my youth, the images of the baseball cards, and when her hand slid further up my thigh and her fingers made their first contact with my penis, the whole situation exploded in my mind.

“Oh, God! Please, mommy!” I wailed. The words came out uncontrolled, just like my actions from that point forward.

I can’t explain what happened in my head other than I wanted attention on my dick in the worst way, but I also didn’t want to lose the bliss of mommy’s nursing breast, or for that matter, the joy of my innocent youth. Somehow Claire wrapped all those things into one, skillfully indulging every one of those desires.

It was strange at first, I can’t deny, the pure maternal connection of the suckling bond and her constant referral to me as her little boy, add to that the sexuality of her hand on my penis, squeezing, massaging, creating an intimate bond. The entire experience transferred a lot of power from me to her and while I sensed it made me weak, for some reason I really didn’t mind.

No woman had ever held me like that before and the more I allowed mommy to fondle and caress, the less control I had, until I was quickly approaching what is man’s inevitable end whenever it comes to sexual arousal.

Somehow, it was like Mommy knew the exact moment it became too much for me and she gazed deep into my eyes to let me know.

“Such a good little boy,” she cooed, “let mommy have full control.”

I didn’t want to do it but I also knew I couldn’t resist her control and the moment I gave in, she pushed me over the edge.

Mommy’s touch was highly targeted, her thumb pressed firm against the front of my shaft, applying rapid rubs to the sensitive spot just below the head. It felt amazing, the way my excitement rose. In an instant, my breathing when ragged and my spine went stiff.

The first rumble felt so good I couldn’t stop my full body groan.

“Ungh!”

The second vibration started at the base of my balls and shimmied up my shaft, bringing with it a huge amount of pulsing pleasure.

“Argh!” I grunted.

All at once, it was too much for me, and I succumbed to that awesome force.

The eruption didn’t just blow my mind, it took over my entire body, rattling at my core, spasming up my shaft, spurting inside my boxers. The discharge was fierce and my body recoiled when it was all done, ready for a break. It was an incredible orgasm, the best I had had in a long time, and when it was done, I continued to quiver in mommy’s arms, spent from the release.

Mommy held me firm, massaging and squeezing me through it all, coaxing every last bit of energy from my spent body, and when it was all done, she cuddled me into her warm embrace, keeping me safe from the world.

“Looks like mommy’s little boy made a sticky mess,” she cooed softly in my ear.

I couldn’t deny it. My splooge was seeping through my underwear and shorts, evidence of my loss of control. I had no defense and when Mommy set out to removing my messy clothes, separating me from the sticky mess, I didn’t have the will or the strength to resist.


SCENE 9

Mommy Claire

The events with Bill came so naturally, not only for me but for him as well. His mind was halfway to regression before we even met, making him a rather easy target.

The play time in his living room was fun and I’m certain he enjoyed the attention but I wasn’t just looking to please that little pee-pee of his. There was something more that I wanted. I wanted to create an opportunity.

What kind of mother would I be if I saw my little boy soil himself and I didn’t step in to help? So, in that moment, I stepped in to lend a helping hand, tending to the little boy in need.

Little did Bill know, by the time I was done, his regression was going to be pushed a whole lot further.


SCENE 10

Bill

When Mommy took off my clothes it was weird. I had already had an orgasm so there wasn’t anything sexual about it; and yet once she had the sticky clothes off of me, wiping me clean, it became a highly intimate affair.

She touched me everywhere, I mean everywhere, and when I didn’t stop her the first time, I felt like I couldn’t say no after that.

The way mommy’s fingers danced between my thighs was arousing but she went even further, finding a home at my rosebud, assuming dominion over my nether hole. In a way it was emasculating, debilitating, but just as those feelings threatened to overwhelm my mind, the silky-smooth fingers of her other hand brought me back to the here and now; tickling my balls, wrapping around my shaft, providing a heavenly glide.

“That first orgasm made such a sticky mess,” Mommy said as she gently played with my arousal, “what do you say we get you cleaned up before the next one.”

I can’t tell you how incredible it was to hear her say those words. Not only did she offer to clean me up, but she was already talking about my next orgasm, as if there was more fun to come.

Needless to say, I allowed her to keep one hand on my dick with another nestled between my cheeks and her power over me grew, even as she showed me what it means to clean up in her world.


SCENE 11

Mommy Claire

I took a risk letting Bill have an orgasm.

I could have strung out the moment, teasing his desire, until he was helpless and moaning, and if I had, he certainly would have succumbed to my will, ready to do anything I asked for that moment of release. But with Bill I saw something more. When I looked in his eyes there was a deeper need, not just the answer to his next orgasm, but the love and attention of a loving mommy.

That is the ultimate draw for me, my irresistible desire, and so I intended to give my little boy the attention he needed while pleasing every naughty thought along the way.


SCENE 12

Bill

Mommy Claire removed her hands momentarily as she led me to the bathroom. I didn’t mean to react but my body heaved with the lack of contact.

Just minutes earlier, I wasn’t sure I could let her fondle my anus and now I was saddened when that touch was no longer there. It was an amazement to my mind but not as much as the next words out of her mouth.

“Little boys shouldn’t have all of this unsightly hair down here,” she offered, her hands returning to my genitals, “I’m going to shave all of this off of you so the next time I tickle your pee-pee it’s nice and smooth.”

Now, she had my dick in her hand as she said those words, so she had my complete and undivided attention, and her words were distinct and clear, perfect diction and annunciation, so there was no doubting the message, but it didn’t make any sense to my frazzled mind and it stayed that way even as she asked for a razor and cream.

“Do you have a straight blade and some shaving cream?” she asked. “I only have my small pocket book.”

She looked to me for an answer but I was still trying to process everything.

“Come on,” she prodded, “Razor? Cream? Where is it?”

Responding on auto, I pointed to the medicine cabinet. Mommy was quick to grab the supplies and return to me, guiding my naked body to the floor, preparing to change my world.

As stunned as I may have been that this woman, a person I had only just met, wanted to shave me bare, not once did I do or say anything to make her think that she couldn’t, and she went right along, as if it was the most normal thing in the world.

Mommy Claire had already touched my penis and made me cum. She took my messy clothes and became quite familiar with my sphincter in the process, so maybe it wasn’t that extreme to let her lather my cock and balls with shaving cream, but when she put that sharp blade close to my family jewels, I lost my breath and my heart skipped a beat.

Was a standard face razor meant to shave your balls? I had no idea and before I could ask, Mommy Claire took a huge swipe with the blade, leaving a clean smooth swath in its wake.

I couldn’t believe she really did it but she didn’t stop at one, using that blade several more times against my skin, separating me from the vast majority of my genital hair. It was all so surreal, and by the time she finished the detailed areas, getting every last follicle, I can’t deny I felt different, a change in my body to go along with the change in my mind.

“Go ahead, little boy,” Mommy Claire teased the moment she was all done, “touch it.”

She removed her damp cloth, having just wiped me clean, and I chanced a simple touch with the tips of my fingers. What I found when my skin came in contact with that newly shaved area impacted my thinking just as much as my sense of touch.

The skin was smooth, super smooth, too smooth. It felt softer than a baby’s bottom and it made me wonder if she did something more than just remove the hair. That thought was percolating in my head, gaining steam, when she offered the words that truly tipped the scale.

“Such a good little boy,” she cooed, “soon you won’t remember what it means to be a man.”

In all of our interactions, Mommy Claire was very direct about her desire to infantilize me, and with the shaving I felt it, not just my desire to submit to her nursing and her hand jobs, but the secret residing in the deep recesses of my mind, where I truly liked her motherly control.

It was all so impactful, and when she invited me to the next stage of her evolutionary journey, I readily accepted. Although, I must admit, at the time I didn’t truly understand what a slippery slope it would turn out to be.


SCENE 13

Mommy Claire

I really don’t like genital hair. It’s unkempt and unsightly and I believe that every little boy looks so much better once all of it is gone, completely shaven. The end result creates congruence as well, a matching of the exterior with the overwhelming thoughts inundating the little boy’s brain, and as Bill was coping with his regression, I made every effort to hold his hand, guiding his descent.

Little Billy was at a very fragile state; weak, susceptible. He needed comfort in his time of need and so I fondled and rubbed his little pee-pee, not only pacifying his existence but also showing him the reward that awaited the submissive little boy who obeys mommy’s command.


SCENE 14

Little Billy

Damn! Mommy’s hands felt good.

Once my dick and balls were shaved, Mommy Claire went wild. She couldn’t get enough of that feel, fondling and stroking my dick, touching and caressing my privates at every opportunity. At one point, I thought for sure she was going to make me cum, but that wasn’t her plan. In fact, it seemed all she really wanted to do was to get me as excited as humanly possible and keep me there, dangling without relief.

Let me tell you, at first it was incredible, the intense pulses, the heavenly throbs, but then something happened and the situation quickly turned. Before I knew it, the teasing became too much and I struggled to maintain my composure, unable to reconcile what was happening to my body and inside my head.

Is it possible to receive too much physical stimulus? I wasn’t sure but if so, I was nearing that point, my eyes losing focus on the real world and my mind succumbing to this feeling, this insatiable yearn; the kind that consumed me, controlling every thought and every action.

It was right about then, as I lay in the center of her bed, my dick being teased with the most incredible rubs, that I realized the absolute futility of resistance. Mommy Claire was in charge and she was too powerful for me. The quicker I accepted that fact, the better off I would be.

With that thought in mind, I gave up all pretense and submitted to Mommy Claire.

What followed was the education of a lifetime.

To say that submitting was the best decision of my life would be the understatement of all understatements. The moment I gave in, Mommy Claire’s heavenly touch escalated, tantalizing rubs all over my body until I was literally floating on a cloud, every sense pulsating, riding the edge between orgasmic ecstasy and true nirvana.

It was blissful, in a way I had only ever dreamt about, and it went on, far longer than I would have thought humanly possible. At one point, my entire body was in the midst of one long pulsating hum and while that was happening, she repositioned herself to gaze deep into my eyes. The feeling I experienced in that exchange rewrote everything I thought I knew about lust, pleasure and power exchange.

I don’t know how she did it, but Mommy Claire tickled and teased, giving rise to my excitement without overwhelming my senses, and I literally indulged those feelings, allowing them to consume every waking thought. Ten minutes of that bliss and I knew that Mommy Claire was the greatest woman on planet earth and ten minutes more and I was moaning her name, expressing my love in no uncertain terms.

“I love you, Mommy!” I wailed, the intense pleasure coursing through my veins controlling every thought.

“I love you too,” she replied, her voice angelic in my ear, her magical fingers still playing their symphony upon my excited member.


SCENE 15

Mommy Claire

I love that moment when the man completely disappears, replaced only by the desperate little boy from inside, longing to be free. It is my reason for being and knowing that Bill was about to experience his moment of transition had my entire body tingling.

It was time for him to accept his reality, to verbally acknowledge his rightful place in my world.


SCENE 16

Little Billy

I’m not sure how long she kept me in that euphoric state, but I knew the exact moment she offered me relief. It was all I wanted and I felt myself succumb to her control the moment the offer was extended.

“Beg to be my good little boy,” Mommy Claire cooed. “Beg me to put you in a diaper.”

What followed had nothing to do with conscious thought. My actions were solely a response to her heavenly touch and the powerful needs of my aching body.

“Please, mommy!” I wailed, “please put me in a diaper and make me your good little boy.”

I said the words exactly as she requested, and she smiled in reply, however the greater response was the feeling in my loins, and the excitement that came from submitting to her awesome force.

I gave in and she was quick to seize on the moment, wrapping my lower half in a thin white cloth, showing me the fruits of her labor.

“Look at you,” she marveled, “so desperate, so helpless.”

She had diapered me, and while that might have been a shock before, all I could really think about was my excited pee-pee. God, I needed to release. I needed the tease to be over and finally have my sanity back. When she began to fondle and rub me through the thin cloth, I thought it was finally my time. It was then, as my arousal piqued, that Mommy Claire gave me the biggest challenge of all.

She was rubbing away, squeezing my pee-pee through the thin cloth with delicate fingers, driving my excitement through the roof, when she relayed the message that would just about break my brain.

“I just put a clean diaper on you,” she informed me, “and it’s the only one I have, so don’t you dare make a mess.”

It was a rather simple statement however abiding by such a command was near impossible, especially while my dick was being teased so relentlessly. To be honest, it was downright overwhelming. When my excitement reached an all-time high, all I could think about was how good the orgasm was going to feel when it finally did come.

I didn’t know what to do.

“Please!?!” I whined.

Mommy Claire must have known what an awful predicament I was in because the moment I collapsed she instantly showed me pity, offering me a way out.

“Ok!” she relented. “You can cum in the diaper but only if you’ll eat every last drop.”

I couldn’t believe what I just heard.

I needed to cum in the worst way but I couldn’t eat my own splooge. I was just wrestling with that conundrum when Mommy Claire picked up the pace, squeezing and rubbing at all the right places, sending my excitement through the roof.

I tried to wiggle free, I tried to escape, but she had me, and then she rubbed that sensitive spot several more times and all hope was lost. I tried to hold out, I really did, but something happened and I felt my entire world collapse around me. I can’t explain the feeling other than the pleasure became so intense every muscle seized at my spine, and when she pressed me on what I really wanted, I couldn’t work up the energy to provide anything but the truth.

“I need to cum,” I confessed, and even though I knew it meant I would need to eat my own discharge, I submitted to her control, accepting my fate.

Mommy Claire didn’t offer a verbal response, but her lips did curl into a smile as she increased her efforts one more time.

I knew what it meant, that devious smile, it was a deep satisfaction in having overcome my resistance but I didn’t care, I needed relief more than I needed my dignity.

Fortunately, now that I had surrendered my independence, there was no longer anything holding Mommy Claire back, and once that was the case, the bliss coming from her fingers magnified a hundredfold.

Prior to that moment, I thought she had swarmed me with the most intense pleasure, but the instant she ratcheted up her efforts, I realized I was only at the beginning. Soon, my entire world would be caught up in a delicious hum, a vibrating electric energy transferring from her to me with every blessed rub.

I knew those incredible feelings couldn’t last long but while they did it was the epitome of heaven on earth, and for every moment they were there, I indulged the bliss, allowing it to consume every ounce of my being.

The final tickle, the one that pushed me over the edge, sent a barrage of pulses rattling through my core and an incredibly delightful shiver straight up my shaft, but it was the way Mommy Claire held my gaze through every last spasm and throb that ensured I was truly transformed by the events and would follow through on my commitment, no matter the cost.

I may not have wanted to eat my own cum, but the pleasure coming from Mommy Claire’s fingers owned me and there was no way I could deny that bliss, not when there was a chance I might get to experience it all again.


SCENE 17

Mommy Claire

Watching Little Billy make a sticky mess in the diaper was a thrill but knowing what he had given up in exchange for that experience thrilled me to my core. He agreed to eat his own discharge and that was exciting beyond belief.

It is one thing to dominate a man sexually, but when you can break his will at the same time, rendering him submissive and coercing him into unspeakable acts, it holds a special level of thrill.

I used Bill’s lust to control his actions and, in the moment, he tried to resist but, in the end, the sexual feelings won out. That was an important distinction, one that would grow more influential with the passage of time.

When Bill would think back on our time together, to that moment of epiphany and the experience with me, the lust filled thoughts would return, and they would win out, until he was back at my door, begging to submit all over again.


SCENE 18

Little Billy

Ok, I’ll admit it, when I was caught up in the heat of the moment, there was nothing I wouldn’t have agreed to finally have relief. It was overwhelming, to the point of emasculating and it left me no choice.

Afterwards, once my orgasm was spent and the surge of lust was no longer controlling my brain, the reality of the situation settled in.

It was then, as I realized the full scope of my capitulation, that Mommy Claire handed me the diaper, letting me know what I needed to do.

“You know what you agreed to do,” she offered, and then she waited as I looked at the pool of cum sitting in the diaper.

Could I do it? At that moment, I didn’t think so.


SCENE 19

Mommy Claire

I have to admit, my time with Bill turned out to be quite a surprising treat. Not only was he a fun diversion on a Saturday morning while everyone else was asleep, but he was really quite submissive as well, surrendering to my touch, submitting to my control.

Bill truly reveled in the life affirming aspects of adult baby play, connecting with his inner child in a way few people would understand.

It isn’t often that I find someone so dually suited and I must admit, it had my mind considering alternative arrangements.

Could my baseball card collecting friend have greater value beyond just a one-time fling? I didn’t truly know the answer and while it was a shame to say goodbye, we needed to part ways. If he wasn’t going to follow through on his promises, we couldn’t have a future together.

So, I gave my good little boy a raspberry kiss on his belly for fun, collected my belongings and made my way towards the door, saying my goodbyes along the way.

“You can keep that diaper,” I offered, “as a memento.”


SCENE 20

Little Billy

The entire time with Mommy Claire was so over the top. At times, it was the greatest experience on earth, the physical pleasure unmatched by any other part of my life, and yet at others it was completely debilitating, showing me my true weakness.

All of that had me completely off balance, unsure of my next step, and yet when she motioned toward the door, threatening to leave, I immediately felt the pangs of loss.

I couldn’t live without her.

She hadn’t even gotten outside and already I couldn’t bear to see her leave. Before she could get any further, I chased her outside to her car.

“Please mommy,” I wailed, “please don’t go.”

I don’t know where it came from but in an instant, I was filled with desperation. The thought of her leaving me alone had me quaking in my boots.

Fearing the worst, I altered my plea.

“Please, can I see you again?” I whined.

For a moment she didn’t reply and I felt the terror rise within. This couldn’t be. I looked to her with hope.

“Please?” I added.

Finally, she relented.

“Ok,” she said, “but you know what you need to do. Go inside and make a video showing me that you know how to obey Mommy and next time we’ll meet at my place, where I’m really going to show you what it means to be my good little boy.”

It was a lot to take but there was opportunity in the offer, a chance to see mommy again. I watched as she pulled away and then raced back inside, to make the video and earn my second chance, curious as to just how far she would make me go the next time around.


EPILOGUE

Mommy Claire

When I first woke up on that wonderful Saturday morning, I lamented the effects of traveling across time zones, unhappy to be awake while everyone else was sleeping. However, the remains of the day turned out to be quite fabulous. During that time a new plaything was identified and a new subject conquered, two very important events in my life.

Bill wasn’t what you would call a challenge, these days few men are, but he was a fun and educational diversion, allowing me to delve beyond the sensual and physical manipulation, into a part of the human psyche visited much less often but impactful all the same.

The truth is, every person savors regression in his or her our own unique way, and connecting with that individual motivation is the key to infantilizing their minds and dominating their souls. I was happy to find that with Bill, adding my little Collector Baby to my growing stable of adult submissives.

To Learn more about Mommy Claire’s early years and her journey from shy wallflower to empowered femdom, check out:

-          The Huntress, The Awakening – Season 1

-          The Huntress, Hands-On Education – Season 2

For more Mommy Claire fun check out:

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles I

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles II

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles III

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles IV

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles V

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles VI

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles VII

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles VIII

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles IX
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