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Emma swatted a mosquito away from her face as she took a sip from her white wine. It had been a gorgeous few days and the sun had giving her skin a golden brown hue. She balanced the glass of wine on her knee and snapped a picture of her sun kissed legs with the pool in the background. For a moment she played around with the filters and then she uploaded the picture to her Instagram. ‘Sometimes happiness is about enjoying what is right in front of you.’ She wrote. She scrolled through the pictures of her friends as her own likes and comments started to roll in.

She finished her drink and then she called over their butler Nick to fetch her another glass of wine. She closed her eyes, yet a moment later someone was blocking her sun. Begrudgingly she opened her eyes again only to look up in her stepmothers smug face.

Emma sighed. ‘What do you want now?’ She said grumpy.

‘I came to bring you your wine.’ Astrid said theatrically innocent. She put the glass on the little side table next to Emma. ‘There you go.’ She said.

Emma squinted at her stepmother. They’d never been the best of friends, her stepmother oftentimes called Emma a moocher, since Emma was already twenty three and still living at home, enjoying her fathers wealth and putting no effort into finding a job of her own, and Emma called her stepmother a gold digger for roughly the same reasons. Astrid was just a few years older than Emma and didn’t have a job either.

Now that Astrid had gotten pregnant their bond deteriorated even more. Emma was fairly sure she only gotten pregnant so she would have a bigger claim to her father’s money. Emma wasn’t even sure if it was her father’s baby in there in the first place. Anyway it was not like her stepmother at all to bring her a glass of wine, that’s why she suspiciously looked from the wine to that smug little smile on her face.

‘Why?’ Emma asked.

Astrid shrugged. ‘Just trying to be nice,’ she said. ‘We can’t hate each other forever, can we?’

O yes we can, Emma thought. Yet she didn’t say anything, she just put the glass against her lips and took a sip.

Her phone kept on buzzing the photo of her legs had already accumulated a dozen of hearts and replies. She ignored her stepmother and just went on with her day. Enjoying the sun, the wine, her social media, the azure blue pool shimmering in front of her.

Only when her phone slipped from her hands, Emma noticed she had dazed off for a moment. She yawned and rubbed her eyes. She was unbelievably tired all of a sudden, her eyes were burning and heavy and it was hard to focus on the world around her. She rubbed her face and notice her arms being heavy and unruly too and when she tried to sit up she felt lightheaded.

This wasn’t normal, right? This wasn’t normal dozing off during sunbathing, something wasn’t right.

‘Nick.’ She said. She tried to yell but somehow she didn’t have the muscle power to create a lot of volume. ‘Nick?’ She said again meekly but the butler didn’t come to ask her what she needed. She herself wasn’t even sure what she needed. She tried to get up, but the moment she stood upright she was swaying and her knees were buckling. Defeated she sank back in her lounge chair again.

‘There she is.’ Astrid’s voice said.

‘Astrid.’ Emma mumbled softly. ‘Help me.’

Three women appeared in sight. Astrid and two of her friends, Emma had seen them around but she’d never bothered to learn their names. The woman with the pitch black hair leaned over to her.

‘Hi there Emma, I’m Amara, how are you today? When did you give her the drugs, As?’ She asked.

‘About forty minutes ago.’ Astrid said.

‘I see. Perfect.’ Amara nodded.

‘Drugs?’ Emma asked meekly.

‘Just a little sedative, sweetheart,’ Amara with her pitch black hair said. ‘I hear you’re kind of a handful.’

‘What’s going on?’ Emma asked. She tried to sit up and look around, but the woman pushed her back in the lounge chair and urged her to calm down.

‘Tell me.’ Emma demanded. Although her voice sounded more slurred than demanding.

‘Look here.’ The lady with the black hair said. She held up a little silver device that looked like a laser pointer or something, the device was producing some rapid light flashes.

‘What’s that?’ Astrid asked.

‘It’s a little neurorhythmic disrupter,’ Amara said. ‘You know you can compare it to the swinging of a wrist watch creating a rhythm and a hypnotic trance, except that’s really outdated and this piece of tech is about a thousand times more effective, isn’t it sweetheart? Just look at the disrupter, please. I wouldn’t even say it creates a hypnotic trance, more like an absolute mindless obedience.’

Emma had no choice but to look at the light flashes, they were mesmerizing, keeping her captive.  Her mind was becoming more and more blank and empty.

‘You’re totally obedient now aren’t you Emma?’

‘Yes,’ Emma heard her own voice say with a monotone lack of personality.

‘Let’s test that,’ the woman said. ‘Take your bikini off.’

‘Yes.’ Emma said. She fought with her unruly heavy limps until she was completely naked, the pieces of her bikini dangled on her index finger.

‘Now give her the pull up, Robin.’

The third woman stepped forward, she was short and curvy and she had a head full of brown curls, she handed Emma an adult sized pull up with pink teddies.

‘Put those on, Sweetheart.’ Amara said.

‘Amazing.’ Astrid muttered. ‘I want one of those disrupters too, what do they cost?’ 

Amara just laughed. ‘They’re not for sale yet,’ she said. ‘I’ve invented this one myself.’

‘But what if I paid you?’ Astrid pressed. ‘Can make me one, say for a hundred dollars?’ For a moment it was quiet. ‘A thousand dollars? A ten thousand dollars.’

Emma meanwhile obediently wrestled her legs through the pull up until her hips were swaddled and covered with the bulky fabric.

‘Good girl.’ Amara said briefly patting Emma on top of her head, then she looked around for a moment. ‘I think that’s it isn’t it Robin? Did we forget something?’

‘I don’t think so.’ Robin said.

‘Okay. So we’ll start working on her and I’ll send you an invoice,’ Amara said nodding. ‘And I’ll call you when we’ve adequately prepped her for the official assessment.’ She shook Astrid’s hand.

‘Thank you.’ Astrid said.

‘Well thank you.’ Amara said. ‘I think we’re doing each other a favor on this one. Emma will have a great time with us, won’t you darling?’

‘Yes.’ Emma said agreeable.

‘And congratulations with your baby, is it a boy or a girl?’ For a moment they were chitchatting about nothing and then Amara told her to get up. Emma wanted to obey but the moment she was upright she was swaying and almost tumbling over.

‘Yep, those are the sedatives.’ Amara said. She and Robin supported Emma. The three of them walked right through the house towards the car that was parked on the front lawn. Amara and Robin came in a large van. The side door slid open and they told Emma to climb into an adult sized car seat. They, buckled her in, with two straps around her shoulders cutting into her boobs and a strap in between her legs pushing the bulk of the diaper into her crotch.

Emma didn’t protest she just willingly watched how they strapped her in and then Robin held up a teething ring for babies. She shook it up and down and made it rattle. ‘Do you want this?’ She said as she tried to put the teething ring in Emma’s hand.

‘She doesn’t want anything right now.’ Amara said. ‘Her brain is mush, most of her neurological patterns are disrupted.’

‘I know, I know.’

‘Also she’s not regressed yet.’

Robin sighed. ‘I’m not stupid. I know I’m not the big gifted scientist like you, but I’m also not stupid, Amara.’

‘Get in the car.’ Amara said and a moment later they drove off. Away from Astrid. Away from her fathers mansion. Away from home. The engine of the car was humming and trembling and on the radio was an interview with an author who just released a new book on birdwatching. Once in a while Robin turned around from the passenger seat, she would lean back and study Emma.

‘How long is she going to be like this?’ Robin asked.

‘If left unattended? I guess she was looking at the disrupter for about 15 minutes, right? So if we do nothing her normal mind will return to her in roughly a hour or two, maybe three, but even if she comes round sooner she’ll still be heavily sedated.’

‘You’re so smart.’ Robin said while running her hand through Amara’s pitch black hair. ‘Remind me never to get on your bad side.’

Amara laughed. ‘You couldn’t get on my bad side even if you tried.’

‘Does Astrid know what we’re going to do with her?’ Robin asked.

‘No, not in detail.’ Amara said.

‘Then why did you let her put on a diaper in front of Astrid?’

‘It doesn’t matter. Don’t worry about it. Astrid loved that little display of power, besides I needed her to see what we’re capable off so she doesn’t double cross us.’

The women in the front kept talking, and once in a while they fidgeted with the radio, or they got some candy out of the dash board cabinet. Emma just observed. It was like she didn’t exist, like she didn’t have a mind of her own. There was just a sequence of observations without her having an invested opinion. She was so empty minded. It was kind of relaxing though. She looked at her own knees for a while and at her own body being strapped into the car seat, and then she looked out the window. There was a gas station on the side of the highway, and there were trees whizzing past, and she saw little birds sitting on the guardrail.

After a while they left the highway and after swirling around on some smaller roads they eventually stopped in front of a small villa, it was about half the size of her fathers home, but it was still kind of impressive. Ivy climbed up the red bricks, a curtain was fluttering in the wind through an open window, and all the way up top there was a chimney with a little rooster.

For the last few minutes Emma was getting increasingly annoyed by the straps hurting her boobs. Her nipples were all erect and numb from all the chafing and she tried to pull the straps away from her chest, yet she was only now discovering that she was tied down and that she couldn’t just undo her straps herself. She fidgeted with the buckle for a while but then her car door opened and Robin leaned into the car. She pushed Emma’s hands away.

‘Let Baba, do that for you.’ She said. She undid the straps and released Emma from the car seat and helped her get out of the car. With her arm around Emma’s waist she helped her walk into the villa.

‘To the bedroom?’ She asked Amara.

Amara pouted her lips for a moment and then she nodded. ‘Yeah, bedroom first.’

The two women helped her up the stairs and then she slouched onto the mattress. Her body all sprawled out over the silky sheets. It was a funny slippery feeling and she chuckled.

Amara sat down next to her she was softly caressing her cheek. ‘Do you think that’s funny sweetheart?’ She said. ‘Is there a little bit of your spunk returning?’

‘Do I need to get the disrupter?’ Robin asked.

‘Hmm...’ Amara said. ‘I have it right here. Lets keep it close just in case, but I don’t think we’re going to need it yet, she’s also still heavily drugged up from the sedative Astrid fed her. Aren’t you, darling?’ Amara poked Emma in her chest.

‘Yeah,’ Emma said. ‘Wait no, maybe? I don’t know what’s the question?’

Amara’s hands were now gently stroking the red indents the straps of the car seat has made in her boobs. ‘Aw poor thing.’ She said. ‘Did the straps hurt you?’

‘Yeah.’ Emma said.

‘Why didn’t you say something?’ Amara asked.

‘It hurt me.’ Emma said. 

‘Well now it’s a bit too late, isn’t it?’ Amara said. She bent over, her lips parted and with the tip of her tongue she traced the red indents, and then she blew at Emma’s skin, so the line of saliva would get all cold.

A moment later Amara took the full nipple in her mouth.

‘There that’s better isn’t it?’ She said.

‘Yeah.’ Emma mumbled agreeable.

‘Do you like it when Mommy licks your boobies?’ Amara asked and for a moment Emma was startled. Amara wasn’t her Mommy, right? But she did like her warm agile tongue swirling around her nipple though, so that part was right.

‘I don’t know.’ Emma said. ‘I think maybe yes.’

‘Do you want Baba sucking your pussy?’ Amara asked.

‘Who’s Baba?’ Emma asked. Yet Robin was already lifting her legs and spreading her thigh’s apart, she ripped the pull-up from her hips and then her tongue gently brushed up against Emma’s pussy lips, swirling around her clit and ever so often the tongue slipped inside of her too.

For a moment Emma lifted her head to find out what was going on and then she sank back into the mattress again. She closed her eyes and marveled in the two tongues pleasuring her body. Two tongues and four hands, feeling her up, exploring her every freckle and every crevice.

Her legs were twitching with pleasure. Her breathing became superficial and irregular.

‘Can she cum when she’s like this?’ Robin asked.

Amara looked up and the nipple slipped out of her mouth. ‘If we order her too definitely, although maybe we have to work her with the disrupter for a while. I don’t know if she can cum purely from the physical sensations, that depends on her body. Can I eat out her pussy now?’

‘Five more minutes.’ Robin said. ‘Five more minutes and then we’ll switch, okay?’

Amara let out a dissatisfied grunt as she bent over and pressed her mouth against Emma’s face, with her tongue she gently parted Emma’s lips and she shoved her tongue inside.

Emma was confused for a moment, she didn’t really understand why she was here with these two women she didn’t even know, and why they were pleasuring her. It just didn’t make sense.

‘What’s happening?’ She asked, her words muffled by Amara’s tongue that was still stirring around in her mouth.

‘What did you say darling?’ Amara asked.

‘What’s happening?’ Emma repeated again.

‘Well...’ Amara hesitated for a moment. ‘You see Mommy and Baba wanted to have a little girl to complete our family for such a long time, and we’ve been really looking forward to you coming here, so now that you’re here we’re celebrating.’

Robin’s tongue flicked over her clit and involuntarily Emma moaned as her eyes rolled up in pleasure.

‘Do that again, Robin.’ Amara said. ‘She likes that, what did you do?’

‘This?’ Robin asked as she once more flicked her tongue against Emma’s clit. 

A jolt of arousal shot up through her body. Her legs spasmed and she moaned helplessly. The tongue in between her legs kept on making the same motion.

‘Now it’s my turn.’ Amara said.

‘No, just five more minutes.’

‘You’ve had your five minutes.’

‘Three more minutes. One more minute. Here I’ll scooch over so we can share her little cunt.’ A moment later two tongues were playing with Emma’s pussy simultaneously, her body was overrun with arousal and that was making it hard to think. Although it wasn’t fair to blame the arousal, her mind was already pretty numb and blank to begin with.

Even though her mind was empty her pussy felt full. Someone had slipped a finger inside and was tenderly massaging her on the inside, while the two tongues were fighting over who got to lick her clit. The jolts of pleasures were accumulating, building up into one giant ball of arousal, she was going to cum. She wanted to warn the women.

‘I... Amara  I... ‘mara ‘mara ‘mara.’ She mumbled and moaned and then everything exploded. The arousal crashed through her body, her back arching, her hips trembling. A gulp of arousal drizzled from her pussy.

‘She’s squirting,’ Robin voice was muffled into Emma’s crotch. ‘She’s squirting Amara.’

‘Let me.’

‘No.’

Emma closed her eyes and marveled in the after glow of her orgasm while the two women were still bickering about her pussy. Out of nowhere the whole world started tumbling though. ‘What, help?’ Emma yelped startled.

‘Ssh... ssh...’ Amara said while tugging on Emma’s body. ‘It’s okay. It’s okay sweety.’ Amara positioned herself on top of Emma’s face and rubbed her own already dripping wet cunt against Emma’s chin. Simultaneously on the other side of her body someone was spreading Emma’s pussy lips and slipping some thick dildo inside.

‘Lick me.’ Amara said hoarse. ‘Stick out your tongue and lick your mommy now, while your Baba fucks you.’

‘What?’ Emma said confused, but her words were inaudible and they got lost in Amara’s thighs. So she just opened her mouth and gently she brushed her tongue up against the labia that were riding her face.

‘Good girl.’ Amara said. ‘You’re doing great, Emma.’

Emma was overwhelmed, her blank mind simply couldn’t keep up with whatever was going on. The cock pounding her, no it wasn’t a cock right, it must be some sort of strap-on or double dildo or something, yet it was sliding in and out of her pussy and bumping into some very pleasurable spots on the inside all the same.

Her face was smothered by the pink slippery pussy, that smelled strangely delicious by the way. Musky and slightly salty and she was just licking, licking, licking.

Eventually the air filled with moaning and panting and screams of ecstasy as both women seemed to be climaxing simultaneously, and a moment later Amara dropped onto the mattress, intimately entwined with Robin, both of them in a tight embrace, hugging, kissing, whispering, almost as if they totally forgot Emma was still there.

Emma looked up and saw the one side of a green double dildo still sticking out of her pussy. She wasn’t driven by any rational thought when she pulled the dildo out and brought it up to her nose. Comparing the smells with the smell of Amara’s pussy. Licking the side of the dildo that had been inside of Robin, and then licking the side of the dildo that had been inside her own pussy.

‘Look,’ Robin suddenly said. ‘Look Amara.’

Now the two women were staring at her, both faces filled with wonder and disbelief.

‘Why are you doing that Emma?’ Amara asked.

Emma shrugged. ‘I don’t know.’ She said.

‘Are you a little lesbian that loves the smell of pussy?’ Amara said.

‘Comparative research.’ Emma mumbled.

Both women started laughing. ‘Are you a scientist just like your mommy?’ Robin asked.

‘My mother is dead.’ Emma said. ‘And my father is always on his business trips, he doesn’t like to be at home with me, because then he misses my mother too much, so then he’s decided to become a workaholic and spend his days in hotels abroad.’

‘Darling.’ Amara softly stroke some hairs out of Emma’s face. ‘That’s so sad.’

Emma shrugged.

‘I think it’s time to start with the memory deprivation.’ Amara said. She got up from the bed and quickly threw a silk robe around her shoulders. She helped Emma stand up and supported her as they walked through the hallway. They passed a door with some cheery wooden letters glued onto it, that spelled Emma.

Emma pointed to it.

‘That’s going to be your room when you’re done.’ Amara said. ‘But for now you’ll stay in the lab, we’ve build a memory deprivation set up just for you.’

‘Okay.’ Emma said complacent.

At the end of the hallway Amara opened a door and for a moment Emma didn’t know what kind of room she was in, there were wires and flashing lights and glass work and chemicals bubbling on cookers.

‘What is this?’ She asked.

‘This is my home office,’ Amara said. ‘They mostly let me work from home nowadays.’ She chuckled. ‘Because they think I’m the kind of genius that can’t be rushed, that just gets hit with a  burst of inspiration, so... You know and I’m not going to tell them otherwise off course, as long as I send them some commercially viable ideas once in a while they’ll keep paying my bills and providing me with whatever chemicals and other resource materials I’m asking for. I’d be a fool to complain.’

‘A fool.’ Emma echoed.

‘And I’m no fool.’

‘No. You’re a genius.’ Emma said.

Amara laughed and pressed her hand against her chest. ‘That’s so sweet of you to say darling.’ She quickly reached out for Emma’s cheek and squeezed. ‘So far you’re turning out to be far better and far cuter than I would’ve dared to hope for when we were preparing all this.’

‘Yeah.’ Emma said.

‘Sit down.’ Amara said. She guided Emma onto a big swiveling desk chair. While she was going around the lab turning stuff on, lights were flickering, something was beeping.

Robin put her head around the corner. ‘I’m going to order us some pizza, okay? pepperoni for you I presume.’

‘Thanks.’ Amara said.

Then Robin was gone again. Emma turned back and forth in her swivel chair, patiently waiting, she felt a drizzle of horniness seeping from her pussy and creating a slippery spot in the leather chair. She wriggled her hips. She stared at Amara and she was amazed by the quiet complacency she was feeling, she wasn’t bored, or worried, she wasn’t mad or angry or scared. She was just sitting there and waiting because Amara had told her to sit and wait. Emma nodded for a moment. Could life really be that easy?

‘Okay, come on darling.’ Amara said. She grabbed Emma’s elbow and she led her to a large piece of technology that covered the entire back wall of the lab.

‘What’s that?’ Emma asked.

‘Sit here.’ Amara said. She helped Emma to climb up onto the leather padded table and then she got a little syringe out.

‘What’s happening now.’ Emma said.

Amara held Emma’s hand and stretched out her arm, she tapped against the inside of the elbow, wiped it clean with a cold cotton ball and then she pressed a needle through Emma’s skin.

‘Ouch,’ Emma said indignant.

‘So,’ Amara said, while she secured the needle in place with a little band aid. ‘There’s your IV, so now we’re going to give you a little paralytic, because it’s important that you don’t move, isn’t it?’

‘Yes, that’s important.’ Emma agreed.

Amara grabbed a syringe, she attached the plastic spout into the IV and then she released the drug into Emma’s arm. A cold cloudy feeling spread quickly, first numbing only her arm, but soon she also felt the cold numbness crawling up her spine. She felt her body swaying and her head suddenly felt too heavy to keep up.

‘Now lie down so you won’t hurt yourself.’ Amara guided her onto the leather padding until Emma laid all sprawled out over the table.

‘So,’ Amara said. ‘Is my little girl all paralyzed?’ She lifted Emma’s hand a few inches and then dropped it so it slammed onto the padded table. ‘Gorgeous.’ She mumbled. ‘Good girl.’

Apparently there were some straps already attached to the padded table because now Amara started to buckle her in. Her ankles tied down, her wrist and there were also three big straps going across her torso pressing her tightly against the table. When she was all secured in place Amara started to place some sensors onto her body, white sticky patches onto her temples, the patches were hooked up to wires that disappeared into the machine. She also attached a little tube to the IV still in her arm and lastly she put a breathing mask over Emma’s face.

Emma was feeling quite intimidated by everything going on right now. Instinctively she wanted to struggle, but her body was too paralyzed, even her lips and tongue seemed too paralyzed to form words, there was only some soft moaning possible to convey her displeasure about this situation.

‘Ssh, ssh, ssh,’ Amara said soothing. ‘It’s okay darling, you’re doing great, we just need to impair all your memories for a while, because without your memories you’ll truly be our little girl. I’ll be your mommy and Robin will be your Baba and you won’t know any better. Doesn’t that sound nice?’

Emma let out a protesting moan.

‘We’ve wanted a little girl like you for such a long time, and Astrid wanted to get rid of you. So this way everybody wins. You’re our little girl and Astrid can have you declared mentally incompetent and take legal guardianship of your possessions.’

Emma felt her tummy fill up with fear and anger, she wanted to shake her head, she needed to get away from here, but she was powerless.

‘Now be a good girl Emma and let me purge all your memories okay?’ Amara pulled on the hood close and a moment later Amara and the lab had disappeared from view. Emma was only surrounded by pitch black darkness, there sounded a soft bubbling as a gel was emerging all around her. Soon her entire body was covered with a thick slippery substance that was pleasantly warm. She felt something burning in the elbow with the IV, although she didn’t know what was happening. The smell in the mask was changing too, it was sweeter and more heavy, she felt her thoughts go numb and then there were lighting flashes, for a moment she was startled and confused and before she could recuperate there was another flash and another.

Soon she had no idea what was going on around her, she had no idea what was happening inside of her either. Sometimes she registered the smell in the mask changing and then she noticed herself changing, although soon she couldn’t remember ever feeling different from the way she was feeling right then and there. The light flashes kept her captive, the gas in the mask was playing games with her mind and whatever substances were entering her body through the IV, she had no idea.

After a while her brain just seemed to stop, she didn’t know how long she’d been here, or where she’d been before, she couldn’t remember who she was, or where she was, she couldn’t remember anything.

There was a moment though were the hood of the machine opened and suddenly she was flooded with light. There was a face hanging over her, a face surrounded with brown curls.

‘Quick.’ She mumbled. ‘We have to be quick. Amara has nipped into work for a moment.’ The woman plunged her hand in the gel and her hand caressed Emma’s skin. The hand played with the nipples for a while and then her fingers found their way in between Emma’s legs, she slipped her finger inside of the pussy and groaned satisfied.

‘You’ve got such a nice cunt,’ the woman said. She fingered Emma’s pussy all the while she was playing with herself too.

Emma registered her pussy feeling warm and pleasurable and nice, and as the woman kept on thrusting her finger back and forth, the pleasures increasing, building up higher and higher until eventually it was too much too comprehend and it exploded. Her heart beating faster, her breathing irregular. All sorts of alarm bells were sounding in the lab, there was something buzzing, and something ringing.

‘Fuck.’ The woman with the brown curls said. She closed the hood and disappeared again. Emma calmed down and soon she was trapped into nothingness again, although there was still a warm satisfied glow in her pussy and she hoped the woman would come back soon. 

There was also a moment not long after that when there were shouting voices and bickering and when the machine opened up there were two faces staring down on her, the women with the brown curls, and a woman with pitch black hair tied into a bun on top of her head.

‘What did you do?’

‘Nothing.’

‘Well those bells aren’t going off randomly.’

‘Maybe they did, maybe it was like a bug in the software.’

For a moment it was quiet while the woman with the pitch black hair was checking up on Emma. She checked each sensor patch, each little wire, and every monitor that the the machine displayed.

‘There.’ She said eventually. ‘13:42. Right after I left for work, there’s a spike in her vitals, her heart beat, her blood pressure, even in her muscle tension.’

‘Maybe she could sense that you were gone and she felt anxious.’

‘Robin come on. Don’t act stupid, and please don’t think I’m stupid enough to believe you. Here, her body temperature was up to, so which points to her having a seizure or possibly an orgasm.’

‘Seizure.’ Robin said.

The woman with the pitch black hair pressed her lips together in a thin line. ‘Are you sure, Robin?’

‘Don’t you trust me?’

‘I don’t know. Can I trust you on this?’ She asked. ‘Have you been behaving trustworthy or have you been messing up my project.’

‘Your project? What do you mean your project? She’s our little girl, she’s as much mine as she is yours. I can’t believe you don’t trust me.’

‘It’s not that I don’t trust you sweetheart,’ the woman with the pitch black hair said tired. ‘I love you, you know I love you. It’s just, if she had a seizure I need to put her on seizure medication, whereas if she just had an orgasm because you were playing with things you shouldn’t be playing with, that means... well I don’t even know what that means, I have no idea what kind of consequences that will have on her during her transition, and it’ll probably be best to start over from the beginning.’

‘That doesn’t sound like you love and trust me.’

The woman closed her eyes for a moment and sighed. ‘Fine,’ she said. ‘I’ll put some  anti-seizure medication in her program.’ For a moment the lady was was typing something, and pressing buttons on the machine and then she closed the hood of the machine again. Their voices were muffled and then disappeared and soon Emma’s mind was lost in limbo once more.

She was laying in a bed, she opened her eyes but there was simply too much too see, compared to the overwhelming nothingness were she just came from. She had no idea what to focus on first, the white blankets, the wooden bars, the stuffed animal, the beam of sunlight on the ceiling.

She had a headache and she pressed the palm of her hand against her forehead, she moaned softly as closed her eyes again.

‘Are you awake sweetheart.’ Someone was caressing her cheek, she first looked at the finger and then she followed the hand upwards into the face of a lady with long black hair.

‘Hey,’ the woman said. ‘How are you?’

‘I don’t know.’ She said, she suddenly felt embarrassed and she hid underneath the blankets, or maybe that was because the light was to bright and being surrounded by darkness made her feel safe.

She felt a hand on top of her head. ‘It’s a bit confusing isn’t it, sweetheart?’

She came out from under the blankets. ‘What is confusing?’ She asked.

‘This situation. Do you know where you are?’

Emma looked around the room. She was laying in crib with a white canopy above it, tied to the wall with little bows, there was a wardrobe, and a changing station, and there was a play pen filled with toys.

‘Is it a baby’s room?’ She asked. ‘Like a nursery or something. Why am I in a nursery? How did I come here? How... I mean...’ She frowned and tried to remember were she had been before she woke up here, but strange enough her memories only started a few seconds ago, before that there was just emptiness. There was a panic bubbling up in her chest. ‘Who are you?’ She said angry. ‘I demand to know who you are.’

The lady laughed. ‘O darling,’ she said shaking her head. ‘I’m your mommy. Don’t you recognize your own mommy anymore.’

‘No.’ She was shaking her head. ‘No, no, no, that’s not right. You have to let me go.’

‘Let you go?’ The lady said. ‘Don’t be silly, I’m not keeping you captive sweetheart. Where do you want to go?’

‘Home.’

‘You are home.’

‘No. What’s your name?’

‘My name is Amara.’ The lady said. ‘But usually you’ll just call me mommy.’

She squinted her eyes and studied the ladies face, something sounded familiar. ‘Me too.’ She said. ‘I’m Amara too.’

The woman laughed. ‘No, you’re my sweet little Emma.’

‘I’m Emma.’ Emma said as if she was tasting the syllables of her own name. ‘Emma. Yeah, okay, that makes sense.’ She nodded

‘Good girl.’ The lady said.

‘But... Why are we here? I’m not a baby anymore am I?’ She lifted the blankets and looked at her own body. ‘See, I’ve got boobs,’ she said. ‘And I can talk, babies can’t talk. But I am wearing a diaper.’ Emma put her hand in between her legs and pressed against the bulky fabric. ‘Why am I wearing a diaper? Am I a baby?’ Frustrated she slammed her head into the pillow again and again and again. ‘What’s going on?’ She said confused. ‘I don’t understand. Where am I? How old am I? Are you really my mommy?’ Tears welled up in her eyes and with the back of her hand she wiped them away before the woman could see her crying.

‘Ssh, sweetheart.’ She lady put an hand on her shoulder and tried to push her in the mattress so she couldn’t bump her head up and down again. ‘You’re suffering from a concussion,’ the lady said. ‘You were playing at the pool and then you slipped and bonked your head, you were unconscious for quite some time, and now you’re a bit confused and having trouble remembering.’

‘I have?’ Emma asked.

The woman nodded.

‘My head hurts.’ Emma said. ‘And everything is foggy.’

‘I know sweety, I know. That’s because of the concussion. Mommy has put some sedatives, some cortical depressors and some motor movement inhibitors in your milk, those medicines will help you feel better until you start to remember me again. Are you hungry?’

Emma looked down and put a hand on her tummy. ‘I don’t know.’ She said. ‘Am I?’

The woman chuckled. ‘Let’s just try it. Come sit up.’ The bars of the crib swung open. The lady helped Emma into a sitting position and and then she climbed into the crib herself, she pulled Emma onto her lap, so Emma’s head was resting on her bicep. She shook the bottle of milk and then she gently tapped the nipple of the bottle against Emma’s lips.

‘I’m not a baby.’ Emma said.

‘I know sweetheart, you want to be a big girl, right? But because of you’re concussion I expect a bit of regression, so we’ll have to be careful. Now open your mouth.’

Emma parted her lips and let the nipple inside. She suckled on the milk, it was lukewarm and creamy, but there was also a strange bitter aftertaste.

‘Gross.’ She said. ‘I can taste the medicine.’

‘Ssh... just a few more sips and you’ll get used to it.’ The lady said.

Emma obediently drank more and more of the milk. A warm glow filled up her chest, her hearth was beating rapidly almost as if she was nervous and here whole body felt flushed.

‘What’s happening now?’ She asked. ‘Mommy? Are you my mommy? Mommy what’s happening now?’

‘I’m your Mommy indeed Emma,’ her mommy said. ‘And I’m guessing you’re starting to feel the drugs in your milk taking effect.’

‘I think so too.’ Emma said.

She lazily rested her head against her mommy and she willingly drank more and more of the milk. Her mommy felt safe and warm. It didn’t matter if she didn’t understand what was going on as long as she was close to her mommy.

‘Now it’s good.’ Emma said.

‘I know sweetheart. You always feel better if you listen to mommy and take your medicine like a good girl.’

‘Yeah.’ Emma said.

Mommy was softly stroking her on her cheek and Emma wanted to stroke mommy too. She lifted her arm but he had no control over her muscles, her arm just swayed through the air and limply fell back onto her tummy.

‘Mommy.’ She said. ‘Mommy I want to caress you, but I can’t lift my arm.’

Her mommy just smiled, she bend over and gave Emma a little kiss on her temple. ‘You’re cute.’ She said.

‘I’m cute.’ Emma echoed. ‘Mommy do you know what’s going on?’

‘I certainly do sweetheart.’

‘But I don’t.’ Emma said. ‘I don’t understand.’ 

‘That’s okay.’ Her mommy said. ‘Little girls don’t have to understand everything, they can just listen to their mommy, especially little girls who are suffering from a regressive concussion.’

‘What’s that?’ Emma said lazily. Her eyes were shutting close, the milk was almost all gone now. It had all disappeared in her tummy.

‘It means you’re so confused that your brain is traveling back in time because of it, and even though you’re not a baby anymore, you still want to drink from a bottle, and you still need to wear a diaper, because you can’t control your own body.’

‘Yeah,’ Emma said. ‘That’s happening to me, isn’t it mommy? That’s happening to me right now.’

‘I know sweetheart.’ Her mommy said. ‘There, you’re milk is all gone.’ She put the empty bottle down and she rocked Emma back and forth for a little while. The world around her was blurring, she felt her eyes closing and her mind drifting off. Yet when Mommy wanted to get out from under her she jerked her head up.

‘Don’t go.’ She said. ‘Don’t leave me mommy. Please. I don’t want to be confused anymore. I want to be with you mommy.’

‘Ssh.’ Mommy said. She climbed out of the crib anyway and she gently lowered Emma’s body back onto the mattress.

‘Ssh... calm down, sweetheart. Mommy isn’t going anywhere yet, first mommy has to give you a new diaper.’ 

She undid the tapes and pulled the diaper away from Emma’s hips. With a warm wash cloth she cleaned Emma’s pussy. It was quite a pleasurable feeling, her entire pussy started throbbing and tingling.

‘I like that mommy.’ She said drowsy. ‘I always like it so much when you change my diaper.’

‘Do you now sweetheart? Do you like it when mommy touches your pussy?’

‘Yeah.’ Emma said. Intuitively she opened her legs even wider so mommy’s fingers could touch her even better, and for a moment mommy played with her little cunt, rapidly circling her clit.

Emma closed her eyes and moaned in pleasure. ‘Yeah,’ she uttered once more as her whole body shuddered with arousal. ‘Mommy,’ she moaned panting and almost out of breath. ‘Mommy, mommy.’

And then her body went over the edge, the world was shaking, her whole body was shaking. The rush of pleasure filled up every inch of her body, she let out a little scream, Her pussy gushing out squirt.

‘Ssh, ssh.’ Mommy said as she pressed the old diaper against Emma’s crotch to catch the spraying fluids. ‘It’s okay darling, just calm down now.’

Emma laid there for a moment marveling in the tail of her tapering orgasm. ‘I like that so much, mommy.’ She sighed.

‘I can tell.’ Mommy said. ‘But that’s a bit atypical for a girl your age.’

‘Yeah.’ Emma said agreeable. ‘Maybe that’s because of the concussion. I bonked my head, right mommy? How did I bonk my head again?’

‘Don’t worry about that right now.’ Mommy gently spread Emma’s pussy lips and slid a big vaginal suppository inside of her.

‘Mommy what’s that?’ She asked. ‘Is that so it feels good?’

‘Aren’t you a curious little lady.’ Mommy said while tickling her tummy.

Emma cooed in joy.

‘It’s just a little extended release local anesthetic, this will run interference on the muscles of your pelvic floor and your bladder, making you loose all control. You’ll simply be a little girl who can’t help herself. It’ll help you to let go, until your natural brain and bodily functions are fully trained to function within my parameters.’

Emma giggled.

‘Do you think that’s funny sweetheart.’ Mommy asked.

‘I don’t know.’ Emma said. ‘I didn’t understand a word you’re saying but your face was so funny when your were talking.’

‘Was it?’ Mommy asked pulling a theatrically surprised face. As she swaddled Emma’s hips with a new diaper she kept on grimacing and making funny faces until Emma was caught in a giggle fit.

Mommy was chuckling now too.

‘You’re adorable.’ She said. ‘But I shouldn’t be encouraging you, because you’re still a very vulnerable young little lady, with very vulnerable brain functions, so right now it’s time for you to calm down and rest a little.’

‘I don’t want to rest.’ Emma said whiny. ‘I want to play with you mommy, maybe you can put your fingers in between my legs again.’

‘Ssh.’ Mommy said. She was softly caressing Emma’s face. She sat on the edge of the mattress and sang a little lullaby, she had a beautiful clear voice and the song was so soothing. Emma listened in awe. She was simply swept away by the tune. She rolled onto her side and put her thumb into her mouth.

Mommy looked at her and briefly there appeared a mollified smile on her face, then she continued singing, while gently caressing Emma’s hair. Emma must have drifted of because didn’t notice Mommy getting up and leaving her room. 

Yet when she woke up again she was alone in her room, at first she didn’t recognize her room, but then she remembered mommy talking about the concussion and how her concussion was making her confused. Although... she frowned as she put herself up to a sitting position. Wait! Was she a little girl? She grabbed her own boobs and squeezed. No she was definitely not a little girl anymore, so why then... why then was she still in a crib? Why was she in a diaper?

She tried to get out of the cot. She pulled at the bars but she couldn’t free herself, she was standing on the wobbly mattress, fighting to keep her balance and pulling on the rim of the crib.

‘Let me out.’ She yelled. ‘Anybody. Help. Let me out.’

A moment later a stranger walked into the room. A curvy petite women with brown curls framing her face. Emma screamed in fear.

‘Get away from me.’ She yelled. ‘Get out. I want mommy.’

‘I’m your Baba.’ The other woman said. ‘I’m Robin your Baba, don’t you remember me?’

‘Mommy!’ Emma yelled at the top of her lungs.

‘What’s wrong honey, can I help you with something. Do you need a clean diaper? You’ll get another bottle of milk soon. Amara has already prepared one for you, she said I should give it to you this time, so you’ll bond with me too.’

‘Mommy! I want Mommy!’ Tears were burning in her eyes and when this stranger approached her crib even closer she starting hissing and pushing and screaming. ‘Go away, go away, go away.’ She yelled

‘Emma don’t be like that. I can take care of you just fine.’

‘No.’ She said. ‘I want mommy.’

‘Amara is working, she’s in the office logging your progression.’

‘Mommy.’ Emma yelled.

A moment later her mommy walked into the room and a wave of relief crashed over her body, only now she felt safe, and she started sobbing uncontrollably. Mommy undid her crib and pushed the bars aside and then she wrapped her arms around Emma’s shaking body.

‘What’s wrong, sweetheart. You’re all trembling, were you that scared? You don’t have to be scared of your Baba, your Baba loves you very much, and she can also take care of you.’

‘No.’ Emma said shaking her head. Mommy gently stroke Emma’s over her hair.

‘It’s okay sweety.’

‘Are you my mommy?’ Emma asked. ‘Are you really my mommy, you don’t feel like my mommy at all.’ Yet she didn’t dare to let go of the woman, with her arms wrapped tightly around the neck she clung to the woman, she buried her face in the ladies shoulder.

‘I’m so confused mommy.’ She said. ‘I have boobs, why do I have boobs?’

‘I know. Sweetheart, it’s the concussion isn’t it? Mommy has already prepared you a bottle of milk to help guide your thinking. Is it okay if Baba gives you your bottle today?’

‘No, you.’ Emma said stubborn.

‘You did this on purpose didn’t you? Just so you can keep her all to yourself.’ The other woman said.

‘Robin come on. Why would I? We’re in this together.’ Mommy sighed. ‘What’s with you?’

‘You’re just always busy with her.’

‘Yeah,’ Mommy said. ‘We knew Emma would need a lot of hands on management at the beginning, that’s why we both took a few weeks off to help her transition nicely.’

‘Why do I need management?’ Emma said, still holding tightly onto her mommy, although now that she felt safe she dared to examine the other woman too. She tilted her head a little bit, the other women had freckles on her cheekbones and bright green eyes that were filled with tears.

‘Is she sad?’ Emma asked.

‘Well you have your hands full, you’ve been busy, but I’ve nothing to do. I’m just hanging out at the pool bored out of my mind, you exclude me from everything and she apparently doesn’t want to have anything to do with me. It doesn’t feel like we’re partners, it doesn’t feel like you’re attracted to me anymore, it doesn’t feel like you want to hang out with me, it seems like you only want to hang out with her.’

‘Robin.’ Mommy said. ‘You know I love you. You know I care about you. You know this was going to be a big time investment. Honestly I want to respect your feelings, but you’re acting like a jealous big sister with sibling rivalry more than you’re acting like a Baba. I mean I hear what you’re saying, and if you want I can give Emma her sleeping meds early after dinner this evening so we can spend some time with the two of us, you know, have a date night a little bit attention for one another. But you should’ve just talked to me, instead of picking fights left and right and getting angry and accusing me of nonsense.’

‘Fine.’ The other woman said. ‘Okay, that’s fair. Yeah. I guess I’ve been acting a bit jealous, I’m sorry. I would appreciate a date night with just the two of us.’

‘Great.’ Mommy said. ‘Now let’s see if we can convince this little girl to let her Baba feed her.’

‘No.’ Emma said. ‘No, I want Mommy.’

‘What if Mommy and Baba are feeding you together?’ Mommy asked. She sat down in the crib and pulled Emma onto her lap, then she told Robin to sit down next to her. Emma shyly hid her face in Mommy’s shoulder.

‘It’s okay sweety. Open your mouth.’ Mommy plunged the nipple of the bottle in Emma’s mouth and she gulped the milk down. After a few big sips she already felt better, there was a happy glow in tummy.

‘I don’t want to be confused anymore.’ She said to mommy.

‘I know sweety. The milk will help you.’

‘Yeah,’ Emma said. ‘And then I’ll know everything, and I’ll understand everything and I’m the smartest girl in the world, right mommy?’

‘Something like that.’ Mommy said. ‘Is it okay if Baba holds your bottle for a while?’

‘No.’ Emma said.

‘Baba can hold your bottle very well.’ Mommy said. For a moment the nipple wobbled and then Baba was holding her bottle, although she was still safely laying into mommy’s arms.

‘See?’ Mommy said. ‘Baba can do that too right?’

Emma nodded, her body was flushed with a warm satisfaction and all her brain was melting. ‘What is a Baba?’ She asked. ‘Is that like a daddy? But Baba is a woman right?’

‘Sweety,’ Mommy was softly caressing your face. ‘Some little girls have a mommy and a daddy indeed, but you have a Mommy and Baba and both Mommy and Baba are female and we love you very much, and we are both capable of taking care of you.’

‘But did I come from your tummy or from Baba’s tummy.’

Both Mommy and Baba laughed.

‘Right.’ Mommy said. ‘Do you think you want to lay in Baba’s arms for a while?’

‘Nooo.’ Emma said lazily. ‘Nooo I want to stay with you.’

‘I’m not going anywhere.’ Mommy said. They were tugging on her body and a moment later she was laying in Baba’s arms. She smelled differently, like cinnamon and flowers, and her boobs were bigger than Mommy’s boobs so that was even nicer and softer.

‘Yeah,’ Emma let out a satisfied moan as she started suckling again, as her body and mind were flooded with warmth and satisfaction, with feelings of safety and security, she was warming up to her Baba more and more. ‘Baba is okay,’ she said drowsy. ‘But don’t leave me, okay Mommy? Don’t go away.’

After she’d finished her bottle the two women put her in a clean diaper, this time there was no fondling, there was another suppository shoved into her pussy though. Both Mommy and Baba sat on the edge of the bed and Baba read her a story from a picture book. Emma didn’t quite understand what the story was about, she was listening to the rhythmic voice of Baba filling the room.

‘Song?’ She mumbled with her eyes closed when they finished the book. ‘Mommy song? Don’t go away mommy, please.’

They were stroking her hair and intuitively Emma’s hand found it’s way into her diaper, she was soothingly playing with herself as she drifted off, each time they stopped caressing her and got up from the bed she yelled and told them to stay, but eventually she must have fallen asleep.

When she woke up again it was already dark outside. Mommy gave her some sleeping pills to keep her under for the night and soon she was knocked out cold. The next couple of days seemed to follow the same pattern, whenever she woke-up Mommy would be there, they talked a little, she would get a bottle of milk laced with medication to chase her confusion away and then she would get a clean diaper, sometimes mommy would fondle her and play with her while changing a diaper and after that she would take a nap as mommy called it, she needed a lot of naps and a lot of sleep, otherwise her confused brain wouldn’t be able to process everything, mommy said. She had to slowly get used to everything again. Sometimes not only mommy came to her room but mommy and Baba came together, and even though Emma had a strong preference for Mommy, she wouldn’t fuss as much anymore when Baba was giving her a bottle or when Baba would give her a fresh diaper.

The first time Baba came all by herself, Emma was a little anxious and whining, but still Baba managed to feed her her bottle, change her diaper, and sooth her until she fell asleep.

Over time her confusion was gradually declining. Emma was getting used to the way things went around here. She wasn’t too worried about being a baby or not, she wasn’t too worried about anything, she just surrendered to the flow of everything. Sometimes they would wash her with a washcloth, sometimes they would put her in the tub. Sometimes Mommy or Baba would brush her hair and renew her pigtails if they’d become saggy. They read her stories from a picture book, they rattled toys over her crib, or they jumped a stuffed animal on top of her tummy. That always made Emma chuckle a lot. Sometimes they made silly faces or talk to her in silly voices and sometimes they would tickle her.

There was a time when she woke up and after screaming for Mommy, eventually Baba walked into her room.

‘Baba.’ Emma said cheerful, she spread her arms and wrapped them around Baba’s neck. ‘Where’s mommy? Does mommy come too?’

‘Your Mommy is working.’ Baba said. ‘But I can take care of you just fine, can’t I?’

‘Yes,’ Emma said agreeable. ‘I know.’

Everything seemed to be going the as usual, until it was time to change her diaper, instead of opening the tapes. Baba pressed her hand against the diapers to push the fabric against Emma’s pussy.

‘So nice and soggy.’ Baba said. She seemed to be massaging the diaper.

‘Baba?’ Emma asked. ‘Why are you doing that?’

‘You like that, don’t you? That makes you feel so good when Baba plays with your soggy diaper, doesn’t it?’

‘I don’t know.’

‘Ssh... Don’t talk. Wait, I’ll have something for you that’ll help you not to talk.’ A moment later Baba got a big pacifier out from a cupboard, she shoved it into Emma’s mouth and then with two leather straps around her head she lodged it into place. Emma wanted to ask why that was, but only some inaudible moaning came past the pacifier gag.

Baba also put her hands in mittens and then she tied her already useless hands up over her head so Emma couldn’t move or do anything.

‘So.’ Baba said. ‘That’s better isn’t it. Now you’re Baba’s helpless little girl. You like being Baba’s helpless little girl, don’t you? That makes you feel so good, doesn’t it?’ Baba was still kneading her diaper and then she got a large magic wand out of the cupboard. She plugged it in and pressed the vibrating tip of the Hitachi against the diaper. All the soggy fabric was now trembling and shaking and chafing back and forth against Emma’s pussy.

Arousal was quickly building up and soon her pussy was throbbing and begging for more. Emma tilted her hips and rocking them back and forth as if she was grinding up against the magic wand.

‘Look at that,’ Baba said. ‘Are you so horny Emma?’

Emma nodded.

‘You’re body is begging Baba for more, do you see that, do you think Baba should give you even more pleasure?’

Emma nodded again.

Baba climbed into the crib with her, she spanked the diaper a few times. It didn’t hurt but still Emma was startled.

‘It’ll be our little secret.’ Baba whispered in Emma’s ear, her tongue grazing past her earlobe, her breath warm and muggy against Emma’s cheek. ‘Amara doesn’t need to know, Mommy doesn’t need to know. This is just between this little girl and her Baba, understood? Do you want Baba to put the magic wand against your diaper again?’

Emma nodded and tried to say yes although the pacifier gag made it impossible to pronounce any words. Her pussy was already throbbing with anticipation and when Baba put the magic wand back in place, she closed her eyes in pleasure.

‘You like that don’t you?’ Baba said. ‘You need that. Baba is just helping you, Baba is only giving you want you need.’ She opened the tapes of the diaper and pressed the Hitachi right against Emma’s bare pussy.

That was way too much, way too intense of a sensation. Emma squirmed in her bounds, with her legs she tried to push Baba away, yet Baba kept the magic wand right in place, firmly pressed against the clit and after a while Emma got used to it. The vibrations traveling through her skin, through her pubic bone. Arousal accumulating in her pussy, it was only a matter of time before it would explode, before she would go over the edge, her body was already tensing up and then suddenly the Hitachi disappeared.

Emma whined for a moment. She tilted her hips and pressed her pubic mound high into the air looking for the magic wand. Her mouth produced helpless moans begging Baba for more.

Her Baba was sitting up right, towering over her, a smug smile around her lips. ‘Do you need this?’ She said while hovering the magic wand over her vulva, just out of reach. ‘You do, don’t you, you need your Baba so badly. Let’s make a deal. If you help Baba feel good, Baba will put the magic wand against your little pussy again, Deal?’

The magic wand disappeared somewhere under the bed and Baba hoisted herself into a strap-on dildo, although part of the strap-on entered Baba’s pussy as well. Baba leaned over her, with her knee she spread Emma’s legs apart and then with her hand she helped guide the dildo inside of Emma.

Emma’s pussy felt totally filled up, even a bit stretched out, she was still incredibly horny, she was yearning for someone or something to touch her clit, yet her clit didn’t get that much attention right now. Baba was just pounding her pussy in a steady rhythm. The tip of the dildo bumping against a sensitive spot deep inside of her, again and again and again.

‘You need this don’t you Emma? You need this so badly. You need your Baba. You need to be fucked by your Baba. Your little girl cunty needs to be filled with Baba’s big cock, right? Baba is just helping you, Baba is just doing you a favor, because little girls like you just need to be fucked by their Baba.’

She was thrusting more and more roughly. Suddenly she slapped Emma on her cheek, a white hot stinging pain traveled through her skin and startled she opened her eyes, she looked at her Baba with wide open eyes and she felt tears burning.

‘Don’t cry.’ Baba said dismissive. ‘You need this, you need to be put in your place.’ Again she slapped Emma across the cheek. ‘Otherwise little girls like you get too spoiled, you don’t want to be a spoiled brat, do you? I don’t think so.’

After another few slaps Emma couldn’t hold back her tears anymore. Her eyes were  getting misty, the world blurry and the tears rolled down the side of her head. One tear tickled her ear.

‘Come on.’ Baba said annoyed with her. ‘I told you not to cry. You know I love you, I’m only doing this because I love you, you know that right?’

Emma nodded.

She kept on riding Emma, now and again slapping her across the cheek, at another moment she was pulling on Emma’s hair and yelling angry at her for crying, then the next moment she was soft and sweet and soothing again.

Emma didn’t know how long they kept on going for. Eventually Baba’s stopped talking, she was too out of breath to talk. She was panting heavily, her tongue was hanging out of her mouth and now and again she went cross-eyed with pleasure, and then suddenly her entire body was shuddering and shaking. Her elbows buckled and she sank down on top of Emma. Her large boobs smothering Emma’s face.

Baba moaned and now and again her body twitched as she was catching her breath.

‘Good girl, good girl, good girl, good girl.’ She kept on repeating monotonously in Emma’s ear. ‘Don’t tell Amara about this, okay? Don’t tell Mommy.’

After a while she seemed to regain some of her normal decorum, she got rid of the strap-on and in front of the mirror she tucked some curls behind her ears to make herself presentable again. Emma was whining and pulling on her bounds.

‘O, I almost forgot.’ Baba said as she returned to the crib. ‘I promised you, you could finish on the Hitachi.’ A moment later the magic wand was pressing against Emma’s pussy again and she was propelled into great peaks of arousal. It didn’t take long for her orgasm to build up, it was already throbbing.

She went over the edge and it was as like a dam breaking through, everything that had been building up inside of her was now released, flooding her body, flooding her mind. She was shaking helplessly from all the pleasures bashing through her body. That orgasmic after glow stayed with her for quite some time. Even after Baba had put her into a new diaper, and even after she had released Emma from her bondage and left the room. Emma was still laying there in her crib, uncertain about what exactly had happened, uncertain about whether or not she liked every single part of it, but still marveling in that satisfying warmth that had gushed over her.

A few days later Mommy said that Emma was progressing nicely, that her brain needed less and less medication to function within the approved parameters and that her confusion seemed to have faded completely.

Emma bit her lip and nodded. She wasn’t confused anymore, at least she wasn’t confused as a result of her concussion. She knew she lived here with Mommy and Baba, and she knew she was their little girl. There was nothing confusing about that.

Sometimes she was a bit confused about the feelings in between her own legs though, she really liked it when Mommy put her in a new diaper and played with her pussy a little bit. It always made her feel so happy and safe and then eventually when all the happiness would explode she felt like the luckiest little girl in the world. Often times during a diaper change she would gently thrust her hips forward to invite mommy’s fingers inside, and although Mommy often said that was atypical behavior for a little girl like her, and that she wasn’t quite sure where that was coming from, that didn’t stop her from fondling Emma and bringing her to an orgasm.

Sometimes Emma’s hand slipped into her own diaper and she played with herself until she fell asleep. On multiple occasions she’d peed all over her own fingers and Mommy had to clean her fingers with baby wipes and then wash her hands with the wash cloth and some soap.

Sometimes she would be muttering and be grumpy about it, at other times she would make funny faces at Emma and ask in a funny voice where all that sexual behavior came from, and why Emma was such a horny and insatiable little girl.

‘I don’t know.’ Emma would often say, and then Mommy would make even more funny faces at her.

She wasn’t quite sure if she liked Baba playing with her pussy though. Sure Baba could make her feel good, and Baba could bring her to orgasm and those orgasms always felt amazing, but Baba didn’t need to be so rough and mean. Often times Baba wanted to hurt Emma and make her cry, when Emma didn’t cry she would just be meaner and hurt her even more, pinching her and slapping her and pulling her hair, and one time she even put her hand around Emma’s throat and choked her, until Emma eventually couldn’t hold back her tears anymore and then she would be all kind and soothing again. It was confusing. Baba was confusing and Emma didn’t really understand why her pussy kept on inviting Baba to play with her.

Anyway because she was progressing so nicely and she wasn’t confused about those other things Mommy said she was allowed to play downstairs this afternoon.

Mommy hoisted her in a new diaper and a soft fluffy footsie and then she grabbed Emma’s hand and walked towards the door. Yet in the doorway Emma stopped, she didn’t recognize the hallway, and somehow leaving her room made her really anxious.

‘I don’t know downstairs.’ She said. ‘I don’t remember downstairs.’

‘That’s okay. I’m sure it’ll come back to you and that tomorrow it’ll feel a whole lot more familiar.’

Emma still shook her head. ‘What is downstairs?’ She asked. ‘Is Baba downstairs?’

‘Well there are a lot of rooms downstairs, there’s the kitchen, the dining room, the salon, the library, the gym, but we’ll be going to the living room, there’s a play pen especially for you, and if you get tired we can strap you into a little rocker with a dangling mobile. Come on sweety.’ She reached out her hand and Emma grabbed Mommy’s fingers. She kept close to mommy and she basically clung to her elbow. She was a little bit wobbly and scared going down the stairs and she was even more anxious when they walked into the living room.

‘There she is,’ Baba said cheery.

Emma hid behind Mommy. She felt a small drizzle of pee soaking her diaper.

‘I want to go back upstairs.’ She whispered into mommy’s ear. ‘I want to go back to my own room.’

‘It’s okay to be scared sweetheart, we’ll just play here for an hour or so and then we’ll go back to your own room, we don’t want to overstimulate that little brain of yours, do we.’

‘I need a clean diaper mommy.’

‘You do?’ Mommy said. She quickly put her hands in between Emma’s legs and squeezed the bulk. ‘You’re alright,’ she said.

‘Mommy my little brain is overstimulated.’ Emma said.

Mommy laughed. ‘You’re just a little anxious.’ She said. ‘But everything is fine, nothing can happen to you. I’m here to keep you safe and Baba is hear to keep an eye on you.’

‘But what if I forget everything again?’ Emma asked.

‘Is that what you’re worried about? Bonking your head again?’

Emma shrugged.

‘Don’t think about that, okay sweety. Look here in the play pen is everything nice and soft.’ Mommy opened the play pen and sat down in between all the toys. ‘Do you want to play with the stacking tower?’ Mommy asked while holding up the colorful toy.

Emma put her thumb in her mouth and shook her head.

‘Then do you want to play with the farm animals.’ Mommy held up a cow and mooed theatrically.

Emma giggled and shook her head again.

‘Then do you want to play with the marble track?’ She asked. ‘You used to love your marble track.’

Emma couldn’t remember that but still she felt compelled to nod.

‘Come sit with me.’ Mommy said. ‘We’ll play together.’ Mommy patted next to her on the soft mat, but Emma sat down on Mommy’s lap instead.

‘O, okay,’ Mommy said.

Emma leaned backwards and rested her head on Mommy’s shoulder, mommy’s boobs pressing against her back. Mommy was excessively cheerful. Mommy played with the marble track all by herself while Emma was just snuggling up to mommy, but after a while Mommy’s playfulness worked infectious and soon Emma was enjoying herself with the marble track too.

‘Now we put in two at the same time.’ She said to mommy. ‘And they’ll race each other.’

After a while Mommy said Emma had to play by herself now. For a few minutes Emma was fussing and whining for Mommy to come back and to not leave her, but Mommy said she wasn’t leaving the room, she would just sit on the couch and do some work. She got a yellow file folder out and and chewed on the back of a pen.

‘Mommy.’ Emma said angrily stomping her foot, trying to get Mommy’s attention. She was standing at the fence and throwing a stuffed animal at mommy. She didn’t hit mommy but an empty cup tumbled of the table.

‘Stop that.’ Baba said. She pinched Emma’s ear. ‘Don’t be a brat.’

Emma bit her lip.

‘Go play with your toys, we’ve invested thousands and thousands of dollars in all of this, just for you, so you’d better enjoy it.’

‘Yes Baba.’ Emma said meekly. She sat down on the ground and tried to hide away against the wall and uninspired she pushed a little toy train back and forth, while alertly keeping an eye on what Baba was doing.

Only when Baba left the room she relaxed, now she examined the toys around her, there were building blocks and there was a little piano and a puzzle from a panda bear. Emma especially liked playing with the puzzle, she finished it three times in a row and each time when she was done she would mess it up and start over again. After a while she was getting more and more grumpy. The crinkle in her footsie made her angry, and the plastic cash register didn’t want to open and give her her plastic coins back, and the stuffed lion had creepy eyes. She was winching and crying. She tried to hide underneath the mat of the play pen, she wanted to cover herself with blankets and hide in a dark place, in bed that always made her feel safe. Yet the mat didn’t provide that same sense of safety. She was crying and kicking against toys, she threw the cash register out of the play pen and when she suddenly saw the lion again she screamed.

‘Ssh...sweetheart, what’s wrong?’ Mommy said.

Emma couldn’t even respond, she just kept mowing her arms and legs through the air, while wailing. Mommy opened the play pan and knelt down next to her.

‘Are you having a meltdown?’ Mommy asked. ‘Is it that overwhelming? It’s been barely 40 minutes, I really hoped you’d be able to handle a full hour. Hmm. You want to try sitting in the rocker?’ Mommy asked.

She helped Emma climb into a baby seat, she strapped her down and gently rocked the seat back and forth. Still Emma couldn’t stop crying and eventually mommy brought her back to her own room again. As soon as Mommy opened her door Emma sprinted back to her little crib. She jumped on the mattress and hit underneath the blankets in the darkness.

Her breathing calmed down and when she had her own breath under control the rest of her body was relaxing too.

‘It’s okay.’ Mommy said. ‘We’ll just go slow.’

Emma removed her own diaper and handed it to mommy.

‘What’s that?’ Mommy asked.

Emma rolled onto her back, she spread her legs and thrust her pussy up in the air. ‘Mommy.’ She said as cute as she could. She grabbed mommies hand and placed the fingers in between her legs, she tilted her hips and riding her pussy up against Mommy’s wrist.

‘I see.’ Mommy said chuckling. ‘So it’s too overwhelming for you to be downstairs but you still want mommy to play with your pussy?’

‘Yes please.’ Emma said.

Mommy smiled.

‘You’re a mystery, Emma.’ She slid her fingers in between the slippery labia up and down and then teasingly hung out in front of the entrance without moving her finger inside.

‘Here.’ Mommy said. ‘I’ve something you may like even better than my fingers.’ She knelt in front of the cot, her hands underneath Emma’s bum and she lifted the pussy towards her own mouth. She closed her lips around the mons pubis and her tongue caressed the clit.

A surprised gasp came from Emma’s mouth. ‘I like that mommy.’ She said.

‘I thought so sweetheart.’

For a while Emma was just laying on her back enjoying the wet agile tongue moving around her pussy, her orgasm started to build up and she felt her pussy squeezing together in anticipation.

‘Mommy.’ She said panting, it was hard to talk while mommy was so enthusiastically eating her out. ‘Mommy stop for a moment please.’

Immediately mommy’s tongue disappeared and worried she looked up as she studied Emma’s face intently. ‘What’s wrong sweetheart?’ She asked worried.

‘I just... Don’t I need to make your pussy feel good too?’

Mommy closed her eyes for a moment and laughed. ‘You’re unbelievable sweetheart.’ She said. ‘Where do those thoughts come from? Why would that question even pop into your head? Sometimes I wonder if I made a mistake somewhere, if I overlooked something.’

Emma bit her lip. The thought popped up because Baba always made her return the favor. Baba wouldn’t let Emma orgasm unless she’d first helped Baba to orgasm, however she’d promised Baba not to tell Mommy about their little side adventures, so she just shrugged. ‘You’re so nice to me,’ she said. ‘I wanted to be nice for you too, Mommy.’

With a mollified look Mommy pressed her hands against her chest. ‘Emma, sweetheart.’ She said shaking her head. ‘Okay.’ She said a moment later. She hoisted up her skirt and pushed her pantyhose and panties down. She climbed on top of Emma, she pressed her bare cunt in Emma’s face while her tongue was once more tickling the pussy.

Emma sucked on mommy’s pussy and enjoyed the taste. She closed her eyes and moaned softly. ‘You’re pussy is the best, mommy.’ she said.

‘I knew it.’ An angry voice screeched through the room. ‘I knew it, I knew you were fucking each other behind my back.’

Mommy quickly got of from the bed. ‘Robin please.’ She said.

‘You like her better than you like me, don’t you?’ Baba said. ‘I knew it. I knew it from the very first moment I laid my eyes on her, that she would just wrap you around her little finger, that you would be over the moon with her and all the while you’ve been excluding me, you’ve been ignoring me, you’ve been making fun of me behind my back.’

‘Making fun of you?’ Mommy said questioningly. ‘I would never made fun of you, what are you talking about?’

‘So you’re not denying the other stuff then?’

‘What other stuff?’ Mommy asked.

‘Why are you angry Baba?’ Emma asked.

‘You sleeping with her behind my back.’ Baba said.

‘I...’ Mommy looked flabbergasted. ‘What do you mean behind your back? We talked about this, we talked about adding a third person to our relationship for years. We talked about finding an adult baby to form a triad with, we’ve been to kinky parties and swingers parties and we’ve signed up on dating sites to find someone to add to our little family. You were there when we talked to Astrid, you were there when we picked her up, you were there every step of the way. So excuse me if I don’t know what you mean with going behind your back or excluding you.’

‘Oh, you’re just so smart with your fancy words, you can spin everything presenting yourself like the victim.’

‘Robin calm down.’ Mommy said.

Emma was getting a bit scared from all the yelling. She hid underneath the blankets and put her hands on her ears. Still she could hear every word that was being uttered.

‘We talked about you feeling jealous, but I feel I’ve reassured you a thousand times. You know I love you. You know I care about you. You know you’re important to me. I drug our little Emma much more often than would be necessary for her own progress, just so I can spend some evenings with you, what more do you want from me?’

‘You’re just so perfect aren’t you?’ Robin said sarcastically. ‘And this is all my fault.’

‘Well... Yes.’ Mommy said. ‘I’m not the one behaving irrationally for no reason and screaming and scaring our little girl.’ Mommy’s hand was laying on the blankets and she softly stroke Emma in between her shoulder blades. Emma felt a warm wetness in between her legs and she realized she was peeing, she didn’t say anything. She felt her pee soaking the mattress and a wet spot appeared around her knees.

‘She not a little girl.’ Baba yelled. ‘That’s just some kinky make believe.’

‘For us, yeah.’ Mommy said. ‘But to her it must be feeling pretty real by now, honestly we shouldn’t be talking about this in front of her.’

‘Well if you’re gonna have sex with her, I’m gonna have sex with her too.’ Baba said.

‘Yeah.’ Mommy said shrugging her shoulders. ‘Whatever.’

‘What do you mean whatever?’

‘Honey.’ Mommy said. ‘Robin. I get the feeling you’re just screaming to hear yourself scream right now.’

‘The other day when I fingered her you were livid with me.’

For a moment it was quiet. Emma even peeked out from underneath the blankets to see what was going on. Mommy squinted at Robin.

‘What do you mean?’ She asked puzzled. ‘When were you fingering her?’

Robin just stood there smiling as if she’d won their argument. ‘See,’ she said as she put her hands on her hips. ‘You don’t even care about me, the thought of me cheating on you doesn’t even make you mad.’

‘When were cheating on me?’ Mommy asked even more frazzled. ‘How could you even cheat on me with Emma? I’ve agreed to her living here, I’ve agreed to adding her to our relationship, how... what the hell are you talking about Robin?’

Again it was quiet for a moment and Emma didn’t really know what to do or what to say. She noticed her heart was beating nervously and deep within her mind some old forgotten thoughts started to wake up. 

‘Did you mean when she was in the tank going through memory deprivation?’ Mommy asked. ‘Do you mean to say you were lying to me and those alarm bells did mean she’d orgasmed because you played with her.’

‘Yeah.’ Robin said self assured. ‘So what?’

Mommy sighed. ‘We really shouldn’t be talking about this in front of her, hand me the Manuzepam, so we can do some damage control.’

‘See. All you care about is her.’ Baba now crossed her arms and refused to move. Mommy got up from the bed, she mucked around in a cupboard and a moment later she approached the bed with a syringe.

‘Ssh... Emma,’ she said pulling the blankets away from her body. ‘You don’t like Mommy and Baba fighting do you? Well mommy doesn’t like it either. O, did you pee sweety?’

She said as she looked at the wet spot in the mattress. ‘Okay, don’t worry about that right now. Mommy will give you a little prick with some medicine and then mommies drug will make you all fuzzy in your head, and then you’ll fall asleep and when you wake up you won’t remember Mommy and Baba fighting anymore.’

‘It’s making me so confused.’ Emma said.

‘I know, sweety. I know. Give mommy your arm.’

‘See, all you care about is that effing girl.’ Baba said.

Mommy gently pressed the needle through her skin. A tiny sting.

‘It doesn’t hurt that bad.’ Emma said a little bit braver than she’d actually felt. Mommy released the drug into her arm and a moment later Emma was feeling light headed the room around her waving and surreal. Mommy got up from the bed. She threw the syringe on Emma’s tummy.

‘I’ve had enough of your antics Robin.’ She said now yelling too. ‘You know I love you, but if you choose not to accept my love that’s your choice, you can’t blame me for your own choices. And honestly even though I love you, I really do not like your behavior lately and not to forget you’ve been lying to me, you’ve been intentionally messing with Emma when she was in the tank and when I explicitly asked you about it you lied to my face. For days I’ve been wondering why she’s so sexually active... well guess what, now I have my answer, when her memories were being wiped you made her orgasm and then lied to me about it. You lied to my face and not only did you lie, you manipulated me, you made me feel guilty about not trusting you, whereas my gut was absolutely right not to trust you.’ Mommy grabbed one of the stuffed animals and threw it at Robin. ‘That’s unacceptable, surely you understand why that’s unacceptable, don’t you?’ 

‘Go ahead. Use the disruptor on me, and turn me into a sweet little girl too.’

‘You’re out of your mind.’ Mommy yelled. ‘Honestly you’re not worth my time or the resources. I can’t stand you right now.’

‘Well then we’re finished, aren’t we?’ Baba said. ‘I’m not worth your time. I’ve been sensing it all along and now you’ve flat out admitted it. I’m out of here.’

‘Fine. I won’t miss you.’ Mommy said.

Baba slammed the door shut and Mommy started shaking all over her body, tears were streaming down her face and a moment later she lied down in the cot next to Emma. With every sob her body was jerking, she wrapped her arms around Emma and hid her face in Emma’s shoulder, the skin got all wet with snot and tears.

Emma thoroughly dazed, wrestled with her unruly arm and until she managed to put her hand on mommy’s hair. ‘Ssssalright,’ she mumbled soothingly. ‘is alright mommy.’

Mommy sighed and took a deep breath. ‘How are you awake still?’ She said in a feeble voice. ‘Are you building up a tolerance?’

Emma didn’t know the answer, so she just kept on stroking Mommy’s hair.

‘Or were we so loud that we kept you awake?’ She asked. ‘Will you drift off if I keep quiet for a while.’ For a moment she pressed her lips together and stared questioningly at Emma’s face.

‘Fuck it,’ she said. ‘Better save than sorry.’ She got out of bed and returned with another syringe, she pressed it through Emma’s skin.

‘Wow,’ Emma said as the second dose hit her brain. Her eyes were rolling. ‘Oh, oh. I...  mommy.’ Her head slumped to the side and she was engulfed by the warm blanket of a dark dreamless sleep.

She remembered waking up for a moment and being in the bath together with mommy. Surrounded by the warm water, laying against mommy’s warm naked body and drifting off again.

Yet when Emma woke up the next time she was lying in her crib once more. It was dark outside still, yet she was wide awake, for a while she tried to close her eyes and go back to sleep  seeing how it was probably in the middle of the night still. But she simply couldn’t so then she played with the stuffed animal in her crib for a while, although there were some other toys in the corner in her toy chest she could play with too. She tried to climb out of the cot and when she couldn’t she tried to find the hatch that Mommy pulled to make the bars swing aside.

‘Mommy.’ She yelled. ‘Mommy!’

She heard someone stumbling in the hallway and a moment later Mommy opened the door to her room. Mommy wasn’t looking quite like herself though, her bun had disappeared instead there was a messy saggy ponytail dangling next to her ear. Her eyes were red and swollen and she grabbed her own head while making a painful grimace.

‘Good mor–

Mommy stopped in the middle of her sentence and then hasted herself into Emma’s bathroom. Throw up sounds came from behind the closed door, then the rustling of tap water.

‘Mommy!’ Emma yelled. ‘All you alright Mommy?’

When Mommy returned her face was dripping wet with water. She grabbed a towel out of the cleaning station and then she came back to the crib.

‘Good morning Emma,’ she said. She opened the bars and sat down on the mattress next to Emma. She put her hand on Emma’s shoulder and caressed her. Emma smiled.

‘Are you sick?’ Emma asked. ‘Were you throwing up just now.’

Mommy scoffed. ‘Just a hangover. It’s mommy’s own fault I shouldn’t have drank so much last night.’ Mommy’s eyes were shimmering with tears.

‘Are you sad?’ Emma asked.

‘A little bit.’ Mommy said. ‘Don’t worry about it. Shall we try to sleep a little bit more?’

‘No.’ Emma said.

‘That’s what I thought.’ Mommy brushed her fingers through Emma’s hair. ‘I gave you your sleeping medication really early yesterday so now you’ve slept for over fifteen hours and you’re wide awake, aren’t you?’

‘Yeah.’ Emma said. ‘I think so. I don’t know.’

Mommy nodded and made a gesture towards the toy chest. ‘Go play.’ She said. ‘It’ll be good for you.’

Emma stepped out of bed, she played with a doll house for a while, again and again letting the little dollies go down the slide at the side of the house and pretending to  have them splash around in the pool. Emma even made splashing sounds with her mouth.

Mommy was sitting on the edge of the mattress and looking at her play, then mommy lied down in the crib and closed her eyes, after a while a soft snoring sounded. Emma played with the toys, she found some felt tips and made mommy a drawing, and when she noticed herself becoming grumpy and overwhelmed again she went back to her crib.

‘Mommy,’ she said, ‘mommy now my little brain is overstimulated from all the playing.’

Mommy just lifted her arm and Emma crawled into the crib with her, into the hug.

‘How long did you play for?’ Mommy asked groggy. ‘I need to log your playtime, so I can track your progression.’

Yet she didn’t get up out of bed to watch the clock or to write something down. Instead she pulled Emma close into a tight embrace and she fell asleep again. Mommy didn’t smell all that pleasant, there was a stench of alcohol emanating from her mouth. Emma turned her head the other way. She rested for a while, until she got bored again, then she got up out of bed to play until she felt herself getting angry and overstimulated again, and then she laid down with mommy again. The third time she got out of bed Mommy woke up. She rubbed her eyes, sat up straight and belched.

‘Excuse me.’ She said. ‘Don’t push yourself too much, okay sweetheart?’

‘Okay, mommy.’ Emma said. She showed mommy that she had made her a picture and mommy was really happy and endeared by that. She got tears in her eyes and when Emma looked worried she quickly told her that everything was okay and that Emma didn’t made her sad.

‘Then why are you sad?’ Emma asked.

‘Don’t worry about it.’

Mommy took a shower and brushed her teeth and her hair. Yet she didn’t change her clothes. All day she kept walking in those baggy training pants and that faded t-shirt. Quite alienated she slouched through the house. She said Emma could play downstairs for a little while, and Emma could eat downstairs too. Since she was ready to practice with a normalized routine, mommy said. Mommy put her in a high chair and secured her with a harness, she tried to feed Emma, but Emma was perfectly capable to spoon the porridge into her own mouth.

‘Fine.’ Mommy said grumpy. ‘Do it yourself then.’ She threw the spoon back in the bowl of porridge and a moment later she was blasting some sad song, she was singing along, yet her voice didn’t sound as clear and pretty as when she was singing Emma a lullaby. Instead her voice was gruff and hoarse, and it kept breaking as she was on the brink of crying and eventually she didn’t even sing anymore. She was just sitting on the couch holding a pillow.

The next days Mommy started to feel better though. Her eyes were still red and swollen, but Emma didn’t caught her crying as much. She and Emma were expanding on her downstairs routine more and more, and after a few days Emma was eating breakfast, lunch and dinner downstairs in the high chair, she could play all day without getting mad or grumpy and she even went out for a walk with mommy once in a while. At first mommy brought the stroller so Emma could sit if she was tired, but Emma never seemed to get tired so then they just walked hand in hand.

Emma only needed one nap a day now, but even then she felt like she didn’t actually needed it, and she started to protest when Mommy told her it was nap time. Sometimes that would make mommy smile.

When Mommy changed her diaper Emma’s tilted her hips and spread her legs invitingly, yet Mommy didn’t touch her anymore than necessary, just to wipe her clean and put the new diaper on, but she didn’t play with Emma’s pussy anymore, and she also didn’t lick her pussy anymore.

Emma was getting more and more frustrated about it, so the next time mommy was changing her diaper she opened her legs as widely as possible and with her own fingers she spread her pussy lips apart.

‘Mommy my cunty needs you.’ She said as cute and seductively as she possibly could.

Mommy’s phone buzzed, she got it out of her pocket and didn’t pay much attention to Emma.

‘Mommy?’ She said. ‘I’m so horny.’

‘I know sweetheart.’ She said distracted. ‘You’ve been getting a bit restless, haven’t you? Here.’ She pulled the Magic Wand out from under the crib, plugged it in and handed it to Emma. Emma pressed the tip of the Hitachi against her clit and within moments her body was squirming and moaning. Her hips twitching her orgasm was building up and since she was holding the magic wand herself, Baba couldn’t jerk it away from her right as she was going over the edge.

Instead she pressed it even tighter against her pussy as she felt her muscles clenching and her arousal reaching climax and then exploding. Her body trembling, her breath irregular. Lazily she laid her head back in the pillow and marveled in the satisfied after glow. 

‘Did you get it out of your system?’ Mommy said as she pulled the magic wand out of Emma’s hands and put it away underneath the crib again.’

‘Yeah.’ Emma said satisfied. ‘Where’s Baba?’ 

‘Baba?’ Mommy looked from her phone to Emma. ‘Why are you asking about Baba? Did you saw she send me a text just now?’

‘Is Baba texting you?’ Emma asked. ‘Is Baba texting me too?’

‘I don’t think she has your phone number, beside I think you’ve left your phone by the pool at Astrid’s.’

‘Who’s Astrid?’ Emma asked.

‘Don’t worry about Astrid.’ Mommy said shaking her head, she was staring at the screen of her phone again.

‘Is Baba at Astrid’s pool?’ Emma asked.

‘No, Baba is back at her parents house.’ Mommy sighed. ‘We’ve had a fight, but now she wants to talk.’ She quickly flashed Emma her phone. ‘She said she’s sorry for acting out, and that she misses me and that she can’t bare to be without me. That’s sweet of her to say, isn’t it? What do you think should we give her another chance? I mean, I’ve said some nasty things to her as well, I guess we’re both to blame.’

Emma sat up and she rested her head against mommy’s shoulder for a moment, she looked at the screen but there was just a wall of text there, and she didn’t feel much like reading. She got up and picked a pull up from the stock and hoisted around her legs.

Mommy laughed. ‘Smart girl.’ She said. ‘We don’t want to change the sheets again.’ She patted Emma on her diapered bum. ‘I’m gonna invite her here tonight,’ she said. ‘We should at least talk about it like responsible adults and apologize to each other, right?’ Her thumbs darting over the screen of the phone as she typed the message.

That evening for the first time in a week, Mommy had made herself all pretty again. She was wearing high heels, a shiny pantyhose and dark skirt with sculls on it an a low cut top. When she was feeding Emma her dinner she even put on an apron because she didn’t want the yellow curry to make a stain on her clothes. Mommy was giggly, and she kept changing her lipstick as if she couldn’t decide between bright red, dark red or black.

After dinner she told Emma to swallow some sleeping pills. Emma willingly picked up the tablets from Mommy’s hand and put them in her mouth. Mommy sat with her and caressed her face as she was slowly drifting off until the doorbell rang. Suddenly Mommy jumped up and walked out of the room.

‘Mommy stay.’ Emma said drowsy. ‘Mommy.’

Yet mommy was already gone, far away she heard familiar voices talking in the hallway. It wasn’t long before she succumbed to the sleep.

‘Good morning, good morning, la la la laaaa.’ Mommy was cheerfully singing and old show tune as she walked into Emma’s room. Emma rubbed her eyes and looked up just in time to see Mommy do a twirl before she opened the curtains, she made a little skip and now came towards Emma’s crib, still singing. ‘Good morning, good morning, to youououou.’

She pressed her finger against Emma’s nose and Emma chuckled.

‘And how is our little Emma today?’ Baba said chipper as she also barged into Emma’s room, wearing little more than her boxer shorts.

‘Hmm,’ Mommy said, she reached out and briefly spanked Baba on her bottom and then they kissed. For a moment they seemed totally entwined with one another, mommy softly grinding her hips against Baba’s thigh.

‘Good morning Mommy.’ Emma said to let Mommy know that she was there too. Baba opened her crib and sat down next to her, Baba’s hand upon Emma’s knee. ‘Did you miss me?’ She asked.

‘Oh, she missed you like crazy.’ Mommy said, she was crying and grumpy the entire time.

‘Not.’ Emma said. ‘That’s you. You were crying and grumpy.’

Baba laughed. ‘So you both missed me.’ She said. She cupped Mommy’s chin and pulled her close for yet another kiss.

Emma got up out of bed she took her pajamas and diaper off and then she dressed herself in a pull up and some dungarees from her closet.

‘Come here Emma.’ Baba said pulling Emma on her wrist until she sat on her lap. She wrapped her arms around Emma and pressed her big boobs against Emma’s back and elbow. ‘Shall Baba give you your bottle today.’

‘I don’t need bottles anymore.’ Emma said.

Baba looked at Mommy and Mommy nodded. ‘She eats porridge for breakfast now.’

‘Wow,’ Baba said. ‘You’ve grown up to be a big girl these past few days.’

Emma nodded proudly.

‘Too big maybe.’ Mommy said. ‘We’ve been doing a lot of non-medicated playtime these last few days, because she was more than ready for that step, and although she still completely accepts the narrative that she’s a little girl, she’s also been showing a lot of independence and common sense. I fear she might even be too high functioning still to get a judge to sign of on appointing a legal guardian and a conservator to her money. I wanted to test her today to make sure and to maybe make some adjustments, but you know... if you want to do something else today, something fun with just the two of us, I’ll be down for that too.’ Mommy’s voice had changed mid-sentence, from businesslike to sweet and seductive.

Baba giggled. ‘What did you have in mind?’ She asked while nuzzling her face into Mommy’s neck and softly biting in the muscle between the neck and the shoulder.

Mommy moaned. ‘You tell me,’ she said hoarse.

‘Well we’ve been having a lot of fun with the two of us last night,’ Baba said. ‘How about we’ll have some fun with the three of us, I mean after all that’s why we wanted to get ourselves a little girl in the first place right, because of all the kinky age play threesomes.’

Mommy giggled. ‘Emma?’ She said reaching out for Emma’s hand and softly stroking the fingers. ‘Do you want to spend the day in Mommy’s and Baba’s bedroom?’

‘Will I still get breakfast?’ Emma asked.

Both Mommy and Baba apparently thought that was the funniest thing they ever heard because both of them were laughing hysterically.

Yet half an hour later Emma was sitting cross legged on a big king sized bed eating a sandwich. Without a plate the crumbs were getting everywhere, yet Mommy and Baba didn’t seem to mind. They were entangled in a tight embrace, panting and grinding their hips against one another.

Both were moaning and they took turns whispering sweet little nothings to each other. They looked like teenagers that were in love for the first time, it was kind of cute, but somewhat weird too. Emma shoved backwards so she could lean against he head board as she observed the two women caressing each other. Silky soft fingertips running over curves and dents, slobbering wet kisses, low grunts that seemed to come all the way from down their toes.

When her sandwich was finished, she brushed some of the crumbs aside, yet she didn’t offer to join in, she just kept sitting there at the end of the bed her arms wrapped around her knees, she was gently rocking back and forth, not entirely sure what to do with the situation, not entirely sure what was expected of her.

‘Look Emma,’ Baba said. ‘If you do this with you tongue over Mommy’s nipple she’s helpless against it.’

Mommy laughed and protested, but Baba pinned Mommy’s wrist down on the bed.

‘Come here,’ Baba said. ‘You try it.’ With one hand she kept Mommy in place, with her other hand she cupped Mommy’s breast and urged Emma to take it into her mouth. A bit shy she took Mommy’s nipple into her mouth and she swirled her tongue around it.

Mommy let out a satisfied moan.

‘You keep working on Mommy’s boobs.’ Baba said as she herself moved further down, she spread mommy’s legs and buried her face into the pussy. Mommy squealed and giggled as Baba’s tongue was probing around down there.

For a moment Emma just suckled on the nipple and studied Baba’s tongue.

‘I want to do that too.’ She said eventually. Without waiting for permission she positioned herself on top of mommy, she pressed her own pussy into Mommy’s face while she battled Baba’s tongue away from Mommy’s clit. Enthusiastically she started licking Mommy’s pussy, she loved the way her cunt smelled and tasted, today maybe even better than other days, and she marveled in Mommy’s tongue who was playfully licking her in between her legs.

‘See this!’ Baba said mockingly annoyed. ‘The nerve. Do you see that Amara, she just pushed her own Baba away from your pussy. This is precisely what I mean, but you keep saying you’re not excluding me.’

Amara was laughing now, which was a strange ticklish feeling as there were bursts of air grazing Emma’s wet pussy.

‘You know. I see what you mean Robin.’ Mommy said playfully. She buried her fingers in Emma’s sides and tickled. Emma squealed and giggled and cried out for mercy, yet mommy didn’t stop. ‘I think we should teach our little girl a lesson on sharing.’ She rolled over and suddenly Emma was on the bottom trapped between Mommy’s body and the bed.

Two cunts were now smothering her face, while Mommy and Baba encouraged her to share her attention and her tongue evenly between the two pussy’s.

‘That’s not sharing,’ Emma said.

‘It isn’t?’ Mommy said feigning surprise. ‘How would you know, you’re such a little girl still.’

The two woman were sitting on her face, riding her face, while kissing and caressing each other. Emma tried her hardest to lick both pussies simultaneously, but it was getting harder and harder to breath.

‘I need air.’ She mumbled eventually.

‘Poor thing.’ Mommy said. Both woman quickly got off of her and for a moment Emma was only focused on inhaling fresh air. While mommy checked if Emma was alright Baba put on a strap-on dildo. Intuitively Emma opened her legs to welcome Baba inside, but Baba didn’t want to fuck her.

Baba told her to hold Mommy.

Mommy laid on Emma’s lap and Emma had to hold Mommy’s hands, while Baba was pounding Mommy. Her whole body was shaking, each time Baba thrust the dildo inside, mommy’s boobs wiggled and Mommy moaned. Since Baba’s thrusting was quite rhythmic that made Mommy’s moaning quite rhythmic as well.

Baba told Mommy what a good cunt she had and what a good girl she was for letting Baba use that cunt, and Mommy was telling how sexy Baba was, how gorgeous her big tits were as she was pounding her. Mommy promised that her cunt would always be available for Baba and that her cunt belonged to Baba now, because she belonged to Baba.

Emma was a bit confused by these interactions, yet there wasn’t much she could do except from holding mommy and caressing her cheek.

‘Turn over. Hands and Knees.’ Baba ordered. ‘And lick her, lick your precious little girl while I fuck your brains out.’

Before Emma realized what was going on, Mommy was kneeling in front of her, she was sitting on her knees her bum facing Baba and now Baba was fucking her from behind while Mommy plunged her face into Emma’s pussy. Mommy’s tongue dangling out of her mouth, yet mommy was panting so loudly, moaning, and so engulfed by all the pleasures that she didn’t seem to have much control over her tongue. It was just dangling out of her mouth and as Baba was fucking her, and her whole body was rhythmically dashing back and forth, so the tongue bumped into Emma’s clit over and over and over again.

Arousal built up, but she wasn’t even halfway to an orgasm, when a deafening scream came out of mommy’s mouth.

‘Fffffff.....’ Mommy was out of breath and trembling. ‘Fffffuck yes, Fuck, fuck, fuck. Yes.’ Another scream and another loud moan. Mommy was flat on her tummy now, helplessly shuddering and shaking and when she opened her eyes again she was crying. Aggressively smacking her fist into the mattress.

‘Mommy?’ Emma said startled. ‘Mommy. Ssh... it’s okay mommy, it’s okay.’ She gently patted mommy on her shoulder.

‘I know.’ Mommy said she was now laughing and crying at the same time. ‘I know sweetheart. I’m fine, don’t worry.’ Mommy rolled over and spread her arms. ‘Will you hold me Robin?’ She asked. ‘Please.’

When Robin was laying in Mommy’s arms, mommy started sobbing even louder. ‘I love you,’ she said. ‘I love you so much, Robin. You don’t even know. I’m sorry. I’m sorry if I made you feel like I didn’t care about you. I’m sorry. I don’t want to loose you. I don’t want to loose this.’

‘Thank you for saying that,’ Baba said. ‘I don’t want to loose you either.’

Mommy kept on sobbing and apologizing and when she was done apologizing to Baba, she was apologizing for her own crying and sobbing. ‘I’m not sad.’ She said chuckling and wiping the tears from her face. ‘I’m just... it’s just an emotional release.’

For a while the three of them were just laying and cuddling, when Mommy had calmed down again she asked whether Baba orgasmed too. Baba shook her head and now Mommy wanted to lick Baba.

Soon the three of them were once more licking, kissing and fingering each other. The rest of the day they stayed in bed, although as the day progressed there was less and less intense fucking and more naked cuddle piles.

Emma was getting tired, she had cum so many times that her whole body was sore and she had a muscle ache in her tummy, she drifted off against Mommy’s shoulder for a little while.

Yet she didn’t return to her own room until the birds were already tweeting, the stars were fading and the dark night sky had shifted into a navy blue color.

A few days of homely bliss followed. Mommy and Baba seemed really in love with each other and they were smooching and kissing and giggling every chance they got, and Emma was just joining in with all the giggles and the cuddles, since their playful giddiness was quite infectious and her pussy loved all the orgasms.

But eventually normal life returned, and normal life this time took on the shape of a phone call.

The three of them were sitting at the breakfast table, this time Emma wasn’t even tied down in the high chair, she was sitting on a regular chair just like Mommy and Baba and pouring milk in her cereal when Mommy’s phone rang.

Quite weary Mommy looked the screen. ‘It’s Astrid.’ She told us.

‘From the pool?’ Emma asked.

‘She remembers the pool?’ Baba said. ‘That can’t be good.’

‘No, no...don’t worry.’ Mommy said distracted. ‘I’m gonna answer, quiet you two.’ Emma put a spoonful of cereal in her mouth and studied Mommy, she seemed to be quite nervous as she answered the phone and exchanged some pleasantries with the person on the other side of the line. 

She was shaking her head though. ‘He can’t, she’s not ready yet.’ For a moment it was quiet. ‘Well it’s a whole process, we’re making progress, but well...’ She laughed nervously for a moment. ‘That’s not how it works, As. Right now she’s probably not going to pass as mentally incompetent, I meant to have her tested but I’ve been a little distracted.’ She looked at Baba and Baba winked at her. ‘Well I know. But As, we agreed you would handle your husband and we would handle the girl, you can’t throw us a curve ball like this. I mean she’s not ready. We’re not ready, there’s still a lot to do, a lot of medical information to whip up out of thin air.’ Mommy sighed, shook her head and then rolled her eyes at them. ‘No,’ she said. ‘No, no, no. Definitely not today, you’ll have to stall him, at least stall him for a few days so we can prepare something.’

Emma curiously listened to the one side of the conversation, although she couldn’t figure out what it was about. She put another spoonful of cereal in her mouth, but the grains had all gone soggy.

‘I don’t know, make something up.’ Mommy said quite agitated. ‘I know, I know. Tell him... she’s too vulnerable right now, that we’re in a detrimental stage of her therapy and that it takes a lot out of her and that we shouldn’t needlessly tire her with meaningless visits.’

‘Who was that?’ She asked when Mommy had hung up the phone. Mommy grunted and bend forward over the table slamming her face in the wood. ‘Was that Astrid from the pool? Did you ask her if she had my phone?’

‘What’s going on Amara?’ Baba put a hand on Mommy’s shoulder. ‘Problems?’

‘I’ll say.’ Mommy mumbled.

‘Talk to me.’ Baba said.

‘Okay, well... apparently when her father heard about the accident he came back from Peru and now he wants to see her.’

‘O, shit.’ Baba said.

‘Who? My father?’ Emma ask. ‘Does he want to see me because I bonked my head?’

‘She’s not ready.’ Baba said.

‘That’s what I said, but apparently she can’t control her own husband.’

‘Do I have a father? What does he look like?’

For a moment it was quiet. ‘I mean I thought it was weird that we didn’t have to take him into account in the first place, but you know... I trusted Astrid to know her husband and she said he would be in Peru for the entire summer. I understand though. If my daughter was somewhere in a clinic because she’d supposedly had brain damage I would want to cut my business trip short to visit her too. I wouldn’t even have waited these four weeks, I would be on the first plane home.’

‘But that was not the plan. The plan was for Astrid to get legal guardianship before he even returned from his business trip.’

‘Yeah... well...’ Mommy said lifting her hands up to the air. ‘I guess plans change.’

‘So what are we going to do with her?’ Baba asked.

‘Are you talking about me or Astrid?’ Emma asked. ‘You know it’s really impolite to talk about someone as if they’re not there and then to ignore them.’ She scooped up a bit of her soggy cereal and flung it at Mommy’s face.

Baba grabbed her wrist and twisted her arm behind her back.

‘Ouch, you’re hurting me.’ Emma said.

‘Knock it off.’ Baba said. ‘Let Mommy think.’

‘Let me go.’ Emma said.

‘Let her go.’ Mommy said with a sigh.


Baba rolled her eyes but her grip around Emma’s arm loosened.

‘I guess we have to test her, see where she’s at, see what things we need to change before legal steps can be taken and then on much shorter notice we have to somehow make her function on an in between level. You know, so she’ll convincingly behaves as if she’s suffered brain injury but also like we’ve made some great progress. I’ll just... Okay, shut up... I think I can do it. I think I have an idea... stay here, don’t move.’ Mommy got up from the table and ran upstairs.

Emma stared at the ceiling for a moment and then she looked at Baba.

‘You know. I really don’t like it when you are all secretive and talking in code.’ She said. ‘Don’t think I’m stupid, I know that you’re talking about me and my concussion and my father.’

‘Just eat your breakfast.’ Baba said.

An hour or so later Mommy came downstairs again, she was holding a dozen sheets of paper all scribbled with formulas and lines and words and pressing them against her chest. ‘I have a plan.’ She said. ‘I think we can salvage this, but I would have to test her today, that means, me and her in the lab together for the larger part of the day, maybe four or five hours, preferably undisturbed, can you handle that?’

‘I can handle anything.’ Baba said theatrically.

‘Okay, I’m just checking.’

‘I’ve recently reconnected with Helen anyway, I’ve been meaning to go to lunch with her, I’ll call her and see if she’s free today, we’ll always have a hoot shopping together, one time when we were together she put earrings into her ears and then just walked out of the store, it was hilarious.’

‘Yeah I know.’ Mommy said. ‘It’s so hilarious going shoplifting with your ex.’

‘You had to be there.’ Baba said. 

‘I’m just not too happy about you hanging out with your ex, but do what you must, please don’t get arrested for shoplifting this time.’

‘Trust me.’ Baba said. ‘Just trust me, okay.’

‘Emma follow me.’ Mommy said. Emma got up out of the play pen and with the stuffed panda pressed against her chest she grabbed mommy’s hand and together they walked upstairs.

‘Trust me, trust me,’ Mommy mumbled sarcastically towards her own feet. ‘Just behave trustworthy and I will.’

‘Okay.’ Emma said.

Mommy laughed. ‘Not you silly.’ She said smiling.

‘What’s going on?’ Emma said. ‘Why are you and Baba always trying to hide what’s going on, you’re always keeping me out the loop. I’m not stupid, I know there’s something going on.’

‘I know you know,’ Mommy said. ‘It’s just a lot of complicated adult stuff and you’re my innocent little girl and I want to protect you and pamper you and I don’t want you to worry about stuff you can’t change, but today you’re going to help mommy, okay? Are you going to be a good girl and help me?’

‘Yes Mommy,’ Emma said.

They walked into a room that was filled with mysterious instruments, glass work with bubbling chemicals, monitors. Mommy told her to sit in a big leather swivel chair and then mommy told her they were going to do some testing today.

‘Why?’ Emma asked.

‘Because of your concussion,’ Mommy said. ‘It’s important to check your progress.’

‘And because of the phone call right?’ Emma said.

Mommy gave her a generous nod, the test didn’t start out that difficult, she had to point to colors and shapes.

‘This is all so easy.’ Emma said.

Mommy gave her a pile of cards, she had to match the pictures of animals with the right word.

‘So you can read still?’ Mommy said when she was done. ‘Okay, okay, I’m not to pleased with that.’

‘Why?’ Emma asked.

‘It just means more work for me.’ Mommy said.

‘Why?’ Emma asked again.

‘Why are you asking so many questions.’ Mommy asked.

Emma shrugged and Mommy laughed, she patted Emma on the head. ‘It’s okay,’ she said.

There was way more testing, she had to do some math, first easy exercises, but gradually they became more difficult and when they were doing integral algebra Emma just didn’t feel like doing maths anymore and quite bored she pushed herself away from the computer screen and she swiveled her chair around while yawning theatrically.

Mommy said she could take a little break, but then she had to come back for even more testing. An IQ test, a language processing test, a test filled with statements about whether she got angry if things changed, and whether she liked hanging out with people, and whether she was insecure. Each time she had to click on a number from 1 to 6 to indicate how true that statement was for her. There was a test where she had to guess what people were feeling based on their facial expressions

At the end of the day Emma was getting a bit rowdy and grumpy, she didn’t want to test anymore yet mommy kept pushing her to fill out another test and another one, some difficult some easy.

‘Hi, I’m home.’ Baba yelled through the house a moment later her footsteps sounded on the stairs and she opened the door to the lab. She was dressed in a new flowy blue dress and a big straw hat. ‘How do I look, girls.’ She said. ‘Helen said I look like a movie star.’

‘Because of the hat, probably.’ Emma said.

‘How are things going here?’ Baba asked.

‘We’re almost finished,’ Mommy said. ‘This is the last one.’

‘You keep saying that,’ Emma said, ‘but then there’s another one and another.’

‘She’s a bit tired.’ Mommy said.

‘Not true.’ Emma said. ‘I’m exhausted.’ Theatrically she draped her body over the arm rest as if she was fainting. Mommy and Baba chuckled for a moment, but then urged her to continue.

‘And the results?’ Baba asked.

Mommy scoffed. ‘She’s definitely regressed, emotionally more so than cognitively though, and not enough by far to be declared mentally incompetent by a judge. I guess her brain is a little more resilient then I expected, we have to go all out this week, but I have some substances brewing already, so we can start tomorrow.’

‘Why do I need to be declared mentally incompetent?’ Emma asked.

‘I like her like this.’ Baba said.

‘Well we’re not going to be able to keep her like this.’ Mommy said.

‘We might not be allowed to keep her at all if the dad gets involved.’ Baba said.

Emma just looked at their faces, she had a thousand questions to ask them, but she already knew they would just ignore her and not answer any of them. They weren’t paying any attention to her at all so she stopped filling out the test and instead she went looking for some games on the computer, she found a bubble shooter game.

‘Leave the dad to me, I’ll have it almost figured out.’ Mommy said.

‘Or we just give her back.’ Baba said.

‘What?’ Mommy’s voice sounded filled with disbelief. ‘What did you just say Robin?’

Robin shrugged. ‘I don’t know, just give her back. I mean we’ve had our fun and Astrid has a rich husband anyway, she doesn’t need her stepdaughters money, what’s she gonna do with that? Buy more poofy haircuts, glue on even tackier nails?’ 

‘I... you leave me speechless Robin.’ Mommy said. ‘Do you have any idea the amount of work I’ve sunken into her, how much time and effort, how much resources, how much money... and... and...’ Mommy shook her head. ‘And besides... don’t you love her?’

‘No,’ Robin said. ‘Honestly no, and I don’t think you’ll love her either, she’s just a research project to you. Helen says triads never work out, and there always ends up one person getting hurt, well lets you and I not be that person.’

‘Well I don’t want to be that person either.’ Emma said, even though she’d decided not to say anything anymore, she couldn’t help herself.

‘Emma.’ Mommy was shaking her head. ‘Why don’t you go back to your room and brush your teeth, I’ll be right there to tuck you in.’

‘No.’ Emma said. ‘No. I want to stay with you.’

‘Fine.’ Mommy said. She held out her hand and hesitantly Emma grabbed her fingers, together they stepped into the hallway.

‘We’ll talk about this later.’ Baba yelled after them, her voice echoing through the hallway.

‘There’s nothing to talk about.’ Mommy said to the ceiling without even looking back. Mommy sat on the edge of the bathtub and watched as Emma brushed her teeth.

‘Do you want a bath today?’ She asked. ‘You don’t need a bath, but I want to give you a bath anyway.’ She filled the tub with water and undressed herself, she sat down in the water and put Emma in front of her, she sat in between Mommy’s legs and leaned against Mommy’s warm naked body. Mommy’s arms around her, Mommy’s nose nuzzling up in Emma’s hair.

‘You do love me right?’ Emma said.

‘Definitely.’ Mommy said. Her hand was caressing Emma’s thigh inching closer and closer towards her pussy. ‘Definitely, never doubt that.’

‘So you won’t leave me right? And you won’t give me back?’

‘Never.’ Mommy said. ‘Don’t even worry about that.’ Now her fingers had found Emma’s cunt and she was gently moving her fingertip up and down in between the slippery labia.

Emma relaxed against Mommy’s body and moaned softly. ‘That’s nice.’ She said.

‘Just enjoy it sweetheart.’ Mommy whispered against the back of her head. ‘You deserve it.’ 

‘Is Baba going to go away to her parents house again?’ Emma asked. 

Mommy laughed.

‘You were broken up then, weren’t you? Are you going to break up again?’

‘I don’t know.’ Mommy said. ‘I honestly don’t know Emma. Probably. Robin is... well, you know your Baba. She’s a bit push and pull. On again, off again. We’ve broken up over a dozen times, sometimes even for months, and each time she goes back to that Helen, and then when things with Helen explode she comes looking for to me with her tail in between her legs.’

‘Hmm,’ Emma said. She lifted her knee a little bit so Mommy could slip her finger inside. Mommy understood what she meant and gently pushed her index finger deeper in between the labia.

‘I guess it’s been going like this for three years. Astrid has been telling me to break up with her from the beginning, claiming Robin is manipulative. I guess it takes one to know one, cause Azzie is no sweety pie either. Anyway I’m not stupid I know full well when she’s manipulating me, but she’s just so dang cute, and she’s really good in the sack.’

‘Really?’ Emma said scrunching up her knows. ‘I like having sex with you much better. Baba is always so mean and scary and she hurts me.’

Mommy laughed. ‘Yeah, she can be a tad bit sadistic. She has been having sex with you, hasn’t she? When I wasn’t home?’

‘I don’t know.’ Emma said. ‘I don’t know if you were home or not and I’m not allowed to tell you.’

‘That’s okay sweetheart.’ Mommy said gently kissing her cheek. ‘I know. I’m not mad at you. I’m not mad at either of you, it just confirms what I’ve been suspecting all along. I don’t know why she feels the need to keep it secret and to lie to me about it, or why she would ask you to lie on her behalf.’

Mommy’s finger had almost come to a complete standstill and her hand was now just limply resting with her finger in Emma’s pussy. Emma grabbed her hand and pulled Mommies finger deeper inside of her, tilting her hips and riding mommy’s hand.

‘I’m sorry.’ Mommy said chuckling. ‘I should be paying more attention to my little girl.’

Her finger was wriggling and massaging Emma’s favorite spot on the inside. Emma melted into the warm water, lazily leaning against Mommy’s boobs.

‘Is it okay if I keep talking to you a little bit? You don’t have to say anything, just saying things out loud already helps to give me clarity.’

‘Sure,’ Emma said. She pulled on Mommy’s other hand and pressed Mommy’s fingers into her boob. Mommy squeezed and rubbed her thumb over the nipple. ‘Yeah,’ Emma said satisfied.

‘It’s just... And I know it is a stressful time right now, and we’re both more on edge, not just Robin, me too... but still. I find myself wondering how often I’m going to take her back, I mean the make up sex is great, we spend a few days in that bubble of love, and you make yourself believe that everything is going to be different, and then real life happens, it can be as simple as a phone call, or an unpaid bill, or a flat tire or someone picking up semi-skimmed instead of skimmed milk from the store and then the bubble is broken and you found nothing has changed.’

There was a warm avalanche accumulating in Emma’s tummy, she was slightly panting and she could feel her heartbeat throbbing in cheeks.

‘Every time she lies, every time she goes back to Helen, it hurts a little bit less. I’ve grown numb, I don’t care anymore, it’s what I expect her to do. In a way I’ve come to think of it as normal. I find myself justifying her behavior over and over. I find myself thinking that maybe I don’t deserve any better. Then she yells at me that I should trust her, that people in relationships should trust each other, and I feel like I’m the villain because I don’t.’

Emma’s was going over the edge, she let out a loud moan, her body was convulsing and shaking, and water was gushing over the edge of the tub.

‘Good girl.’ Mommy said, suddenly in a much more soothing and involved tone of voice. ‘Go ahead sweetheart, just enjoy yourself, allow yourself to feel good.’

Mommy’s arms around her chest. Mommy held her tightly until her orgasm was tapering. She kissed Emma tenderly on the back of her head.

‘You’re adorable.’ She said. ‘And I know in a way your love for me is artificial, but to you and me it doesn’t feel artificial does it. It feels real.’

‘It feels like feelings in my heart.’ Emma said. ‘And in my pussy too, and in my tummy, and sometimes in my toes, if it feels really really good my toes feel happy too.’

Mommy laughed. ‘I know.’ She said. ‘If seen you’re toes fluttering during your orgasms.’

‘Yeah.’ Emma said. ‘When I have flutter toe orgasms, my toes love you toe.’

‘And when you don’t have flutter toe orgasms?’ Mommy asked.

‘Then my toes love warm socks.’ Emma said.

‘I see.’ Mommy said. ‘You know, in a way your love has showed me that I’m worth another kind of love, an unconditional love, without me having to put up with getting hurt over and over and over again. Also I’m your mommy, I want to be your mommy and I want you to be my little girl, and tomorrow I want to regress you even further and then I feel guilty, shouldn’t I as a mommy somehow provide a safe and stable environment for my little girl?’

Emma was shivering. ‘I don’t know.’ She said. ‘I’m cold, could we get out of the tub now.’

Mommy stood up, a sloshing sound, water was dripping from her body back into the tub. She was quite beautiful her breasts round and firm with pinkish nipples, her waist with the cutest belly button and then almost hidden between her legs the soft pussy. She wrapped a towel around her own shoulders and a second towel she put around Emma.

‘You’re wise.’ Mommy said. ‘If the water gets too cold just get out of the tub.’ 

Mommy helped her dry off, even though Emma could’ve probably done it herself, she just stood there and let Mommy do it for her. Mommy hoisted her in a new diaper, a clean pajama and then she urged Emma to go lie down in her crib.

‘Tomorrow is a big day.’ Mommy said.

‘Tomorrow you’re going to regress me.’ Emma said. ‘Right? Does that hurt?’

‘No, off course not, silly lady,’ Mommy said. ‘Maybe just a tiny little prick if I have to inject you, but no more than that.’

‘Will you sing for me, till I fall asleep?’ Emma asked.

‘I haven’t given you any sleeping medication,’ Mommy said. ‘So that’ll be a lot of songs before you finally drift off.’

‘Please.’ Emma said.

Mommy sat down on the edge of the mattress and she started singing. Emma smiled as she listened to the tune, mommy’s clear melodic voice. When the song was finished Emma begged for another one, and another one.

‘Now it’s really time to sleep.’ Mommy said. She laid down beside Emma, her arm around Emma’s shoulder, her leg wrapped around Emma’s legs. She had almost drifted off when the door opened.

‘I’m not sleeping alone.’ Baba said. ‘If you’re going to sleep here, I’m going to call Helen.’

‘Call her if you must. Go to her. Sleep with her. Fuck her even. But I’m not letting that kleptomaniac into my house.’

‘Take that back, she’s not a kleptomaniac. Only once we’ve shoplifted some earrings, it’s a cute and funny story, and you have to blow it out of proportion and turn it into something horrendous. By the way this isn’t just your house. I live here too. This is my house too. Why am I not allowed to have friends over.’

Mommy said nothing and sighed. Emma felt the breeze of air tickling in her nape of her neck.

‘And now you can’t even talk to me, since I’m not worth talking to apparently.’ Baba said. 

Emma grabbed Mommy’s hand and pressed her lips against Mommy’s fingers. Mommy squeezed her body even tighter against Emma’s.

‘You’re disgusting Amara. This is not how you threat people you’re in a relationship with, what you’re doing now is so disrespectful. Ignoring me, refusing to talk to me, and why? All because you didn’t like my suggestion about giving her back. You could’ve just told me you don’t like my suggestion and we could still be civil to each other.’

‘Just go call Helen now,’ Mommy said.

‘You want me to call Helen, be careful what you wish for Amara, or I might just do precisely that.’

‘What do you want Robin?’ Mommy asked.

‘I want you to talk to me, I want to treat me like I mean something to you, I want you come lay in bed with me and hold me. I miss you Amara. You know that I miss you when you’re not in bed with me. I can’t sleep if you’re not there and I hate it when you’re ignoring me.’

‘See,’ Mommy whispered silently. ‘She’s manipulating me and it’s working.’

‘O my god. You’re so rude Amara.’

‘I’m sorry.’ Mommy said. ‘You’re right I’m sorry.’ She let go of Emma and she hoisted herself up out of the crib. ‘Good night, sweetheart, sweet dreams.’ She put the bars back and locked Emma in her crib and a moment later she walked out of the room, for a moment Emma could hear them bickering and fighting in the hallway and then their voices disappeared.

The next morning Mommy came to wake her up, softly caressing some strands of hair out of Emma’s face, a familiar voice luring her to wakefulness.

‘Good morning. Sweetheart,’ Mommy said as Emma opened her eyes.

‘Good morning,’ Emma said still a little bit groggy. She looked at mommy for a moment, she was wearing her regular clothes, a low cut top and a skirt. There was the regular eye-make up, no hint of swollen puffy eyes.

‘Is Baba still here?’ Emma asked.

Mommy smiled for a moment, although it seemed to be somewhat of a sad smile. ‘Baba is making me breakfast, I’m sorry I was using you as a sounding board yesterday. I was just upset and tired and I shouldn’t have done that. Baba isn’t a bad person, I love Baba very much and sometimes Baba and Mommy fight, but that’s no big deal, all people fight sometimes. However you don’t have to worry about that because today is a big day for you.’

‘Because you’re going to regress me?’ Emma asked. ‘That means you’ll make me into a little baby right? Because I had a concussion and my father came back from a business trip to see me and then my brain injury needs to be worse so the judge says I’m incompetent.’

Mommy bit her lip and shook her head. ‘You know way more than you should, little lady.’ She said poking in Emma’s tummy. Emma giggled and tried to avoid Mommy’s fingers. ‘It’s a good thing that we’re going to drug that little brain of yours, but first mommy needs you to look at this little device.’

Mommy showed her a silver cylinder that was no bigger than a pencil.

‘What’s that?’ Emma asked.

‘It’s a neurorhythmic disrupter.’ Mommy said. ‘It’s going to flash lights at you and then lure your brain into a rhythm, suddenly disrupt that rhythm and then when you’re brain is confused and trying to figure out what’s going on, it going to lure it into another rhythm and disrupt that rhythm too, until your so confused that your consciousness just gives up and Mommy can have a little chat with your subconsciousness.’

‘But confusion is not good, is it?’ Emma said.

‘This confusion is very helpful.’ Mommy said. ‘This confusion will help you listen to mommy. Will you look here for me.’ Mommy pointed to the silver device and a moment later little light flashes emerged from the tip.

‘But...’ Emma started to say although she found her voice trailing of as she lost her train of thought. ‘I, Mommy, I.’

‘Ssh,’ Mommy said. ‘Just look here. Are you becoming such an obedient girl now.’

‘Yes Mommy.’

‘And you like being an obedient girl don’t you? You like being so mindless for your mommy.’

‘I like being mindless for my mommy.’ Emma echoed although her voice had a strange mechanical slur to it and seemed to be devoid of any personality.

‘You love sinking deep into that mindless trance for mommy, it feels so good to sink so very deep, you want to just shut down,’ mommy snapped her fingers. ‘You want to shut down all your thoughts and you want to give mommy access to your subconscious.’

‘Mommy I feel weird.’ Emma said still in that same mechanical voice.

‘I know sweetheart. You feel mindless, that’s okay, mommy needs you to feel mindless right now. In a moment. I’m going to count backwards from 3 and when I reach zero you’re consciousness is completely numb, completely asleep, and you’re subconscious will open up for mommy and invite mommy inside.’

There was an unfamiliar tingling inside of her head, it was as if her thoughts had been chased away by those flashes of light, there were no thoughts, no thinking. There was just this utter and completely emptiness, which would’ve been kind of scary if it wasn’t for Mommy’s voice who was guiding her through it.

‘Three, two, one, zero.’ Mommy said.

The emptiness seemed to explode, to suddenly encompass the entire world. She was lightheaded and it felt like she started fainting but she never ended fainting, instead she seemed to forever trapped in this vacuum.

‘Welcome Mommy,’ Emma heard herself say. ‘Please come in.’ She wasn’t quite sure what those words meant or why she was saying them. Her mouth seemed to act completely on it’s own accord.

‘Now listen to me carefully Emma, you and I are going on a very special trip together, we’re going to travel through time. That’s exiting isn’t it?’

‘Yes Mommy,’ Her mouth again produced words and sounds without her interference.

‘We’re going back in time, each time I snap my finger you’ll become younger and younger.’ Snap. ‘And younger.’ Mommy said. For a while Mommy kept on talking and snapping her fingers and Emma felt like she was being sucked through a wormhole. A big tunnel with bright lights whizzing past and now and again an image she didn’t recognize, a classroom, a teacher, a book.

‘How old are you now Emma?’

For a moment the tunnel disappeared. ‘Thirteen.’ She said monotonous.

Mommy snapped her fingers. ‘And younger.’ And Emma was swept away in that tunnel again, it was kind of dizzying and nauseating as if it was some kind of roller coaster.

‘And now?’ Mommy asked.

‘Seven,’ she said.

‘And younger, and even further back in time.’ Mommy kept snapping her fingers and it was almost as if she could feel her body shrinking.

‘And now?’ Mommy asked.

Emma’s mouth didn’t respond, well her mouth did move, but not to say words, she seemed to be suckling the air and chewing on her own tongue.

‘How old are you now?’ Mommy asked again, but Emma still couldn’t say anything. ‘Did we go too far back? Are you pre-verbal sweetheart? Let’s go forward in time a little bit.’ She snapped her fingers a few times. ‘How old are you now.’

‘Two and a half.’ Emma said. Her voice sounded more high pitched and childish.

‘Perfect.’ Mommy said. ‘Now listen to me carefully Emma, it feels really good to be two and half, right? You feel so free, so innocent, so happy that you want to be two and a half forever. There’s so many things you can’t do yet. There’s so many things you don’t understand yet, but you don’t have to understand, because you’re just a little girl. You can just trust that your mommy will take care of it. Now whenever Mommy calls you a little girl you will immediately remember how good it feels to be this young, free, innocent, happy little spirit, and you’ll feel the desire to be this little girl again, to return back here. It’ll be such an irresistible desire that you find yourself helpless against it, that you’ll find yourself giving into that desire, no matter what you’re doing, no matter where you are, you’ll immediately return back to this place in your mind. Do you understand Emma?’

‘Yes, Mommy.’ She said.

‘Now in a moment I’m going to turn off the disruptor and you’re conscious mind will return to you, but you’ll still be my little girl, because you can stay my little girl for as long as you’d like.’

‘Forever.’ Emma mumbled.

‘That’s right. You can stay my little girl forever.’ Mommy said. ‘Even if the effects of the disrupter are fading, even after your conscious mind has returned to you, even tomorrow and the day after that, you’ll be my little girl.’

The light flashes stopped and although she observed Mommy turning off the device and putting it away in her pocket. Emma didn’t feel any different. Her mind was still and blank.

‘Good girl.’ Mommy said. She caressed Emma’s cheek with the back of her fingers and she had a mollified smile on her face. ‘Yeah, you’re a bit numb still, aren’t you. Those are the side effects from the disruptor, but are you also my little girl Emma, are you mommy’s little girl?’

‘Yeeeees,’ Emma said.

‘Who’s Mommy’s little girl?’

‘Emma!’ Emma said.

‘That’s right!’ Mommy said. ‘You’re so dang cute sweetheart. Now sometimes what happens when little girls are regressed is that their body and their thinking is not at the same level of development as their mental age in their mind and that can be confusing and that can mess up the regression, but mommy has cooked you up a special cocktail with some cognitive inhibitors and some motor depressors, so your mind and body will be all compatible with the little girl you are inside. It’ll just be for a few days until your body and brain learn to function congruently on their own. Do you want mommy to give you an injection?’

‘Uhm...’ Emma said. She stared up into Mommy’s face, her brown eyes were kind and familiar. She smiled at Mommy and then she put her hand in her mouth and suckled on her knuckles. Mommy winked at her, she pressed Emma’s leg against the mattress in between her thumb and index finger she grabbed a bit of Emma’s thigh and then she pushed the needle into the skin and released the drug.

Emma looked at her leg and then she looked at mommy. Why would mommy suddenly hurt her, that wasn’t right, mommy wouldn’t betray her like that, would she? She started crying and Mommy talked to her soothingly, she hoisted Emma on her lap and rocked her back and forth until the crying stopped.

‘Good girl.’ Mommy said. ‘Who’s a good little girl?’

‘Me?’ Emma asked

Something was happening to her, her brain was getting foggy and misty, there were very little thoughts left, there was only this primal intuition where she wanted to be close to mommy. Her body was changing too, her muscles were growing warm and heavy and she was heaving trouble keeping her head up, her neck was simply too week, her head slipped from mommy’s arm and sank backwards.

‘Mommy, Mommy,’ Emma said slightly panicked.

‘It’s okay sweety.’ Mommy lifted her head and gently placed it against her own shoulder.

‘What’s going on?’ Emma asked.

‘You’re Mommy’s little girl.’ Mommy said.

She was flushed with joy and happiness.

‘Yeah.’ Emma felt relieved of all her responsibilities, there was nothing she had to do, there was nothing she could do, there was nothing expected of her, she was just a little girl, she wanted to be a little girl so badly, she wanted to just exist. ‘Mommy.’ Emma said cheerful, she suckled on her knuckles again.

‘Good girl.’ Mommy said. It was time for a diaper change, she put Emma’s unruly partially limp body on the bed and she gave Emma a teething ring to suckle on instead of her fingers. Then she undid the tapes of the diaper. A cold breeze ran over the muggy skin of her pussy and Emma felt a burst of pleasures already building up in her pussy.

She reached for her own crotch and since she was still holding the teething ring she pressed the silicon ring with the rattling bear in between her legs, she rubbed herself up against the toy.

Mommy chuckled. ‘Still?’ She asked with a bemused smile on her face. For a moment she leaned back and she looked on as Emma was pleasuring herself with the teething ring, a blush on her cheeks.

Emma moaned.

‘Let Mommy do that for you.’ Mommy said eventually. She pulled the silicon teething ring out of Emma’s fingers and she gently placed it against Emma’s clit. She wriggled it rapidly, it rattled and a warm pleasure filled up Emma’s tummy.

Emma moaned.

‘Do you like that sweetheart, do you want Mommy to do that again.’

‘Again.’ Emma echoed.

Mommy made the ring shake and tremble against Emma’s pussy. Then for a moment she took the ring into her own mouth, she stuck out her tongue and wet the silicone toy with her own saliva. Gently she spread the labia apart and she placed the ring in between, sliding it up and down through he slippery slit. Her finger toying around with the entrance.

‘Mommy, please.’ Emma begged. ‘Please Mommy. Please!’ She wasn’t even sure what exactly she was begging for until mommy thrust her finger inside, then everything started to make sense.

She shivered in pleasure.

‘Thank you. Thank you.’ She mumbled, intuitively she opened her legs a bit wider so Mommy could reach even better. Mommy’s finger plunged inside of her was releasing overwhelming amounts of pleasure, her whole body was shuddering and shaking, she was moaning and panting. Emma didn’t quite understand what was happening but suddenly she was in heaven, she felt so good, so immensely good, her body lost all control, sounds emerged from her throat, her arms were spasmodically swaying through the air and slamming into the walls and headboard of her crib, as her pussy was clenching in pleasure and a large gulp of pleasure sprayed out against mommy’s wrist.

For a moment mommy let her come to, then she hoisted Emma in a clean diaper and and a cute onesie. ‘Did you like that sweetheart.’ Mommy said as she pulled Emma up to a sitting position. She didn’t have the muscle tension to keep sitting up right and her head flopped backwards.

‘Gorgeous.’ mommy said. ‘That’s exactly what I was going for.’

‘Again.’ Emma said.

Mommy pulled her into a sitting position once more, and Emma’s body was swaying and slumping down.

‘No,’ Emma said as she pressed her hand against her diaper. ‘More.’

Mommy also squeezed the bulk of her diaper. ‘You want mommy to play with your pussy some more, is that what you meant?’

‘Yeee-heees.’ Emma said.

Mommy laughed. ‘Maybe later.’ She said. ‘First we go eat breakfast.’

‘Now.’ Emma said slamming her fist and her heels into mattress. Mommy laughed, she helped her out of bed, but Emma couldn’t stand-up still. She fell on her bum, but even sitting seemed too difficult. She slumped to the ground.

‘Be right back.’ Mommy said and she walked out of the room.

Emma cried and managed to roll over on her tummy, with some primitive crawling she managed to slide herself towards the door on her tummy. ‘Mommy,’ she winched. ‘Mommy.’

Mommy returned with the buggy. She helped Emma sit in the buggy and then she strapped her in, using the buggy as a wheelchair mommy brought her downstairs to eat breakfast. Emma fingers dipped into the porridge and it was one big mess.

‘Gross.’ Baba said grumpy.

‘It’s perfect.’ Mommy said. Mommy had to feed her with a spoon, but still a significant amount of porridge ended up on her cheeks and chin and onesie. 

Emma had to play downstairs again, she couldn’t do much but lay on her back and coo. She suckled on some toys and she pressed some of the toys against the bulk of the diaper, yet she couldn’t make it feel good, until eventually she managed to snap open the crotch of her onesie, now she could reach into her diaper. She shoved a ring of the stacking tower down there, and one of the farm animals, yet she couldn’t make it feel as good as mommy could make her feel.

At the end of the day mommy said she had still a lot of work to do and Baba offered to put Emma to bed, after a bit of hesitation Mommy agreed.

Baba put her in the crib and she was a little surprised when she opened the diaper and found a bunch of toys there.

‘Why?’ Baba asked. ‘Are you such a dirty little girl? Are you a little slut?’

She put the toys in the sink and then she came back she slapped Emma in the face.

‘Baba will show you what happens to dirty little sluts.’ Baba said.

Emma shook her head. ‘No.’ She said.

‘Don’t talk back to me, you brat.’

‘No brat.’ Emma said.

‘Maybe we’ll start with a good spanking.’ Baba pulled on Emma’s elbow and hip and flipped her over on her tummy and then flung her hand back and swatted it against Emma’s bum. Emma yelped.

‘Shut up.’ Baba hissed. ‘Do you want Amara to storm in and throw a hissy fit?’

‘No-ho-ho,’ Emma wailed.

‘Amara is working and we all know that if Amara gets disturbed while working she’s going to be cranky forever and yell at us, do you want Mommy to yell at you? You don’t, do you?’

‘No.’ Emma said, her voice still trembling.

Baba smacked her ass again and Emma couldn’t hold back a scream.

‘I told you to shut the fuck up.’ Baba said, slapping her hand against Emma’s ass with every word she uttered. Emma was crying and wailing. Suddenly Baba got up from the bed, she grabbed a shawl out of the wardrobe and used it to gag Emma. Her mouth filled with shawl, the fibers itching her tongue, the fabric cutting into the corners of her mouth as Baba tied the shawl behind her head.

‘So.’ She said. She smacked Emma against the back of her head and then pushed her face down. ‘Now keep quiet, while I teach this little brat a lesson.’

Harshly she slammed the palm of her hand against Emma’s butt. A stinging pain traveled through her skin and before it could fade there was another slap and another. It hurt so badly. Emma was crying and squirming and wriggling and trying to get out of it, but she couldn’t escape Baba no matter how hard she tried. Baba had pinned her down and she would just spank Emma even harder, or smack her head, or pinch her skin, or pull her hair.

After a while it felt like Emma wasn’t there anymore, like she was floating somewhere above her own body and she witnessed it from a distance. It was a strange detachment that made her thoughts go numb and her entire body started tingling, it was almost as if she was getting drugged again, although this time there were no pills and no injections involved.

‘Finally.’ Baba said. ‘Are you ready to submit to me now? Is the brat ready to surrender?’

‘Yes, Baba.’ Emma uttered meekly, but the words were muffled by the gag in her mouth. She nodded agreeable and attempted to wipe a tear that was itching her nose on the pillow case.

‘Are you ready to admit that you’re a little slut?’ Baba said. ‘Are you ready to learn what happens to little sluts, little sluts are gonna get their holes used, their mouth hole.’ Baba pulled the shawl aside for a moment and prodded her fingers into Emma’s mouth. With two fingers she was poking in Emma’s tongue and then she tried to press her fingers deeper and deeper down her throat until Emma had to gag.

Baba laughed and then forced her to gag again as she rhythmically moved in an out Emma’s mouth, as if she was fucking her throat her with her fingers, her other hand squeezing painfully in Emma’s cheeks.

‘You’re hurting me,’ Emma said.

‘I guess that means you deserve it.’ Baba said.

Emma shook her head and Baba gave her another smack. ‘Don’t talk back to me. Don’t argue with me.’

As she was mouth fucking Emma, she sat on Emma’s back. Frothing her pussy up against Emma’s sore ass. After a while Baba apparently had enough, she reached under the crib and got out some lube, she spread Emma’s ass cheeks and pressed her lubed up thumb deep within Emma’s butt. Emma was softly sobbing although she knew it was in vain, she was helpless, she couldn’t do anything to make this stop, in fact whatever she did only made it worse. The best course of action was probably to keep silent, to let it happen and to hope that either Baba would be done soon or mommy would put her head around the corner and make it stop.

After a while the thumb in her ass was exchanged for a dildo and Baba was fucking her roughly. Emma didn’t even know whether it was a hand held dildo or a strap on, she just hid her face in the pillow and tried to think about something more fun. Taking a bath with mommy, or playing with the farm animals with Mommy. Mommy could make the farm animals talk in funny voices that always made Emma laugh, she giggled as she remembered the voice of the pig, so gruff and grunty, and mommy’s face was all scrunched up as she made the pig talk.

‘So you think that’s funny.’ Baba said. Her fingers tangled in Emma’s hair, she pulled her head back and then slapped Emma on her cheek. ‘You think that’s funny?’

‘No,’ Emma said.

‘Then why are you laughing?’ Baba said angrily.

Emma pressed her lips together and didn’t speak.

‘Talk to me.’ Baba yelled. ‘Don’t ignore me you rude little bitch.’

Emma just wanted to zone out, but Baba didn’t give her the opportunity. Baba kept on talking to her, demanding answers, forcing Emma to think, and to use words, until eventually Baba stuffed a second silicon dildo into Emma’s mouth. ‘There, that’ll teach you to laugh at your Baba.’

Emma gagged again.

‘And one in your pussy to complete the picture.’ Baba said. ‘Now all you’re holes are filled like a good little slut, what do you think about that?’

Emma wasn’t thinking much, she was trying to fight back her tears although that seemed impossible, yet the least she could do was try not to sob and wail too loudly.

‘You’d better not let Amara see you stuffed like this, she’ll think you’re an embarrassment, she’d think you’re disgusting for wanting to be my little slut, you don’t want your mommy to think your disgusting do you?’

‘No,’ Emma said meekly.

The dildos in both her pussy and her ass were moving now and Baba’s hips kept bumping against her butt. She wasn’t quite sure whether Baba was fucking her in the ass or the pussy, or maybe even both simultaneously.

‘So you’ll better be quiet and make sure Mommy doesn’t find out what a dirty little whore you are. She’ll discard you if she finds out. She only wants the cute and innocent little girls, she has no interest in a dirty slut like you.’

Baba’s was stuttering more and more as she was panting so much she had to gasp for air in between the words.

‘Lucky for you, your Baba knows how to handle a slut. Baba is only giving you what you need, so maybe you should thank Baba.’

‘Thank you, Baba.’ Emma said soft.

‘Again.’ Baba ordered out of breath. ‘Keep thanking me.’

‘Thank you, thank you, thank you, thank you.’ Emma said the words so often and so quickly they were devoid of any meaning, they were just syllables, a mantra she kept muttering to safe herself from Baba.

Baba orgasmed and then Baba slumped down on top of Emma’s body, she laid there panting and shivering.

‘So.’ Baba said. ‘All done.’ She brushed a strand of hair from Emma’s face and kissed her on the temple. ‘Why are you crying?’ It seemed like day and night, her mean demeanor had completely disappeared and now she sounded all caring and compassionate.

She wrapped her arms around Emma.

‘Don’t cry, silly woman.’ Baba said. ‘It was just a game. Baba and Emma were just playing a game. You don’t cry over silly games do you Emma?’

Emma shook her head.

‘Precisely. So wipe your face.’ Baba handed her the scarf that had before been used as a mouth gag and Emma used it to wipe the tears and the snot from her face. ‘I know something that’ll cheer you up.’ Baba rumbled around in the medicine cabinet. ‘I believe it’s this one.’ She said when she came back with a little white pill. ‘It’s an aphrodisiac it will make you feel all happy.’

Baba ordered her to open her mouth and put the pill on the back of her tongue. ‘Don’t tell Amara though, she doesn’t want me taking her pills without her signing off on it, she’s a bit of a control freak.’

Emma swallowed the pill.

‘Happy now?’ Baba asked. ‘Good girl.’ She put her thumb in the air.

Baba left, she’d left Emma all alone in her crib without even wiping her bottom clean before swaddling her in a new diaper, so now Emma’s butt crack and pussy were still all slippery with lube.

It took a while before Emma finally dared to believe Baba was actually gone, when she’d convinced herself that Baba wouldn’t be coming back she allowed the tears to come out. She hugged her duvet and hid her face in the pillow and as the tears kept on flowing she found herself angrily kicking and thrashing around in her crib and screaming into her pillow, while the next moment she was frozen with fear. Tomorrow there would be another day, and Baba would be there too, and the day after that and the day after that, everyday again she would have to face Baba all over and every day again Baba would have the opportunity to slap her and fuck her and degrade her all over again.

In a haze she pulled the diaper from her hips and she tried to clean up her own bottom, to wipe the lube away with the diaper or to smear it on the blankets. She spit on her own fingers and tried to wash her pussy with her own saliva.

She was flushed with warmth and for a moment she was taken aback, frozen in astonishment? What was happening to her? The rhythm of her heart was accelerating, filling her with nervousness, her muscles were tightening and tensing up. A rush of euphoria rising up through her body and engulfing her mind. She grabbed her chest, trying to calm down her racing heart, but she got distracted when her fingers prodded into the soft squishy flesh of her own boob. She massaged her boob, squeezing her hand and letting the excess boob spill in between her fingers.

Her pelvis was swaying brushing her clit up against the blankets, her clit was so sensitive all of a sudden and everything felt so good, so magical almost, as if the whole wide world was one big erogenous zone.

She pressed her fingers in between her legs and played with herself, it didn’t take her long to reach orgasm. Her whole body convulsing, her back arching, lifting her helplessly horny pussy high up in the air as the squirt drizzled down past her thighs and her ass.

Satisfied she lied down again, yet her satisfaction didn’t last long, soon her pussy was throbbing again, yearning for more and she couldn’t help herself, she had to put her fingers against her overly sensitive clit and swirl around the slippery nodule until another orgasm bashed through her body.

Al thought the orgasm felt like a magical peak of pleasure and arousal, and a lot of squirt sprayed all around her, she still wasn’t satisfied, she kept on playing with herself and she kept on cumming over and over and over again.

Soon she wasn’t able to differentiate between the orgasms, it was just one big haze of her greedy pussy being insatiable and her being powerless in the face of those intense desires.

Squirt kept gushing out, her mattress and blankets were drenched, her clit sore from all the chafing, her wrist felt like it would fall off at any moment, she was out of breath and her body was so exhausted. This wasn’t good, this wasn’t right anymore, she needed help.

‘Mommy,’ she faintly yelled, but she was so out of breath from all the moaning and panting that there was barely any volume to her cries. ‘Mommy, make it stop please mommy.’

Yet mommy didn’t come to safe her, because mommy probably didn’t hear her in the first place. She fought the desires in her own body, she hid her hands behind her back so she wouldn’t touch herself, but it was pointless, she needed to touch herself or else she would go crazy. Emma cried helplessly as her body kept on being stuck in this frantic horniness, that never ending chase for the ultimate orgasm, the ultimate satisfaction that never came.

Eventually she passed out from sheer exhaustion.

‘What the hell, happened here?’ Mommy asked the next morning. ‘Sweetheart why aren’t you wearing a diaper? Why is everything, literally everything in your bed soaking wet? Poor thing, you’re shivering cold.’

When Emma opened her eyes and looked up in Mommy’s worried face she started crying again. ‘Mommy, help me.’ She said. ‘Help me please, make it stop.’

‘Emma?’ Mommy asked. ‘What’s wrong. I want to help you. Tell me what needs to stop?’

Emma’s entire body was sore, there was a strain in muscles she didn’t even know she had. She had the worst headache and her mouth was dry. Although her mouth being dry was the least of her problems right now.

Mommy put her in the bath and she commented on the bruises on Emma’s bottom, she asked how Emma got those. Emma shrugged.

‘I suspect I know what happened, you’re not allowed to tell me, are you?’

Emma wrapped her arms around mommy’s neck and mommy made a little comment about Emma sloshing a lot of water over the edge of the tub, yet she didn’t seem too mad about it. She put clean sheets on Emma’s bed and she tenderly rubbed some ointments on Emma’s bruises to help them heal and then Emma had to look in the flashing lights of the disrupter again, mommy reminded her of what a little girl she was and she was instantly pulled back in time. She was a little girl, she was such and innocent little girl, it felt so good, it made her so happy, it was almost as if Emma was addicted to being a little girl, to thinking and behaving like a little girl. Then Mommy put the disruptor away she gave Emma an injection to finish off the basics, mommy said before they went downstairs.

Emma felt cheery and joyful, she played with her food, she laughed at Mommy’s funny faces, she had fun in the play pen with all her toys, and she loved sitting in the buggy slash wheelchair and going for a little walk through the woods with mommy. She kept pointing at trees and mushrooms and pretty flowers and birds. The events of last night seemed to be completely forgotten, pushed away from her mind, unavailable to her primitive baby brain.

Yet she didn’t want to be fed by Baba, she just refused to open her mouth and if Baba moved the spoon her way she would cry out and call for mommy and she would cling to her mommy and be inconsolably crying in her arms for minutes at a time. She didn’t want to play with Baba, she didn’t want to sit with Baba, and if Mommy would step out of the room for a few moments she screamed at the top of her lungs.

It was dinner time. Mommy had strapped her into the high chair, and on her tray was a little plastic bowl with mushy peas and some chicken nuggets. The nuggets she could eat herself but the mushy peas had to be fed to her. Baba brought a spoon full of mushy peas to her mouth but Emma just turned her head to the other side and refused to open her mouth.

‘Come on, you have to eat your veggies.’ Baba said.

Tears were already burning in Emma’s eyes. ‘Mommy,’ she said. She reached out for Mommies arm and pulled on her elbow, making mommy spill her own food in her lap.

‘Mommy is eating.’ Baba said. ‘I can feed you just fine, they won’t taste any different whether I or Amara put them in your mouth.’

‘Mommy.’ Emma said her voice feeble almost as if she was begging. ‘Mommy.’

‘Leave it.’ Mommy said to Baba. ‘She obviously wants me to feed her. I’ll do it.’

‘You shouldn’t give in to that shit, she’s spoiled.’ Baba said.

‘It’ll be fine.’

‘No it won’t.’ Baba said. ‘She’s been jumping out of her skin whenever I’m around, she’s treating me like I’m some sort of monster and you’re encouraging her.’

Mommy sighed. ‘She has bruises all over bottom.’ She said. ‘Any idea how she got those?’

Baba shrugged. ‘I don’t know. Maybe she tried to climb out of her cot and fell down? Or maybe we should buy some extra soft pillow for in her buggy.’

‘So you had nothing to do with it?’ Mommy asked.

‘Off course not, Amara. I’m offended that you would even think that, I thought you loved me. I though you trusted me. We’ve been over this, the keystone of a healthy relationship is trust. Do you know how hurtful it is that you keep accusing me of being a monster, that’s probably why she’s treating me as a monster too, she’s just copying what she’s seeing.’

‘I’m sorry.’ Mommy said. ‘I know I’m sorry. I guess Emma always showed a strong attachment and a fear of strangers and some signs of separation anxiety even at the beginning, remember? So maybe because she’s regressed a bit further that has all amplified.’

‘Yeah,’ Baba said. ‘That sounds plausible, that’s probably it. But fix it okay, Amara. Fix her. I really don’t like to deal with her wining all day.’

‘I’ll see what I can do.’ Mommy said. ‘Just leave her be, I’ll take care of her for now.’

‘No.’ Baba said. ‘Just don’t shut me out. Don’t treat me like I’m the enemy.’

‘How am I treating you like the enemy?’ Mommy asked.

Emma didn’t want to hear them bickering anymore, she swayed her arm over her tray and pushed everything on the ground.

‘What did you do that for?’ Mommy said as she bend over to clean it up. She sounded strict and for a moment Emma feared mommy was mad at her yet when mommy’s bright red face appeared above the table again there was a playful twinkle in her eyes.

‘Why did you do that sweety?’

Emma giggled and the moment Mommy put her spoon back on her tray Emma swept it on the floor again, giggling even louder.

Mommy was now chuckling too. ‘I think I’ll keep this over here for a moment.’ She put Emma’s food and cutlery on the table just out of Emma’s reach. Emma was pulling on her harness trying to reach it so she could throw it on the floor again, she was already giggling with anticipation and Mommy’s laughing was infectious.

‘Sweetheart.’ Mommy intercepted her hand. ‘While I’m delighted that your developmental levels are adapting and it is a good sign that you now find joy in these sort of typical toddler games, I’m still going to stop you right here.’

A loud clash. Emma was in shock and immediately she started crying even before she figured out what had happened.

‘Why did you do that for?’ Mommy asked.

‘Oh... oops.’ Baba said. ‘Was I not suppose to do that?’

Now Emma saw Baba’s plate on the ground broken in three big pieces. Mommy just stared at the shards in silence and then ignored it as if nothing happened, she fed Emma her mushy peas, but the playfulness was gone from her eyes, it seemed almost like she was going through the motions mechanically somewhat anxious even.

‘I’m going to put Emma to bed,’ She said. ‘And you’re going to clean up your own mess, and when I come back we’re going to talk about this increase of erratic behavior because I don’t like it and I think that maybe it’s time for you to talk to a therapist.’

‘I’m not crazy.’

‘Well this behavior is not exactly normal either.’ Mommy said. ‘Anyway we’ll talk about this tonight, we’ll probably fight so put your dukes up, and afterwards you can fuck my brains out with some awesome make up sex.’

‘Fine.’ Baba said. ‘But just so you know, you don’t have to pick a fight with me every time you want sex, you could also just, you know, take your clothes of and smush your pussy into my face.’

‘Come on, bedtime little lady.’ Mommy said as she undid the straps around Emma’s shoulder.

Upstairs after her bedtime routine, Emma snuggled up in her crib underneath the fresh blankets that still smelled like washing powder. Mommy was meddling in the medicine cabinet and came back with he little pill.

Emma shook her head and refused to swallow it.

‘What’s wrong honey?’ Mommy asked. ‘It’s just a little sleeping pill, you’ve never been fussy about them before.’

Emma pressed her lips together as tightly as she could.

‘Come on?’ Mommy said. ‘Tell me what’s wrong, why don’t you want to take your sleeping pill today.’

‘It doesn’t stop.’ Emma said.

‘What doesn’t stop? Are you afraid you won’t wake-up anymore?’

‘No.’ Emma said. ‘In my pussy.’

‘What’s in your pussy? What doesn’t stop in your pussy?’ Mommy had a puzzled look on her face and studied Emma. ‘This is just a sleeping pill, you’ve had a dozen of these, they’ll make you a bit loopy at first and then you’ll become sleepy and then it’s super easy to fall asleep and to stay asleep.’

‘No.’ Emma still refused to take the pill and Momma got up and went back to the medicine cabinet.

‘I don’t understand.’ She said as she was rummaging through the boxes. ‘Did I pick the wrong one? There’s something with your pussy, and if you take the pill that doesn’t stop.’ For a moment it was quiet. ‘Oh,’ she said. She had a box in her hand and opened it quite roughly, she found a silver strip with the one pill missing. ‘Oh, okay.’ She said with a sigh. ‘Did Baba give you some pill yesterday?’

Emma shook her head.

‘Did Baba tell you to lie to me about it?’

Emma pressed her lips together and didn’t answer.

‘Fine.’ Mommy said. ‘Fine, I’ll end this right here right now.’ One by one she pressed the little white pills out of the silver strip and into the sink, and then she turned open the tap and washed them away.

‘So.’ She said. ‘No more aphrodisiacs for Robin to mess with and just to be safe.’ Mommy picked a bunch of other boxes out of the cabinet. ‘I’m going to keep those in the lab.’

She came back to Emma. ‘And you’re going to be a good girl and take your sleeping pills, it’s not an aphrodisiac, you’re just going to feel drowsy and fall asleep, I promise, I’ll sit with you until you’ve drifted off.’

Hesitantly Emma took the pill and then she leaned against mommy’s shoulder.

‘I know sweety.’ Mommy said as she was gently caressing Emma’s cheek. ‘I made a big mess, didn’t I? I just don’t know what to do. I want to make everything alright. I just want everyone to be happy, you, Robin, and if possible I would like myself to be happy too. I just don’t know how.’

Emma let out a soft grumble as she nestled herself against Mommy’s shoulder and drifted off with mommy softly stroking her back.

A few days later Emma was playing in the play pen, she’d build a really high tower, she didn’t like the tower itself, but she did like pushing it over, she like the chaos and the clattering sounds and the colors tumbling in all directions, but most of all she liked mommy’s silly faces when she she pushed over a tower.

Right now Mommy wasn’t playing with her though, mommy was dusting the window sill and the bookcase, while Baba was watering the plants. Baba had mostly leave her be these past few days, and whenever Baba wanted to get involved with Emma, Mommy just told Baba no, which meant Emma wasn’t crying and panicking as much. Baba did sometimes  give mommy a playful slap on her ass, or Baba would tangle her fingers in mommy’s hair, pull her head back and they kissed passionately, or Baba would push mommy against the wall slip her hand in Mommy’s panties.

After Mommy had vacuumed the floor and poofed up the pillows she came towards the play pen and she sat down besides Emma.

‘Today is a very special day.’ She said. ‘Because this afternoon someone is going to visit us.’

‘Who?’ Emma asked.

‘A man named Maurice Dashweat.’ Mommy said, she brushed a strand of hair from Emma’s face and gave her an inquisitive look. For a moment it was quiet.

‘Okay.’ Emma said.

‘Mommy has a very special gel,’ she said. ‘And Mommy is going to rub that over your tongue and your lips, and that’s going to make your mouth really numb, so you may start to drool a bit and you can’t talk properly anymore, but Mommy has this iPad and if you want something you can just show mommy on the iPad what you want okay?’ Mommy showed her a bunch of icons and then explained to her that if she wanted a cookie she could just tap the cookie. Mommy demonstrated and a mechanical robot voice came from the iPad and said cookie. ‘Do you understand sweetheart?’

Emma nodded. ‘But why?’ She asked.

Mommy laughed for a moment. ‘Because I want you to stay my little girl and I don’t want this man to take you away from me.’

‘Is he going to take me away?’ Emma said upset.

‘Ssh, don’t worry about it, not if you let mommy put some of that numbing gel in your mouth.’

Emma opened her mouth and Mommy put on a latex glove, she picked up a dollop of gel from a tub and she spread it all around Emma’s mouth, all the way to the back of her tongue, in her cheeks, her gums, her lips, mommy smeared the gel everywhere. When she was done she got the pacifier gag out and she spread a large amount of the gel around the pacifier.

Why is that? Emma wanted to ask, but her mouth was already not responding anymore and only some unarticulated sounds came out of her throat. Mommy seemed to understand her anyway.

‘Just so you’ll have a longer exposure to the drug,’ Mommy said. ‘We don’t know how long this man will be here, so just to be safe we have to make sure your mouth is numb for the rest of the day, sweety.’ She strapped the pacifier gag into Emma’s mouth and closed the strap behind her head.

‘You look cute,’ Mommy said, she gave Emma a brief little kiss on her cheek. ‘Maybe we should put you in a pacifier gag more often.’

There was a big nipple lodged in Emma’s mouth, it was pushing her mouth wide open and the gel left a remarkable tingle on her tongue, she wanted to close her lips to suckle on the nipple but she couldn’t, she felt a little drizzle of saliva already tickling over her chin.

‘There’s also a mean little trick,’ Mommy said. ‘I’m … I feel a little bit guilty about that, but we have to, you understand that sweety?’

Emma nodded and Mommy pulled out a syringe with a really long needle. ‘Go lay on your side and pull up your knees,’ Mommy said. She pulled Emma’s t-shirt up and she started counting the vertebrae, somewhere all they way up top almost in her neck Mommy plunged the needle into her back. Emma yelped in pain.

‘Ssh, ssh, ssh,’ Mommy said. ‘Please keep still.’

For a moment Emma thought she could feel a cold cloud emerging from the needle but that might as well be her imagination.

‘Ssh, there it’s done already.’ Mommy said. She pulled Emma’s t-shirt down again and she was softly stroking her back. ‘Just give it a moment and then you’ll first feel a bit dizzy as it’ll start to affect your inner ear and eventually when it’s in full force you’ll have a really hard time controlling the motion of your limbs, it’s just an artificial little myoelectric depletion in your muscles.’ Mommy was softly rubbing her over her tummy. ‘Are you feeling it yet?’ She asked.

Emma wanted to shake her head, but that wasn’t so easy, she had to really concentrate and focus on making that movement before her body would react the way she wanted to. She wanted to nod, but that was quite difficult too.

It felt like she was on a boat, as if the floor was bouncing up and down. She made a little noise.

‘I know sweetheart. I know. You’re adorable though,’ Mommy said. ‘I’m going to make coffee and get the rest of the house in order. If you need anything just yell okay.’

For a while Emma just kept laying on her back, afraid that if she would move she would tumble over and fall, yet after a while she got bored, she tried to sit up but that task seemed to be impossible. Her abs didn’t work and her arms didn’t obey, so then she tried to roll onto her tummy instead, only with the greatest of efforts she eventually managed to land on her tummy. It felt like it had taken her half an hour to do so and now there was something pricking her chest. She started crying, but maybe the numbing gel was starting to affect her vocal chords as well, or maybe her vocal cords not working were the result of that injection mommy gave her, anyway she could only produce a soft fussing.

‘She seems unhappy.’ Daddy said. ‘Do you want me to figure out what’s wrong or do you want me to stay away from her still.’

‘I’ll handle it.’ Mommy said. It took a while before she figured out that Emma was laying on top of a wooden block from the tower and that the block was hurting her. After she’d removed the toy Emma felt a lot happier.

‘Are you my little girl?’ Mommy said. ‘Who’s my little girl? Is Emma my little girl?’

Now happy sounds emerged from Emma’s throat.

When the bell rang, Mommy hasted herself to get the pacifier gag out of Emma’s mouth. She hid it in one of the cupboards and then she joined Baba in the hallway to talk to their guest.

Voices sounded and a moment later the three of them were leaning over her play pen and looking at her.

‘Emma,’ His voice trembling. ‘Can she hear me?’ He asked. ‘Does she recognize me? Emma?’

Mommy opened the playpen and she helped Emma to sit up, she had to hold Emma for balance. ‘Emma, look who’s here, look who came to visit you. Do you know who that is?’

Emma stared at the man with the silver streak in his hair and an expectant look in his brown eyes, somewhere on an intuitive level he felt familiar, but then she felt embarrassed and shy and she tried to hide behind mommy.

‘Ever since she’s woke up, she’s extremely shy and picky about the people she wants her to help.’ Mommy said. ‘Maybe we can have some coffee first and go over her medical records, that way we give Emma a chance to get used to us in her own time.’

‘Yeah,’ The man said distracted. ‘Yeah, I mean, yes okay.’

‘Do you want to join us Emma?’ Mommy asked. ‘Do you want to sit in your chair and join us or do you want to stay here with your toys?’ Mommy held up both hands, each hand representing one option. Emma reached out and grabbed one of Mommy’s hands, she wasn’t even sure what she’d picked. ‘Join us?’ Mommy said.

A moment later Emma was strapped into the stroller / wheelchair hybrid, mommy had given her a few of the colorful wooden blocks and they were now standing on the tray in front of her. Emma reached for a cylinder shaped block, but her fingers didn’t cooperate and she just pushed it back and forth a few times before she gave up.

‘I’m so sorry I didn’t come sooner.’ The man said. ‘I was in Peru and my wife just didn’t tell me, I heard only a week ago, and...I’m sorry.’ He got out a handkerchief and blew his nose, the loud sound startled Emma. ‘I just... I don’t understand why she didn’t tell me sooner, why she didn’t tell me earlier. I guess... I mean... I... I feel like a horrible father.’

‘Don’t be.’ Mommy said. ‘It was a freak accident, it could happen to anybody.’

‘No, no.’ The man shook his head. ‘After Emma’s mother died, she was so tiny still, she was just an itty-bitty little thing back then and I didn’t know what to do, I panicked, I thought I couldn’t raise a kid on my own, so I delved myself into my work, because that I knew and I told myself that if I made a lot of money I could support her and I could hire all the best nanny’s and...’ He paused for a moment and shook his head, there were tears glistening in his eyes. ‘I’d convinced myself that, that was the best thing I could do for her, for my itty-bitty little Emma.’

‘You took care of her in your own way, the only way you knew how.’ Mommy said. She reached out and put her fingers on the man’s elbow. ‘Please don’t blame yourself.’ She said.

‘It’s just.... four weeks. FOUR WEEKS it’s been and I didn’t even know, no one had bothered to tell me. They must have assumed I didn’t care, they must have assumed that the only thing I cared about was my company and making money. That’s horrible. How horrible is that if everybody thinks you don’t give a rats ass about your daughter.’

‘Sir.’ Mommy said. ‘I know you care. It is obvious to me that you care. You’re here now aren’t you?’

‘I am.’ He said.

‘It’s not healthy to blame yourself and to keep holding on to that guilt.’ Mommy said. ‘If you want to I can refer you to a grief counselor or a professional therapist.’

‘Yeah, maybe.’ He said. ‘I mean I don’t even know what happened, I don’t even know what’s the matter with her.’

There was a big string of drool dripping from Emma’s mouth, it was itching her chin, she made a few sounds, but Mommy didn’t respond to that, so then she struggled with her arm until she eventually managed to reach out to mommy and grab her clothes.

‘What’s wrong, sweety?’ Mommy asked. ‘What do you want.’ For a moment Mommy kept looking at her. ‘Do you need the iPad?’ She asked. She pulled out the device and Emma stared at the little icons. None of them were for asking to wipe the drool of her chin, she picked a picture with two hands hoping it meant help.

‘Friend.’ The device said.

‘What do you mean?’ Mommy asked. ‘Are you asking if your father wants to be your friend?’

‘I’d love to be your friend Emma,’ The man said.

Emma now picked an icon with a mouth.

‘Eat.’ The device said.

‘Are you hungry?’ Mommy said. ‘Let’s clean you up a bit, you’re drooling.’ She grabbed a little towel and wiped Emma’s mouth dry. ‘What do you want to eat?’ Mommy asked. ‘Do you remember where you can find the foods, behind this icon, which food would you like to eat.’ Emma pushed the iPad away.

‘Are you done talking for now?’ Mommy asked. ‘That’s okay, sweety.’ She briefly squeezed in Emma’s hand and took the iPad away from her again. ‘We’re still practicing communication, but she’s made great progress.’ Mommy said. ‘Although it seems to take a lot out of her and she doesn’t always want to talk, do you?’

‘Shouldn’t we give her something to eat?’ The man asked. ‘She asked for food.’

‘I don’t think she’s actually hungry, but there are some apple slices left.’ A moment later mommy returned and put a plastic bowl of apple slices on the tray. Emma pushed them onto the ground and started laughing.

‘You jokester.’ Mommy said as she picked up the apple slices. ‘Were you just fooling us?’ 

Emma laughed.

‘You’re so sweet and patient with her.’ The man said. ‘I was a bit wary when I heard she was staying with friends of Astrid instead of an actual hospital and... I still... I still have a lot of questions though.’

‘I’m here to answer them.’ Mommy said. ‘What do you want to know.’

‘For starters... what happened with her? What is... what is wrong with her?’

‘Okay.’ Mommy said. ‘Well off course we can’t be a 100% sure what happened but this is what we suspect. Astrid said that Emma had slipped somewhere near the pool.’

Emma made a little sound, those words sounded familiar Astrid and pool. She reached for mommy, but mommy didn’t give her the iPad, instead she just held Emma’s hand.

‘I wasn’t there, so I don’t know exactly, according to Astrid she was unconscious for a minute or two and then she opened her eyes and aside from a headache, there seemed nothing more to it. Then over the next few days Astrid noticed some atypical and erratic behaviors. I believe Emma put a shoe in the fridge at one point.’

‘Yeah... Astrid told me about the shoe in the fridge. Can that even happen? It sounds so weird?’

‘What probably happened is that because of her brain injury there was a lot of pressure on her brain and that must have affected her object recognition, Emma probably thought she was putting the butter back or something, although that’s a bit of guess work at this point. Anyway she started to have these mini-seizures, where she would go catatonic for maybe half a minute or forty seconds at a time and Astrid was getting worried. But you know... Astrid and Emma aren’t exactly the best of friends and whenever Astrid said something Emma just got mad and insisted that nothing was wrong with her, so then Astrid called me to come by and check her out. Astrid and I have been friends for ages. I went to med school and I specialized in neurology.’

‘She’s the best neurologist in the world.’ Baba said. She had been quietly sitting in the corner up till now. ‘What? It’s true,’ she said defensive. ‘Don’t be modest, Amara.’ Baba shrugged leaned forward and poured herself another cup of coffee. ‘Anybody?’ She said holding up the pot, yet without waiting for a reply she put it down again.

‘It’s between me and Robert Hu,’ Mommy said. ‘I’ve got more publications and patents, but he has just got his book out and he does more public speaking, so you know.’ Mommy shrugged.

‘But you’re not a doctor, right?’ The man said. ‘I’m like... I’m sorry, but I had my company do a background check on you, because I wanted to know who was caring for my daughter and they said you’re an Innovation Consultant for a Medical Supply Company called AOM.’

‘That’s true.’ Mommy said. ‘I did work in a hospital as a neurologist for about four years after I graduated, but there’s still so much we don’t know about the brain and I went back into research. I mostly do my private research here at home and AOM pays me for my advise about new drugs, new treatment methods, new technologies I discover.’

‘Right,’ the man said. ‘So... Emma... she is taken care of here, or would she be better of in a hospital?’

‘If she’d gone to the hospital she wouldn’t be alive today, or if she was she would be a vegetable.’ Mommy said. ‘When my girlfriend and I arrived at Astrid’s place, Astrid was in a panic, yelling at us, telling us to hurry that Emma was having some sort of seizure. We found her completely none responsive. If we’d called the hospital then we would have to wait for the ambulance to arrive, then for the ambulance to bring her back to the hospital, and then she would be waiting in an overcrowded ER for hours, over and over we would’ve told the same story, and they still probably would’ve tested her blood sugar and her toxins and all those other things first before they would put her into an MRI. Whereas we could also just put her in my car and bring her here, and figure out what’s going on with her brain right away. We found a little tear in one of her blood vessels and that blood had been building and building up in her brain creating an edema and the pressure was causing her to have problems. Look.’ Mommy said. She reached for one of the file folders on the coffee table and gave the man a black and white picture, the man stared at it for a moment and then put it back.

‘The longer we would’ve waited the more damage would be done to her brain, but because we were able to act right away, we could put her in a medically induced coma and relief some of the strain, after she woke up there was a lot that she needed to learn again, talking, walking, eating you know all the basics. Because she’s living here with us all those therapies can done by me and my partner and I think that’s why she’s making such progress. We can give her one on one support 24 hours a day, there’s no information getting lost in meetings or shift changes. Actually her progress is amazing compared to other people with similar conditions, I might just write a paper on her and suggest this type of home-environment therapy as the new protocol.’

‘Will she fully recover?’ The man asked.

‘Definitely.’ Baba’s voice came somewhat aggressively from her corner.

Mommy shook her head. ‘We can’t make that promise, Robin sweetheart.’ She said. ‘We don’t know what’s going to happen, she might recover, she might plateau for a while and stop recovering. Her progress so far is really promising and I have high hopes, but I really can’t predict the future.’

‘I can.’ Robin said. ‘She’s young and resilient and the physical damage to her brain is minimal. I can guarantee with the right approach she’ll be back to her old self in a matter of days.’

‘Robin.’ Mommy said strictly.

‘You’re Robin Mackintosh,’ the man said. ‘Miss Gerritson’s girlfriend. You’re an administrative assistant for a sneaker company, right?’

‘So what?’ Robin said.

‘That’s right,’ Mommy said. ‘Robin has no medical background and she shouldn’t be making big sweeping statements like that without the proper medical data.’

Robin rolled her eyes.

‘You also have a criminal record.’ The man said.

‘O my gosh,’ Robin said. ‘My ex-girlfriend once shoplifted some earrings, it was cute it’s a funny story, I’m no criminal.’

‘Still,’ the man said. ‘I’m not sure whether I want someone with no medical background and a criminal record working with my daughter while she’s so vulnerable.’

‘You’re absolutely right to be wary of that,’ Mommy said. ‘But I can assure you Robin may help feed her, or wipe her mouth, or change her diaper or something, but I’m the one who makes all the executive decisions on the medical stuff.’

Emma was getting a restless in her wheelchair, they just kept talking and talking and talking about her. There was once more a drip of saliva dangling from her chin, she reached for mommy and she started fussing. She pushed the wooden blocks on the floor but even their clattering sounds couldn’t cheer her up.

‘What’s wrong with her?’ The man asked.

Mommy put the iPad in front of her and Emma stared at the sixteen icons, a moment ago mommy had found another page, and made other icons appear, but Emma didn’t know how to do that. She just tapped the icons that were there to figure out what they meant. ‘No. I want. Stop. Eat. Go. Cold. Drink. Done.’ Emma pressed Go a couple of times.

‘You want to go somewhere, where do you want to go?’ Mommy pulled up a new page of icons.

‘Zoo.’ Emma pressed and then she tried: ‘Home, Outside, Bed, Park, Swimming Pool.’

‘Calm down.’ Mommy said. She grabbed Emma’s hand and stopped her from tapping the screen. ‘Now carefully look at the pictures and try to tell me where do you want to go.’

‘Zoo.’ Emma pressed the button and giggled. ‘Zoo, zoo zoo.’ She tapped the icon a few times in a row.

‘Where not going to the zoo today.’ Mommy said.

‘I can take her.’ The man said. ‘I can take her this weekend if she wants.’

‘I really don’t think that’s a good idea, it’s way too overwhelming for her. But we could go outside, do you want to go for a little walk outside.’ Mommy asked.

A moment later she was wearing shoes and a coat and the man was pushing her wheelchair over the wobbly path. For a moment Emma fussed, because she’d rather wanted Mommy to push her, but Mommy held her hand and told her it was okay. Baba didn’t join them and when they came back, Baba was gone, at least she wasn’t downstairs in the living room anymore.

Mommy asked Emma if she wanted to show her father some of the progression she’d made. She had to hold on to mommy and walk a few steps. It was near impossible to control her body and after she’d shuffled her foot forward a few centimeter she just gave up.

Mommy also asked her to repeat certain sounds or mommy asked her to point to a particular shape and a particular color. She was getting tired though, she was tired of not being able to control her muscles, of not being able to talk, she was getting grumpy and she simply refused. Still the man kept talking to her and mommy kept asking her questions and showing the man stuff she worked on with Emma, even though Emma couldn’t remember that at all. She reach for the iPad

‘Done. Stop. Done. Stop.’ She said. She was glad when the man finally got the message and left. Mommy saw him out of the front door and when she returned to the room, she was pulling the bobby pins and the hair ties out of her bun. Her long raven black hair falling over her shoulders.

‘Pfff.’ She said. She laid down in the play pen next to Emma. Her head resting on a stuffed monkey. She closed her eyes for a moment, shaking her head.

‘What are we doing Emma?’ She said. ‘What the hell am I doing with my life.’

Emma still could do very little. She reached for mommy and then put her head on Mommy’s shoulder. Mommy caressed her ever so soothingly, while kissing her in her hair.

‘Is this all worth it?’ Mommy asked. ‘I mean when this all started it seemed so easy, you know. Astrid wanted you out of the way, and Robin had wanted an adult little girl to add to our relationship and it was just so hard finding someone, I mean, it actually seemed easier to just train you. I thought it would make her happy, I thought it would maybe fix our relationship, but...’ Mommy shook her head. ‘It’s been so stressful, it’s been so much work, and now your father’s getting involved and Robin is – God knows what’s going on with Robin.’ 

Emma produced some unarticulated sounds and mommy pushed her closer to her.

‘You’re adorable though.’ She said. ‘I mean, I never expected to feel... as much and as intensely. I... I don’t know Emma. I don’t want to loose you, really even the thought of loosing my little girl makes my heart hurts so badly, that makes me want to squeeze you so tightly and never let you go. Maybe Robin is right though, maybe we should just blow this off and forget about everything, pretend you’ve made some miraculous recovery.’ Mommy grabbed the monkey from under her head and pressed the paw against Emma’s nose. Emma chuckled.

‘What’s the alternative?’ Mommy asked. ‘Let my relationship with Robin explode, again? Then take her back again? Let your father visit once a week? Let him take you to the zoo? Shoot you up with drugs every time?’

Mommy closed her eyes and it was quiet for a long time. Emma closed her eyes too and together they just laid there holding each other tight, surrounded by toys.

‘Is he gone?’ Baba’s voice made Emma open her eyes again. ‘Good.’ Baba said. ‘I’m going out with Helen by the way, she got us tickets to this really stupid amateur band so we’re going to put on some fishnet stockings and pretend to like them, it’s gonna be hilarious.’

‘Okay. Have fun.’ Mommy said.

‘That’s it?’ Baba asked. ‘You really do not care about me, at all, is it?’

‘I trust you.’ Mommy said.

‘Fuck you.’ Baba said. ‘Anyway I don’t know if I’ll sleep home tonight, maybe it’s just easier to get a motel or something.’

‘Okay,’ Mommy said.

‘Amara you can at least sit up and open your eyes and look at me, you have no idea how rude and disrespectful you are.’

Mommy pulled herself up to a sitting position. Emma’s head slipped of her shoulder and bonked on the floor. She whined.

‘Okay.’ Mommy said. ‘Have fun.’

‘So you want me to spend the night with Helen in a motel, is that what you want Amara?’

‘Yeah,’ Mommy said. ‘I think that would be best.’

‘Why?’ Robin asked. ‘So you don’t want me here, I’m not welcome here anymore apparently. Well I might just never come home, is that what you want Amara, would that make you happy. I’ll just die in a ditch somewhere.’

Mommy laughed. ‘Does it matter what I want? Doest it matter what makes me happy at this point? Is there anything I can do or say that could make you react... I don’t know... in a sane way? Or is every word from me just going to escalate this conversation further until you eventually storm off in a fit of rage? Are you going to twist every word I say around so you can feel like a victim and you can have Helen lick your wounds?’

‘Don’t pretend that this is all my fault.’

‘Just go have a fun night with Helen, I have some stuff to think over anyway, some decision to make.’

‘What decisions?’ Robin asked alarmed.

‘Go.’ Mommy said. ‘Just go.’

‘No.’ Robin said. ‘Are you going to break-up with me, shouldn’t we talk about it instead.’

‘We’ve talked, just go. Go. Go. Go. GO!’ She kept yelling until Baba disappeared and the front door slammed shut. Mommy spread herself out next to Emma again. ‘Is that what you meant this afternoon sweetheart? Did you want us to go away because you felt like a caged zoo animal?’

Emma thought about it, it was not what she’d meant in that moment. It was not what she felt or experienced in that moment, but it also didn’t seem too much of a stretch. She didn’t say anything, primarily because she couldn’t talk anyway but also because she didn’t know what to say.

Again it was quiet for a long time. Both of them just lying on the bottom of the play pen, mommy closed the gate. ‘I wish I was a little girl too.’ She said, she picked up a rattler and shook it around. ‘What do you even do with this?’ She asked. ‘Stick it in your mouth.’ She suckled on it for a moment. ‘I don’t get it.’ She said after a while. ‘Here you try it.’ She put the rattler against Emma’s lips and rubbed it back and forth a few times. ‘You don’t have to.’ She said. She threw the rattler out of the play pen. Emma giggled. ‘Do you think that’s so funny?’ Mommy said. ‘And how about if I threw out this... car? Still funny, and this ball?’ Emma giggled again. Mommy kept chucking out toys and laughing until they were both out of breath.

‘Do you think I’m addicted?’ She asked Emma. ‘Do you think I’m addicted to bubbles? Like metaphorical bubbles, the bubbles in time together with Robin when we shut out daily life and just have sex endlessly or this idea of living in a bubble with you, just with the three of us in this magical fantasy family of our own creation? Maybe I’m just addicted to escaping reality, but is not all addiction an escape from reality? I do tend to make self-destructive choices in favor of those bubbles.’ Mommy said. ‘Do you think I should go in therapy?’ She hoisted Emma up and she let her lean against the wall. She knelt in front of Emma. And showed her two hands. ‘Do you think Mommy is addicted, or not addicted.’ She wriggled with the fingers of each hand to indicate which hand would represent which option. Emma reached for her hand.

‘Addicted, eh?’ Her mommy said. ‘You might be right sweetheart. And do you think therapy or not.’

Again Emma reached for mommy’s hand.

‘Therapy?’ Mommy said, she pressed her lips forward and made a pouty mouth.

‘Do you understand what I’m saying or not?’ Mommy asked. ‘You do understand? Or are you just reaching for my right hand no matter what I say? Do you want to order pizza or Chinese? Pizza. Do you want to stay with mommy or go back home? Stay with Mommy. Do you want to be a little girl still or do you want to go back to being a 23 year old? Little girl.’ Mommy said. ‘And what if we turn it around, what if this hands means you stay mommy’s little girl and this hand means you go back to your old life being your old 23 year old self, which one would you pick then?’

Emma reached for her iPad and she tapped on the mouth icon. ‘Eat.’ The iPad said.

‘Do you just want to eat?’ Mommy asked. ‘What do you want?’ She pulled up the page with all the different food items, Emma pressed her finger against the pizza icon.’

‘Pizza?’ Mommy said. ‘But darling with your nummy-numb mouth that’ll be impossible.’ She leaned over her tongue grazing past Emma’s lips, slipping inside her mouth and playing around on the inside for a while. When mommy pulled back she wiped her mouth with her sleeve and she wiped Emma’s mouth too. ‘Let’s order Chinese, okay? A little bit of rice with some sauce I think we can manage that.’

Mommy sat down next to her leaning against the wall, she closed the talking app on the iPad and then she opened the website of a local Chinese restaurant that would deliver to their house.

Mommy said that Emma would be sleeping in the big bed with her tonight. She helped Emma onto the mattress and then she lifted Emma’s unruly limbs to undress her, she put her fingers against Emma’s pussy and played with her for a little while. There was a welcome arousal building up in between her legs.

A cold droplet landed on Emma’s shoulder, she tried to figure out what was going on and she saw Mommy crying, she reached out for Mommy’s face, but Mommy pushed her hand aside. ‘I’m fine.’ Mommy said. ‘Don’t worry about me, just enjoy yourself.’

A finger sliding inside of her and mommy gently massaged her insides for a while, then she knelt in between Emma’s legs and lifted the pussy towards her mouth. Her tongue caressing on Emma’s labia, nudging her little clit.

A gurgled moan came out of Emma’s throat.

‘Good girl.’ Mommy said, her voice thin and feeble and about to break. Mommy was still crying. Mommy’s tears mixing in with Emma’s horniness. Emma wanted to do something, she wanted to sooth mommy, pet her, caress her, tell her that everything was going to be fine, yet she was helpless, her body was helpless.

‘Mommy,’ she tried to say, but it came out like incoherent mumbling.

Her pussy was feeling better and better though, despite mommy being so obviously distraught, she still knew how to yield her tongue in a way that made Emma squirm with pleasure.

She was worried about Mommy, but the arousal in her pussy was growing and growing and Mommy kept flicking her tongue over Emma’s clit, coercing her into an orgasm.

Maybe Mommy didn’t know Emma had orgasmed because her body was too limp to shake her mouth to weak to scream and moan fervently, or maybe Mommy knew but just didn’t care, in any case her tongue kept on going. Unwavering. Unfaltering. Just licking and circling. Emma’s clit was really sensitive now and she whined and fussed until Mommy asked her what was wrong and stopped.

Now Mommy lied down on top of Emma, she forced her thigh in between Emma’s legs against Emma’s pussy while she was grinding her own pussy up against Emma’s thighs. Mommy was panting and moaning. One moment she would dig her fingers in Emma’s shoulder or cup her boob and play with the nipple. The next moment she would snivel and wipe her tears away from her face.

Mommy managed to orgasm and then she sunk on the bed next to Emma again.

‘I don’t know.’ She said. ‘I don’t know what I’m doing sweety. I just don’t know. Everything seems to be slipping away from me, you, Robin and if I do let you go back I’m probably going to loose Astrid as a friend.’ She scoffed. ‘Maybe I should try to go on a date with Helen, she does seem to have a soft spot for train wracks, I’m sorry I shouldn’t have said that, that was mean, I can be such a bitch sometimes. Luckily Robin didn’t hear me say that. I just want to take a little break, okay, I just... don’t you think Mommy deserves a little break? Fuck it.’ Mommy got up out of bed, she disappeared into the hallway and came back with a strip of pills. ‘You want one too, sweetheart? Here pick a hand, pills or no pills?’

Emma reached for the hand without the medication, mommy switched hands and asked again and once more Emma reached for the empty hand.

‘Fine, no sleeping pill for you.’ Mommy said. ‘But I do need a little moment of peace.’ She pressed two pills out of the strip and put them in her mouth, she laid herself down next to Emma. It took quite some time before she saw Mommy’s eyelids grow heavy and her eyes get a loopy glaze.

She wanted to sing a lullaby for mommy, just like how mommy always sang her a song as she was drifting, but she could barely hum.

‘Hey.’ Mommy said with a slurred and drowsy voice. ‘I just realized with the sleeping pills you did pick both hands, does that mean you did know what you were saying earlier?’

It was quiet for a moment.

‘Still can’t talk huh?’ Mommy said. ‘Don’t worry the drugs will flush through your system soon. Soon. And then you’re free to go. Free as a bird. Free to go to Jutland. Jutland is in Denmark did you know? Soon sweetheart, you’re not locked in your crib tonight. Okay honey? So if your medicine is flushed through just leave, just leave okay? Make the choice for me, so I won’t have to. Give me what I deserve, call the cops on me if you want to, or if you want to have mercy don’t call the cops, just let me destroy myself chasing Robin-bubbles. Now I’m picturing a Robin-bubble as a big fart that comes out of her ass, maybe that’s accurate, or maybe the sleeping pills started working and I’m hallucinating. I don’t know which would be more compassionate cops or self-destruction.’ Mommy’s voice was trailing of, there were a few incoherent sounds and then a low hum deep within her throat that morphed into a snoring as the sleep got a hold of her.

Emma looked at Mommy, she tried if she could move and talk yet, but she had to wait patiently. She got bored, but then she moved past the boredom and she found some sort of meditative trance, she looked at the beam of moonlight falling through a crack in the curtains and as the curtains waved on a little breeze, so was the light beam wavering on the ceiling.

She didn’t even noticed when exactly the control over her body returned again, she just realized she was laying on her tummy and that she must have rolled over and when she pressed herself up on her elbows to figure out how she’d managed to roll over she suddenly realize that she could push herself up on her elbows.

She nestled herself closer to mommy and with the tip of the blanket she wiped a tear out of the corner of mommy’s eye. Gently she ran her fingers through Mommy’s hair and she caressed her forehead.

‘Don’t be sad, Mommy.’ She whispered. ‘Don’t be sad please. I’ll sing you a song, so you can dream about happy things, so you can have a little break.’ She sang Mommy not one but five different songs and eventually she drifted off with her hand protectively wrapped around Mommy’s shoulder.

‘The fuck, Amara.’ Robin’s voice echoed through the bedroom, she turned on the lights and Emma grunted. She rubbed her eyes and blinked a few times to get used to the intensity.

In the doorway Baba stood, with her heels in her hand, her lipstick smudged and her eye make-up made her look like a zombie. She took a sip from a can of beer.

‘The fuck do you think you’re doing?’ She threw one of her heels at Mommy, but Emma  swatted it out of the air before it could hit mommy. ‘You’re such a disrespectful bitch, you know that. Always accusing me, but you’re the one sleeping with someone else, the first chance you get. Don’t ignore me, you know that won’t work, that will only make me mad, do you want me to be mad Amara?’

Baba threw her other shoe, this one Emma couldn’t intercept and the spike heel hit mommy in the shoulder. Mommy grunted for a moment but didn’t open her eyes.

‘Stop it.’ Emma said.

‘Keep out of it, you little home wrecker.’ Baba said.

‘Mommy’s sleeping.’ Emma said. ‘It’s the middle of the night.’

‘Don’t be a fool. She’s faking it. She’s just ignoring me, because she thinks my emotions are erratic and so far beneath her, but I’m not taking her crap anymore. Helen says I should stick up for myself.’

Baba approached the bed she pulled on Mommy’s shoulder and rolled Mommy on her back. ‘How fucking stupid do you think I am.’ She said. ‘I’m not falling for your shit anymore, Amara.’ Baba was quiet for a moment. ‘Amara?’ She said, her voice had changed from angry to frightened. ‘Amara, wake-up, open your eyes.’ She shook Mommy’s shoulders back and forth. Mommy briefly looked up, but her eyes were rolling in their sockets, turning into little slithers of white.

‘What’s wrong with her?’ Robin said. She now turned to Emma. ‘What did you do to her?’

‘I... nothing...’ Emma said hastily. ‘She just took a sleeping pill.’

‘How many?’ Robin asked. ‘How many did she take, why didn’t you stop her?’

‘She needed a little break.’ Emma said.

‘Amara.’ Robin said with a panicked voice. ‘Amara. Open your eyes, please. Please Amara. Don’t do this to me. Please.’ She was shaking Mommy’s shoulder and pulling on her eyelids to force her to open her eyes. Emma tried to push Baba away. ‘Leave Mommy alone.’ She said. ‘Let her sleep, she’s had a tough day. Mommy deserves a little break.’

‘How many pills did she take?’ Baba asked. ‘Did you see? Which ones did she take?’ 

‘I don’t know.’ Emma said frightened. ‘Two maybe? I don’t know maybe one, maybe three, the strip is here somewhere.’ Emma pushed the satin sheets aside and looked under the pillow until she saw the silver corner sticking out. ‘There.’ She said.

Baba grabbed it and counted the empty spaces. ‘So only five?’ She asked.

Emma shook her head. ‘No, some of them were already gone.’

‘Five is a ploy for attention.’ Baba said. ‘She just fucking with me, she wants to scare me, she wants to make me feel guilty, she wants me to cry for her and feel sorry for her, she just a manipulative shrew.’ Baba threw the strip of pills at Emma and the corner of the plastic scratched her arm.

‘Ouch,’ Emma said, rubbing the sore spot. ‘I don’t think she’s trying to manipulate you, Baba. She was very upset, she was crying and she had a tough day. I think she honestly just wanted to sleep and have a little break, and I’m fairly sure she didn’t take five pills, she just took the one.’

‘Don’t trust her.’ Baba said. ‘She can’t be trusted, you’re so sweet and innocent defending your poor little mommy, but she isn’t that poor by far. She brainwashed you. You didn’t know that, did you? She drugged you and brainwashed you. She manipulated you and now she controls your mind.’

‘You’re lying.’ Emma said upset. ‘You’re the one manipulating her.’

‘That’s what she wants you to think. that’s what she’s making you believe with all her brain tricks, do you really believe you’re a little girl? Look down, little girls don’t have boobs do they? Do you really believe you slipped and fell and forgot stuff? She made you forget, she forced you to forget who you are, because as long as you don’t remember who you are, she can make you believe anything.’

‘Stop it.’ Emma was yelling now too. ‘Stop it Baba, don’t say that, don’t be so mean.’

‘I’m not being mean. I’m just telling you the truth, it’s up to you whether you’re going to feel sorry for yourself because the truth hurts or whether the truth will set you free.’

‘Baba! Stop it. I don’t believe you. You’re drunk.’ Emma said.

‘And don’t ever call me fucking Baba again. I’m not your Baba, that’s just something she made up because she decided we couldn’t both be mommy, that label does nothing for me, nothing, my pussy stays just one big desert. It’s bullshit, you’re bullshit.’

Emma was about to cry, she just felt so confused, so angry and powerless. She softly stroke Mommy’s cheek, but mommy wasn’t waking up to help her, mommy wasn’t telling Baba to shut up, mommy wasn’t reassuring her that she was a little girl and that she liked being a little girl, mommy was just not there. Mommy slept peacefully, her breath muggy and warm against Emma.

‘If you don’t believe me, go google yourself, there’s a computer in the lab. Your name is Emma Dashweat, you’ll see you’ve had a whole life before you came here. You do know how computers work, do you, or has she brainwashed you to forget that as well?’

Emma shook her head, not really sure whether she was saying no to googling herself or saying no to being brainwashed. Baba’s words kept echoing in her mind, somehow they seemed to stick there, they seemed to have awakened a confusion, a doubt she couldn’t shake anymore.

How could she not be a little girl? Was it even possible that she had another life, that she was in fact an adult. She looked at her boobs, she cupped her own boobs and pressed them against her chest.

‘But I wear a diaper.’ She said. ‘I need a diaper.’

‘You know that numbing stuff she put in your mouth today, she puts it in your pussy too, to rob you of your bladder control.’

‘But... but... I like toys, I like playing with stacking towers and rattles and teething rings and...I mean, that’s what I like, it makes me happy in my tummy, that’s not like a hypnotized thought but an actual feeling, and... how... and just... how can that be?’

‘She’s a genius, she just changes your brain to think and to feel whatever she wants  you to think and feel. Honestly, believe me or don’t. I don’t even care.’ Baba undressed herself and when she was completely naked she plumped down on the bed and she snuggled her naked body up against Mommy’s body. Emma didn’t dare to leave the two of them alone, she felt the need to protect her mommy, even though Baba had calmed down significantly. It was like Baba needed someone else to be confused and in pain, just so she herself could calm down. Baba was gently stroking Mommy’s arm and nuzzling her face in Mommy’s hair.

Emma tried to fall asleep again, but somehow she couldn’t. Baba’s words had awakened something in her, something she tried to fight off, thoughts she wanted to suppress, but those thoughts were out of their cage now, and they didn’t want to go back. She had to know, she had to know if it was true or if Baba was lying to her.

She went to the lab turned on the computer and opened Google, for a while she stared at the search box, she didn’t actually need to search her own name, deep down inside she knew that Baba was right, she just didn’t want to know. She should just leave it be, go back to bed, so she could pretend Baba was lying, tomorrow morning mommy would make her look at the light flashes, and she would get another injection, and maybe if she told mommy about Baba’s outrageous accusations, Mommy would wipe the memories of that conversation from her mind too.

‘Emma Dashweat,’ she typed her own name and found her own Instagram. She recognized her own face. Her heart was beating furiously, her fingers were trembling, even though she recognized herself she didn’t quite recognize the moments. She saw herself posing on the hood of a car, a selfie in front of the mirror, a photo in a wet bikini stating she loved to work out in the pool, although the picture seemed to be more about her boobs than about her work-out, she saw a photo with two other girls at night in some club, they looked familiar, they must be her friends. She squinted at their faces and tried to remember their names.

Denise and Jayda. She didn’t know if she actually remembered or if she cheated by looking who were tagged in the photo.

“Sometimes happiness is about enjoying what is right in front of you,” she’d written under a picture of her own feet, a glass of wine and the pool. It’s easy to say that if in front of you was white wine and a pool, but what if you were trapped in a conspiracy, what if they’d stolen your identity, they didn’t actually steal her identity, they had just given her new identity, what if all you wanted to do was be mommy’s little girl even if you knew full well that was a lie. Was that how Stockholm syndrome worked? She couldn’t trust her own feelings, her own desires, her own thoughts, but if she couldn’t trust herself then who? Baba? Mommy?

She opened the drawers in the desk and looked at files, none seemed to be about her, she rummaged through the entire lab, looking for some documentation about her brainwashing, something she could hold on to, and then she remembered the file folder downstairs that they’d discussed this afternoon, she went downstairs and grabbed the papers. She looked at an MRI scan, a chart, a list with numbers, lots and lots of medical terminology she didn’t understand. Yet she clutched the file folder against her chest as if it held some sort of redemption and then she saw the play pen, the toys scattered around the living room, because Mommy had thrown them everywhere and she sat down in the middle of the play pen, still holding the file folder, instinctively reaching out for a wooden block, she put it on top of another wooden block and then another, she made a tower and then she pushed it over.

A chuckle bubbled up in her chest. See. This was real, this had to be real, how could it not be real? She grabbed a stuffed monkey and suckled on his nose, she played with plastic toy with buttons that would light up, and she pressed a star shaped block through a star shaped hole, it didn’t even fit at once, she had to twist it and turn it around until she’d figured it out.

Surrounded by her toys she eventually fell asleep. She woke up when it was already light outside, the folder had slipped out of her arms while she was sleeping and now the papers were spread out all around her, she picked up the MRI scan with the big white spot in her brain and then just to test who she was she built a tower and threw it over. It brought her joy, but not as much joy as tonight, it wasn’t as fun as she remembered it to be, although there was no way to quantify the amount of fun she was having.

She went upstairs to look for mommy, after all that happened last night the thing she needed and wanted most in the entire world was a big reassuring hug, however when she approached mommy’s bedroom, she could hear moans and she figured mommy and Baba were having sex. She sat down with her back against the door and she listened to the rhythmic and repetitive moaning.

Maybe she should get out of here while she still could. Why stay? Why give those women the opportunity to drug and brainwash her again? She pulled her knees to her chest and rocked back and forth until the door swung open and someone yelped as they almost stumbled over her.

‘Still here?’ Baba asked. ‘Amara?’

Mommy came over she squatted down next to Emma, she reached for Emma’s face but Emma pulled away. ‘So...’ Mommy said.

‘So.’ Emma echoed.

‘You’re still here.’ Mommy said.

‘Where was I suppose to go?’ Emma asked.

‘How are you feeling?’ Mommy said.

‘Confused.’ She said.

‘I can imagine. Baba told me about your fight.’

‘We’re not supposed to call her Baba anymore.’ Emma said.

‘So what do you want to do?” Mommy asked.

Emma shrugged.

Mommy stopped squatting and sat down on her bum, she stretched her legs out in front of her and massaged her own knees.

‘What are you going to do?’ Mommy asked.

Somehow tears welled up in Emma’s eyes she hid her face in her own knees. ‘I don’t know.’ She said. ‘What are my options? Do that thing with your hands so I’ll have two to pick from.’

Mommy smiled. ‘Follow me.’ She said. She got up and walked out in front of Emma, she was wearing just a t-shirt and some panties, the bottom of her ass peeked out from underneath the shirt as she walked. In the lab mommy looked at the mess she’d made.

‘So you’ve been here?’ she said. ‘Found anything interesting?’

‘Most I didn’t understand.’ Emma said.

‘Sit down.’ Mommy said gesturing towards the chair. She herself sat on top of the desk and crossed her legs. Emma reached out ever so hesitantly and briefly pressed her pink against Mommy’s thigh, just to feel how smooth the skin felt. Mommy looked for a moment at Emma’s hand but didn’t say anything. She pressed her lips together closed her eyes and when she opened her eyes they were shimmering with tears.

‘Is there a happy ending imaginable out of this mess?’ Mommy asked.

‘No.’ Emma said. ‘I don’t know. I wouldn’t... I...’ She shrugged. ‘It’s your mess. It’s was your stupid idea and now I’m left with stupid options. I can throw my own mommy under the bus, or leave her to her own self-destruction, I can choose to stay and be happy as a little girl, be where I feel I belong, close to my mommy and be dragged down by your bad choices and inevitably be destroyed in your whirlwind of self-destruction or I can safe myself and betray myself as I’m betraying you.’

‘You don’t sound like a little girl anymore.’ Mommy said. ‘I guess Baba messed up a lot of your training last night.’

‘I guess.’ Emma said. ‘Throwing over towers is still fun.’

‘Hmm,’ Mommy said. ‘I guess that’s kind of fun anyway even as an adult. The thrill of chaos.’

Emma laughed. ‘You should go in therapy.’ She said. ‘You and Baba both. You’re just bad for each other, just... ‘ She shook her head. ‘Bad.’

‘But sometimes bad feels so good, it feels so right, so exciting, so thrilling. It’s a complicated situation.’

‘Does it though?’ Emma said. She put two hands up in the air. ‘Self-care and respect,’ she wriggled her fingers, or ‘Self-destruction.’

Mommy bowed her head, she grabbed the self-respect hand first, but then in one motion she pulled them both down. ‘Let’s give you your old memories back,’ she said, ‘let’s turn you back into that vapid spoiled superficial snob again before you become too smug and wise.’

‘You’re not really selling it.’ Emma said.

Mommy got up from the desk, she pulled up the hood of a machine and showed the leather padded table encased within. ‘Come.’ She said. ‘I’ll prep you a paralytic.’

Emma climbed upon the table and willingly stuck out her arm. A little prick as mommy pressed the needle through her skin. ‘How do I know you’re not sedating me and brainwashing me all over again?’ Emma asked. ‘You might as well just start over and then next thing I know I wake up in a crib again.’

‘You might.’ Mommy said. ‘That might be fun, don’t you think?’

The paralytic was starting to take affect now and Emma’s body was slumping forward, Mommy caught her and spread her out on the table, she tied her down, attached the sticky sensors to her temples again and submerged the table and Emma’s body in a thick lukewarm gel, then she closed the hood and Emma was surrounded by darkness. There was a flash of light and then another one.

When she opened her eyes she was still laying on the table and she looked up in Mommy’s face as Mommy was untying her. There were so many thoughts in her mind, there were so many memories and opinions and just... thoughts, random thoughts about Mommy’s bun being a little bit askew and how red and swollen Mommy’s eyes were and how overall she just had a tattered look.

‘I know who you are.’ Emma said.

‘Good,’ Mommy said. ‘How do you feel about that?’

‘Angry.’ Emma said. ‘I guess the old me is mostly angry and the new me just feels sorry for you, I guess.’

Mommy nodded. ‘Fair enough.’ She said.

‘How long was I in there?’ Emma asked. ‘You’re wearing different clothes.’

‘Roughly three days.’ Mommy said. ‘62 hours to be exact.’

‘Did she break-up with you? Is that why you’ve been crying again?’

Mommy shook her head. ‘Not yet.’ She said. ‘But it won’t be long.’

‘You’re pathetic.’ Emma said kind of disgusted. ‘You know you don’t have to helplessly wait for her to pull the plug, you can just break up with her.’

‘I don’t want to.’ Mommy said. ‘I need to be dumped, it’s easier that way.’

‘You’re insane.’

‘I’ve done crazier things than stay with a partner who treated me badly.’

‘Like kidnapping your friend’s stepdaughter and brainwashing her to be your little girl, so your friend can steal her inheritance.’

Mommy laughed. ‘To name an example.’ She said.

Emma laughed too, but when they were both done laughing an awkward silence filled up the lab, Emma stared at her own knees and then she looked at mommy, for a moment they just gazed in each others eyes intently.

Finally Mommy looked away. ‘What do you want to do now?’ She said. ‘You want a ride back home, or you want me to call you a cab, or you want your father to pick you up?’

‘You bring me back.’ Emma said.

When she got in the van she felt immensely drawn to the adult sized car seat and just to try it out she sat down for a moment.

‘You don’t have to.’ Mommy said.

‘I know.’ Emma said. ‘I was just joking.’ She climbed over the chairs and sat herself down in the passenger seat. Robin came to the garage just as they were about to leave and Emma rolled down the window.

‘Bye Baba,’ she said.

‘You’re a snake.’ Robin said. ‘A poisonous snake and you ruined everything.’

‘I know.’ Emma said. ‘I’m gonna miss you too.’

When they approached home Emma got more and more nervous. Her father was elated to see her, he held her shoulders and he couldn’t belief his eyes, he kept hugging her and kissing her and he called Mommy a miracle worker. He kept offering her money, but Mommy insisted that it wasn’t necessary, that it was a pleasure to work with Emma.

Her stepmother also pretended to be happy and surprised. It was kind of entertaining to see her struggling to hide her own discontent.

‘Is there anything we need to be aware of,’ her father asked, when mommy stepped back in the car.

‘Her personality may have changed a bit,’ mommy said and then she drove away. There was a painful sting in her chest as she saw Mommy leave, there was definitely a part of her that wanted to reach out her arms and scream. Mommy, Mommy. Come back. Please, don’t leave me mommy. She kept her mouth shut, put her hand in the air and waved.

The first night in her own bed she couldn’t sleep, so halfway through the night she sneaked into the unfinished baby room, that was being build for Astrid’s baby. She picked out some toys and she brought them back to her own bed, she snuggled up to a cuddle cloth with bunny ears and put her thumb in her mouth.

Tomorrow she would tell her father everything, they would go to the police and Astrid would be kicked out of the house. Yet the next day she didn’t say anything and neither the day after that.

It was kind of fun to see Astrid all nervous tiptoeing around her unsure of when and where Emma would destroy her, yet that was not the reason she didn’t say anything. Not only did she keep her mouth shut, she leaned into the story of being recovering from a brain injury, partly because that meant she could bring the cuddle cloth with her wherever she went and partly because she didn’t want to pick sides yet. She hadn’t decided which Emma she wanted to be. Her father was trying to make up for an entire childhood in just a few days and he acted all worried and caring about her and her stepmother didn’t really want her there. It wasn’t so different from living with Mommy and Baba.

Things changed when Astrid’s baby arrived. It was a boy and they called him Maurice Junior, or MJ for short. Emma could stand in front of his cot forever just staring at him sleep or staring at him discovering the world looking around and she felt like she understood him, like she could relate to him on some intuitive level. The world was so easy for him right now, there was only love and trust and food and sleep.

Somewhere, somehow, sometime that would disappear. Things would get complicated and nuanced and his innocent happiness would get lost in a quick-sand of human complexity.

‘I’m gonna be a psychotherapist.’ She said first to her baby brother to see how it felt and later she announced it to the rest of the family. Her father protested a little and even called Amara to asked whether she could, after Amara signed off on it her father begrudgingly agreed and Emma realized she’d started to think of Amara as Amara instead of Mommy. Four years later she had her degree, she specialized in relationships and abnormal sexuality and over the years she helped many couples find their way back to each other or help them realize they were better of breaking-up.

The only thing she couldn’t quite figure out was her own sexuality, sometimes she slept with a man, sometimes with a woman, but none of it ever merged into a relationship. she’d experimented with different kinks, she tried being the sub, she tried being the Dom, and she even dabbled with some AB/DL and ageplay, but somehow nothing could really satisfy her.

And so she found herself 10 years after her imagined brain injury, masturbating with her one hand while sucking the thumb of her other hand, her coddle cloth faded and worn out. She found herself fantasizing about Amara and calling her a little girl. She found herself driving past Amara’s house, parking her car down the road and just staring at the light behind the windows, longing for the warmth she’d left behind, hoping to catch a glimpse of Amara just as she was closing the curtains, yet she never saw anybody.

Maybe Amara didn’t live here anymore. Maybe she was spying on strangers, she might as well have been sitting outside a random stranger’s house for these last few weeks. She needed to know. She got out of the car and walked up to the front door, she was nervous but also strangely numb as if she wasn’t think straight, as if her body was acting on it own.

The door opened. She looked right into Amara’s eyes and things just fell into place. There were more wrinkles in her face, and yet it was like no time had passed at all.

‘Emma.’ She said not too surprised by Emma’s sudden appearance on her doorstep. ‘I knew you would come back to me when you were ready.’ 

‘Me too.’ Emma said. ‘I’m ready. Are you though?’

Amara nodded. ‘I’ve been waiting for a while now.’ She said. She put two hands up. ‘Self-respect and Self-destruction.’ Then she slowly dropped the hand that represented self-destruction. Self-respect stayed up as if it was waving at Emma.

Emma also put two hands up. ‘Adult. Little girl.’ She said. She dropped the adult hand and let the little girl stay up in the air.

‘Come in.’ Mommy said. She stepped aside and as Emma stepped across the threshold she noticed that her thinking had changed, that suddenly she referred to Mommy as Mommy in her mind instead of Amara.

She looked at her feet. ‘Mommy.’ She mumbled shyly.

‘Welcome home my sweet little girl.’ Mommy said and it was as if Emma was jolted back in time. The desire was so strong, so impossible to resist. She allowed her mind to fade away and intuitively she reached for Mommy’s hand.

***
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Quinn is so terrible at finding love that her family organizes an intervention for her. She decides to find help and meets up with Doctor Valeria, who claims she can help Quinn with an experimental regression therapy. She sedates Quinn and brainwashes her back to believing she’s a little girl. Quinn loves being diapered and drugged, and doesn’t want to return to real life anymore



Brainwashed by a Billionaire
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Lily is a young nun that runs away from the convent. She meets Elvi who’s a wealthy billionaire and she agrees to come work for Elvi. With a cloth full of chloroform Lily is put to sleep and then brainwashed into believing she’s a little girl, she wakes up in a crib and discovers there are more women like her her ,and she’s got a bunch of adult baby sisters.



A.N.N. (Artificial Nurse And Nanny)
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The homeless Nina signs up for a futuristic program that promises her a better life. At the program she meets A.N.N (Artificial Nurse and Nanny), the computer system in charge of Nina’s therapy sessions. A.N.N can project hypnotic spirals into her eyes and administer medicine that’ll make Nina either sleepy or aroused or just really suggestible. The computer regresses her back to a little girl.
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Ezzy is kidnapped and brainwashed into believing she's a little girl, she's forced to use diapers, drink from bottles and crawl around on all fours. When another girls goes missing she slowly starts to realize she's brainwashed and she begins to rebels against her captor.




Note by the Author


I hope you enjoyed reading my story, I certainly had a lot of fun writing it. If you liked this novel please leave a review with your favorite vendor.

If you want to support me and my writing you can mark me as favorite on my Smashwords Author Page or you could follow me on Amazon.




You can also connect with me on Fetlife. If you liked this story, please don’t hesitate to send me a friend request, so you can read some of my free promotional stories on Fetlife. Come connect with me, at user name:

 

Sara_Quill








Don’t have a Fetlife account? Don’t worry, you can also follow me on Twitter:

 

@Sara_M_Quill





I hope to hear from you soon!
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