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PROLOGUE

Mommy Claire

My usual preference for an adult baby is an alpha male, stripped of his power, and rendered submissive to his loving mommy. I have lived out that scenario many times and will again. It is empowering and makes me feel good, especially when that alpha male is a very bad boy that needs to be taught a lesson. There is nothing more incredible than seeing the changing tide of an infantilized man learning that women are, in fact, the dominant sex. I view their conversion as my civic duty, my good deed for society.

As much as the conversion of the alpha male is my favorite situation, I am very diverse. It isn't just men I like to dominate and control, I also enjoy taking a mother, burdened by stress and unaccustomed to receiving loving attention, and whisking her away to a world of zero responsibilities and wonderful stimulus. These women are by far the most appreciative of my services, and the most worthy of my time and attention. Their reward is also my civic duty, as the world would be a much harsher place if not for the loving care provided by these selfless mothers.

While I enjoy doing my part for the betterment of mankind, there are times when I seek out an adult baby for my own reasons, to satisfy my own desires. These may range from hard bodied athletes to runway models, but in each case there is something that draws me to them, whether it is their gorgeous muscles or their beautiful faces. They bring me joy and I welcome them openly into my fold.

There is one more category that needs to be added to my list. One that I had never pursued before, but one that had been growing in my mind, so much so, that it wouldn't go away. I knew I needed to explore it further.

That category is barely legal babies.

You may wonder why I never pursued the barely legals before, they are certainly plentiful as well as attractive. There are practically a couple potential subjects at every coffee house in the city. But what they possess in physical appeal they lack in mental acuity. Now don't get me wrong, I'm not saying they aren't smart, what I am saying is that they are not mature, and it takes a mature mind to understand, and appreciate, the subtle nuances of adult baby play and mommy love.

Young millennials have a lot to learn about life and love. Fortunately I am always ready and willing to share what I know, to anyone with an open mind, who can appreciate the finer joys in life.

And so I come to this story, my virgin voyage, a hunting trip, in search of the elusive millennial adult baby.


EPISODE 1

Alyssa

I got my first job on my eighteenth birthday. It was working at a local coffee shop as a barista. My parents wanted me involved, after I graduated from high school I needed to do something, and college just wasn't right for me.

After two weeks of training I was finally going to be manning the espresso machine on my own. I was a little nervous, afraid someone was going to ask for a drink I didn't know how to make, but I was also excited.

One of my first customers was an older woman who ordered a French vanilla cappuccino. She was a classy lady, dressed all fancy in a designer dress and high heels. She came to my part of the counter and when she leaned in to talk to me I got a gander down her open dress. Her breasts were over flowing. I wasn't blessed with much in the chest department and I spent more time checking her out than I should have. I say that because she caught me peeking and that was embarrassing to say the least.

After that I was very flustered making her drink. I wondered what she thought of a girl who would leer at another woman's tits. I tried to finish quickly but no matter how impatient I was the machine wouldn't work any faster.

When the drink was finally ready I handed it to her over the counter. As she took the cup she touched me gently on the back of the hand. It may have been innocent to her but to me it was electric, sending a chill up my spine. I'm not gay but there was something about this woman that drew me in. She had some kind of magnetism that made it impossible to turn away.

"My dear,” she said in a soft yet clear voice, "May I ask you a question?”

I leaned in to hear her better.

“I’m having a problem with my dress," she said, "would you be so kind as to provide me with some assistance in the rest room?”

"Of course," I said. It was my job to help our customers.

I followed her into the ladies room where she began fiddling with the clasp on the back of her dress. I stood in front of her, not exactly sure what I could do to help. While I stood there the top of her dress fell away, and with it her bra. It all happened so fast and I was face to face with her naked breasts.

She must have lost her balance because the bosoms that were just inches from my face came towards me, pressing firmly against my lips and mouth.

"Oh my God!" I muffled from beneath her silky flesh.

I didn't mean to respond like that but I was taken off guard. I could only imagine how she felt, completely exposed like that. She must have been mortified. I myself felt a little confused, I didn't like her being upset, but I really liked the way her skin felt against my face; firm yet soft and smooth.

“Oh dear, I am so sorry,” she said. "I knew there was something wrong with the clasp, thank goodness that didn’t happen out there.”

I agreed. If that had happened on the floor she would have been so embarrassed. I was glad we were alone.

Despite her nakedness she was not quick to cover up and I must admit I enjoyed looking at her. She was very beautiful and her bosoms were wonderful. Her nipples were about the size of a pencil eraser and her areolas were perfectly round, the size of a silver dollar, and a light pink in color. I don't know how long I stared, and was rather embarrassed when she had to ask me for help.

"Dear," she said, clearing her throat, "Can you help me get situated?”

"Oh yes, of course,” I said. I couldn't believe how awestruck I was at the sight of her naked body. I tried to collect myself so I could help her out.

I had never dressed another person before and it was more difficult than I would have expected. Every time I tried to position her dress, and secure the clasp, she seemed to break free. And each time I ended up touching more of her exposed breast. By the time I finally got her cinched up I was physically excited, my nipples were hard and I felt a strange urge building inside of me. My face turned a deep shade of red, like it always did when I was nervous. This woman asked for help with her dress and all I could think about was touching her body. I felt terrible.

We walked out of the restroom together and she said, “You have been such a big help. I want to reward you.”

“You don’t have to do that,” I responded.

She insisted, "Do you know how embarrassed I would have been if that had happened in public? You are a life saver.”

She slipped me a one hundred dollar bill, more money than I would have made for the entire day working at the coffee shop. She didn't need to do that, but I did appreciate it.

“Tomorrow, I’m going to take you on a shopping spree," the woman said. "I’ll pick you up in front of here at nine.”

She walked away before I could respond. I had never been on a shopping spree before. It sounded like fun but I had to work.

I returned to the counter where my manager was standing with his arms crossed. "Where have you been?"

"I was in the bathroom, helping a customer."

He shook his head. "This is your third strike, you can't leave your post without letting someone know."

"I was helping a customer," I repeated.

He shook his head again. "You're still in your probation time and this just isn't working."

"You're firing me?"

"Not really firing," he said, "like I said, you're in your probation period so we're just parting ways."

Oh man. How was I going to explain this to my parents?

"I'll pay you for the rest of the week," he said, "wait here and I'll go cut you a check."

I stood there waiting, feeling like an idiot. At least I would be paid for the next couple of days; that would allow me to wait until after the weekend to tell my parents. Maybe I could find something new before then, something even better.

The manager finally returned with my check and as I turned to leave the woman from the bathroom was leaving as well.

She waved. "See you tomorrow at nine," she said.

I guess I didn't have any reason not to go on a shopping with her after all.


EPISODE 2

Mommy Claire

I pulled up in front of the coffee shop at 8:59 and Alyssa was already there. I had a long slow seduction planned for her however, based on the previous day's events, I wasn't sure I would need it.

Alyssa wore a pair of khaki shorts and a plain white t-shirt. She was such a cute girl but she had no confidence and absolutely no fashion sense. Just a little tweak to one or both and she would be a stone cold hottie. Fortunately I was going to be able to get my hooks into her long before she discovered her true power in the world.

I wore a low cut dress. I knew Alyssa liked to ogle my boobs and I intended to provide plenty of stimulus to feed her desire. In fact, I had a lot of things planned to jump start her imagination.

I pulled up to the curb and waved. Alyssa hustled over and climbed into the passenger seat, a bubbly smile on her pretty face.

"Good morning," she said as she sat down and buckled up. "I know this is strange, but I don't remember your name."

It wasn't strange; I never gave it. Everyone called me Mommy Claire but I wasn't ready to introduce Alyssa to that part of me just yet. "You can call me Claire," I said.

"Ok, hi Claire."

"I thought we'd go to Flair, they have great outfits for a girl your age."

She didn't offer any response and I was quite certain by the way she dressed that Alyssa was not familiar with any of the fashion boutiques in the area. I chose Flair for a couple reasons, first because I own it, which meant I got great service and I didn't have to pay, but also because they would open for us on my demand. We would have the place all to ourselves.

I also chose Flair because I knew my employees would work very hard to help me achieve my goal.


EPISODE 3

ALYSSA

I was super excited to go on a shopping spree, I had never been on one and it sounded like fun. When I told my parents about it they were skeptical, especially when I couldn't tell them the name of the woman I was going with. How strange was that? I couldn't believe I couldn't remember her name.

I got to the coffee shop about ten minutes early and waited just around the corner. After being fired I didn't want anyone seeing me. Right at nine my benefactor pulled up in a black Cadillac Escalade. I had never been in a Cadillac before; it was really nice. The seat was more comfortable than the recliner my dad sits in to watch tv.

My new friend told me her name was Claire, which was good to know, and she was wearing another low cut dress. I couldn't help myself, I peeked and she caught me again. Dang it. I didn't want her to see me but I had to admit her cleavage was really nice. I silently wondered why God gave so much to her and so little to me.

It was a short ride to a little shop called Flair. They didn't seem to be open but when we walked up to the door two women rushed over to let us in.

"Good morning," they greeted us.

Both women were very attractive, a couple of years older than me, the cheerleader type. The first had golden hair, bronze skin and a plastic smile; her name was Tiffany. The other woman was African American, tall and thin with an incredible body. Her name was Naomi. They intimidated me, much the same way the popular girls frightened me in high school.

Claire was very bold and confident with the women. She told them exactly what she wanted and they hopped on her command. I liked Claire and I especially liked the effect she had on these women.

Tiffany, the blonde, escorted me to the dressing room and instructed me to get undressed. Naomi stayed with Claire to find outfits in my size.

I was very self-conscious about disrobing, especially in front of women like that, with their snobby attitudes and perfect bodies. When Claire and Naomi returned with several outfits I was still in my clothes.

"What seems to be the problem?" Claire asked.

Tiffany gave a snotty answer that made me feel two inches tall. "I told her to take her clothes off but she won't do it."

Claire looked at me and I felt even smaller. I didn't want to disappoint her but I was still nervous. I thought she might try to coax me into undressing but she didn't.

"Maybe she doesn't want to be the only one undressed," Claire said to both women. "Perhaps she would feel better if the two of you were out of your clothes as well."

I was shocked. I didn't expect her to be so bold.  I knew there was a reason I liked Claire.

If I was shocked by what she said, it was nothing compared to how I felt when both Tiffany and Naomi actually took off their clothes.

You might think that them getting undressed would have made me feel more comfortable but it had the exact opposite effect. They were both built like Barbie dolls, with long legs and tiny waists. Their bodies were nothing like mine. They were fully developed, very buxom and very beautiful. Getting naked in front of them was like being in the high school locker room all over again.

I really didn't want to disappoint Claire so I disrobed, leaving three of us in the dressing room with no clothes on. Fortunately there were outfits there for me to try on, so I wasn't nude for long.

The dress up part was fun, especially having these women dote on my every need. All the while Claire was there; making sure everything was to my liking. At one point Claire left to find more outfits and the women began to chat.

"Mommy Claire is so beautiful," Tiffany said. "I hope my body is as nice as hers when I'm her age."

"I know," Naomi replied, "maybe if we ask she'll get naked too."

I had to admit Claire was very beautiful, and had a great body, but I couldn't believe these women were talking like that, with her just in the other room. And did Tiffany call her Mommy Claire? What was that?

"You don't find her attractive?" Tiffany asked me.

I wasn't sure what to say.

"Can you believe her," she said to Naomi. She turned to me and added, "I can't believe you don't find her attractive."

I was dumbfounded, how was I supposed to respond to that?

Naomi chipped in, "She's probably one of those millennials that thinks anyone over thirty is ugly."

"I do not," I protested.

"Sure," the first woman responded. "You'll probably say something shallow, like she has a pretty face, or she looks good for her age."

"I didn't say that," I replied, "I think she's very beautiful."

"And what do you think about her breasts?" Naomi asked.

"They're nice," I replied.

That's when Claire returned with a couple of blouses in her hand. "What are you ladies gabbing about?" she asked.

Tiffany was quick to respond. "Alyssa was just saying how nice she thinks your breasts are."

"Is that right?" Claire asked.

"That's not what happened," I said. How did things go so wrong so fast?

"Are you trying to deny it?" Naomi added.

"Uh," I hated what these women were doing to me.

Claire came over and stood in front of me. "You don't like my breasts?"

I felt awful. I didn't want to offend her; I really liked her.

"She probably needs to see them," Tiffany offered.

Claire didn't hesitate; she undid the clasp on the back of her dress and allowed it to fall to the floor. Her breasts were on full display, and only inches from my face.

"They're beautiful," I said.

"Why don't you kiss them?" Naomi prodded.

Claire leaned forward, bringing her breasts even closer to my face and mouth. She looked at me with expectant eyes.

Reluctantly I leaned forward and gave her nipple an open mouthed kiss. The flesh felt warm and soft, and her nipple was so perfect, the size of a pencil eraser and every bit as firm. I allowed my lips to linger on her bosom and in that moment one of the women took a picture with her phone. "That's a keeper," she said with a laugh.

Oh shit. They just took a photograph of me sucking a woman's breast. "You have to delete that," I protested.

Claire came to my defense. "You will delete that photo right now," she said.

Both women cowered when Claire spoke. "Yes Mommy Claire," they said in unison.

Mommy Claire? There it was again. This was turning out to be one strange day.

Claire returned to the showroom to search for more outfits leaving me alone with the two women once again. I wasn't sure how it was going to go but I found out quickly enough.

Tiffany began to kiss Naomi. It was a slow kiss, one that lingered, with open and fleshy lips. I knew I shouldn't watch but I couldn't look away. The kiss progressed, down Naomi's lips, and her chin, straight down her neck. I felt myself getting aroused and didn't know what to do. Tiffany didn't stop at the neck. By the time she approached Naomi's breasts I was in awe. The whiteness of Tiffany's skin next to the deep tones of Naomi's was strangely erotic. I don't know why but it caused a physical response in my loins. If that was the most incredible scene I had ever witnessed it doubled when Naomi spun her body around and they were in a sixty-nine position. They then began to perform oral sex on one another.

I gasped aloud, "Oh my God!"

Both women jumped up. "What's the matter? What?" they asked.

Once again I was speechless.

"Did it bother you to see that?" Naomi asked.

"A little," I answered honestly. I had never even seen a porn movie let alone anything like that.

"Is it because she's black?" Tiffany asked.

I couldn't believe she said that. I was about to say something when Tiffany cut me off.

"Mommy Claire can't stand racists," she said.

"I'm not racist," I replied.

Naomi got right in my face. "Have you ever kissed a black woman?" she asked. "I bet you've never even sucked a black dick."

She was right, I had never kissed a black woman, and I had never sucked any dick at all. Did that make me racist?

Tiffany got right next to us. "If you're not racist you'll kiss her," she said, "but if you are we'll have to tell Mommy Claire."

"I'm not racist." I said the words but they weren't even listening to me. They started to walk out of the dressing room to tell Mommy Claire. I panicked and did the first thing that came to my mind. I spun Naomi around and kissed her square on the lips.

Naomi held my face with her hands and kissed me back very aggressively, exploring my mouth with her tongue.

"Of course you'll do that," Tiffany said. "You'd do anything to keep Mommy Claire from finding out you're a racist. But if you're really not then you'd go down on her like I did."

This was so messed up. I don't know what made me do it, maybe I didn't want Claire to find out, maybe these women intimidated me so much I was afraid, or maybe some part of me deep down inside was racist and I didn't want them to know. Regardless of the reason, I got down between her legs, and for the first time in my life I touched another woman's sex. It wasn't what I expected. it wasn't exciting at all. If anything I was terrified.

"What do we have here?" Claire asked.

I never heard her come in. I was mortified.

Tiffany laughed. "Alyssa was so horny she couldn't control herself."

"That's not what happened," I protested.

"Then what did happen?" Claire asked. "Because to me it looked like you were performing oral sex on her."

"I was," I replied, "but it was to prove I'm not racist."

"You're racist?" Claire questioned.

"I'm not," I said, "that's why I did it."

Claire was confused. "So to prove you're not racist you went down on her?"

"Kind of," I replied sheepishly.

Claire gave me a stern look. "Perhaps this wasn't such a good idea. Maybe we should leave."

As she moved toward the door I was completely heart broke. I didn't want it to end like that. I didn't want to disappoint Claire after all she had done for me. "Please," I begged, "is there something I can do to make it up to you?"

Claire turned to me, started to say something then thought otherwise.

"Please," I said, "I'll do anything."

"There is one thing," she said, "but you won't want to do it."

I was so excited to hear there was an option, "I'll do it," I blurted.

"I need an assistant, someone who will help me with a book I'm writing," Claire said.

"I'll do it," I repeated.

"You haven't even heard what the book is."

Did it matter? I lost my job at the coffee shop, and Claire was the coolest woman I had ever met. I was so relieved there was a way out of this mess I didn't care about anything else. Plus, I had seen her naked twice so far, and if I'm being honest, it was unbelievable.


EPISODE 4

MOMMY CLAIRE

Everything worked wonderfully at both Flair and at the coffee house. That is exactly why I go to places that I own, the more variables you can control the better.

Alyssa accepted my job offer, not that she had much choice after I orchestrated her firing at the coffee house and then put her in the awkward situation at Flair. She was without a job and in desperate need of cash. It was the perfect situation to get someone to accept a less than desirable position. But, as it turned out, Alyssa didn't even want to know what the job was about. So far I had gotten her to kiss a girl, suckle my breast and perform oral sex on a stranger, she was shaping up to be the perfect assistant.

I made arrangements for Alyssa to come to my place for her first day of work. I would begin the process of working her body and her mind until she could think of nothing but infantile submission, until she was my good little girl.

I wasn't sure if all of my tried and tested techniques would work on her millennial mind. The best part was, Alyssa was going to be my assistant and was willing to do just about anything. That combination would give me ample time and opportunity to break her millennial will.


EPISODE 5

ALYSSA

I told my parents that I got a new job for a lot more money. The truth was I didn't know what I was getting paid but when Claire's driver showed up in a TownCar to take me to work, my parents were very impressed.

The ride was nice but I had never seen anything like the estate where Claire lived. The property had to be a mile wide, surrounded by tall fences on every side. We entered through an automated gate and drove up to a palatial mansion. It was amazing.

The driver instructed me to walk up the steps to the front door. Claire was waiting for me when I got there.

"Hello baby girl," she said and gave me a big hug. She pulled me into her wonderful bosoms and I have to admit it was really nice.

"So I'm kind of curious, what am I going to be doing?" I asked.

"I was wondering when you were going to ask," she said with a smile. She put her arm around me and guided me into her home. "I'm studying the adult baby world and I want you to be my adult baby."

"Ok," I said, but really I had no idea what she meant.

"Perfect," Claire said, "I was afraid you might have reservations."

I started to piece things together; the women at the shop calling her Mommy Claire, her loving mannerisms, her book on adult babies. I didn't know how I fit in but the picture was beginning to take shape.

"Claire," I said, but before I could say another word she cut me off.

"It's Mommy Claire, everyone calls me Mommy Claire."

"Ok, Mommy Claire, what exactly am I going to be doing?"

Mommy Claire smiled. "Why you'll be my baby of course. You'll do what babies do."

That didn't sound hard.

"Why don't we start by changing your clothes?"  Mommy Claire suggested.

That sounded good. Yesterday's dress up session was fun; I was definitely up for more of that.

Mommy Claire led me upstairs and down the hall to a wonderful bedroom. It was right out of a period novel, with tall decorative furniture and a wonderful four-poster bed. I felt like I had been transported back in time.

"This is so romantic," I said.

"I'm glad you like it," she said with a glow, "this is my Victorian suite, it's my favorite."

She directed me to lie down on the bed. I wasn't sure why if she wanted me to try on clothes.

I found out real fast that Mommy Claire expected to change me. She expected me to lie like a doll so she could put on different outfits. It seemed a little weird but she was paying so I went with the flow.

She took off all of my clothes and it was definitely strange. I had never been manipulated and controlled like that before, certainly not that I remembered. The weird thing was I liked it, especially the way she caressed my skin in the most intimate ways.

Things took a sudden turn when she pulled down my panties.

"Oh my, this just won't do," Mommy Claire said.

I didn't like the disapproving tone in her voice. "What's the matter?" I asked.

"You have pubic hair, but no baby has pubic hair, we need to take care of this right away. Follow me."

I got down off the bed and followed her into the bathroom. She began to fill the tub and helped me in. I sat down in the bath and what happened next will remain with me for as long as I live.

Mommy Claire took off her clothes.

That doesn't quite do it justice. Mommy Claire made an art out of taking off her clothes.

Between the dress and bra that she wore, along with the towel that she draped in front of her, she slowly exposed her naked self. First her shoulders came into view. She dipped the towel, allowing me a glimpse of the tops of her breasts, but not enough to take any in. Then she revealed her bare leg, long and slender, propped on the side of the tub, enough to see her beautiful calf and thigh with the towel obstructing any further view.

The first time the side of her breast came into view I gasped in anticipation, but she continued to tease, showing me a little, but not revealing it all, until I was so excited that for the first time in my life I stimulated my own sex.

"Good little girls don't do that," Mommy Claire corrected me.

I immediately pulled my finger out of my pussy.

Mommy Claire dropped her towel and stepped into the tub. It was the most glorious sight I had ever seen, even if it was only a fleeting moment before she was hidden beneath the bubbles and the water.

She proceeded to wash my entire body. It was much nicer than I would have expected, she really knew how to make me feel good. I know what you're thinking, but it wasn't sexual at all, just very sensual, and relaxing.

The same could not be said when she shaved my kitty. She was still gentle but the way she touched me was extremely erotic. She held and massaged my lips while removing all of my hair. It was very stimulating, like she knew exactly where to touch to drive my lust. I felt myself open up for her and any reservations I may have had before, washed away with her ministrations. In fact, I think that was the first moment I realized I wanted to give myself to Mommy Claire, that I wanted to have lesbian sex.

We didn't have sex. As stimulating as it was, she finished shaving me, wiped me all clean, and then stepped out of the tub. I watched her every moment. The way the bubbles clung to her curves was the hottest thing I had ever seen. I wished I had had a camera so I could capture that image for eternity.

Mommy Claire dried every part of me with a very thick, very plush towel. It was very sensual, and felt incredible, but it wasn't sexual. After the shaving I wanted more, I was desperate to explore my desire for sex with Mommy Claire.


EPISODE 6

MOMMY CLAIRE

The undressing, the bathing and the shaving of my new millennial baby were all nice but the real test was yet to come. I needed to get her into a diaper and out of her responsible, adult mindset.

The first part was easy. She allowed me to put a diaper on her and even giggled aloud when I rubbed baby powder all over her freshly shaven pussy. The second part was more difficult. It had always been my experience that babies that gave in so willingly in the beginning were only playing a game. Alyssa was playing along but she wasn't conquered, she hadn't given in to the joys of age regression, at least not yet.

I had a special plan for her conversion, one that was going to use the pleasures of her flesh, and the frailty of her mind, to drive her submission. By the time I was done with her she was going to beg to be Mommy's good little girl, and I couldn't wait.


EPISODE 7

ALYSSA

Mommy Claire led me to her bedroom. There, in the middle of the four-poster bed, was a diaper, spread out and ready for a baby to swaddle.

I'm not stupid. When Mommy Claire said she wanted me to be her adult baby I knew a diaper was going to come into play. But what you may not know is, if you asked any girl or guy my age if they would rather serve ungrateful people in a coffee shop, or get diapered by a sensual and hot mommy, every single one of us would take the hot mommy. We're not stupid, and we don't get hung up on labels. 

That didn't mean I was going to piddle in that diaper or anything like that, but me and my friends, we would have no problem being infantilized, as long as there was a sufficient reward on the other side.

The diapering process was pretty cool. Mommy Claire rubbed baby powder all around my pussy and my ass and it felt great. Is that what it's like for a baby? Man those kids have it good.

She followed by giving my belly a raspberry kiss and then presented her bare breasts for me, and my entertainment. I didn't have a lot of experience suckling at the teat, my own mother never breast fed me, but I was confident I could figure it out.

What happened next was amazing.

I lay with my head in Mommy's lap, looking up at her beautiful face and awesome boobs. She had a glow about her, like a kid on Christmas morn. I wouldn't figure out until later that I was the one that gave her that glow. She loved taking care of me and, if I'm being honest, I was really starting to enjoy being the recipient of her love and affection.

Mommy Claire playfully rubbed her nipple against my cheek. It was simultaneously smooth, warm and erotic. I had intended to suckle on her nipple but the moment my face came in contact with her bosom it was no longer a choice. A need built up within me and I fulfilled that need by latching on to her.

The moment my lips pursed down on her she gasped in delight. We were a good pair and I was quickly falling in love with Mommy Claire.

I'm not sure how long I laid in Mommy's lap, sucking on her tit, but when she told me it was time to collect ourselves and move on I was very disappointed. As much as I enjoyed seeing and touching her breasts before, I had no idea how incredible nursing would be. It instantly became my favorite activity.

Once Mommy Claire broke away from my mouth, and covered her nakedness, she fitted me with a much too short pink nightie and a matching bonnet. I was never the dress up type but in that outfit I felt pretty.

"Come on baby girl," Mommy Claire said. She stood up and walked out the door.

I pursued her on my knees. She didn't ask me to, but I felt more in character when I did, and suddenly I had a strong desire to stay in character. Maybe I was the consummate employee or maybe I was starting to take to the baby lifestyle, either way I was really liking my new job.


EPISODE 8

MOMMY CLAIRE

Alyssa was coming along nicely but every first time baby enjoys bath time and nursing. The real test was next, to see if Alyssa could and would soil her diaper. Even experienced adult babies struggled with bowel and bladder release. We spend our whole lives learning how to hold back, the real gift is in letting go.

Fortunately for Alyssa I had a plan in mind, one that would help her along the way. It was kind of extreme, what we were about to do to her, but it would also accelerate her learning process. In just a couple of minutes Alyssa was going to see the powerful effects of age regression up close and personal.


EPISODE 9

ALYSSA

Working with Mommy Claire wasn't like other jobs; with her a new and exciting experience lay around every corner. I couldn't wait to see what came next.

Like always, she didn't disappoint.

Mommy Claire led me down the hall to a brand new room, a giant play area. The first thing I saw was a huge castle with slides that dumped into ball pits. There were also adult sized blocks, cribs and playpens, and a floor that was covered in a soft padding that made it hard to walk, but also impossible to get hurt. All of it was incredible; I had never seen such things.

As amazing as all of that was, what caught and held my attention was something completely different.

Standing in the center of the room, wearing nothing but a diaper; was the most beautiful man I had ever seen. He could have been plucked right out of a magazine with his cut jaw, dashing smile, and oh-too-perfect-to-be-real body. His muscles had muscles and I wanted to kiss every one of them.

Mommy Claire bent down and whispered in my ear, "His name is Tyler and he is your play date, you can do whatever you want with him."

Mommy Claire emphasized the word "whatever" and when I looked to her for confirmation her eyes said it all. I really could do whatever I wanted to this luscious stud.

It may seem hard to believe with everything that I had done up to that point, but I was a virgin and planned to keep my flower for my first true love. That probably sounds old fashioned but it was the way I was raised, although I did take many liberties with regard to what I could do while still maintaining my virginity.

Tyler, and his smoking hot body, were really going to test my resolve. Never had I been with a guy as handsome, or as well built, as him.

Mommy Claire walked me over to Tyler and, as if she needed to make things even clearer, she undid his diaper and took away the only piece of clothing on his person.

Oh my God.

If it was possible his body got even better, and his dick was beautiful; clean shaven, about seven inches long and perfectly symmetrical with a mushroom head. I was staring but I didn't care, I wanted to look and Mommy Claire made it clear that I could do whatever I wanted.

Before she left Mommy Claire said to Tyler, "Her diaper stays on."

It was like she knew exactly what I was thinking. The more I got to know Mommy Claire the more I liked her.

I moved in to take a closer look at Tyler and his amazing body. That's when I realized a very subtle point about Mommy Claire's instructions. She told Tyler my diaper was to stay on but she didn't place any restrictions on the rest of my clothing. He obviously knew the difference because he had my nightie and bonnet off my body in no time.

There I was, in the center of the giant play room, topless, being fondled by the most beautiful man on the planet.

I don't know if I said it before but I am not well endowed. For the times I even wear a bra, it’s an 'A' cup, and even that is probably more than I need. I would still be in a training bra if I weren't too embarrassed to shop in the little girl's section. How ironic was that, my chest was perfect, to be Mommy Claire's little girl.

My small boobs may have been a concern for me but not for Tyler. He kissed my chest and sucked on my nipples with a passion so fierce he made me feel like I was the only woman in the world. I loved it. Receiving the undivided attention of this gorgeous specimen was absolutely mind blowing.

Ever since my time at the Flair boutique I couldn't help thinking about something that Naomi had said, about me never having sucked a black dick. Tyler wasn't black but I had never sucked any dick, and I felt it was time for that to change.

I fondled Tyler's taut abs, as well as his muscular thighs, on my journey to his cock. His body was perfectly sculpted and running my fingers over every ridge was heavenly. When I took his cock in hand it began to grow, and when I kissed the head his flesh was very smooth to the touch. It felt so soft against my lips I didn't want to stop. I nibbled and suckled, all the while putting my hand job skills to work, stroking his shaft and massaging his balls.

I knew his orgasm was coming, and perhaps I should have sucked the whole thing into my mouth, but I wasn't quite ready for that. So I watched as the work with my hands caused his penis to spout and spurt.

Tyler moaned aloud. I was happy to please him and proud of my accomplishment.

We used my discarded nightie to clean up the sticky mess. I didn't even have a chance to toss it aside when Tyler made his move. The crazed look in his eyes made me think he was going to fuck me silly.

I was glad I was still wearing the diaper. If I was going to lose my virginity Tyler would be a perfect mate, but all just the same I wasn't ready for that either.

Tyler didn't move for my diaper, instead he fondled me. His hands explored every inch of my person, discovering my most sensitive spots. With the knowledge he acquired from his exploration, he expanded his territory, and soon he was tickling me relentlessly.

He had me laughing so hard it was difficult to breathe. And when he said, "Tell me if you want me to stop," I couldn't draw in enough air to respond.

He kept tickling me. Struggle as I might, I couldn't stop him. Then something strange happened. The urge to pee overwhelmed me, and the pressure grew stronger with every passing moment. I tried to tell him but I still couldn't catch my breath. I was helpless.

Soon the urge was so powerful I couldn't hold it back. I didn't want to pee in my pants. I may have been wearing a diaper but that was one area I wasn't willing to concede. I fought with every ounce of my energy. He couldn't make me do something I was so firmly against.

I'd like to tell you that I rose to the occasion and resisted his advancements but it wouldn't be true. The first drop leaked out of me, breaking my spirit, after that I struggled but it was no use. That beautiful man kept rubbing me, stimulating me, and then he placed his lips on mine. The second we kissed I forgot about everything else, focusing instead on his perfect lips. In that moment of distraction the battle was lost. Pee flowed from my body, filling my diaper. It wasn't just a little; I couldn't stop it.

I was no longer in control.

If you've ever peed your pants as an adult you may have an idea of how weakening the experience is, but you may not know the dramatic impact it has on your thoughts. It wasn't just that I peed in my diaper; it was that I couldn't control myself, and with that lingering doubt in my brain many new ideas began to bubble to the surface. Was I a baby now? Would I ever be able to control myself again?

Mommy Claire appeared out of nowhere. With loving care she placed me on my back and undid my diaper. Tyler was right there, watching the whole scene. I might have cared had the circumstances been different, but I just wanted to be changed.

To her credit Mommy Claire made the entire experience wonderful. She cleaned me, all the while caressing and massaging my skin. It made me feel so warm and loved that any negative feelings associated with wetting my diaper were gone, quickly replaced with positive feelings of connectedness with Mommy Claire. She even allowed me to suckle on her teat again, and that was fast becoming a highlight of my life.

After Mommy Claire changed me she patted my bottom and sent me to play. I was only in a diaper but that was fitting, I was her baby now, and except for special occasions, I wouldn't be wearing clothes at Mommy Claire's house anymore.

My first day of work ended shortly thereafter. Mommy Claire changed me into my street clothes and then handed me my bag as I went outside. The TownCar was there, waiting to take me home.

It was quite an experience, my first foray into the adult baby world, but as I would soon find out, it was only the beginning.


EPISODE 10

MOMMY CLAIRE

Tyler performed his duties perfectly. I made a mental note to reward him, but I had to come up with something really special, he had far exceeded my expectations.

Not only did Tyler get Alyssa to wet her diaper, but he also broke her will. She struggled with all her might to keep from losing control and that would make all the difference in her future development. Had she given in she might have been able to collect herself, to regain her composure, but a woman who losses the battle of self control will forever question her abilities, rendering her incapable of self discipline.

Alyssa was on her way home, completely unsure if she was an adult or a baby, and that uncertainty would become the foundation for a more permanent baby mindset.


EPISODE 11

ALYSSA

The ride home in Mommy Claire's TownCar was confusing. Overall I really enjoyed my first day of work but the peeing in my pants weighed heavy on my mind. I didn't want to lose control, and the fact that I couldn't keep from peeing made me question myself, and whether I was really an adult after all.

I walked in the front door and of course my parents wanted to know all about my first day. I gave them a story, remaining light on details, but I assured them that I was doing a great job, and that my employer was pleased with my performance. For the most part I felt both statements were accurate and true.

One of the things I didn't mention, but still weighed heavy on my mind, was the diaper wetting. It was such a big concern for me I actually worried if I would be able to control my bladder throughout the conversation. As we talked the pressure built up inside of me once again.

It was a struggle but I made it, and once our discussion was over I raced upstairs to use the bathroom. As strange as it sounds, once I was alone on the toilet I couldn't go. I didn't understand why, but after fifteen minutes with no action, I pulled up my pants and went to my bedroom.

Like always Mommy Claire was one step ahead of me. I opened my bag and found a diaper with a note, "Just in case."

I held the soft diaper in my hands, my mind racing a thousand miles an hour. Could it be?

I'm not sure what made me do it, but I took off my clothes and wrapped myself in that diaper. No sooner had I secured the Velcro in place when my body opened up and all the pee I wasn't able to release moments ago flowed from my body. Holy shit, did that just happen? I didn't mean for it to, I literally couldn't control myself. Did Mommy Claire turn me into a baby?

It was a restless night's sleep. I only had one diaper and it was already wet. How was I going to get through the night without wetting my bed?

By some miracle I woke up in the morning with dry sheets, but once again I was not able to relieve myself on the toilet. I'm not sure why, but I could no longer pee unless I had a diaper on. I called Mommy Claire to let her know what I was going through and she immediately sent her driver to pick me up.


EPISODE 12

ALYSSA

I made it to Mommy Claire's just in the nick of time. I had to pee so badly; I needed help.

I tore off my clothes as we walked up the stairs and was completely naked by the time we got into Mommy Claire's suite. She barely had enough time to cinch a new diaper on my body before I was peeing uncontrollably.

I was relieved but Mommy Claire was ecstatic.

"You are such a good girl," she said.

It felt good to receive her praise but I had a bigger problem. When I agreed to play her adult baby games I thought I would be able to separate work from life. But somehow the changes she effected in me ran deep, so deep I was no longer a big girl, even at home.

Mommy Claire seemed to know what I was thinking. "It's ok to lose control, sometimes the best part of being a baby is giving up control, allowing me to take all of your stress and responsibilities."

"But I couldn't pee without putting on the diaper," I explained.

I'm not sure she understood my concern. I didn't like losing control in front of Tyler and Mommy Claire, but I could live with that, couldn't I at least have some dignity when I went home?

Again it was like she could read my thoughts.

"Most people only regress while we're together," Mommy Claire said, "but you are an interesting case. Once you lost control it seemed to have a more permanent effect."

Permanent effect? Meaning I would be like this forever? I didn't know how to respond to that.

"It's ok," Mommy Claire offered, "my suggestion is for you to completely give in, by doing that you will free yourself of any mental constraints."

I was ready to do anything to get relief so I did exactly as Mommy Claire said, completely giving in to infantilism. With a new diaper in place I laid with my head on her lap, nursing at her beautiful teat. I allowed myself to completely let go and once I did it wasn't just pee that flowed from my body. I soiled my diaper. My conversion to adult baby was complete.

The feeling against my skin was unnerving, and grew even worse when it squirmed up my back and down my legs. I needed help and once again Mommy Claire was right there, to care for me and ease my discomfort.

The morning continued like that, with me completely giving in to the experience, eliminating any thoughts of resistance, silently chastising myself for even thinking about self-control. I enjoyed it immensely, especially the personal love and attention that Mommy Claire gave me. But when it was over I still had no confidence, in fact I think I was more infantile in my thoughts and actions than before. If anything, I now felt as if it wasn't just my bladder that I couldn't control, it was my bowels as well.

Mommy Claire pulled me aside. "You are welcome to stay here, at least until we figure out if you will ever be able to regain your self control. It may be the best option since it seems your infantilization has completely taken over."

Was she serious? Was I really not going to be able to control myself ever again? I openly wept and once again Mommy Claire's loving attention took me to that place of bliss. I lay there in Mommy's arms contemplating my situation. Would it be so bad to be Mommy Claire's permanent baby? I loved the way she made me feel. Maybe it would be ok; maybe it would be a good life.


EPISODE 13

MOMMY CLAIRE

When I first set out to capture a millennial baby my plan was to win her over and then use her to help me capture more of the elusive prey. But somewhere along the way something went wrong, and while Alyssa was turning into a fine submissive plaything, her lack of any self-control made her useless for the second part of my plan.

I spoke with many people trying to figure out where things went wrong. Some said it was because her mind wasn't fully developed, that she wasn't mature enough to enjoy the lifestyle. Others said it was the millennial entitlement, that she never truly desired to stand on her own and therefore had no desire to give up the pampered life of the adult baby. And still others said that millennials are nothing more than snowflakes, incapable of dealing with the problems of the real world.

Regardless of the reason I needed to find a solution, I didn't want my pursuit of millennial babies to end, I wanted more of them, to add to my collection, and further my cause.

Those thoughts weighed on my mind but I still had a job that needed to get done. Despite the less than stellar end results, I needed to thank Tyler for his help, to reward him for his efforts. I had the perfect idea.


EPISODE 14

ALYSSA

Mommy Claire told me she had one more thing she wanted to do before I left for the day. I hoped it was pay me, because I didn't know how long I could keep my parents from finding out about my life if there was no paycheck to go along with my new job.

It turned out Mommy wanted to change me one more time. I thought it was odd because I wasn't soiled or wet, but I was in no position to question her authority.

Mommy Claire took off my diaper and I thought she was going to kiss my belly but her lips did not go to my stomach, instead she planted them firmly on my kitty.

Her mouth explored my deepest self, dragging her supple tongue up my slit and pursing her lips firmly on my delicate nub. It felt so wonderful I had to bite my lip to keep from screaming. As good as it felt she wasn't done, inserting one and then two fingers inside of my flower. A heavenly feeling coursed through my body and when I thought it couldn't get any better, she curled those fingers inside of me, causing my entire body to shake in uncontrollable fits.

The pleasure was so intense my eyes rolled back in my head. I thought I might pass out as wave after wave or orgasmic bliss pulsed through my body. My pussy muscles began to contract on their own, grinding on her fingers, trying to milk every last drop of pleasure out of the experience. My legs spread wide in anticipation of what came next, but Mommy Claire had a different idea. She leaned down, blew her cool breath across my moistened lips, driving my lust to another level, and then stood up and left the room. I was so consumed with lust I couldn't think straight; my body’s needs were the only thing that mattered. Just when I thought she was about to fly me to a whole new high, she left me open and desperate, yearning for more.

I tried to give chase but I didn't make it far, running straight into a naked Tyler before I even got out of the room. He had a smile on his face and his dick was fully erect. He may not have been my target but my dripping pussy didn't care, he had the equipment to satisfy my needs and my lust wasn't going to let him get away.

I pushed Tyler onto his back and mounted him. In one thrust I took his entire manhood deep into my virgin womb. He reached a magnificent depth and my body responded with a gush of fluids. I loved it and allowed those pleasure feelings to take over my body and my mind. Tyler shifted and began his own thrusts, pumping inside of me. His strokes were long, his penis pushing deep inside of me and then slowly pulling out, until I could feel the rim of his head as it pressed against the edge of my pussy lips. He continued that rhythmic pulse while my body convulsed around him. I had no idea sex could be so great and didn't even care when he plunged inside of me, releasing his seed, bareback, deep within my womb.

I wouldn't find out until much later that I was Tyler's reward for dominating me and eliminating my ability to control myself. He and Mommy Claire turned my mind, body and soul into an infant, a child with the insatiable lust of a grown adult. It was the most conflicting pleasure I could have ever imagined.

Those days forever changed my life. I may have lost the ability to control my bladder, as well as my bowels, and I couldn't think for two seconds without desiring sex, but for the first time in my life I truly understood what happiness was. If you were to ask me if I would do anything different, I wouldn't change a thing.

As I lay there in post coital bliss, thinking things through, my body released its fluids once again. I really couldn't control myself anymore, and was quite certain that it was no longer my place to make decisions. Unless there was some magic remedy, I was going to be Mommy Claire's good little girl forever, whether I liked it or not.

Fortunately for me, I liked it, and I liked it a lot.
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