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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.

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

-          Training Thomasina

-          Reunion Baby

-          Becoming an ABDL

-          Bill’s Age Play Adventure

-          The Huntress 1

-          The Huntress 2

-          The Mommy Claire Experience

-          The Cuck Request

-          Manipulating Mason
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