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PROLOGUE

Mommy Claire

I don’t vacation much but when I do, there’s nothing I like more than appreciating the autumn foliage, the changing of the leaves and the changing of the season.

My formative years were spent going to school in Philadelphia, Pennsylvania, a nice place to live, where I learned to appreciate the vibrance of fall. Once that bug took root, it never went away.

On a recent getaway I decided to visit the New England area, to take in the changing seasons from a more northern point of view. It was quite the trip, exploring a part of the country I had never seen before, but it would become particularly memorable for one of the people I would encounter along the way, and the thoughtful lessons I would get to share.

I am not one to stump the trail in support of a favorite politician. The truth is, I vote, but too many men in my lifetime have let me down, letting me know that I could never fully commit to any one person or one cause. That has been a motto for my life, my live and let live attitude, and I have remained my independent self for many decades, through many different administrations and through many different ebbs and flows in the political winds.

Alas, I wouldn’t be sharing all of this if there wasn’t one instance where I was forced to cross the line, where I came across a politician in need of enlightenment and couldn’t bite my tongue, to leave well enough alone.

In that situation I got involved, separating an old and powerful man from his feelings of control. I did it so I could educate him on the proper ways of the world.

Like I said, I try not to get political however whenever I see a grown man acting like a little boy, I can’t help myself, my natural mommy automatically kicks in.


SCENE 1

Mommy Claire

The New England area is absolutely beautiful in the fall and I was thrilled to have the opportunity to explore. It was a vacation, an excursion to enjoy the fall foliage, and I intended to make the most of my time.

It was during a hike along one of the nature trails that I misplaced the charging cord for my phone. It was a minor item but absolutely imperative in keeping me connected with the real world. A quick visit to the hotel gift shop told me I could easily replace it, but the thirty dollars they wanted to charge actually made me choke.

“Are you serious?” I said to the woman behind the counter. “That’s a five dollar cord.”

“Sorry,” she replied with a shrug of her shoulders, “I don’t set the price.”

I was sure that was true but I was also sure I wasn’t going to submit to highway robbery, especially not when I had a rental car just outside and there was a shopping mall a few miles down the road.

Hopping in the car I set the destination in my GPS and headed on my way. It was a matter of principle and I was proud of myself for not giving in.

Unfortunately, the crowd that I saw when I pulled into the mall parking lot had me second guessing that choice. I rolled down my window to flag one of the people walking by, to see what was going on.

“Why the big crowd?” I asked. “What’s all the commotion?”

The young man looked me dead in the eye and replied, “Burn, baby, burn!”

What?!? Kids today!

The answer he gave meant nothing to me but based on the reaction of his friends, the guys he was walking with, it meant a lot to them. I parked my car and headed inside, my curiosity beginning to grow.


SCENE 2

Politician Kent Bernard

My life has revolved around politics since I was a young man but lately, I’ve felt a huge rejuvenation in my energy as well as my spirit. I’m sure it has a lot to do with the crowds that come out to support me, crowds that have grown considerably in size. They weren’t there just a few years before and I attributed my change to them and their infectious energy.

It was mostly college kids, in their late teens and early twenties and while I’ve been talking about the same things for decades, they finally started listening. I know my whole stance about marijuana legalization was a part of it but there was more, and the more they heard the more they liked.

That was the case during a recent stump speech at a mall near my hometown. The crowd was rowdy and my words were getting them riled up, however when the speech was done and I went to leave, I ran into an older woman as I stepped off the stage.

It was all so chaotic, the mad rush, and at first, I thought she was one of the groupies, trying to get close. It wasn’t until later that I would realize she wasn’t part of the mob, she didn’t have the mindset of the rest of the group.

“Excuse me,” she said, “I’m walking here.”

I had just left the stage, trying to make my way out of the mass of people and the way the crowd was I had to push or I wouldn’t get through. I bumped her, more than just a little and then she went down.

Security was on me before I knew it and they insisted that I keep moving, that there wasn’t time to look back, to see if she was ok, but in hindsight, I knew it was wrong. I didn’t handle it properly and I didn’t even know who she was to apologize or even make sure she was ok.


SCENE 3
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Never in my life had I ever been treated that way. Sure, I’ve had run ins, situations where I got knocked to the ground but in every one of those instances the person stopped to help me up, or at least make sure I was ok.

That guy didn’t even look back and as far as he knew, I could have been one of his constituents. Needless to say, that had me incensed, ready to dole out some much needed justice.

Where does a grown man get off thinking he can act like that? Was he not raised to know the proper way to behave? All at once, I wanted the answers to those questions, and not only that, I wanted to make sure the lesson that should have been provided in his youth, about the proper way to treat a lady, actually took place.

I raged at the core. My mission was set. The objective for the remaining time of my trip was written in stone, and if you know me, once I set my sights on something nothing can break that connection, my determination solid.


SCENE 4

Politician Kent Bernard
 

I actually felt bad about the lady I bumped into at the event but my campaign manager insisted it was all taken care of.

“She’s fine,” he said, “security checked on her and she’s a big fan, said it actually made her trip knowing she got so close.”

It was all so crazy. Ever since I started the campaign I was overwhelmed by the support, people letting me know how much they appreciated what I was doing. And it wasn’t just the ladies, like the one I ran into, it was youngsters as well, mere kids. I think I was even more popular among the college students, they flocked to my events like I was a rock star and they treated me like a God. I knew who the Beatles were, I saw the way people worshipped at their altar, never in a million years did I think that that could be me and yet in a small way it was.

That stuff can go to your head if you let it but I swore I wouldn’t, that I would keep true to myself no matter what. That’s not such an easy thing, and as those crowds continued to grow, and my star grew brighter and brighter, the challenge became even greater, temptations lurking around every bend.


SCENE 5
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After the run in I had at the mall, I never did get my charging cable which meant I had no choice but to pay the thirty dollars at the hotel gift shop. To be honest, I think that was the straw that broke the camel’s back. From that point forward, I was hell bent on teaching that bastard a lesson. Accidents happen, any two people can bump into one another at any time, but the respectful thing to do is stop and make sure everyone is ok. He didn’t even look back, leading me to believe he didn’t see me as someone deserving of his respect. That was a mistake on his part, one he would sorely regret.

With a charging cable to give power to my phone it didn’t take long to research that guy online. It turned out his name was Kent Bernard and he was a pretty famous dude, a politician who was known for ruffling feathers.

Well, he certainly ruffled mine and now that I knew he had a fund raiser later that evening, in the very same hotel that I was staying in, I could guarantee that we were going to have another encounter.

This one was going to leave a lasting impression on my political friend’s mind, one he would keep with him for a very long time.


SCENE 6

Politician Kent Bernard

My schedule is very busy. In fact, I have an entire staff focused on making sure that I am as productive as I can be all hours of the day. That means I follow what they tell me to do and I go where they tell me to go, trusting that is where I’m supposed to be.

It’s worked so far and as I round the bend on almost eight decades on this planet, I think I’ve done quite well. That thought was going through my head as I got ready for the evening fundraiser, a five hundred dollar per plate gathering of the city’s elite, one that didn’t even include food. It was a cocktail party to rub elbows, to let the important people of the world know how important they really were. To be honest, they were the kind of events I hated, the necessary evil of the political world.

This particular gathering was a small affair, which meant I wouldn’t have to stay too long, that I could make it an early night.


SCENE 7
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First off, I could have gained access to the fundraiser with a five hundred dollar donation to his campaign. However, the mere notion of giving that man a single penny of my money appalled me. For a guy who claimed to be a champion of the people, he was showing some very elitist traits. Secondly, I thought it would be more appropriate to give the money directly to the people, bribing several members of the staff to get me in another way.

It’s amazing the support and access a supportive staff can provide and I had several key players working on my behalf. They didn’t just get me in the doors, I had full credentials as well.

Access was important but it was only the first step. I would need to parlay the access into a meeting and in a room full of stuffed shirts, I had a feeling I knew just what it would take to catch his eye. My only fear was that he might recognize me from earlier, even if my outfit and presentation were much different than before.

In my current outfit, the long lavender dress that put my ladies on full display, I was certain he would notice me. In fact, the moment I stepped into his line of sight, he couldn’t look away. It made me wonder if his eyes might leave my breasts long enough to look me at my face but that did not turn out to be the case.

I approached and he actually blushed but he didn’t look away, staring at my breasts even as I introduced myself. Most women would be offended but I saw it as an opportunity, his desire for sex already front and center in his mind.

Was it really going to be this easy?

Usually, I would have to bait the hook before casting my line, but this guy seemed ready to jump straight from the water into my boat. I decided to test that theory, to see if I was reading the right signs.

“Do you have to be here all night?” I asked. “Or would you be available to play?”

His answer was quite direct.

“I need to kiss a few babies and shake a few hands,” he said, “but if you don’t mind waiting; I would very much like to play.”

Under most circumstances, getting access to a man’s penis is the hardest part of dominating his world but somehow with my politician friend he wanted to provide that access and I hadn’t even had the chance to ask. I had a feeling I was going to have great success teaching him the lessons of my world, his willingness to go along more pliable than anyone I had ever met.


SCENE 8

Politician Kent Bernard

The fundraiser was so boring right up until I saw one of the donors. Her name was Claire and the way she sauntered across the room everyone knew she was trouble but there wasn’t a single one of us who didn’t want to be her next victim. That sexy hourglass had every heart beating fast and every penis twitching to life, nature’s cure for erectile dysfunction right before our eyes.

What can I say, in DC we’re all a bunch of whores and even though I was back on home turf, in the friendly confines of my own neighborhood, I still knew a cougar when I saw one, and this one was on the prowl.

“Good evening,” she said in the most sultry of tones, “any chance I might get some of your private time, later on?”

She was quite direct in her approach, asking if we could be alone, and while I didn’t know who was paying her, I knew I was in for quite the wild ride. That’s the amazing thing about the power and influence that comes with politics, the rewards are out of this world.

Of course, I said yes, even if I still had some glad handing obligations to tend to, but she would wait, because someone wanted a favor and she was the gift that was sent to get my attention, to soften the ask.


SCENE 9
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Once I made the offer, I had to wait through several more introductions, my new friend taking names and shaking hands, exchanging all the usual cocktail banter but never letting his eyes wander too far. His mind was fixed on me, even if his obligations kept him from following through.

I wasn’t used to that. Most men drop everyone and everything as soon as I make the offer. Politicians certainly were a different breed.

When the time finally came for him to say goodnight, I discretely slid out ahead of him, allowing him to catch up with me as he turned the corner into the bank of elevators.

“Your place or mine?” I asked, flashing a grin as well as my hotel key card the instant he came into view.

His eyes went wide when I leaned forward to give him a good gander at the ladies. I shimmied my shoulders for effect, jiggling the flesh.

“Little Philly, I’m up for a road game. Let’s make it your room,” he replied.

That was enough to get the ball rolling but the real momentum would come in the elevator, after he was sure we were alone. He was very handsy the moment the elevator doors closed, sizing up my body, measuring my shape. He liked my hips and desperately wanted to get between my thighs. You might think he’d be hard to fend off but all it took was one squeeze of his dick to get him to fall in line. As soon as I did that, his spine went stiff and he let me have my way.

It’s like the magic joystick for most guys and once you know how to operate it, you can make him do whatever you want. In this case, it was for him to keep his hands to himself, which he did right away.

The moment he knew my attention was on his dick he became very well behaved. He did as he was told and as the elevator rose floor by floor, I rewarded that obedience, providing long tender rubs, the kind that made him wonder if I might finish him off right then and there, before we even got to the room.

That wasn’t my intent, I prefer to string out the moment, to seize the power and the energy and use it for my own purpose. There was so much potential there, the last thing I wanted to do was let it slip away. I needed to keep his body as well as his mind on the brink, lest I lose that competitive edge.

It was the trade off, the exchange that must be made in order to secure the upper hand. As my political friend was about to find out, now that I had control of his dick, the negotiations were about to begin.


SCENE 10

Politician Kent Bernard

From the moment we were alone in the elevator, my new friend was very aggressive, rubbing her hand up my leg, squeezing my penis through the fabric of my trousers. I had never encountered such a woman in all of my life and I would have told her so but before I could get the words out, something happened inside. It certainly wasn’t the first time I had ever been sexually excited but it was the first time someone else was in complete control of that arousal, every step. We hadn’t even gotten to her floor and already I felt like I might have an accident in my pants. I definitely did not want that to happen and did everything I could to slow things down. When the elevator doors opened and we spilled out into the hall, she took me by my penis to show me the way, a solid grip on my head as well as the shaft.

“Woah!” I said, amazed at how direct and aggressive she had become.

It was so unlike what I was used to and I have to admit there was a part of me that felt like we were moving too fast but another part that liked it a lot. I barely remember getting to the room but I distinctly remember her pushing me onto the bed, separating me from my belt, taking full control. It all happened so fast and I felt helpless to her advance.

I’ll admit, I like strong women and she wasn’t just strong, she was dominant. She thoroughly took advantage of me and the situation. Before I knew it, she had my pants down around my ankles while she rubbed my thighs, telling me what I was to do.

“Take off your shirt and tie,” she instructed.

I did as she said, first stripping my blazer and then the tie before setting to the buttons on my shirt. My fingers don’t work the way they used to so it was a bit of a fit and when she tickled up my thighs with her tender touch, I shivered in response, unable to maintain control.

It was all such a rush. I couldn’t get my hands to settle down, those buttons just too small and all the while she continued with that silky skating touch.

Finally, I managed to extricate myself from that blasted shirt and once I did, and I threw it to the floor, I felt so proud, right up until I felt the full scope of our situation.

I was completely naked while she was still one hundred percent clothed. It was a total imbalance of power and then she took my penis in hand and began to stroke. It was almost mechanical, like a rancher might cull semen from a bull, but just like that rancher, she was highly effective, causing my lust to rise and then boil. Before I knew it, she had me ready to make a deposit, although that didn’t seem to be her objective.

She rubbed my cock repeatedly, bringing me to the edge, and each time I thought she was going to make me cum she would dial it back at the last possible second, leaving me to wonder what was going on? Somehow, she seemed to be picking up on the signs of my body, learning from the cues, pushing me closer and closer to the brink each time. She literally refused to finish me off, all the while really building up the semen in my balls.

It all became too much and I felt like I might burst.

“Please!” I moaned. “I need to cum.”

The instant I said those words, the moment I made my plea, she pulled her hands away from my penis, causing a seismic shift in my understanding of the world and my place in it.

What the?!?

She was the craziest hooker I had ever met. I thought she was supposed to be giving me what I wanted but she did the exact opposite. At first, I thought she didn’t understand but then she showed me just what a sly fox she really was.

“Agree to wear my cage and I’ll give you the most memorable orgasm of your life,” she said.

The truth was, she could have given me the greatest orgasm of my life just by following through on what she had already started. I really liked the way she tickled and teased, definitely a whole lot more than sex. If that was her idea of fun then I was all in.

“Ok,” I agreed.

If I thought I knew how that would be received I was way off.

For some reason I thought it would lead to more rubs and caresses but the exact opposite was true. The moment I said it she actually pulled on my short and curlies, sending a shooting pain through my testicles, causing my erection to whither and die.

“What the?!?” I exclaimed.

At my age, boners are hard to come by and even more difficult to keep. With this lady, Claire, I didn’t even need medication that is until she switched things up, turning her approach from pleasure to pain.

She was a dream come true only that dream was quickly changing to a nightmare when she took a shiny metal object from her purse and proceeded to cage my now flaccid dick.

“What the…?!?” I objected.

“You agreed,” she said with a sly smile, turning the lock, taking the key. She even went to the extraordinary step of putting that key on the end of her necklace, allowing it to fall between her breasts for safe keeping.

Her deception was devious and I had to let her know.

“But you said I could have the greatest orgasm ever,” I challenged.

That’s when she looked me dead in the eye and corrected me, saying, “I said the most memorable orgasm and I intend to live up to that promise.”

It sounded like semantics to me. “What’s the difference?” I asked.

I might have been left to wonder but she leaned over to her purse right away and withdrew an object, one that absolutely blew mind and would undoubtedly be creating the next big change in my life.


SCENE 11
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Whenever I plan a seduction, I look at the entire engagement, beginning to end, and in the process identify any potential gaps or fail points. It is those areas where I spend most of my time, ensuring I am able to overcome any obstacle that might hinder my path to success.

Usually, gaining access to the guy’s penis is the hardest part followed directly in line by getting a lock on his cock. As you can imagine, where I come from those can be very high hurdles to overcome.

Surprisingly enough, getting my political friend out of his pants and into the cage was much easier than expected, maybe too easy. Men are weak but politicians are such sluts they give in before you even have a chance to ask. It made me glad for what I had planned next, especially when I pulled my trusty new toy from my bag and showed my new friend just what was in store for the remainder of our evening.


SCENE 12

Politician Kent Bernard

“What the fuck is that?” I asked but the truth was, I knew exactly what it was.

It was a nine inch strap on dildo in black, equipped with matching harness and support plate. It was silicone, a very good brand, high quality and I had no doubt she had spent quite a bit on it. Still, I felt compelled to act like it was all new to me.

“It’s your destiny,” she replied, an evil grin consuming her pretty face.

Oh, shit!

Don’t get me wrong, I had enjoyed some back door action in the past, but that thing was huge and this lady was so much different than anyone else I had ever met.

“I don’t think so,” I replied.

She didn’t say anything, she just shook her head side to side.

“What?” I asked.

That’s when she told me just what she was all about.

“I promised you the most memorable orgasm of your life and I’m not a politician, I can’t break my promise,” she replied.

Dang! She was really going to do this. I can’t deny, a shiver of excitement ran up my spine. This may sound odd but I actually found myself turning, presenting myself, as if I was asking her to follow through. I had no idea what was happening but she seemed to, the instant my body reached the turning point she grabbed me by the hips and took control.

She showed me a level of strength I didn’t know she had as she shifted me into position, placing her hand on my shoulder to force my upper body to the bed, keeping my hips raised high with her other hand. I wanted to plead, to add effect, but I was afraid she might misinterpret my cries and stop what she was doing.

With my body fully prone, hips raised high, she ran a single finger up my thigh, circling my anus several times with a super light touch. She applied some kind of lubricant and once she had circled the rim several times, she provided a quick in and out, two fingers to grease the hole. It was intended to prep me for the real thing but nothing could have gotten me ready for that meaty stick.

I knew what was going to happen and my whole body shivered. It was a full body chill, one that ran the entire length of my spine and back again before I could process just what it meant. She was kneeling behind me, rubbing the tip of that dildo up the back of my thigh and I was about to experience so much more.

In the moment, I froze. I didn’t try to stop her, I didn’t say no; I just froze on the spot while the tip of that penis slid up my thigh, danced circles around my anus and began to test my barrier with a gentle tap, tap, tap. I didn’t think the dildo was shaped to a point but somehow when that tap, tap, tap landed on my anus it managed to press in, conquering a little more territory with each new tap, until I could actually feel the full shape of the head burrowing in.

What the heck was going on? Did she just get the head of the dildo into my ass?

At first, I wasn’t sure but then she pulled it out and there was no doubting the feeling of emptiness that ensued. All at once I wanted it back in and fortunately that was her intent as well. The moment the head pressed back in, I let out a grateful gasp.

“Ahhhh!!! Thank you!” I exclaimed.

The penetration of my anus with the strap-on was enough to open my eyes but then she pressed in a little further, finding my prostate, rubbing and grinding away. At that moment, I thought I had died and gone to heaven. One brush of that bulbous head was nice but she ground against it over and over again, pressing herself into me, exploring my depths, only to withdraw to do it all over again.

I could tell you that it was amazing and it was, right up until it caused me to spill my seed.

Never in my life had I ever ejaculated from anal stimulation but that is what happened, and it wasn’t just some leakage, she literally fucked it out of me, three long and healthy spurts.

That’s when she filled me in on what just took place.

“We call that a sissygasm,” she informed me. “Now you’re my sissy and trust me, you’re going to remember that orgasm for a very long time.”

I had no doubt she was right about that and after the release, I ended up getting very very tired, to the point I actually fell asleep from the intensity. I might have wondered if it all really happened or if it was just an amazing dream but, in the morning, when I awoke, I still had a lock on my cock and there was a note by the side of the bed.
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The entire night with my political friend was scripted, planned in advance to yield maximum effect. It wasn’t enough just to cage his dick, I also wanted him to have the memory of the sissygasm, the way it would play with his mind going forward.

I had no doubt he had enjoyed ass play in the past, that wiggle of his hips was a telltale sign, but he didn’t just indulge, he humped back, trying to get all he could from the experience. Making him lose his nut from my strap-on was sure to be a lasting memory, exactly what I promised.

I myself get a little worked up over the thought; the idea that I made him cum by fucking him up the ass. It made me feel powerful, dominant, and the way he groveled in the midst made it easy for me to think of him as my submissive little bitch.

It’s all part of the process, the exchange of power that makes it all so real and with him we both felt the full effects.

The note I left behind said as much, painting out in specific detail his desperate desires as well as my dominant position. I invited him to call me should he happen to agree and should he wish to further explore his submissive state.

He called, of course he called, because he wanted more.

Of course, I put a lock on his cock just for good measure, my calling card, but he kept it there. He could have easily had it removed, if he was so inclined, but he wasn’t looking to escape, if anything he wanted more control. That meant I would get even more opportunities to play with his mind… and twist up his world.


SCENE 14

Politician Kent Bernard

My schedule is very busy and I have assistants with me all hours of the day to help get it all done. Of course, I couldn’t get it done without them, but that didn’t mean there weren’t times when I could use a break. Like when I wanted to have a private conversation with the woman who put a lock on my dick.

It took a while before I would have a moment to talk in private and even longer before we would be able to get together again. I called Claire to work out a deal, a way to get the lock off of my genitals without any kind of big news event. In my world, a scandal like that would stick around for a very long time. Much to my surprise, she wasn’t looking for some big cash payout; she just wanted to get together again, to have more fun.

I’ll be honest; waking up with a cage on my dick was not a good surprise but other than that, time with her was a helluva good time. Hearing her invitation was like manna from heaven and I knew exactly what I was going to do.

I said yes, agreeing to get together again, with the woman who put my dick in a cage and fucked me with a strap-on dildo until I came all over her bed. It was probably the most insane sexual experience of my life and the craziest part was, how much I wanted to do it all again.


SCENE 15
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Because of busy schedules, mostly his, I ended up finishing my vacation and returning to Las Vegas before we were able to reconnect. I’ll admit, a part of me felt bad, I never would have made that kind of move if I thought it would work out that way. Don’t get me wrong, I’m dominant through and through, but I’m also a realist, understanding the lives people lead.

It was an awful long time for him to be wearing the cage but there were benefits. I had a feeling he was going to be highly receptive to whatever I wanted to teach by the time we finally got back together again.

The instant the time came and he finally arrived at my place, I welcomed him to the estate, taking him by the hand, leading him up the stairs and to the rooms on the second floor. I chose the Victorian for this particular adventure, so named for the decor of the room and once I had my guest tied to the corners of the four-poster bed, I set to the delicate task of removing his cage.


SCENE 16

Politician Kent Bernard

I could have been mad at this woman for locking my dick in a steel cage, and over the course of two weeks that is exactly how I felt, however when I was standing face-to-face with her, the woman who had given me the greatest sexual experience of my life, all those feelings washed away, replaced by a distinct desire to submit to her every whim.

What was that? Was she so deep inside of my head that she could control every thought? I wasn’t sure, however the idea alone intrigued me to the point I wanted to explore more.

Those thoughts were going through my head when she motioned to remove the cage and, in that moment, I felt more than a little insecure about whether I had been able to keep things clean.

“I tried to clean as best I could,” I said, explaining how I managed with a cage on my dick for the last thirteen days.

If she cared, she didn’t show it.

It made me think about everything I had gone through over the past two weeks and whether she appreciated the sacrifice at all. The washing was a pain, the peeing was even worse, but having no access to my dick to calm my nerves was what really drove me insane. I hadn’t had an orgasm in two weeks and that came from being fucked up the ass, like a girl.

I wasn’t sure that even counted. It certainly didn’t feel the same. To say I was sensitive would be an understatement and it turned out that the prolonged chastity had made me sensitive not just physically but emotionally as well, to the point where I felt a distinct shift in our arrangement.

Right from the start, from the moment we first met, we were never what you would call equals. It might have looked that way to a casual observer but that was never the case. She always had the upper hand although I certainly didn’t feel feckless or weak in the beginning, at least not until she had me spilling my cum on the hotel room bed. That experience was the launch of it all but it was only that, the start. The next two weeks spent locked in her cage would sear intense images in my head, ones that grew stronger with each passing day.

Now that we were standing face-to-face, her domineering presence bringing it all together, those images united as one, granting her an extreme position of power. That was made abundantly clear when she had to use the gentlest contact to move things along, barely using the tip of one finger for fear that it might push me too far. It was the lightest little tickle but it was enough to drive me mad and I savored every moment, grinding in time with her touch.

I could tell you that she teased me like that for hours and she did, however there were times when she wasn’t even touching me at all. At moments, it was just her voice in my ear, her words in my brain. That was all it took for my lust to surge, my mind lost in a sea of untrained thoughts.

This woman operated at all levels; the mental, the physical, the emotional, and she bested me at every stage, causing me to yearn for her in a way I had never felt before. Sure, I had felt sexual desire, and yes, I knew emotional attachment, but this was different than either of those, this was primal, drawing me from my core. I needed her, and while I couldn’t fully define the need, it was powerful all the same.


SCENE 17

Mommy Claire

Oh, boy. After thirteen days of chastity, he was so sensitive it was all I could do to keep him from coming at the first touch. At one point, I thought my words alone might push him over the edge.

That’s the thing about tease and denial, it isn’t just a physical thing, although he certainly had been strung out, it was also a mental exchange and for him that was quite the trigger. He liked my dominance and the more I took control the more he wanted to give in.

He began begging for help and the moment he did I made him agree to the next part of my plan. I wanted to shave his dick and balls, to remove that sign that he was once a man. It would go a long way in regressing his mind, letting him know we weren’t on equal ground.

Shaving an older gentleman of his pubic hair isn’t much different than anyone else, even if the bush is a little thicker with a lot more grey, but looking at the man as you tend to his needs, you quickly realize the effects of age. He’s not young, he’s not spry; hardly what anyone would call an alpha. If it weren’t for his job, his political capital, would he really have any strength at all?

I finished washing him, drying him as well, and once he was done, I freed up a single hand so he could feel the results of my work. The instant his fingers came in contact with the newly shaven skin, his entire disposition changed, his face lit up.

“Oy, vey, that’s not half bad!” he exclaimed.

He gave it a hearty endorsement but if I’m being honest, I think he undersold it. I think he liked it even more than he was letting on. At that point I decided to give him a choice, as to which path he wanted to follow.

“You’ve been pretty submissive so far, my kind of guy, so I’m going to let you decide how things proceed. You can go down the little boy path with a diaper and messies,” I explained, “or I can turn you into a desperate and submissive cuckold, chastity cage and all.”

I looked at him expectantly, waiting for a reply.

“The choice is up to you,” I added, “but you must choose one or the other.”


SCENE 18

Politician Kent Bernard

Talk about a difficult decision.

After spending two weeks in a cock cage and then finally getting together, my little dominatrix friend offered me a choice, I could either regress as her little boy, or I could go back in the cage.

On the one hand, accepting life as her little boy, diaper and all, seemed crazy and yet I had already spent two weeks in the crazy device and I didn’t think I could take even one more minute.

What to do?

I really wasn’t sure. As crazy as this is going to sound, I still needed to get off, so that was the first thing on my mind. Whatever choice was going to result in an orgasm faster was absolutely my preference but I didn’t want to say that out loud, for fear of what that might make her do. I opted for the little boy role, not because I expected her to have sex with a little boy but because it meant I wouldn’t have to wear the cage anymore and without that, I would at least be able to take care of myself.


SCENE 19

Mommy Claire

Whenever I present one of my conquests with a decision, an option in how we are going to proceed, it is because I want to see their process. I want to see what they prioritize and how they make their choice. Those are specific tells and I wanted to read his signs.

I should have known he would choose the diaper. Thirteen days was too long for his first stretch in the cage. After that, it would have been near impossible to get him to willingly agree to extend his time in chastity, and definitely not when there was another option on the table.

Don’t get me wrong, it all worked out exactly how I wanted. Not a single time in my life had anyone called me the Cuckold Queen. I am Mommy Claire. I earned that moniker because I like to mommy my conquests, to strip them of their power and turn them into little boys. It is my reason for being, my calling in life, and my politician friend was about to find out why.


SCENE 20

Politician Kent Bernard

How was I supposed to know what it meant to be turned into a little boy? All I knew was that I didn’t want to wear the cage anymore, other than that it was wide open for interpretation.

The diaper was a bit of a shock but I have to admit, being diapered by a sexy woman was pretty cool. This woman Claire, she wanted me to call her mommy, she was very tender and she was gentle too. A boy would be lucky to have her as his mommy, the way she took care of my needs. And I’m not just talking about the cleaning and the wiping, she was good with the sex stuff too, rubbing my foreskin, bringing me to a very nice arousal.

She even welcomed me to lay across her lap, to take her breast to my face and connect with her like a babe to his mum.

At first, I wasn’t sure what to expect but then I felt the softness of her under bosom against my cheek. It was wonderful. It was so soft and so smooth it reminded me of a simpler time, a time when life was not nearly as complex. That alone made the experience worth its weight in gold but it didn’t stop there. She proceeded to use her hardened nipple to trace a line on my face, first along my jawline and then to my chin before gently teasing my lips. That inexorable feel was absolutely titillating, causing my mind to yearn and my body to surge with desire.

She continued to tease me like that, with a gentle touch that remained just out of reach, until I was finally able to stretch my neck and take her nipple between my lips. I drew her in, wrapping my mouth around her flesh, suckling her deep to the back of my throat. I felt so proud when I finally got it her in but that paled in comparison to how I felt when she responded to that sucking motion with an outward gasp.

“Ahhhhh!” she let out in one long exhaustive sigh.

She liked the feel of my lips on her breast and she liked even more the draw of my suckle. That’s when her hand found the back of my head and held me there, providing support as I sucked and sucked to my heart’s content. I can honestly say I’ve always liked the female breast but she gave me a new appreciation for that beautiful appendage and I got lost in the feel, never wanting to leave.

I was disappointed when she said we needed to stop for lunch, not wanting to break from her teat. However, the truth was, all the teasing had me famished and I really did need to build up my strength.

We broke for lunch, heading downstairs to get the meal and I felt more than a little self-conscious on the way. She had me wearing just a diaper down below and I had no idea who we might see. We didn’t come across anyone in our travels however based on the wonderful display at the dining table, it was obvious someone was very busy getting things set.

My hostess graciously welcomed me to take a seat and I have to say the beef brisket she served was out of this world. It was perhaps the best I ever had, only to be outdone by her four cheese mashed potatoes, a dish that literally melted in my mouth.

Claire, Mommy, was quite the conversationalist as well, covering a broad array of topics over our meal. We talked about current events and even recent scientific discoveries. It was quite the discussion, which is why I was so surprised when she wrapped up the meal with her next suggestion.

“What would you say about adjourning to the play room for you to get out some of your energy?” she said.

It was not at all what I was expecting to hear.

“Play room?” I asked.

“Follow me,” she said with a smile and she extended her hand so I could take it as she led the way.

We moved out of the dining room, ascended the stairs to the second floor and walked down the hallway to the far end. The door was closed when we got there however the moment she swung it wide, she revealed an entirely new world behind. It was an indoor playground, a literal wonder land. There was a tall tower with a colorful slide, all sorts of balls and toys, and everything was oversized, for kids of a bigger size. I was absolutely amazed by it all and then I stepped across the threshold onto the floor inside.

The instant I did that, my whole world changed.

My footing wobbled, my stability faltered, if it weren’t for Claire, mommy, giving me support, I would have fallen flat on my face.

“What is that?” I asked.

“It’s a padded floor,” she answered, “tough to walk on but great if you fall.”

I would have been glad to take her word for it but after three steps on that uneven surface, I found out for myself. While I was trying to maneuver the floor, the world slipped out from beneath me and I found myself tumbling to the ground.

“Oof!” I exclaimed, putting my arms out to break my fall.

I did what came naturally, but there was nothing natural about that floor and by the time my body reached the surface, I had twisted and I had turned, causing me to land on my big ole behind. It was a shock to my system but not near as much as the way that floor cushioned my fall, gently accepting me into her arms only to push me back up, no harm no foul. It was quite the experience and I opted to stay down, moving about on my hands and knees, exploring the world as it was intended, like a child.

No sooner did I reach the base of the tall tower, at the foot of the ladder, when I ran into another person there in the room.

For the first time I realized, I wasn’t alone.

“Hello,” I said to the girl, “what’s your name?”

“I’m Alyssa,” she replied.

She was a cute girl, probably early twenties with her hair in a pigtail and an outfit not unlike mine; diaper on the bottom bare chested up top.

“Are you a little girl?” I asked.

“Of course, silly,” she said, before patting me on the arm and saying, “Tag, you’re it.”

Just like that, she raced up the ladder to the top of the tower.

I’ll be honest, it had been a very long time since I last played tag and I didn’t really think that I could keep up with her but I followed her up the ladder anyway. That trek up a very short ladder proved my point, showing me I wasn’t a kid anymore and when I got to the top she was right there, waiting just long enough to let me know I was getting close but still had a ways to go.

“Not yet,” she teased before launching herself down the slide on the other side.

I shuttled over to look where she had gone and there was a big ball pit down below. It really was a kid’s playground and the whole concept made me feel light inside, like I was returning to a simpler time.

The slide was steep and it curved round and round and I can’t say I relished the idea of landing in the ball pit but I didn’t have much choice. After the difficulties I had getting up, climbing back down the ladder wasn’t going to be an option, so I sat on my bottom, held my breath and pushed myself over the edge.

The feeling of weightlessness I felt in that slide was exhilarating, I hadn’t felt that way in such a long time and it stayed with me, through the bank turn, around and around the slide, until it dumped me in a heap of balls at the bottom.

Oh, my goodness!

It was a rush like I hadn’t experienced in quite some time and I’m quite certain it would have turned every one of my hairs grey if they weren’t already. All of it was such a rush, made even more intense when Alyssa sprang up from beneath a pile of balls to surprise me.

“Surprise!” she called.

Oh, my!

It’s not the kind of thing you do to a guy my age and I would have told her so but then something happened, something that made all of that take a backseat to a more pressing matter.

“Uh, oh!” I exclaimed.

“What’s the matter?” Alyssa asked.

“Nothing,” I lied.

Unfortunately, she was much more knowledgeable than I would have expected.

”I know that face,” Alyssa said, “you had mommy’s mashed potatoes.”

How did she know that?

I never got to ask, more pressing matters rose to the top of my priorities list in a rush, eliminating all other thoughts.

As if she could read my mind, Alyssa gave me the news I needed to know.

“There are no bathrooms,” she explained, “that’s the way she wants it. You can either do it right here with me; you can go to Mommy Claire so she can look in your eyes while you do it, or you can find a quiet place to be all by yourself.”

I couldn’t believe my ears. Was this really happening?

”Are those the only options?” I asked in disbelief.

”Yep,” she replied.

I probably would have thought it was some kind of prank but then that girl had one more thing to say, something that truly broke me down.

“Don’t worry though,” she said. “the first time is the hardest. It gets easier the next time around.”


SCENE 21

Mommy Claire

Watching my politician friend explore the world with childlike wonder was absolutely amazing. His mind was free and his thoughts would soon follow, taking him to an idea and a place he hadn’t been to in a long time.

My, how the world would be a better place if all of our leaders were forced to reconnect with their inner child, to experience the beauty of life from that perspective. I’ve always said that adult baby play would save the world if people gave it a chance and I intended to show that, to demonstrate how a little mommy love applied in just the right way could make some very big improvements indeed.


SCENE 22

Politician Kent Bernard

There were a lot of things I liked about my time with Mommy Claire, pretty much all of them. That is, until she forced me to shit in my diaper. That made my brain turn a corner with regard to how I thought we were getting along.

She manipulated me with the cage and the diaper pushed things even further. And now she was taking it to the extreme, ensuring I had to give in. It wasn’t shit, it was diarrhea, the kind that squirms all hot and sticky in your bowels, the kind that’s even harder to keep inside. The entire experience was guaranteed to be emasculating as well as debilitating, and there was no doubt I would feel like a helpless little boy by the time it was done.

Is there any other adult on the planet who knew what I was about to go through? I didn’t think so.

First, I found a quiet place to be by myself. It was behind the tower, on the side of the ball pit, away from any prying eyes. Confident that I could not be seen, I thought about what it was that needed to be done.

It isn’t normal for a grown man to soil himself, not in the modern age where we have all the amenities of indoor plumbing. And yet there I was, waiting for the pressure in my sphincter to get so great that I couldn’t hold it back. The pain was unbearable and for the briefest of moments I thought a fart would be the answer, a little release of gas, but deep down I knew it couldn’t be that easy. I was fooling myself and yet I tried anyway and the instant that I did, it happened, I felt the ick.

For the first time in my adult life, I soiled myself and the experience completely wrecked my brain.

The moment I knew the shit had burst from my seams and filled my shorts; I knew I would never be the same. It was debilitating, the way it slid up my back, clinging fast to my skin. And then more came out, sliding down my thighs, squishing inside my shorts. There’s no describing just what it does to your thinking, the notion that your body has thoroughly regressed.

I’m not sure if it was all out but I knew I needed help and so I emerged from my place of hiding to seek assistance, hopeful of the care I would receive.

“There he is,” Mommy Claire said the moment she saw me, “I was wondering where you went off to.”

I only had to raise my arms, to show her the mess I had made, and she was quick to welcome me in. She accepted me as well as my regressed state of mind, taking me by the hand and leading me out of the play room, to a place where she could tend to my needs.


SCENE 23

Mommy Claire

The instant he emerged from his hiding place; I knew he was broken. It wasn’t just the way he held his arms above his head, the ick running up his back and down his legs, it was also that look in his eyes, the one that said I would be able to clean him up but I would never be able to wash the memory from his mind.

Back in the bedroom I took him straight to the attached bath where I proceeded to strip him bare in the center of the bathroom floor. He was a mess from head to toe.

I set to the task of cleaning his entire body, treating him like my precious little boy and to be honest, he liked it, every single step. He liked the cleaning and the washing, he liked the drying and the dressing, and when I doused him with baby powder and put a new diaper in its place, he only asked one thing.

“Am I supposed to like this so much?” he said.

I laughed at that question, mostly because he wasn’t alone, most people really did enjoy adult baby play once they gave it a chance.

“It’s nice to be able to give up control,” I answered, “even if it’s only for a little while.”

He agreed, wholeheartedly and it was written all over the smile that was plastered from ear to ear.

“This was great,” he said. “Would it be possible to do this again? Can I come back?”

It was exactly the point I had been waiting for, when I could finally teach my lesson to full effect.

“That depends,” I responded. “Are you going to continue knocking people over at your campaign events?”

The moment I said the words his eyes lit up.

“That was you?” he asked, his eyes letting me know he really was surprised. “I’m so sorry. I tried to go back but security wouldn’t let me.”

It was something I hadn’t considered before and the instant he said it, the idea gave me pause. Was it possible I was a little hasty in my assessment? Might I have rushed to judgment?

“I promise,” he said, “I will be much more careful in the future. I won’t leave anyone behind.”

To be honest, I liked his contrition, mainly because of the honesty of it all. We all make mistakes and most men would have made the promise without a second thought, regardless if they thought it was true. He showed that he wasn’t that kind of guy, even with his own interests on the line.


SCENE 24

Politician Kent Bernard

Damn, that was her?

I told my security detail I wanted to go back. It wasn’t right for me to leave but that’s what happens when other people are in charge of your schedule and make decisions for you.

Oh well, a happy accident as far as I was concerned. If it hadn’t happened the way it did, I might not have met Mommy Claire, and I shudder to think about missing out on that opportunity.

As my grandmother used to say, everything happens for a reason, and while I didn’t know what that reason was, I was glad Mommy Claire came into my life.


EPILOGUE

Mommy Claire

Politicians are no doubt a very unique bunch, living in their own world, playing by their own rules. Don’t get me wrong, I know they have a lot of responsibility, but in the end, I think it’s really important for them to see how their decisions impact the people of our world.

That is where I come in, me and my intense mommy love, for the moment anyone finds their inner child, the decisions they make from that point forward are pure, driven by that true and wholesome bond.

To Learn more about Mommy Claire’s early years and her journey from shy wallflower to empowered femdom, check out:

-          The Huntress, The Awakening – Season 1

-          The Huntress, Hands-On Education – Season 2

For more Mommy Claire fun check out:

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles I

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles II

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles III

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles IV

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles V

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles VI

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles VII

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles VIII

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles IX

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles X
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