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PROLOGUE

Mommy Claire

When I was in college I belonged to a sorority, it was there that I spent my most formative years, becoming the woman I am today. In fact, I learned more about adult baby play during my years in the sorority house than at any other time in my life.

Those days taught me all about manipulation, how to use mental and physical stimulus to make horny boys, and girls, do just about anything. Many people don't realize just how much sex takes place in a sorority house, or that much of it is between the sisters.

Through countless hours of practice, I mastered my skills, and carried that knowledge into my adult life. I still use many of those techniques today, when I am feeling naughty, or come across a particularly resistant soul.

I have not forgotten the great times I had in college and every year I return to my roots, to visit my sisters, and to see if there are any new adult baby prospects among the newest pledge class.

The following story is about one of my return visits and the Sorority Baby I met on that very memorable trip.
 


SCENE 1
Laura
 

My nickname in the sorority is BF, which stands for Baby Face because I look like I'm twelve. I hate it. If anyone hears my nickname, I tell them it's short for "Best Friend" because I may have to wear the face of a little girl all the time but that doesn't mean I have to be ridiculed for it.

It wasn't always bad, being the baby face of the group. In my younger days I was known as little Miss Cutie, which was fine because there was always a guy willing to fall all over himself to make me happy. But as I got older, and other girls started to mature, and grow hot, and I was still the cute little darling, trust me, that is not a place you want to be.

During my second semester of my Freshman year, I got a bid to join Alpha Sig, the most popular sorority on campus. I knew it was finally my chance, to break from the baby mold and become a woman. But pledging was hard, and the sisters didn't treat me like a kid, in fact they made me do a lot of yucky work. It was then that I realized that being spoiled like a baby wasn't so bad. I had learned to like being pampered, being taken care of, and I wasn't ready for that to end.
 


SCENE 2
Mommy Claire
 

Every year I return to campus, and to the sorority house, to participate in a special pledge activity. It's a time-honored tradition where a mature legacy sister, me, comes in to make the newest pledges indulge in baby play. Most people think it is a harmless college prank, designed to make a semi grown adult make a fool of herself in front of the sisters, but to me it is so much more. To me it is an opportunity to give birth to a new adult baby, one that probably had no idea she harbored such feelings, but one that would be incredibly fun to manipulate and turn.

The process begins with each girl sucking on a pacifier, lying on her back, waiting for Mommy to change her soiled diaper. With the lights on every girl acts the same, playing to the joke, having fun in the moment. But when the lights go out, and the perception of anonymity rises, one or more embrace the experience, allowing her inner child to run free.

I use the benefit of night vision goggles to watch them in the dark, and have come to be able to identify the traits of the truly infantilized. On this given year, when the lights went dark, I thought we may not have any candidates, but then I spotted the cute little brunette in the back of the room.

Laura was a petite girl but still had some baby fat in her cheeks, enough to give her a baby-like face. But looks can be deceiving. What wasn't a deception was the way she continued sucking on the pacifier, and spread her legs to be changed, even after the lights were out and she thought no one could see. While all the other girls were laughing and making jokes, Laura was spread eagle, waiting to be changed in the dark, anticipating what would come next.

She wanted it, to be changed, to be infantilized, to give up control, and I intended to make her wish come true.

With the lights still out, I sidled next to my target, undid the top of my dress, freed my breasts and presented them to my good little girl in waiting. While the other girls giggled and made silly jokes, I whispered in Laura's ear.

"Be a good little girl and give Mommy your binky," I cooed.

Obediently Laura dropped the pacifier, which I quickly replaced with my breast against her face. I don't know how she would have responded with the lights on, but in the dark she allowed my skin to caress her, right up until she pursed down with her lips and began to suckle, a long slow draw on my very sensitive nipple.
 


SCENE 3
Laura
 

It was finally an easy night. Ever since pledging started it was one grueling night after another. I had never cleaned so many dishes, washed so many clothes, or scrubbed so many bathrooms as I had during those six weeks. So, when the sisters said we had a special guest, and that we had to act like babies for the night, I was actually relieved.

The woman, Mommy Claire, was a legacy, an Alpha Sig sister from long ago, and she was there to teach us about coping with stress. She was a handsome woman, probably a total hottie when she was in school, and now she was a very attractive older woman and, based on the way she dressed, with her designer dress, diamond earrings and pearl necklace, she was doing quite well in life.

Mommy Claire had us all lay on our backs and supplied us with pacifiers to suck on. It was kind of embarrassing and I, like all the other pledges, joined in making fun of the process. Things got even weirder when she instructed us to hoist our legs in the air and pretend to be a baby in need of a diaper change. It was all kind of silly, and I didn't see the point, but then things changed.

Mommy Claire turned off the lights.

In the complete darkness it was hard to concentrate on anything other than the giggles and jokes that emanated throughout the room. But then Mommy Claire, in her soothing yet confident voice, instructed everyone to calm down, to relax, to remember what it was like to have no stress, to lie in your mother's arms and feel the warmth of her embrace.

The moment I allowed those thoughts to move to the front of my mind I felt my stress melt away, like I was at peace, no longer worried about exams, or boys, or not fitting in. It was nice and I was happy that the lights stayed off so I could savor the feeling without judgment from my fellow pledges, or from the sisters.

It was amazing how effective acting like a baby was at reducing my anxiety. I didn't even notice that I had begun fervently sucking on the pacifier, subconsciously slipping into the baby role, probably more than I was supposed to. I was so lost in the moment, it startled me when Mommy Claire was right at my side, whispering in my ear.

"Be a good little girl and give Mommy your binky," she whispered.

Obediently I dropped the pacifier, which was quickly replaced by the softest, most soothing feeling against my face. I didn't know what it was at first, and I allowed my body to respond by instinct alone, turning my head, wrapping my lips around her nipple and suckling as if my life depended on it.
 


SCENE 4
Mommy Claire
 

I found my mark and what a luscious treat she was. Her name was Laura and not only did she have the natural instincts to become my next adult baby, but she had the look as well. Her body had yet to develop and her face was as cute as a button, still holding on to a slight pudgy cheek look that belied her age.

Laura could have easily passed for a young teen, and maybe even younger if dressed in the right attire. I intended to find out just how far she would go but also knew the stigma she would face if seen to be given preferential treatment. My plan to overcome that was really rather simple.

Three girls were selected from the pledge class to move on in the Mommy Claire experience. Each was pulled from their normal pledge activities to be at my beck and call. The first, Melody, was made to scrub the trash receptacles at several of my coffee chains downtown. The second, Chrissy, had to scrub the guy’s bathrooms in the Freshman dorm, and the third, Laura, had to do all of the laundry for the men’s volleyball team. The jobs were meant to be hard, to send the message that time with Mommy Claire wasn’t easy.

Laura, however, would not be doing laundry, I had an entirely different experience planned for her.
 


SCENE 5
Laura
 

I was relieved when Mommy Claire selected me along with several of my pledge mates to go off on her excursion. Not only did I secretly like time with Mommy Claire, but I would have done anything to get out of pledging activities. The sisters were brutally hard on us and each day it only got worse.

It was common knowledge that Chrissy, Melody and I were selected however once we were pulled from the morning pledge line that was the last we saw of each other, at least until much later that evening.

I was whisked away from the sorority house in a not so gentle fashion, a black bag over my head, my arms pinned to my side by two of the stronger sisters. It was scary to say the least, not because they hurt me, but because of the unknown. That was always the scariest part about pledging, the mind games, the way you never knew what to expect, so you couldn’t prepare.

My uncertainty and anxiety grew as I felt myself hustled and bustled from one vehicle to another, being transported to God knew where. Where was I going? What was waiting for me when I got there? Those questions persisted right up until the last vehicle came to a halt and I got out of a stretch limo, in front of a beautiful mansion.

The walk up the steep front steps was daunting but at least I no longer had the bag over my head. With each step my nerves shook until I reached the top where Mommy Claire stood with open arms to welcome me into her home.

“Welcome baby girl,” she said.

I immediately felt her warmth and comfort.

I said hello and offered my hand to shake but Mommy Claire wasn’t having it. She pulled me in close for a hug, allowing her breasts to press against me for longer than custom would say was appropriate. When we finally separated, I felt a tingle at my core, something that said more than just baby play would be taking place that afternoon.

“You are away from the sorority house but that doesn’t mean pledging is over,” Mommy Claire informed me. “While you are here you are to do as you are told, do you understand?”

“Yes, sister,” I replied.

“Good. You are here because you have been selected as a finalist for my conditioning program. It is an experiment of sorts, to see just how much stress we can take away from your life.”

It sounded reasonable, and certainly much better than whatever the other pledges were doing back at the house. “Ok,” I responded.

“Here you will call me mommy,” she said, “and if you’re ready, we can begin.”
 


SCENE 6
Mommy Claire
 

I had Laura exactly where I wanted her, alone in my home. It was time to see just how much resistance she would present, and what efforts it would take to complete her transformation.
 


SCENE 7
Laura
 

“When we were at the house, playing the baby games, you did really well,” Mommy Claire told me. “Today we’re going to see if we can take it further. We’ll start with a little role play. I will play the mommy and I want you to play the role of submissive little girl. Can you do that?”

I had been asked to do a lot of things during pledging, some that were downright disgusting, so when Mommy Claire said all I had to do was act like a baby, I was relieved. How hard could it be to do that? “Ok,” I replied.

Before the words were even out of my mouth Mommy Claire took me by the hand and led me into a room off the main hall. It looked like a doctor’s office, complete with examination table. “Take your clothes off and get up on the table like a good little girl,” she instructed.

Now that may seem like an extreme request but it wasn’t uncommon for us pledges to be separated from our clothes during the initiation process. In many cases the sisters used it as an opportunity to break us down, to point out our flaws and keep us off guard. I was already insecure about my body, and the sisters always had a way of identifying that one thing that made you feel the weakest. For me it was my breasts, and the sisters were quick to point out that I had baby breasts to go along with my baby face, a fact that I was certain Mommy Claire would soon be exploiting.

I shed my clothes, revealing the whole of my body before Mommy Claire. I expected the ridicule to begin but much to my surprise what I received was much different.

“Look how beautiful you are,” Mommy Claire offered as she helped me up onto the table. “I’ve never seen a more perfect body.”

It was flattering to hear, and I was about to tell her so, when her hand found my bare thigh and gave it a gentle squeeze. It sent a shiver of excitement up my spine and rendered my voice mute. What was this strange power that she ?

“I want you to lay back on the table and close your eyes,” Mommy Claire said and I was quick to follow her command.

Her fingers never left my skin, skating lightly up my thigh, across my hip and gently over my stomach. It was a feather light touch that made every hair stand on end and my body tingle from within. She continued the dance, over my body, my arms, my shoulders, my neck, until I was pulsing in anticipation wondering where she would stimulate me next.

When her fingers began to wind their way through my hair, targeting the sensitive nerve endings on my scalp, I felt like I had died and gone to heaven.

That’s when Mommy Claire’s soothing voice entered my ear. “Give in to the feeling and we’ll see how relaxed we can get you.”

I allowed myself to give in to the moment, just as Mommy Claire had instructed, and soon my body felt very heavy, sinking deeper into the table with every soothing stroke. Her massaging fingers on my scalp and neck felt incredible too, only to be outdone by the soothing warmth of her naked flesh as her bare breasts came to rest on my face and cheeks. I had experienced it before, and knew exactly what I wanted to do.

With a slight shift of my neck I was able to maneuver my mouth until her nipple was between my lips. I liked the feeling, the soothing combination of her silky-smooth skin against mine with the excitement of being able to freely suckle at her teat. I was in heaven and savored that feeling right up until something very strange happened.

Somehow, in the midst of all the excitement, I lost track of my independent self, and a small rivulet of pee escaped my body. It wasn’t much, just a little, but it happened and Mommy Claire was right there to seize on the moment.

“OMG, did you just lose control?” she exclaimed.

“I didn’t mean to,” I replied, “it was an accident.”

“My little girl had an accident. You know what that means don’t you?” Mommy Claire asked.

“No,” I admitted.

“It means this isn’t just a game for you. Your body and your mind, they really want to be infantilized, you want to be a little baby again.”

It was strange to hear her say it aloud but I couldn’t deny her words. Even back at the sorority house, when I first felt the warmth of Mommy Claire’s breast, I knew I liked it, I just didn’t know how much.

“Don’t worry your secret is safe with me,” she cooed, “unless that is, you want the sisters to know?”

“Oh God no,” I exclaimed, the thought of the relentless teasing I would receive too much to handle. The sisters already called me Baby Face, what would happen if they knew I couldn’t keep from peeing?

“It’s ok,” Mommy Claire reassured me, her fingers winding their way through my hair once again, her nipple finding its way back into my mouth.

We spent the majority of the day testing my control, taking me to a state of total relaxation, pushing the limits of my self-discipline. I learned a lot about my inner self, finding out that I liked letting go, and that when I did, in those moments when I truly gave in, that my body experienced true regression, achieving a state of peace I never thought possible, free of stress, at one with the world.

I’m not sure how long Mommy Claire kept me in that delicious state, or how many times I lost control, but when she finally told me our time for the day was complete, I was both fully relaxed and totally exhausted. I had no idea that baby play could be so tiring, I felt like I needed a nap. It wasn’t until I went out to the limo that I realized it was nighttime. I had spent the entire day with Mommy Claire.

The limo ride back to the house was filled with contemplations, about all that had happened, and Mommy Claire’s explicit instructions not to share any of the details with anyone.
 


SCENE 8
Laura
 

Melody and Chrissy got back before I did and were quick to relay the tortures of their assignments to the other pledges. Melody’s seemed really bad, scrubbing an endless sea of trash cans from all of Mommy Claire’s coffee shops.

“You don’t understand,” she cried, “every time I thought I was done they would drive me to another store and I had to start all over. I can’t do it, it was worse than being here with the sisters.”

Chrissy was not to be outdone, “You think you had it bad? I had to scrub every bathroom in the freshman dorms. Do you know how guys live? It was disgusting. I don’t understand why we have to do this, what did we do wrong?”

Mommy Claire gave specific instructions that I was not to share any of the details of our day but I wouldn’t have in a million years. These girls were tortured and if I didn’t want to be labeled the entitled brat of the group I needed to think fast.

“I thought it was just me!” I exclaimed. “I had to do all the laundry from the guy’s locker room. Have you ever had to handle a hundred jock straps? Or smelled the stank of a thousand armpits. I threw up a half a dozen times, it was gross.”

They both seemed to buy my story, which in turn made all the other pledges relieved that they had not gotten stuck on Mommy Claire assignment. And when word came out that only two pledges would be selected for day two, Melody, Chrissy and I all stated aloud how we only thought it fair that two different girls should be chosen. Why should we have to go back?

Secretly, I prayed I would be going back, to finish what Mommy Claire and I had started.

The announcement came down just before lights out that Melody and I would be returning. I heard an audible sigh of relief from Chrissy as her name was passed over. I’m not sure how Melody slept, but I knew I was too excited at the prospects to sleep even a wink.
 


SCENE 9
Mommy Claire
 

The first day alone with Laura was nice, in many ways she was the ideal adult baby, beautiful, submissive, open to my control. But there was still something missing, that special connection where her dependence was not by choice but by need. I intended to see what I could do about that, to see if I could bring about that true and lasting transformation in Laura.
 


SCENE 10
Laura
 

Mommy Claire had a limo pick up Melody and I in front of the sorority house at exactly eight am. It was a really nice car and I let Melody know.

“This car is really nice,” I said, “maybe that means today is going to be a nice day?”

“Don’t bet on it,” Melody replied, “all of pledging is one big mind fuck. They never want you to know what’s coming, they’re always setting you up for the fall? Don’t trust them for a minute.”

Those were her last words before the limo stopped and Melody was pulled from the back to begin her assignment. I wasn’t exactly sure what she had to do, I only heard the words, “manure” and “acres” before the door was closed and I was whisked away.

Melody’s words lingered in my mind. Mommy Claire seemed so genuine. Was it possible she was setting me up? Making me relax so I would reveal something she could exploit in front of all the sisters? That pesky thought continued to fester in my brain right up until the limo dropped me off at Mommy Claire’s mansion and I laid eyes on her beauty once again. There was something about her, a magnetism that made everything feel right. All my reservations disappeared. I glided up the stairs content that I was where I wanted to be.
 


SCENE 11
Mommy Claire
 

The second day return says a lot about what’s going on in my little one’s mind and sets the tone for all efforts going forward. When I saw Laura get out of the limo, and saw the bounce to her step as she made her way towards me, I knew we were in for the afternoon of a lifetime.
 


SCENE 12
Laura
 

I was so relieved when my name was called as one of Mommy Claire’s two finalists that I peed a little in my panties. It wasn’t much, just a little tinkle, but I wasn’t able to control it and that, it turned out, said a lot about me and my own personal desires. The truth was I liked being babied, being pampered, and not only was I willing to give up my independence, I think I actually preferred it. That thought bubbled in my head as the limo drove through the city streets.

And as the stretch vehicle dropped me off in front, leaving me alone with Mommy Claire once again, my mind quickly diverted to what was in store for my day. Would today be like yesterday? With me and Mommy Claire playing games of submission and dominance? I certainly hoped so. My heartbeat quickened at the prospect.

“Hi Mommy Claire,” I said when I saw her. I leaned in and gave her a big hug.

She took me in her arms, just like I had hoped she would, and as she held me close, I snuggled into her embrace, feeling the essence of her, appreciating her nearness. Mommy Claire was a beautiful woman by all physical attributes but she was so much more than that to me. She understood me, like no one else ever had, and even after understanding all of my weakness, she still cared for me. I know I had only known her a short time, but I was beginning to develop true feelings for her.

“Hi baby girl,” she said, “you’re such a little darling. What do you say we get you inside and get a diaper on you?”

What’s that? A diaper? “What!” I exclaimed.

“Oh honey, it was cute you having those accidents yesterday but it’s a lot to clean up. I think it’s best if we diaper you today.”

Oh shit. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing or even worse, how true it was. I did need a diaper, as crazy as that sounds. If we were planning to play more games like we had already played, I couldn’t say I wouldn’t need it.

And so, for the first time, in a very long long time, I prepared to be diapered.
 


SCENE 13
Mommy Claire
 

There’s something magical about the first diapering. Many times, it is the defining infantilizing act, the proverbial straw that breaks the last will of resistance. But Laura was on a different journey, I didn’t need to inform her of her internal wants and needs, she already knew. At her core she understood the benefits of being babied, probably because she spent most of her life in that state, right up until pledging when a harsh reality took over her life. In retrospect I saved her from that, and in exchange offered her a warm and safe home in mommy’s loving arms.
 


SCENE 14
Laura
 

Mommy Claire was so loving with every step, the cleaning with the wipe, so gentle and intimate, the way she doused the powder over my entire genital region and rubbed it in with supple fingers. It was amazing. I had never had anyone touch me so intimately before and yet it wasn’t sexual. Mommy Claire loved me. I could feel it with every caring act and every supportive word. And when she swaddled my bottom in white cloth, and showed me my diapered self in the mirror, my mind was blown. Was baby play just that easy? Could I turn it on and turn it off? I pondered those very thoughts right up until she put the finishing touches on my infantilization with a raspberry kiss on my belly. It took me off guard, and in a moment of weakness I peed a little in my fresh diaper. It wasn’t much, or so I thought, but Mommy Claire was right there, to capture the moment.

“I think I got that on you just in the nick of time,” she laughed, “you really can’t control yourself, can you?”

“It’s not my fault,” I objected, “you made me do it.”

She really did. She made me feel like a little girl, with the diaper and everything. It was easy to forget where I was.

“Oh sweetie, it’s ok,” Mommy Claire cooed, “I want you to give in. I think you’re so beautiful when you’re lost in the moment, willing to give up everything to be cared for. I’ve never met a more natural adult baby. If this weren’t a pledge activity, I would really show you what mommy play is all about.”

“What do you mean?” I asked. “What is mommy play all about?” Could there be more? What exactly was she talking about?

“The real infantilization process,” she replied. “The kind that isn’t just about stress relief, but about connecting with your inner child, regressing to a moment in time, to a state of being, where responsibility disappears and submissive bliss takes control.”

She made it all seem so romantic, so real, so powerful. And as I listened to her words, I felt my head nodding in agreement, until my mouth was responding, “I want that. I want to take the next step.”

Mommy Claire looked me up and down, surveying me, measuring my worth. I feared I wouldn’t be good enough, and maybe that’s what she thought too, but then she said something that made me think there might be an opportunity for me.

“Let’s get through today first,” she offered. “And if at the end of the day you still want the full mommy treatment, if you’re ready to completely submit every part of your being to my control, then we’ll make arrangements to get you out of pledging tomorrow for a day you’ll never forget.”

It was all very exciting, the prospect of being truly infantilized, to be stripped of all control and left submissive to a dominant mommy. My entire body tingled at the thought and I barely understood Mommy Claire’s next instructions.

“Today we’re going to delve deeper, beyond the baby talk and nursing and into the real exchange of power. Where your body and your mind no longer have a choice, where the infantilization becomes real.”

It all sounded rather ominous, the threat of true transformation. The fact was I didn’t truly believe any of it, sure I liked the role reversals, the release of stress and control, but at no point did I ever think it was anything more than a game, a fun distraction to pass the time.

And so, I agreed, “Bring it,” I said, ready for whatever Mommy Claire had in store for me.

She started by completing my outfit. Sure, I was still in a diaper, which became more comfortable the longer I wore it, but now she added a pretty pink dress, complete with white bow, and a yellow bonnet that made me look silly but seemed to please Mommy Claire immensely.

“Look how adorable you are,” she said, taking a few extra moments to make sure my bow was straight and my bonnet secure.

When she turned my body to face the full length mirror, and I saw myself all dolled up for the very first time, I realized something about me and the game we were playing. I liked it. Not just the attention and the care, but the dress up, I liked that too, especially the way she made me look even younger than usual. For the first time in my life, I held a special appreciation in my heart for who I was, the real me, my baby face, and even my baby body.

Mommy Claire didn’t give me any time to contemplate those thoughts, instead she took me by the hand and shuttled me down the hall to a room I had never been to before. It was a nursery, an adult baby nursery, and it was equipped with oversized baby furniture, properly sized for a big little like me.

“Let’s get you up in the high chair,” Mommy Claire cooed, “it’s time for breakfast.”

What happened next was truly surreal and provided greater insight into what Mommy Claire meant when she talked about the infantilization becoming real. She secured me into the high chair with a strap around my waist and then placed a bib around my neck. All the while her conversation turned to all baby talk, a tact that was much more impactful on my train of thought than I had expected.

“Who’s my good little girl,” Mommy Claire cooed, “who’s a goo-goo, gah-gah?”

Hearing the soothing tone of her voice and the senseless sounds babbling from her lips, my mind followed suit, responding with my own garbled gibberish. “Ah!” I gasped. “Goo-goo,” I replied before my mind had an opportunity to realize what I was doing.

She then proceeded to feed me, spoonful by spoonful, some of it making a mess, which she quickly cleaned with loving care. I hadn’t had anything to eat all day and the mashed bananas she was feeding me were really quite delicious. Soon I had a belly full of the softened fruit and my lower half began to rumble.

“Mommy,” I said, as I felt my bowels beginning to shift.

“It’s ok little girl,” she replied, “it’s all very natural.

At first, I didn’t think she understood what I was trying to say, but then it dawned on me. The true transformation, the mind-altering effect, would come not from an accidental peeing but from a conscious decision, to give up my womanhood in favor of soiling my diaper. My moment of truth had arrived.

There are many things I can tell you about the transition from grown woman to adult baby but there are some you would have to experience for yourself to truly understand. It is one thing to have an accident, for a little bit of tinkle to slip out during a laugh, or a sneeze, but truly letting go, consciously allowing your womanhood to slip away is a completely different act.

I couldn’t do it.

I wanted to be a good little girl for mommy, I wanted to take the next step towards a life of adult baby play, but I couldn’t bring myself to unleash my self-control, to intentionally soil my diaper.

It was a mental struggle, that continued through lunch and into the afternoon, but it was an obstacle I could not surpass.

For her part Mommy Claire was very patient. We spent the remainder of the day playing silly games. There was some nursing and cuddling, and it was all very nice, but in the back of my head I couldn’t shake the thought that I had disappointed her, by not fully indulging in the moment, by not giving in. And at the end of the day, as she walked me towards the front door and the limo waiting outside to take me home, she spoke as if she could read my very thoughts.

“There are ways I can overcome your resistance,” Mommy Claire informed me. “I can strip you or your self-control and truly infantilize your body and mind. But the effects can be permanent, so, I won’t do that without your ok. I respect you too much for that.”

I wasn’t sure what to say. I really did want to experience the full depth of mommy play but my mind kept getting in the way. I contemplated her offer, constantly aware of the long-term implications. What if I couldn’t do it? Or worse yet, what if I could and, once I started, I couldn’t stop? Those thoughts wracked my brain as we said our goodbyes for the evening.

“You have a lot to think about,” Mommy Claire told me, “take tonight, if in the morning you want to take the step, my limo will be in front of the sorority house at 8:am.”

She was gone before I could come up with my first question, leaving me all alone to think over my decision. It was a mental struggle but in the end, there really wasn’t much to think about, if I wanted to continue my relationship with Mommy Claire, if I wanted to delve deeper into her world, there was only one choice.
 


SCENE 15
Mommy Claire
 

I can’t say I wasn’t disappointed that Laura could not complete the transition on her own, but I also wasn’t surprised. Very few people can let go, to forget a lifetime of training and self-discipline and truly regress. But if Laura returned, if she gave me the opportunity, I would get her there. It was my imperative, to take this sweet young thing and make her my own, no matter what I had to do to make it happen.
 


SCENE 16
Laura
 

Hearing Melody’s tales of shoveling horse manure for ten hours had me feeling guilty but not enough to reveal the truth about what I had done all day. I lied, telling Melody and all the other pledges that I had to clean dirty diapers and vomit at several day care centers throughout the day. It was a necessary lie, one that protected me from additional scrutiny, but did nothing to resolve the growing conflict in my head.

And so, I laid in bed that night contemplating the pros and cons of my next big life decision. It seemed to be an insurmountable challenge, and yet I think I knew all along exactly what I was going to do.
 


SCENE 17
Laura
 

I got in the limo in front of the sorority house at exactly eight in the morning and didn’t look back. I didn’t know what was in store for me but I knew I would never be able to live with the regret if I didn’t find out.

“Today is going to be different,” Mommy Claire informed me as she welcomed me into her home for the third day of our experiment. “It’s time we do away with the pretense and get to the heart of the matter.”

Her words seemed ominous, but I was ready. I liked Mommy Claire, I liked what we were doing, and I was prepared to move forward.

She went on. “In our previous discussions we talked about the reduction of stress achieved through baby play, but that part is over. You have been infantilized, you love it, it’s obvious. That is what I do as part of my affiliation with the sorority, but there’s more. If you’re interested?”

“Yes I’m interested,” I blurted, a little embarrassed at how excited the thought made me.

“There’s more,” she added, “If you want to move forward with me I require absolute submission, your body, your entire body, will belong to me.”

“Ok,” I agreed, trying to take it all in.

She clarified, “I will use you as I please.”

It was then that it dawned on me. She was talking about my kitty, she wanted absolute access to my private zones and for the first time with Mommy Claire I felt nervous. I liked giving in, the submission, but there were some lines I couldn’t cross. “Uh, uh, uh,” I stuttered.

“It’s a lot to take in,” Mommy Claire replied, “you have to decide what it is that you want? Do you want me as your mommy? Completely in control? Or are you ready to be a big girl, and go out on your own?”

I was convinced that absolute submission was too high a price, but the moment she put it in those terms, and I thought about what I really wanted, the whole idea seemed natural, almost plausible. “What exactly would I have to do?” I asked.

Her eyes grew big like saucers at my question.

“First off I would never do anything to harm you,” she said, “I love you and want you as my baby. But you are an adult baby, and you have a beautiful body, and in order to truly separate the needs of your body from the constraints of your brain I will need control, over you and your desires. And if you agree, I will care for you and nurse you and take away all of your stresses with the baby play that you enjoy so much.”

And there it was. I was so close. All I had to do was submit to Mommy Claire and I would finally get to indulge in the life I so desperately wanted. I wasn’t sure what it all meant but the lure of what could be excited me deeply. And so, I nodded my head in agreement.

“Good,” Mommy Claire replied, “because we’re going to go a lot further than just cuddling and nursing. Today I am going to dominate your sex and infantilize your mind.”

It sounded threatening, the whole dominating your sex part, but deep inside I wanted to experience it. I wanted to be dominated, and controlled, but most of all I wanted to be infantilized, I wanted to be mommy’s good little girl.

“I will give in to everything you say,” I said, and the moment the words crossed my lips I felt incredibly excited and also very scared.

Mommy Claire smiled. “Trust me, by the time I’m done you will be permanently and blissfully submissive to me.”

Her response was exactly what I wanted to hear. Mommy Claire wanted a submissive little girl and I wanted someone to take control. Together we were a match made in heaven.
 


SCENE 18
Mommy Claire
 

Laura agreed. There were times I questioned whether we would ever get to this stage, whether my precious little girl would agree to grant me full control, to dominate her body and ultimately her mind. But there we were, and I intended to make the most of the opportunity.
 


SCENE 19
Laura
 

Mommy Claire took me by the hand, led me out of her office and up the sweeping staircase to the second floor of her home. It was my first opportunity to see more of her abode and the butterflies in my stomach flapped their wings at the prospect. I’ve always found it fascinating to see how people live, how they truly spend their lives, and with this venture I was certain I was about to learn more about the woman known as Mommy Claire.

We entered a private suite just off the main corridor and it took my eyes a moment to adjust. The room was dimly lit, candles providing the only light, and upon closer inspection I realized why. This room, this suite, was decorated with turn of the century, vintage antiques. Everything was truly authentic, from the four-poster bed, to the fine decorative armoire and the sconces on the wall. It was like a giant step back in time and the romantic part of my heart and brain leapt at the opportunity to delve into a simpler era.

“This room,” I exclaimed upon seeing all of the details, “it’s wonderful, it’s like I really stepped back in time.”

“I thought you would appreciate it,” Mommy Claire cooed, “I could tell you have an appreciation for fine things.”

I did appreciate nice things but this wasn’t just fine objects, the entire room set a scene, a scene from a simpler time, when life wasn’t as complex, when technology had yet to disrupt our lives. It was easy separating from the real world in a place like this, so different from our own existence, and I started to realize why Mommy Claire brought me there.

“It’s time to separate you from the harsh world out there,” she whispered, while simultaneously undoing the top button of my shirt.

It was odd having her undress me, but there was something about the tone of her voice and the glimmer of her eye in the candlelight, I felt compelled to let her have her way, and the longer it went on the more grateful I was of my decision. Mommy Claire didn’t just remove my clothes, she made an art out of stimulating my body and my brain with every touch.

My shirt hit the floor but it was the gentle glide of her fingertips up the backs of my biceps that sent my mind tingling. And when her hot breath cascaded across the back of my neck, followed by the lightest kiss of her lips on my nape, my mind buzzed. What was this strange power she held, to make my body pulse from the simplest touch?

I might have thought it was coincidence but when she got to my pants, and lowered them past my hips, her magical fingers performed the same effect on the backs of my thighs, a slight glide that made every hair stand on end. Once again it was highly stimulating in my brain only now her ministrations we’re gaining nearer to my sex and I was unable to control my body’s natural response. With just a few simple strokes, she had my mind piquing and my body erotically charged.

Was this supposed to become sexual? I wasn’t sure, all I knew was that my excitement level was rising, evidenced by a physical reaction in my loins.

“Do you smell that,” Mommy Claire cooed, “you just opened up for me, we’re going to have so much fun together.”

OMG!

Did she just say that?

It was like she knew everything she was doing to me and she was doing it on purpose. This day was quickly spiraling out of control, for the first time I sensed the submission Mommy Claire was seeking wasn’t just a game. I only hoped I had placed my trust in the right woman.
 


SCENE 20
Mommy Claire
 

Undressing Laura was fun. She offered absolutely no resistance, granting me complete access to her erogenous zones. Most women immediately think of their kitty and their breasts when it comes to sex, having no idea that the most sensitive spots, the ones that charge the erotic senses the most, are much less obvious. By the time I had stimulated the first three of Laura’s sacred spots she was already gasping for breath and moaning for more, but I had only just begun.
 


SCENE 21
Laura
 

Mommy Claire’s touch was highly stimulating. I had never been more excited and she had yet to touch my sex, and then she laid me out on the four-poster bed, me completely nude with her completely dressed, and I instantly felt a seismic shift in the power between us. I had never felt her equal but now it was quite obvious that she was my superior. This wasn’t just play time, she really was taking control.

“Look at you in your birthday suit,” Mommy Claire cooed, her hands still gliding over my skin, touching me everywhere, stimulating me immensely. “You like this don’t you, me in control, you submissive to my command?”

My head began to nod before I even knew what I was doing. My brain was scared, afraid of the power I was granting her, and yet I couldn’t stop my body’s response. Somewhere deep inside I wanted it, in fact I wanted more.

“Do you feel that power surging through your body and into your brain?” Mommy Claire asked. “Do you like the way it feels?”

Once again, my mouth responded before my brain could think. “Oh God yes!” I huffed.

“Good,” Mommy replied, “just relax and let those feelings spread.”

I did as Mommy Claire instructed, relaxing my mind, allowing those feelings to spread. It was pleasurable, very pleasurable, and her hands didn’t stop, continuing to ply my body with feather light strokes that had every nerve ending tingling and my brain pulsing with joy. When the stimulus reached my flower, it made me feel naughty and I immediately shut it down, shifting my thoughts to other things, but Mommy Claire was right in my ear, guiding me on the path.

“Don’t resist,” she whispered, “just relax and let the feelings flow.”

It was difficult at first but her timing was impeccable, as if she could read my thoughts, exactly as they crossed my mind. With her guidance I was able to relax. No sooner did I release those thoughts of resistance than those wonderful feelings consumed me, causing my head to swim and my flower to open of its own accord.

The entire scene might have made me feel slutty, or self-conscious, but Mommy Claire was right there to reassure me.

“You’re progressing wonderfully,” she cooed, “I’m so excited for you. Soon you’ll get to experience true bliss.”

Her words set off bells in my head. As incredible as it all felt, I got the impression that the bliss I was experiencing wasn’t the bliss she was talking about? Could it be possible that things could get even better? I had trouble imagining that anything could feel better than I already did and yet Mommy Claire had always been right before.
 


SCENE 22
Mommy Claire
 

Laura was piquing in physical ecstasy which was very fun to watch but only the first step in my process. Now it was time to manipulate the needs of her body to turn her mind into the submissive little girl I wanted her to be.
 


SCENE 23
Laura
 

I wasn’t a virgin when I met Mommy Claire. My virginity was given to Robbie Schembeck on prom night my senior year of high school. But Mommy Claire did give me my first orgasm, and my second and my third and my fourth.

It took me by surprise just how pleasurable an orgasm is, and when one turned into two and then three and then more, I thought I had died and gone to heaven. Mommy Claire was a master when it came to stimulating my desire and I was quite content to be the recipient of those wonderful, fabulous skills.

But just as I was getting used to the euphoria, Mommy Claire was right there to push me further along the path.

“Are you enjoying this?” Mommy Claire asked, but the devilish grin that spanned her beautiful face said she knew I was enjoying it immensely.

“Yes,” I huffed. I wanted to answer her but found it difficult to speak while she was driving my lust to such insane levels.

“Good,” she replied, “because this part of your training is just about done.”

I couldn’t hide my disappointment. I loved what she was doing to me and didn’t want it to end.

Like always, Mommy Claire knew exactly what I was thinking. “It’s ok baby girl, we’re not done, I have a lot more planned for you. Would you like to move on?”

Her words set a spark in my heart and I could not contain my excitement. “Yes, please,” I replied.

What happened next will stay with me forever.

Mommy Claire took me by the hand, helped me off of the four-poster bed and led me into the attached bathroom. Unlike the bedroom, which was decorated with fine, turn of the century antiques, the bathroom was a wonder to modern amenities, with marble floors and counter, a walk-in shower and a gorgeous bathing tub.

“How would you like to take a bath with mommy?” Mommy Claire asked.

Now this is probably going to sound strange, especially because this woman had just given me multiple orgasms, but I wasn’t interested in having sex with Mommy Claire. Sure, I loved her attention, and it was impossible to deny how pleasurable her physical stimulus was, but taking a bath together was different.

“Uh, uh, uh,” I stuttered.

As always, Mommy Claire knew exactly how to handle my hesitation. “Be a good little girl and get in the tub, Mommy needs to clean you up.”

Instantly my mindset changed. We weren’t lovers, Mommy was going to give her little girl a bath. I hopped in the tub while mommy filled the water. She added some bubbles to make it even more fun.

While the water rose in the tub, Mommy Claire performed a magical dance of disrobe.

Now I told you before how attractive Mommy Claire was but I am certain I undersold it. As I watched her remove her clothing, one glorious piece at a time, I couldn’t help but be in awe over the beauty of this woman. Not only was her face extremely attractive, with smooth skin and captivating eyes, but her body was to die for. And I don’t mean for her age, she was a knockout from head to toe, voluptuous breasts to make any man ogle and a tiny little waist that created the most amazing hour glass figure. Many women would look at her body, the heaving bosoms, the flat stomach, the curvaceous hips and marvel at how God had granted her so much. And as I watched from the tub, and thought about my own underdeveloped body, I couldn’t help but fantasize about what it would be like to be her, perfect in every way, desired by men and women alike.

“It’s ok little girl,” Mommy Claire said as she and her beautiful body stepped into the tub, “one day you’ll grow up to be just like mommy, but until then we can enjoy what each of us has to offer.”

When she fully stepped into the tub her wonderful bosoms were just inches from my face, and when she saw me staring, she bent forward to allow the softness of her skin to come in contact with my lips and cheeks. I don’t know what came over me but I couldn’t help myself, I burrowed my face between her breasts, found her nipple with my eager lips and pursed down like a little girl in search of sustenance.

“Good girl,” Mommy Claire cooed the moment I pinched down on her breast, “you’re learning to give in like the submissive girl you are.”

She was right, I was submitting more and more to the baby role with each passing moment, and even more than that, I was enjoying it. Would that translate to all parts of baby play? I wasn’t sure but I knew I wanted to explore further.

It was then that Mommy Claire shocked me once again.

With the two of us naked in the tub, the warm water caressing our skin, Mommy brought out a small travel kit and presented me with the next stage of my evolution.

“You’re a little girl now,” Mommy Claire informed me, “and little girls do not have hair down there.”

OMG!

She was talking about shaving me.

I always kept myself neat and trim but had never shaved myself bare. As much as it stretched the boundaries of my acceptance, the lure of her undivided attention was more than enough to overcome my reservations. And so, I submitted to Mommy Claire’s control once more.

She then performed another act to take my body and my mind one step closer to baby land.

The lathering with the shaving cream was quite exhilarating, having Mommy Claire’s hands on me, massaging me in such an intimate place. It had my body tingling and my mind racing, but that was nothing compared to how I responded when she took out the long straight blade and began to shave off my hair.

In order to get the sharp blade close to my skin, Mommy took my kitty lips between her fingers and spread me open. The mere act excited me immensely and when the touch from her fingers started to feel more like fondles and caresses, my juices began to flow in the most lewd and obscene way. At first, I thought it was all just part of the shaving process however with each advancing stroke her fingers became more searching and aggressive, until the blade and its work became secondary to the stimulation she was providing to my sex. It got to the point where she no longer held the blade in her hand at all, instead actively working me with her fingers, relentlessly teasing my desire. The way she stimulated my button had me pulsing in ecstasy and when she curled her fingers to my g-spot, I gushed like a wanton slut.

“Oh God!” I gasped and a stream of juices flowed from my body, splashing in every direction.

That did nothing to stop her.

Once Mommy Claire found my spot she continued to work those nerve endings until I was panting in desperation, arching my body in search of more of the heavenly stimulus. It was a unique experience, one in which the needs of my body completely overtook the rational thoughts of my brain, until all that mattered was her magical fingers and the ecstasy emanating from my sacred hole.

“The more you give in the better it will feel,” Mommy Claire said, as my entire body pulsed around her fingers. “Let your body and your mind indulge in the pleasure, you’ll be glad you did.”

I followed Mommy Claire’s instruction, allowing those wonderful feelings to consume me and was amazed at how right she was. The feelings I thought couldn’t get any better increased exponentially causing me to writhe back and forth in the tub, my body bucking wildly, searching for more and more stimulus.

“That’s it,” she cooed, “Let your body go.”

It felt slutty, freely indulging in lust, but in a wonderful way. It made me wonder why I had never pursued sexual gratification before. Would it always be so incredible? Or was it just with Mommy Claire?

And then, just when I thought the intense pleasure couldn’t get any better, she pulled away, removing all stimulus. My eyes shot wide. I gasped in a combination of frustration and unmet desire.

“What?!?” I pleaded.

Mommy Claire looked at me with wide eyes and said, “Bath time is over, it’s time to get you out of the tub.”

I was disappointed to say the least, but when mommy stood up, and I saw the way the soap bubbles clung to her glorious frame, I was excited all over again. It was incredible. My jaw literally dropped as I watched her step from the tub and dry every square inch of her beautiful body with the thick plush towel. No sooner had she completely dried herself off then she directed her attention towards me.

“Come on little girl, it’s time to get you out of the tub.”

I did as I was told, still ogling Mommy Claire’s incredible curves even as I stepped from the tub and she began to fondle me with the towel. Her touch was much more intimate now, she felt free reign to touch me anywhere and everywhere she pleased, and she used that opportunity to tease my lust, pleasuring my kitty and my bum all over again.

Mommy Claire was relentless, she didn’t stop. She plied my body with that heavenly touch until I got lost in the moment, prostrate on the floor, moaning in delight, granting her complete access and control of every part of my being.

“Look at you,” she marveled, “you’re almost there.”

I didn’t know where “there” was but I knew I liked it, being on the receiving end of such delight.

She teased me for a while, right there on the bathroom floor, using her fingers to stimulate my body while my brain got lost in the euphoria of submission.
 


SCENE 24
Mommy Claire
 

All of the mommy play is absolutely lovely, and life altering, but if you truly want to dominate someone’s soul, and their entire existence, there is no better way than lust manipulation. I finally had control of Laura’s sex and now that I did, it would only be a matter of time before she would be completely submitting to my every command.
 


SCENE 25
Laura
 

Mommy Claire made me cum uncontrollably in the bathroom, then helped me on wobbly legs into the bedroom and onto the bed. My body had never been serviced that way before and not only did it take my breath away, it had me pulsing in a way that made me feel good all over.

“Let’s get you onto the bed,” Mommy Claire said, and no sooner had I hit the sheets than she had her face between my thighs, licking and sucking on my little nub.

“Oh God! Oh God!” I screamed as several more orgasms wracked my body. I had no idea sex could be so wonderful. I never wanted it to end.

“Good girl,” Mommy Claire said as she continued to lap at my kitty. To add to the intensity of the moment, her finger found its way to my rosebud and tickled me there ever so lightly.

I had never desired anal stimulation before but the way mommy teased, all light and targeted at my most sensitive spots, felt absolutely wonderful. I’m not sure when she wrapped the diaper around my bottom but I was very aware the moment she stopped driving my lust. It was like I had been given the greatest gift of joy only to have it taken away.

“What’s the matter,” I wailed, confused by the lack of stimulus, desperate to get back to that place of submission.

“I have you now,” Mommy Claire informed me, “you will do exactly as I say or our time together is done.”


SCENE 26

Laura

You might think that I peed my diaper to satisfy Mommy Claire’s demand, but that wouldn’t be true. The moment she withdrew all stimulus I felt incredibly weak, insecure. All at once my entire disposition changed, I couldn’t imagine life without mommy’s control, and in that moment, a true regression of spirit took place within me. I didn’t pee, my body and mind forgot its main training and just let go, filling my diaper with the release.

It may seem like a minor detail but it makes all the difference when it comes to adult baby play. Regression was no longer an act. I was finally there.
 


SCENE 27
Mommy Claire
 

The moment she peed in her diaper was joyous for me. Her resistance was overcome. There were no more barriers between me and my next adult baby.
 


SCENE 28
Laura
 

When Mommy Claire told me she had ways of helping me overcome my resistance I thought she was talking about incentives or motivation. I had no idea she intended to drive my lust to an uncontrollable high and then use that desire to take command. But as much as I never would have agreed to it if I had known, once I reached that state, where submission wasn’t a choice, but a primal need, I couldn’t have been happier.

Mommy Claire dominated me. And as I lay there, nursing at her teat while her skilled hands fondled my kitty and changed my diaper, I knew I was a changed woman (in more ways than one - LOL).
 


SCENE 29
Mommy Claire
 

The moment of victory is glorious. I had conquered Laura, not my most difficult challenge, but definitely my sweetest reward. The beautiful, baby faced girl was finally mine.
 


SCENE 30
Laura
 

The remainder of the day was quite a blur. There was a lot of nursing, and diaper wetting and changing, but most of all there was this unique connection, this intimate bond between Mommy Claire and myself. She was my mommy now, for better or worse, and I loved it.
 


SCENE 31
Mommy Claire
 

The relationship I have with each of my adult babies is unique. In every instance they include infantilization and age regression, but each of my little ones has his or her own needs, the special attributes that make the experience fulfilling for them. And finding that special something, and meeting that need, is what I do best.

Laura needed to be dominated, to get past her last level of resistance and into the blissful world of adult baby play. I gave her that and would continue to give her that as long as my life would allow.
 


SCENE 32
Laura
 

While time with Mommy Claire got me out of a lot of pledge requirements, it couldn’t save me from hell week. That was a brutal seven days where the sisters abused myself and all the other pledges at every opportunity. Were it not for the love and support of my fellow pledges, I might never have made it, but together we reached the end as one solid unit.

I can’t relay the details of the final initiation ceremony, some things we swear to take to our graves, but I can tell you the reception by the sisters after it was all done was incredible. It all seemed impossible at first, that these women who had mistreated us for so long could call us sisters, but as the reality set in, and I proudly wore the Alpha Sig letters on my chest, I knew it was all worthwhile.

I belonged to the most select sorority on campus. No one could take that away from me. And as I thought about everything that I had been through, and how I had grown, Mommy Claire arrived to take me by the hand and lead me to the veranda where a small group of the legacies had gathered.

“You are part of a very selective group now,” Mommy Claire said, as together we overlooked campus.

“I know,” I gushed, “Alpha Sig for life.”

“Yes, of course,” Mommy Claire nodded, “but I was referring to an even more select group, my special little ones.”

I looked around at the others on the veranda. There were five in all, of different ages, of different pledge years, but each held the same twinkle in her eye, especially when she looked upon Mommy Claire. I was not alone, there were others like me, infantilized, submissive to Mommy Claire.

At first, I wasn’t sure what to say or do, but I didn’t have to. One by one they came up to me, welcomed me and shared their wisdom. Each of the ladies still visited with Mommy Claire regularly, a thought that put my mind at ease. I didn’t know what the future held, but I knew I wanted it to include Mommy Claire.

Several of the women were married with children, and yet they still savored their alone time with Mommy. Others were successful businesswomen, powerful, but still reliant on Mommy Claire for that special something to calm their anxiety. It was a lot to take in but very educational. Once I had had an opportunity to meet with each of the ladies, Mommy Claire pulled me aside.

“As you can see, each of my little ones has moved on to other things, but I am always here for them when they need me.”

It was a relief to hear only I didn’t want to move on to anything else, I wanted Mommy Claire.

As always, it was like she was inside my head, reading my very thoughts.

“Don’t worry little girl,” Mommy Claire said, “you’re just a Freshman, we have the next three years to indulge and explore.”

My face lit up. Was she serious? “Do I get to be your good little girl all while I’m in school?” I asked.

“And beyond if need be,” Mommy Claire replied. “I will be here as long as you need me.”

It was a relief, knowing Mommy’s love was still mine. I hugged her, for probably longer than was appropriate, but I refrained from suckling, despite how desperately I wanted to get back on her teat.
 


EPILOGUE
Laura
 

The four years I spent at University were the best of my life. In addition to earning my Bachelor’s degree in Sociology, I was an Alpha Sig, the center of all social life on campus. And, if that wasn’t enough to make my college years awesome, I belonged to Mommy Claire, as her special little one.

Mommy Claire made every day wonderful, from the moment we met until the day I graduated. I loved everything that Mommy Claire did to me and everything she taught me along the way. I was her good little girl, and quite content to live out the rest of my days as her submissive little one.

Unfortunately, when you are the submissive plaything you don't get to decide how you'll spend the rest of your days. Mommy Claire's vision of my future was much different than my own.

“You’re a graduate now,” Mommy Claire said, “it’s time for you to leave the nest, to go out and live your life.”

“It’s scary,” I said, “I don’t know if I can do it.”

“I’ll always be here for you,” Mommy Claire replied, “whenever you need me.”

“I need you always,” I answered, trying not to show how upset I was. “The thing I love most about baby play is handing over all of the responsibilities, giving up all the stress. I want to be your good little girl all of the time.”

“Now, now,” Mommy Claire reassured me, “it won’t be that bad. You’ll get a job, work during the week, you can visit me on the weekends.”

“But I don’t want to go to work at some strange company,” I protested, “I don’t want a job, I want be your good little girl.”

“It’s ok,” Mommy Claire said, taking me into her arms, holding me close like I wanted to be held. “There is another option,” she whispered, “there are men who desire a girl like you. Men that would pay good money for your time.”

“Are you talking about prostitution?” I balked. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “My parents paid for me to go to school, to get an education...”

I was about to go on but Mommy Claire interrupted, pushing me onto my back, pushing up my skirt, tearing off my panties. It was thrilling, the way she controlled me, the way she spread my legs, the way she licked me. She stimulated my clit with her tongue, and then her fingers, until I was brinking on orgasm and begging for relief. “Oh God, Oh God,” I shrieked, was she going to drive my lust until I agreed to be a hooker? I couldn’t allow it but at the same time I couldn’t resist. It felt that good.

With all the will power I could muster I mounted my final stand, resisting the pleasure assault Mommy Claire was performing on my flower. At first, I thought I could fight it, that I could keep from completely submitting to her, but just like always, her skills were too much for me. It started with a light pulse that emanated from my core in the most delightful way. That pulse grew until the pleasurable feelings became active vibrations, stimulating my sex, causing my flower to salivate and gasp on its own. My body’s needs were rising and there was nothing I could do to tame them, the lust beast within me was very powerful, and Mommy Claire was making it grow.

“Please,” I grunted. “Please,” I growled. “Please,” I gasped. But I didn’t know what I was begging for, all I knew was my body had needs, and nothing would make sense until they were satisfied.

Mommy Claire said nothing, instead she drove my lust, pushing my carnal desires to and beyond any point I had ever experienced before. It was difficult to resist, that wonderful temptation, and then a thought dawned on me. Would it be so bad to savor the feeling if only just for a moment? And so, I decided I would see what it felt like, to let lust course through my veins, to let the desires of my body have their day in the sun. In that moment I found my bliss. God how good it felt. God how much I wanted it to go on, to let those slutty desires that were percolating just beneath the surface run free. It was glorious, the way Mommy Claire made me feel. My mouth responded without conferring with my brain.

“Yes,” I huffed. “Yes, yes, yes.”

I agreed to anything and everything she was asking for, and it felt wonderful, not only the dance of euphoria she performed on my flower, but the submission to her control, accepting that Mommy Claire was and always would be my master.

Mommy Claire’s face drew close, her lips just inches from mine, her eyes gazing deep into my soul. All the while her fingers never stopped their glorious assault, causing my body dance on the inside, making me pulse at her command. “Mommy loves you,” she said, as her lips grazed mine in the most delicate of kisses. “I would never ask you to do anything that you are not comfortable with. These men I speak of, the ones who would pay handsomely for the opportunity to spend time with you, could satisfy your needs as much as you would satisfy theirs.”

I knew I needed money to survive, and that I had already submitted to Mommy Claire, but I was still having trouble coming to grips with this new reality she was describing. Just like always Mommy Claire was one step ahead of me, as if she could read the thoughts as they confused my mind.

“Baby girl, you know I’m talking about daddy play, right?” Mommy Claire asked. “There are a ton of men who would fight for the honor to have you as his baby.”

I can’t describe how relieved I was to hear those words.

“No sex?” I asked.

Mommy Claire laughed. “Not unless you want. The men I’m talking about want to play daddy,” she explained. “Admittedly there is more money in it for the girls who are ok getting sexual,” she added, “but as cute and adorable as you are, I have no doubt I could fill your dance card in no time.”

I had no idea it was even possible, to live out my days as an adult baby for hire, that my baby face looks and body would have value in the real world. Nor did I have any clue that the adult baby game I started playing in college with Mommy Claire would become my future career.

I make a great living renting out my services as a submissive adult baby. My specialty fetches a premium as well as a loyal group of men and women who return to me often for my expertise. It's an easy lifestyle, one that pays well and allows me a lot of free time to pursue other interests, but if I'm being honest, I would tell you that I miss Mommy Claire.

I miss having my very existence controlled by her, I missed being driven by lust to give up my independence, coerced by desire into relinquishing my adulthood. Sure, I can go to visit, but I long for the days when it wasn't a choice, when Mommy Claire manipulated me, mentally and physically, until my mind had no option but to regress into her little plaything.

For more Mommy Claire fun check out:

-       Taming the Ultra Male

-       Frenemies

-       Billionaire Alpha Baby

-       Beer Money Babies

-       Adult Baby Diaper Lover

-       Millennial Baby

-       Help Wanted
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