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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.


SCENE 3

Mommy Claire

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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Mommy Claire

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.”


SCENE 5

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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Mommy Claire

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.


SCENE 7

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.


SCENE 8

Mommy Claire

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.


SCENE 9

Cheryl

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.


SCENE 10

Mommy Claire

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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Mommy Claire

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.


SCENE 12
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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.

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

-          Becoming an ABDL

-          Mark’s Age Play Adventure

-          The Huntress 1

-          The Huntress 2

-          The Mommy Claire Experience

-          The Cuck Request

-          Manipulating Mason
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