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PROLOGUE

Mommy Claire

I have lived a very rich and full life.

Throughout the many years I have walked this earth, I have worn many different hats, walked many different paths and seen the world through the prism of not just mine but many different eyes. Those experiences have shaped me, made me who I am today, while opening my world to all that can potentially be.

That is the natural beauty of the adult baby world and the intimate exchange that exists within the dominant mommy submissive child bond. It has not only allowed me to see the world from my own unique perspective it has also provided me with the opportunity to experience life from so many other interesting points of view.

None of that is to say that I am getting old or nearing my end, nothing could be further from the truth. If anything, I am in the prime of my life. It is simply an acceptance that throughout our lives we pass through different stages, each one special and unique in its own way.

Unfortunately, society doesn’t always share the same perspective when it comes to women and the changes that come with the passage of time. Some members of our community feel a woman past her child rearing years without a brood to call her own has moved beyond useful productivity.

Let me tell you, in my opinion, that is utter hogwash.

A man who has traveled the globe making the choices I have made, might be called a bachelor or a gigolo. Those phrases might be bandied about, describing his age, his experience, as well as his life choices. For women who have followed a similar path, the adjectives wouldn’t be so kind, a tune not near as pleasant to the ear.

Women do have options of course. Some of my contemporaries have connected with the image of Cougar and all that the name implies. It has a certain ring to it, the wild cat that hunts its prey, but not quite fitting to the role that I have chosen. I have selected a different path, one of nurture and love, one that goes beyond the hunt and into something more.

Cougars are very powerful, able to dominate and control, singling out their target, separating the weak from the herd before capitalizing on their foe. They consume and devour their prey, asserting their dominance before walking away.

I, on the other hand, offer a warm and welcome home to my conquests. Yes, it is filled with many a lust filled desire, just like the way the Cougars seduce their prey, but with my approach the pleasure is delivered in extended sessions focused on willful submission and debilitating care, reaffirming the intimacy of the mother child bond.

Regardless of which path a woman like myself might choose, Cougar or Mommy, the stereotypes applied by society are still the same, too rigid and inflexible. It is an age-old problem, not one to be resolved any time soon, and exemplified by a gentleman on broadcast television, one that revealed his true colors in grand style.


SCENE 1

Mommy Claire

We were sitting in the kitchen drinking our morning coffee when the man on the television said the words that just about made me choke.

“Did he just say what I thought he said?” I questioned aloud.

Kelly, one of my live-in subs, was closer to the set than I was and heard every word.

“He did,” she confirmed, “he just said that a woman in her fifties is past her prime.”

Now, I know the so-called “News” stations moved away from news a long time ago, changing their programming in favor of ratings over accuracy, but I thought we had chosen one of the networks that was more enlightened when it came to societal norms.

Kelly moved for the remote to make the change.

“I’ll turn it off,” she said, confirming our long-standing process of removing support from narrow minded entities, but before she could complete the task, a thought came to my mind.

“Wait!” I exclaimed.

Kelly turned to look at me. “Yes?” she asked.

“Maybe instead of turning him off we could find a way to meet with him, for some re-education,” I offered.

The moment I said it, Kelly got a grin from ear to ear.

“It just so happens,” Kelly offered, “you’ve had a run-in with one of the lawyers on the network’s legal team.”

“I have?” I asked, unsure just who that was.

“Yes,” Kelly confirmed, “Little Charlie took a job there not too long ago.”

The moment she said the name, my mind went back to the event, the time I met Charles the third, and the journey he and I shared to him becoming Little Charlie. It was a glorious ride and I had no doubt he would welcome my call.

Kelly had my assistant get the number and in just a few minutes the phone was ringing on the other end.

“Hello, this is Charles,” came the very formal response from the other end of the line.

“Little Charlie,” I cooed softly into the phone.

His response was absolutely priceless.

“Mommy Claire, is that you?”

He was so excited to hear from me I actually tingled within at the sound of his voice.

“It’s me,” I confirmed, “and I have a favor to ask.”

“Anything for mommy,” he replied.

I proceeded to lay out my plan, detailing just what I needed if I was going to teach the man from the television a lesson. It turned out his name was Donald and he had grand visions of taking over the world. It was exactly what I expected and why it was so important for us to meet, so I could share my perspective, so he could see things from the other side.

In a few short days, Little Donnie’s journey would begin, a much-needed education in what it means to be a man in Mommy Claire’s world.


SCENE 2

Donald Meade

Life is meant for the bold and the beautiful, that’s why I’m always up front about what I want. That point was made abundantly clear in a recent conversation I had with one of my lawyers, the agent responsible for booking my promotional appearances.

“I only said what everyone knows to be true,” I told him. “What’s the big deal?”

His answer was quite firm.

“The women in your viewing audience, the ones that feel they are not past their prime just because they’re over fifty, they’re making a big deal of it,” he replied.

It was just another blip in the news cycle as far as I was concerned, soon to be forgotten the moment the next conservative politician stuck his foot in his mouth. Until then, I just needed to make nice.

“They’re blowing it out of proportion,” I explained. “I was talking about having babies. Women are in their prime when they can have babies.”

My agent, usually a pretty bright guy, just didn’t get it.

“There you go again. Do you even listen to yourself?” he asked.

I couldn’t believe him. We were alone, he didn’t need put on airs, there were no cameras to lie for.

“Are you saying it’s not true?” I replied. “How many women have kids after fifty? And don’t even talk about their looks.”

Once again, my agent shook his head, like he knew I was right but didn’t like me saying it out loud.

“Maybe we could change the subject,” he offered, “like maybe talk about how women can do things other than reproduce.”

There it was, the twisting of my words that I knew was coming. I expected it from the talking heads, I didn’t expect it from him.

“Don’t be like that,” I replied. “I never said women can’t do anything but make babies. Besides, I can’t be a misogynist, I have sisters… and my maid is a woman.”

“Don,” my agent said, “this is bigger than just an online apology. It isn’t going away with the next big headline. You’re going to need to take some time, and it wouldn’t hurt if you underwent some training.”

It was the standard BS feedback, their CYA response, only now they were adding something more. “Training?” I asked, needing to clarify just what the hell that was supposed to mean.

“Sensitivity training,” he answered.

That was a laugh and I let him know just how I felt about the suggestion.

“Like the old white dudes that had to learn why they were so racist?” I replied, unsure why we would need to go to such an extreme.

His response came across like your typical lawyer double talk.

“It’s the quickest way to get this resolved,” he replied. “You complete the training and the network will take you back. That’s the quickest way to get you back on the air.”

I wouldn’t have agreed to it any other way but the way he presented it, I didn’t have much choice. It was either sensitivity training or no more television appearances, and that was something I simply could not accept.


SCENE 3

Mommy Claire

The appointment was set and I wasn’t sure if I should be excited or filled with dread. I always love a new challenge, a new seduction but there was something about this guy, based on what I saw on television he could be hard to take. Fortunately, or unfortunately as the case may have been, I decided to delve deeper, to see what more I could find.

There were countless videos of him, and about him, online. I watched them all and to be honest, each one I watched made him look like a bigger and bigger ass; the things he said, the way he acted. If that wasn’t enough to set my mind in stone, the commentary about him was even worse, the way they piled on, making the most outrageous comments I had ever heard about any one single man. I would have thought you’d need to do a whole lot more to be compared to murderous despots but according to the talking heads, he was even worse than the fiercest dictators of our time, Satan incarnate.

It was absolutely brutal the way they spoke about him and yet through it all he just kept on smiling, as if their hollow opinions didn’t phase him one bit. To be honest, it was quite the enigma, creating all sorts of intrigue in my head. That is what had me pushing forward when all other signs were clearly saying, STOP!

Was he disillusioned? Was he broken off from reality? Or did he know something the others did not? Like I said, as the time approached for our meeting, I wasn’t sure whether to be excited or concerned but my curiosity was piqued, at maximum capacity.

While I wasn’t able to settle on one frame of thought for my expectations, one thing I did do was prepare. I had heard a lot of rumors about this man that I was meeting, very tall tales, but I struggled to think they could all be true. No one could be as bad as they made him sound. Still, I made special arrangements, including a one-of-a-kind purchase just for him. It was a surprise for a guy who was known for breaking the rules, ensuring he would not have any flexibility when it came to his encounter with me.


SCENE 4

Donald Meade

My agent made the arrangements and to be honest, I thought it was a waste of time. I didn’t need any training, if anything I should have been the one teaching the course. Of course, try explaining that to the knuckleheads at the networks, the ones who made the decision on who got airtime and when. They insisted that I needed to follow their rules if I was ever going to get back on the air. I was definitely ready for that, which is why I agreed to their unreasonable request.

Throughout the week, I was busy, occupied, but I still thought about the obligation, the requirement to get me back on broadcast television. By the time the weekend came around, I had actually come to grips with the reality of the scenario, at least to the point I knew I needed to pay lip service to the process, enough to please the powers that be.

When the long stretch limousine pulled up in front of my place to pick me up, I thought it was a good start, an acknowledgment of my status, and when it dropped me off at an elite destination, I appreciated that they sent me to a place with class, a fancy estate with a beautiful mansion at the center. It was how I should be treated, recognition of my elite status.

Everything was off to an incredible start but that level of appreciation rose even higher when I met the woman who would be my guide, a quite fascinating encounter indeed.


SCENE 5

Mommy Claire

When I saw the limousine finally pull up in front, the first thing I thought was, what a Prima Donis? We were set to start at eight in the morning and here it was almost twelve o’clock. It wasn’t the way I wanted to get things started but it was certainly a lesson in dealing with someone who considers himself above the law.

The second thought that crossed my mind was that I hoped he liked the extra special touch I provided by sending the limo to pick him up. I like pampering my guests, making them feel welcome. Even if my expectation for this meeting was low, I still wanted everything to be just right.

If I thought and expected he would thank me for the gesture I was right. In fact, he did so in grand style.

“Good morning, I’m Donald,” he said as I greeted him at the door. “Is it you that I have to thank for this morning’s luxurious ride?”

He took my hand and kissed the back, making eye contact as he thanked me, his big baby blues looking right into my soul, a little wink added for effect, a jovial sort of move. He was charming, not at all what I expected, and I have to admit, it set me off my game.

“You’re welcome,” I replied but he was already moving on.

“You have an absolutely beautiful place here,” he added as he stepped across the threshold into my home. “I really do appreciate you welcoming me into your home like this.”

Like I said, he wasn’t at all what I expected and as I tried to make sense of it all, he presented me with a gift. It was a present in a fancy bag, a big box wrapped in a plain brown wrapper, a string tied around the outside.

“You didn’t have to do that,” I said but I was glad that he did. I took the package in hand, feeling it with my fingers, the full shape.

It was a very nice gesture and as I untied the bow knot causing the string to fall to the side, I couldn’t help but think about that song and the listing of favorite things. I was certain it was why he did it, that romantic connection, and it made me think he wasn’t at all what I first expected or what people said.

Opening the paper, I found a box inside and opening that box I was treated to the softest, plushest robe. It was white and it was long and I have to admit, I knew right away I would be using it the moment I was alone.

“Oh, my,” I said. “It’s so soft and beautiful.”

It’s exactly what I might have said just to be polite but in this case, I really meant it. It really was a very nice gesture.

“It’s from my hotel chain,” he explained. “It’s one of our most popular items. You’d be surprised how many women steal them from the rooms.”

He laughed as he said those words and it was an amicable laugh, the kind that oozed charm. There was something about this guy. Despite what all of the television personalities and pundits said, he wasn’t as bad as he seemed.


SCENE 6

Donald Meade

I walked up the steep front steps to the front door of this incredible mansion and lo and behold, I was greeted by an incredibly attractive woman. The first thing that came to mind was, ok, if I have to go through training with a woman over fifty, she’ll do.

I brought a gift with me, I knew a lady was going to be my hostess and they always go for things like that, the extra thought. The way she lit up when she felt the softness of the robe, I knew it was a hit.

“It’s from my hotel chain,” I told her, subtly letting her know I own many, more than just one, and also letting her know how many rich women had stolen from me over the years. It was things like that that women really liked and I made sure to lay it on nice and thick.

She laughed at my joke, of course, I’m funny, but when she did her bosoms gave the most delightful little jiggle. They literally danced beneath the fabric of her dress, the open cleavage providing ample view. It was a great way to start the day and I’ll admit, it really made me look forward to whatever she had planned.

It was then that I truly sized her up, this woman, the one who would be giving me my special training. Based on her look, she could give me a whole lot more than just a lesson in sensitivity. It wasn’t just her boobs, which were heaving double D’s, but she had a sexy hourglass shape and a very pretty grill. She could have been an actress in her younger days, maybe even a beauty queen or model if her breasts weren’t quite so large.

Either way I was thrilled that my training would be with her and was really looking forward to it, even as she led me to an office right off the main foyer, a room with a desk, two chairs and a doctor’s exam table inside.


SCENE 7

Mommy Claire

First off, let me say, Donald was a perfect gentleman when we first met, saying all the right things, even bringing me a gift to show his gratitude for my time. He acted in all the right ways however I knew how to spot a wolf in sheep’s clothing and I had a feeling he was a very big wolf indeed.

I led him from where we met at the front door, through the foyer and to my office. The walk gave him ample opportunity to check me out, revealing just where his true feelings lie. He didn’t disappoint. Despite being the perfect gentleman in the words he spoke, he revealed his true and natural self in the way he ogled my behind. The strategically placed mirrors on my wall allowed me to catch every leer, the way he stared at my body, drinking in every inch when he thought I couldn’t tell.

I meet a lot of guys and I go out of my way to encourage their lust but with Donald I didn’t need to encourage anything at all. He took one look at me, liked what he saw, and was all in. I liked that directness about him, it made him the perfect subject for what I had in mind.

In order to elicit real and permanent change would require a deep connection, a personal bond. And as long as he was ready to lead and think with his penis, I was pretty sure I could take it from there.


SCENE 8

Donald Meade

Claire, that was my hostess’ name, was quite direct in everything she said and everything she did. In fact, she didn’t hold any punches, laying it all on the line the instant we were alone in her office. The moment we sat down she got to it, not wasting a single minute in getting to the purpose of our meeting.

“Do you have any fetishes that you would like to share with me?” she asked. “Or should I just indulge your senses until I find them on my own?”

Damn!

She was coming on strong and I have to admit, I liked it. A confident woman is sexy, especially one who knows how to treat a man.

“Is this some kind of trick?” I asked. “Because I thought I was here for sensitivity training.”

I didn’t want to get tricked by some lame ploy. I wanted to know we were on the same page.

Her answer set the tone for what she and her session were really all about.

“Oh, you’re here for training all right,” she replied, “but the training I do is all about sensual stimulation, pleasing your body until you feel so good you want to give in. Would you mind if I strap you to the table so I can stimulate your sensitivities?”

I’m not lying when I tell you, that is exactly what she said.

This is probably going to sound strange to you, especially considering I had only just met this woman, but what she was offering was so over the top. I had been around the block enough times to know to say yes when a sexy hot woman offers to show me a good time.

Before she could rethink the offer, I found myself nodding along. “Sure,” I agreed.

Granting her request was quite a thrill and my mind reacted the instant I gave her the ok. My body piqued, tingles surged through my core and they extended to every part of my body, bar none. It made me feel so alive. The excitement was surreal, the anticipation greater than any I had ever known before.

Ok, ok, in hindsight it was a huge risk. I never should have agreed to let her strap me to the table and yet the things that were going through my head, the opportunity she was promising, it was too much to resist. I would have been a fool to say no and so I found myself saying yes, agreeing to her demands.

In a flash, she was helping me out of my clothes, touching every inch of my skin as it came into view. It was highly stimulating, erotic, encouraging me to take each additional step until I was on her table, leather straps being secured to my arms and to my legs.

It wasn’t the first time I had ever been restrained although Claire was definitely the first to really push me to the extreme while in that precarious state. The instant I was fully secured, her hands started skating all over my skin, finding spots on my body that literally made my mind hum.

“Ungh!” I let out as the first adrenal surge inundated my brain.

God, was she talented. With just a subtle touch of her fingers she had every hair on my body standing on end.

What followed was a thorough exploration of my form, from head to toe. When she said she was going to find my sensitivities she wasn’t lying. She gently caressed every inch of my skin with her tantalizingly soft touch and in the process, I revealed myself, reacting uncontrollably to every erogenous zone she found. I literally gave myself away, letting her know exactly what I liked, and she returned to those spots often, taking my senses to the pinnacle of desire.

Her touch was everywhere; my inner thigh, the back of my bicep, my left ear lobe. Not only did she find the most stimulating of my nerve endings but she made them her best friends, returning to them often. As a result, I was putty in her hands.

It was euphoric and in no time at all she had my body yearning, my mind tingling in anticipation of where she might touch next. I savored that feel, right up until I could take no more, the feelings too much for my mind to process.

One moment of bliss was fun, two was enough to cause my brain to shake, but she pushed me even further than that, longer than I was prepared to take, until my mind began to falter and fail. It was all so overwhelming, the way those feelings consumed all other thoughts. By the time my body began to bloom in erotic ecstasy, all I could think about was my impending orgasm and the savored feel of the potential relief. She had yet to find my dick, or touch me in any sexual way, and yet it was all I could think about. I wanted it, I needed it and the longer I went without, the more pervasive it became, until it broke me down from within.

“Please!?!” I moaned, hoping that would be enough to let her know how I felt.

If she heard me, she didn’t respond. Instead, she kept plying my body with more of her supple touch.

That skating glide was so pervasive and yet light, one moment it was there and the next it was gone, leaving me to wonder when and where it might return?

God, how intense the feelings became, separating my brain from all rational ideas. It was quite the thrill ride right up until it wasn’t, right up until it got to the point I needed to get off, desperate in the worst possible way.

She needed to know about my predicament and I shared that information before it was too late.

“Ok, ok, you’ve teased me for a while now and it’s been great,” I said, “but I think it’s time we get to the good stuff.”

It was the natural progression of what was happening between us and I needed her to know. My body felt like it might buckle under the stress at any moment. It was all so intense, the way she would get close but not quite there. I was reliant on her to guide my next move, to show she knew what to do.

The devilish smile she gave in response to my statement let me know that she understood what I was asking for but the subtle wink of her left eye confirmed she held a different point of view. There was an ulterior motive inside her pretty little head and she was about to let me know just what that was.

“It’s time for you to give in,” she informed me. “Surrender your power and accept having a woman in charge and the rest of your time here will be much easier.”

Oh, dang, I didn’t see that coming.

That was the moment that I realized just how deliberate all of it was, everything she had done and what she was still putting me through.

She teased me, granting me an intense amount of pleasure while drawing me closer and closer to the promised land, close but not quite there. She was so skilled, intentional, veering off the beaten path just before I had an opportunity to experience the full and real bliss. She wouldn’t allow me to pass through the incredible pearly gates and that was vexing but she did just about everything else and that had me holding out hope that relief might still be mine.

It left me to wonder why she was doing all of this? And just what she would want in the end?

I enjoyed the exchange in the beginning, of that there was no doubt, but despite how pleasurable those pulses were, there came a point where I needed things to move forward, beyond the inexorable tease. I was about to tell her so when she cut me off before I could, explaining just what her session and her training were all about.

“The whole point of this training is to show you that you are not always in charge and sometimes the decisions aren’t up to you,” she offered.

To be honest, it was a first for me. Most people just give in to me whenever I want something. In fact, I wasn’t even sure I heard her correctly.

“What do you mean it’s not up to me?” I asked.

It didn’t make sense, even in the other situations of my life when I was tied and restrained, I still got to ask for what I wanted. It was all part of the game.

Once again, she shared news that was highly informative even if it was extremely difficult to accept.

“You’re not in your normal world. Here, your future will be determined by an online survey,” she explained. “We’re polling a group of women over fifty right now, as we speak. They will be the arbiters, the ones who get to decide your fate.”

She directed my attention to a television on the wall, on the screen was a bar graph with three options; Tease, Denial and Relief. At the present time, Tease was in the lead at ninety percent, Denial was far behind at nine and Relief saw a lowly one.

It didn’t make sense, it had to be rigged.

“That can’t be right,” I said, “America loves me.”

It was a statement of fact, I was extremely popular, so I wasn’t too concerned about the results of the poll, but that doesn’t mean I still wasn’t ready for her to get to the good stuff, ready for the tease to be through.


SCENE 9

Mommy Claire

This man Donald was extremely personable when he showed up at my door and he was downright charming when we first spoke, but the instant he didn’t get what he thought he deserved, that amicable disposition quickly changed.

In a moment of distinct stress, he turned out to be just like every other over entitled alpha male, revealing his true colors the instant things didn’t go his way.

The survey results all suggested that he should be teased for an extended period of time and I was doing just that, allowing him to indulge the sweetness of my touch in feather light and sparing ways. At first, he enjoyed the exchange, actively flirting with me, getting his hips in on the action, trying to facilitate the grind. That’s the nature of tease and denial, the way it tempts the mind to indulge, knowing full well that it will make everything so much harder when the switch is finally made.

For his part, Donald didn’t hold back. He freely indulged his lust, every single drop, actually helping me overwhelm his world. He welcomed me and my directives deep into his brain and I accepted the invitation, inserting my ideas for him to ponder and consider.

It was a delicate dance, aided by the needs of his body, the ones urging him to comply.

The rise of excitement was quick but like I said, I was only meant to tease his senses and before long it was obvious, he wanted more. Whenever I would even get close to his dick he literally humped at my hand, revealing himself as a very eager and horny little boy. I hadn’t even come close to giving him the full treatment and already he was showing signs of what I could make him do, a perfect lead up to what I intended next.

The trick with the tease is to provide just enough pleasure to tempt the mind but not to the full extent, not enough to grant the satisfaction that would release the hold I had on his brain. That was the key to success and it worked exactly as I had planned, separating Donald’s conscious thoughts from the surging needs of his body.


SCENE 10

Donald Meade

Just touch my dick already. How hard is that to understand?

Of course, I couldn’t say that, it would be insensitive or some shit like that, but you know damn well that is what I was thinking. That’s the problem these days, no one is allowed to say what they really mean, to tell it like it is.

More than anything I just wanted to give her the truth, to let her know it was time for her to put her mouth on my cock and blow, even a woman like her could do that.


SCENE 11

Mommy Claire

Despite the fact that the tease part of our session had Donald revealing his most sensitive secrets, there was still more that needed to be done. The initial steps barely scratched the surface of where I intended to go. It was only the beginning of what I had in mind and I salivated at the prospects of another conquest rising on my horizon.

Unfortunately for Donald, the instant he started to really enjoy what I was doing, the disposition of our viewing audience changed, revealing just how much people’s feelings about this guy could easily shift. The ladies at home may not have wanted to see him suffer but there was no doubt that his unfettered jubilation also wasn’t their cup of tea. Theirs was an instant reaction and I had no choice but to comply.

The online polls responded, veering in the opposite direction of where they were before. Denial moved into the lead, ahead of the Tease that had been holding quite a strong lead. It was only fifty-one to forty-eight but I had no choice, I had to make a change.

Democracy roared her head like a mighty lioness, demanding to be heard.

The audience was meant to guide our journey and they were telling me it was time to deny. I had no choice, there was nothing I could do.

The instant I pulled my hands away, removing all contact from his skin, Donald’s entire body lurched. The straps on his wrists and ankles caught his movement, keeping him from going too far, but not before he jerked and heaved. I’m certain he would have gladly taken care of his own need if given the chance, the exact reason why he needed to be restrained.

“What the?!?” he exclaimed the instant he realized the helplessness of his predicament.

“Sorry,” I told him, “the audience at home switched their votes to Denial.”

I directed his attention to the television on the wall. He was devastated to see the results.

It was the whole point of the tease, to give him a glimpse of what he could have, the good stuff if you will, but if he thought he was nearing the end of his training he was sorely mistaken, we were only just getting started.


SCENE 12

Donald Meade

When I asked Claire to get to the good stuff, I thought she would jump right in. Most women are quick to follow my lead, they like having me in charge. That is what I expected but she did not follow suit. In fact, before I knew it, her teasing caresses expanded, until she was running her feather light touch over every inch of my body; except where I wanted her most.

She claimed it was a direct result of the polling, the input from the home audience. As quick as they decided they wanted me teased they changed their minds, choosing to make me suffer in denial. I knew it was rigged. How did I know who was casting those votes? But that didn’t change the fact that I was the one who had to endure.

Fortunately, the denial didn’t last long, they obviously didn’t like seeing my pain, my anguish, so they switched their votes once again, returning my existence to that of the incessant state of tease.

I’ll admit, I liked it better when her hands were on me but the entire situation still had me on edge, especially when Claire’s supple touch skated ever nearer to the promised land. With conscious thought, I felt myself leaning in, trying to complete the act. It was a moment of enlightenment, one that had me learning things about myself I never thought I’d understand.

You have no idea how desperate your mind becomes when you’ve been shown incredible bliss but then you’re denied the fulfillment of that ecstasy. Your brain knows what can be so even when the excitement does start to rise, when she does fondle and caress to make you feel good, all you can think about are those previous highs, making it feel like you are still being denied.

It was all of those near misses that had me crazed half out of my mind. More than anything I wanted her to take my penis in hand and give me the attention I wanted, the attention I deserved. It wasn’t rocket science, it was just human nature.

“Please??!” I groaned aloud.

The devilish grin that she gave in response to that plea let me know that she knew exactly what she was doing, it was just too overwhelming to not be intentional, and then she said the words that let me know her true end goal.

“Tell me what you’ll give and I’ll take you to La La land,” she offered.

It was an incredible statement and I happily agreed.

“Anything,” I replied; “just please touch my dick.”

She confirmed just what it was that I had to say.

“Anything?” she asked.

“Anything,” I agreed.

”Great, she replied, “because what I want is to tease you like this all weekend, completely agree to be my submissive little boy the entire time and eventually I’ll give you the pleasure you desire.”

Wait, did I hear that correctly? When I agreed to a weekend training seminar, I assumed there would be breaks, time off each night to recharge my batteries. With her latest statement it sounded like I was in for quite the ride. What exactly was she saying?

“Are you serious?” I asked. “I don’t get to go home?”

Her answer let me know just where she was coming from and what she was all about.

“And let you show up after noon for day number two as well,” she scoffed. “I think now that you’re here we should just get everything done.”

She was very direct with her words and then, with the tip of one manicured fingernail, she showed me just how serious she was. That single nail actually touched my dick, running ever so gently down the front of my member, stopping just for a moment to tickle my tightened ball sack before gliding back up the shaft, to the rim of my crown, barely making contact but still distinctly there.

“Ungh!” I let out, unable to form any other word.

The feeling was intense and with that intensity a rush of excitement flooded my brain. I felt an immense desire to give in.

“Please?!?” I moaned and groaned.

“Say it,” she coaxed. “You know you want it.”

She was right about that, only my body didn’t just want it, it was an absolute need.

“Fine,” I acquiesced, “you can do whatever you want. Please!?!”

For a moment, I wasn’t sure what she was going to do and that had me questioning just what the hell my agent had gotten me into, but then her silky-smooth fingers landed on my hardened rod once again, wrapping ever so lightly around the full circumference, providing a gentle up and down glide. It was absolutely glorious, a cold rush of adrenaline surged through my veins, out to every corner of my body, flooding my brain with lust.

From there she provided the gentlest rub, one that kept that feeling alive far longer than I ever thought humanly possible and I can honestly say it was the greatest feeling of my life. It felt so good. My eyes began to flitter, rolling to the back of my head and my hips flexed wide, searching for more and more of her touch.

In a very short amount of time, she showed me how overwhelming physical bliss can be. She had me and it felt so good to be had.

Despite everything else that had happened up to that point, I was glad I got to experience that moment and very proud of myself for being smart enough to make the right call when she asked the all-important question, if I wanted to play.


SCENE 13

Mommy Claire

At the heart of every great seduction is the ability to separate the alpha male from his unwavering feelings of dominance and control. It isn’t enough to demonstrate command over his world, he must understand that he has no hope, that in the current situation he is the lesser man.

That was my goal right from the beginning with Donald but to be honest, I never really knew exactly how much success I was having at any given time. In order to truly understand where we stood, I needed to test his limits, to find out just what I could and could not make him do.

Unfortunately, when you’re dealing with a man who makes a habit out of slipping and sliding through every deal like an acrobat on PCP, it can be very difficult to determine just where the reality lie.

That would be the true measure of success and I was eager to find out just how much progress we had made. It was time to test the waters, to see just where Donald and our new training stood, as well as how far we still needed to go.


SCENE 14

Donald Meade

The way this woman teased my penis was exciting but it also drove me to the edge of insanity. It started small with little pulses emanating from my loins but it quickly expanded until I felt the full body wave with every fiber of my being. Claire had a way of turning all of my attention and focus on the physical bliss, and once it was there, it was difficult to think of anything else.

Her touch was all consuming, to the point of causing my head to spin and my eyes to lose focus on the world. At first, I loved it, but then it became too much.

In no time at all, I reached a state of absolute yearn, where I felt like I would give anything for the next touch, to realize the completion of what she had started. It was a helpless feeling, one that gripped me from within and I struggled against its mighty force.

In fact, on several occasions I literally found myself rising up from the table, using the power of my hips to try to hump her hand, a desperate attempt to satisfy the carnal desire that plagued my insides.

The entire experience drove me batty, that relentless tease, and then she took things even further when she added to her massage, doing the most fucked up thing.

While my mind obsessed over the way she was tickling and teasing my dick, desperately wanting her to just finish me off, she introduced her bosom into the action, pushing me even further into a world I did not understand.

“Be a good little boy and suckle mommy in,” she instructed. “It’s time for you to suckle at the teat.”

It was an impossible ask, especially for a strong and confident guy like me, but as unrealistic as it seemed, I struggled to say no. Some strange force had a hold of my brain and it wouldn’t let go, no matter how hard I tried.

She was still tickling my dick, granting me the pleasure of her tease, and each additional moment only added to the experience, taking me to lands unknown. At the exact same moment that I was trying to come to grips with the insatiable sexual yearn she had created in my loins, she fed me her breast, forcing me to nurse at her teat. I have to admit, it wasn’t all bad. The softness of her flesh against my face actually helped to soothe me, calming my nerves.

It can be very difficult getting used to being restrained, even more so when your dick is being rubbed but not quite the way you want. When that happens, when you don’t get the satisfaction you desire, it can be frustrating, to the point of helplessness. The instant that took place, I started to get upset but the feel of her wonderful bosom against my face distracted me from those feelings, giving me a connection to something very peaceful, an anchor to help my mind.

Just as I started to get used to it, that incredible softness against my face, she pulled that away too, causing me to yearn once more, this time in a whole new way.

What the hell was going on? Why was she teasing me this way? I understood the desire I felt when she was no longer rubbing my junk but this was different, why did denying me her bosom have the same effect?

That question was just making its way through my overwhelmed brain when she used her hardened nipple to tease me once more, tracing a line along my cheek, following the edge of my jaw, ending at my chin, just below my lips. She was close to my mouth but not quite there and I found myself leaning in, stretching my neck, trying to complete the act.

It was vexing, the way she remained just out of reach, and the yearn within me increased, doubling once and then doubling again.

How did she do that? How did she get so deep inside of my head?

As my neck strained to reach her bosom, her free hand landed on my penis once again, giving me a gentle squeeze, sending a bolt of lightning racing up my spine. Fortunately, she didn’t stop there, and with just a few simple rubs I was right back in that place, my dick and balls pulsing, throbbing, enduring another thrill ride at her hand.

It was magical and I allowed my brain to savor the feel, to the point of helpless bliss.

That’s when she ramped up the pressure once again, letting me know just what she wanted in return for all of the pleasure that she was doling out.

“Pledge yourself to me,” she stated, “accept life as my submissive little boy and mommy will take care of all your needs.”

Ok, ok, the way I felt, I was desperate as hell and needed to get off in the worst possible way. I knew if I just gave in, if I said what she wanted me to say, I could have my way, but what she was asking for was so over the top. She wanted me to submit as her little boy? To take her as my mommy?

It would be a lie, I had no intention of really being her submissive little boy but women are so stupid, they’ll believe anything a man says if he sells it the right way. I definitely wanted to get off and so I prepared to make the sale.

I held out for a little while, playing up my feckless state. I didn’t want her to think I gave in too easily, that it wasn’t real, however, when I finally agreed, something went seriously wrong.

“Fine,” I said. “You win. I accept.”

It was a concession, exactly what she said she wanted, but it did not elicit the desired response.

Despite the fact that I had granted her request, accepting her as my mommy and my life as her submissive little boy, it was like she didn’t even hear me, like she no longer understood the English language.

“Habla Ingles?” I asked, certain something had to be wrong.

I wanted to shout at her, “What’s wrong with you stupid woman?” but I kept it to myself. I didn’t want to get her upset.

It was all so frustrating. I agreed already, why wouldn’t she let me cum?

She was definitely the worst prostitute ever and I would have told her so but I thought better than to antagonize the only person who could help me in the current situation so I decided to play along.

“Please mommy!” I wailed, “I’ll be your good little boy. I’ll do whatever you want.”

I thought it was a good sell, I made it sound real, like she was in full control. Unfortunately, that plea only yielded several more rounds of intense edging, taking me to the brink of orgasm without relief again and again. It was absolutely unnerving the way she let me get close but wouldn’t let me seal the deal. She even had the audacity to whisper in my ear, emasculating thoughts about power and control.

“You’re almost there little boy,” she cooed. “Soon, the submission will be very real.”

There was no doubt she had me desperate, wanting nothing more than to shoot my load, but it didn’t matter what I offered to give, it was obvious she preferred denying me even more.


SCENE 15

Mommy Claire

I’ve never said this before, but there were times when I started to debate if I should ever let Donald cum, if he would ever earn that reward. It wasn’t the way he acted in my presence, with me he was a perfect gentleman, but every time I thought back to the videos, the ones I had watched about him online, and the horrible things he said, I just felt a need to push him further and further.

At my core, I consider myself a very considerate and loving mommy, and every mommy can find at least one redeeming quality in her precious little boy. That is the reality of life but in my situation, in my current circumstance, I struggled to do just that. With Donald, I was unable to identify his best trait, leading me to believe he either needed more training or he was a lost cause.

That is exactly how I felt right up until he revealed the depths of his inner child, his regressed self on full display.

“Please mommy!” he wailed, “I’ll be your good little boy. I’ll do whatever you want.”

The moment he said those words he changed in my eyes, he became my Little Donnie, and no matter how incorrigible he might have been up until that point, a mother can always find some good in her precious little boy.


SCENE 16

Little Donnie

Mommy Claire made me beg to be her submissive little boy, which I did, but then she refused to give me what I wanted in return and that got me very upset. It was bad faith negotiation as far as I was concerned and I was about to tell her so when she introduced something new to our arrangement, something that had me rethinking every aspect of my entire life.

I was still bound at the wrists and ankles on top of her exam table so I had no choice when she fitted me first with a soft cloth diaper and then added a pair of slick leather shorts, all wrapped tight around my body. At first, I thought it was some kind of kinky sex suit until she got it into place and I finally realized exactly what it was.

“What is this?” I asked. “What are you doing?”

Her response was quite stern considering everything that had transpired between us up until that point.

“This is so we can get out of this office and go for a walk without me worrying about what you’ll do,” she explained.

It was a pair of chastity shorts. She fitted me with a locking garment, the kind that ensured I could not touch my dick. I really didn’t think it was necessary but she didn’t ask, taking advantage of my tethered state. The thick leather was uncomfortable and even with the diaper as a buffer, I still expected it was going to make me chafe.

I’m not sure what she was thinking. Perhaps she expected that I was going to try to jerk myself off the first chance I got free, which is why she made sure the shorts were nice and secure, with locks in place, before letting me free from the straps.

“All set,” she said with a devilish grin. “Why don’t we take a break for some dinner.”

She was offering a break but if I still had to be under her control it didn’t feel like any kind of relief at all. It was unfair and I felt the need to fill her in on the news.

“At some point you are going to have to let me use the rest room,” I informed her.

Her response went a long way in showing me just what kind of woman she was.

“Honey, you can go to the bathroom any time you like. I don’t mind changing your mess,” she replied.

What?!?

”Are you being serious?” I asked.

“I am,” she answered.

“This is nuts,” I said although the thoughts running through my head were much more severe than that, and in much more colorful language.

That’s when she gave me the real intel on just what was happening between us.

“It’s all part of your training,” she said. “For the entire time you are here you must accept that a woman is in charge of you. Like it or not, that’s what you signed up for and I intend to keep my part of the deal.”

It was harsh news and a part of me wanted to lash out but I was too smart to fall for that ploy. She wasn’t going to trick me into breaking the rules, not when I was getting so close to completing the training and getting back on the air.

That’s when she started in with the mental mind play, toying with my brain the same way she had toyed with my dick.

“I’m not looking to break you,” she said. “I know you’ll say whatever it is you think I want to hear just to get what you want. No, my goal is to educate you, to teach you a lesson in power and control.”

It was the first time she was truly being honest about what the whole weekend was about. It was my opportunity to learn so I pressed her for more information.

“And what exactly is that lesson?” I asked. “What exactly are you forcing me to learn?”

It was obvious she didn’t like my attitude, she looked at me cross, but she gave me her answer all the same.

“The lesson is this; sometimes you’re the pigeon and sometimes you’re the statue,” she replied, “but when you’re the statue, your hope is that the pigeon had the courtesy to eat a lite meal.”


SCENE 17

Mommy Claire

I had to deliver a stern message to my subject, one that needed to break through all of the noise in his world to land directly inside his stubborn little head. It wasn’t an easy task but the importance was clear, the future of our society depended on it.

I knew in situations like ours that Little Donnie tended to hear what he wanted to hear. So, I used vernacular that I thought would resonate with this thinking, that Little Donnie would understand. It was the kind of delivery to break through the thickest of barriers, reaching the final destination against all odds.

For the first time in our session together, I actually saw a hint of recognition in his eyes. It wasn’t that he had an epiphany or anything like that, no immediate changing of his ways, but he at least recognized there was someone else in the room, and that there were other people that mattered beyond himself.


SCENE 18

Little Donnie

After spending several hours on her exam table, being forced to endure the most deliciously incredible torment, I was absolutely famished. Being sensually teased to the point of submission really takes it out of you and I was ready for a break. In my head I thought that might mean a little freedom, but that did not turn out to be the case.

Mommy Claire was intent that I not be able to touch myself while our training was on pause. Once she had my dick and balls fully secured, she led me out of her office and to the dining room for our evening meal. I have to admit, I didn’t like the restraint but I did enjoy checking out her place as well as all of the antiques.

She decorated in the Arts & Crafts style, period furniture and accessories around every bend, and I really appreciated her extensive collection, from the Stickley chairs to the Fiestaware in bright, radioactive orange. It showed her exquisite taste, which seemed to extend to everything in her life except the hideous outfit she made me wear.

The leather chaps were uncomfortable to say the least but the bigger part of their use was the fact that they were locked in place. I had heard of such a thing before but can honestly say, it was never something I had ever intended to use. That feeling remained even as we took our seats at the dinner table, preparing to eat our meal.

“Thank you for this,” I said to my hostess, not pleased with the clothing arrangement but still wanting to keep things cordial.

“Of course,” she replied. “Feel free to call me mommy.”

On top of her exam table; while she was twisting up my desire, she had shifted our arrangement into that of mommy and little boy. It seemed she wanted to continue that dynamic over our meal. I knew I was in the lesser position so I welcomed the role, awaiting any opportunity when I might be able to strike back.

“Yes, mommy,” I said in reply.

She smiled at my concession. It was a condescending smile, one that let me know she thought she now had the upper hand. It irked me, that knowing look, but given the current circumstance I had no choice but to relent.

Fortunately, two members of her staff showed up just at that time to bring us our food, lessening the impact of that awkward moment. The plates smelled absolutely delicious, reminding me once again that I hadn’t eaten all day.

“Everything smells incredible,” I said, “thank you again for this wonderful meal.”

I may have been in a less than desirable position but I knew enough to express my gratitude and thanks for the little things.

The dinner; pot roast with mashed potatoes and green beans, was actually quite good. She definitely went out of her way with the food and to be honest, she herself made for a very nice view. Eye candy is what I would call her in my everyday life and I drank in that candy, every sweet bite as I consumed the hearty meal. It made for very pleasant company while I ate, but it was only a matter of time before the whole ordeal of the diaper and the chastity belt would come into play.

The diaper was designed to send me a message and I knew exactly what that was. Despite the fact that I had just enjoyed a fine meal, with a few glasses of wine as well, I had no intention of giving in to what she had in mind. She may have had me locked in her trap but there was absolutely no way I was going to soil myself, not like that.

I stayed firm in that thought all through dinner and I remained resolute through dessert as well, and even through an evening walk on the grounds, I held on tight, right up until I couldn’t take it anymore.

“Is there any chance you’d let me use the bathroom if I told you I had to go?” I asked as we finished our walk of the grounds and returned inside.

Her smile and her response would tell me everything I would ever need to know.

“Sweetie,” she said, “this is all part of the process and the sooner you accept your fate the quicker we’ll be able to send you on your way.”

They were direct terms and I knew right then and there what it was going to take if I ever wanted to do battle in her arena.

At my age, my swollen prostate can make it hard to pee so when the opportunity presents itself the last thing I would ever want to do is miss the chance. Guys my age know exactly what I mean. If you miss the boat, you may not know when the next one is coming around. That left me with a choice of peeing in a diaper and chastity shorts, or trying to hold out in hopes of mercy.

To be honest, I had spent enough time with this broad, Claire, to know she wasn’t the mercy type. She wasn’t giving in. She made me call her mommy for Christ’s sake and I was quite certain she had other tricks up her sleeve. It wasn’t that she was smarter than me or anything, she was just trying to act all big knowing that she was in a position of control. It was the price of fame, the way women always acted so differently whenever I was near.

Claire, Mommy Claire, was no exception only now she wanted me to degrade myself, so she could claim a higher level of dominance. Well, I decided I would show her. I could follow through on her request while still keeping the upper hand. It was all part of the beauty of being me.

I let a little of my pee go, just to see what it would be like, and it immediately felt warm against my skin. The urine dripped from my dick and sat in the gusset of the diaper, pooling beneath my balls. Slowly, it receded, seeping into the fabric, tiny little tingles stimulating my nut sack the entire time.

It was absolutely fascinating and I let a little more go, to see if it would have the same effect. Once again it tickled, in the same titillating way. Then I let the rest go, a flood from the tip of my penis, and while I expected more of the same; it all became too much, spilling out of the seams, overflowing the diaper and running warm down my legs.

“Aw, crap,” I exclaimed the instant I realized what I had done.

Her next words let me know this wasn’t her first time forcing a guy down this path.

“Not yet,” she said with a giggle. “For now, that’s just pee.”

Oh, shit.

Not only was she well aware of what I had done, that I had peed myself, in one simple statement she was letting me know to expect even more.

Unfortunately, while I expected that she might offer some form of relief at the signs of my regression, maybe a little tender loving care, that was not part of her current plan.

“Aren’t you going to clean me?” I asked in disbelief.

“I will,” she replied, “but only after everything comes out.

The way she emphasized the word sent a shiver up my spine.

“Everything?” I asked.

“Your dinner,” she answered. “It had a special ingredient baked in just for you, and once that kicks in, then I’ll clean everything.”

OMG! Was she saying what I thought she was saying?

“You didn’t?!?” I asked.

“I did,” she confirmed.

The peeing was no big deal, I had done worse in tougher situations, but soiling myself was a different step altogether. I wasn’t sure how I would handle that kind of physical loss, that kind of mental regression. Unfortunately, I wasn’t going to be given a choice and it wasn’t long before the first little something began to worm its way out.

“Oh, God!” I exclaimed.

The instant I felt it the more I realized how much I didn’t want to go through with it, but it was warm and it was wet and it was not going to be denied.

The pressure was intense, more than I had ever felt before and I hate to admit it but I knew it was only a matter of time.

Damn! My mind needed to adapt. Could this really be happening to me?

I should have known better but I thought if I could just let out a little gas that the pressure might subside and I would be ok. So that is what I tried to do only the instant a little made its way out, slipping out of my nether hole, it was like it showed the rest the exact path to follow, and everything else quickly followed suit. That blasted ick wanted to get out of me in the worst possible way and there was nothing I could do.

In no time at all, the pressure became so intense, I couldn’t hold it back.

Projectile diarrhea is the only way to describe what happened inside my chastity shorts and let me tell you, that is every bit as disgusting as it sounds, made even worse when you are wearing a diaper that traps everything inside, close to your skin.

“Ugh!” I groaned as the reality overtook my world.

It literally had nowhere to go and I cringed at the feel.

Up my back it spread, down my thighs it slid. I was a mess with no cause for hope, unless Mommy Claire was willing to show me mercy.

“Please, now will you help?” I cried.

The look on her face let me know she was finally considering it, as if my soiled mess was exactly what she had been waiting for the whole time. I didn’t like the way the whole situation made me feel, the way it broke my spirit, but it did help me appreciate the loving care she gave once she finally tended to my need.


SCENE 19

Mommy Claire

Enjoying a fine meal with Little Donnie, my latest guest, was actually quite nice. As I mentioned before, with me he was always very polite, a perfect gentleman. The meal was no different, very calm and peaceful, although the same could not be said for the activities that followed soon after.

Immediately after we finished our dinner, I led him on a walk of the grounds. It turned out to be just enough time for the laxatives to really settle in, the ones baked into his meal. Watching little Donnie pee himself was fun but when he soiled the diaper uncontrollably, that was the real treat. It was an epic mental and physical breakdown, experienced in real time. He struggled to figure out just what it all meant and I savored every one of those insecurities as they overwhelmed his brain, one by one.

His world was changing, rapidly, but this was only the first step. Now that I had pushed him beyond his limits, it was time to really open things up.

I had more in store for Little Donnie’s transformation and the next steps would truly define his future.

The truth was, his reeducation was going well but his was a special case and he a special kind of guy. His training was going to take more time, more time than an average man, more time than I originally had planned. While I felt we were making wonderful progress, it quickly became apparent that a single weekend wouldn’t be enough.

When it came to Little Donnie’s education, we were going to need more time.


SCENE 20

Little Donnie

After dinner and the walk around her estate, not to mention the subsequent mess in my shorts, I was ok going back to Mommy Claire’s office. I needed to be changed and there was no denying that fact.

Once we were there, she strapped me to the table, stripped me of my clothes and prepared to clean my mess. I didn’t like the bondage but she needed access to my genitals and she wouldn’t release me from the chastity shorts any other way.

“Is all this really necessary? I promise I won’t touch myself,” I said.

I was being sincere. I wanted to be cleaned more than anything else, including my desire for sexual gratification.

“You are not in control,” she replied. “The whole point of this exercise is for you to understand that you are not always in charge, and then for you to learn empathy for when you are.”

It was another one of her lessons, one I had no choice but to endure.

She unlocked my chastity shorts but only after securing both my hands and my feet. There was no doubt she was in full control. The longer things went on, the more I had no choice but to accept that fact. In fact, she was absolutely devious in making that point clear while also being very thorough in the task at hand. There was a part of me that actually admired her for it, the way she approached everything so professionally, the way she left nothing to chance.

She really was quite an impressive woman, the depth and breadth of her skills.

Those thoughts were just making themselves at home in my brain however they would have to wait. The moment she had me out of the shorts, she set to the task of cleaning my mess. I don’t even know how she was able to handle the smell, my nose was much further away and even I wanted to gag.

Regardless, she cleaned me like she didn’t have a care in the world, making me wonder what she was all about and if I had ever met anyone like her before?

Either way she was an enigma, one that I found incredibly sexy even as she continued to dominate my world.


SCENE 21

Mommy Claire

Most people cringe when they see a sodden mess but not me. I immediately think of the fragile soul who lost a piece of their essence with the debilitating event. It breaks them down, rendering them incomplete. In the case of Little Donnie, he really did regress with the act and while his body was still coming to grips with what it all meant, his brain would never forget.

The first time a grown man soils himself it has a way of jarring his brain, breaking down his defenses from within, but the bigger lesson is in the long term, the way it affects him going forward. Little Donnie was about to find out that it gets easier over time, that the next time around your mind will no longer be surprised. That information is both enlightening as well as more than a little scary, especially for a former alpha male.

Little Donnie had some harsh realities on his not-so-distant horizons. They were fast approaching and I looked forward to guiding him to those shores.


SCENE 22

Little Donnie

Mommy Claire was downright meticulous in the way she cared for me, better than I would have done myself and no sooner did she have me all cleaned and wiped, soapy sponge and all, and she proceeded to dry me with a nice big and plush towel. It was really quite nice and while she had me leaning in to her embrace, she did even more, something I really didn’t expect.

While my body was completely bare from the waist down, she took the extraordinary step of putting shaving cream over every inch of my dick and balls.

“Uh, what are you doing?” I asked.

Her answer cut straight to the heart of what she was all about.

“Shaving you bare,” she replied as a statement of fact.

She didn’t ask if she could. She didn’t want to know if it was ok. She just made the decision and set to the task.

“Are you shitting me?” I questioned but she did not give me the courtesy of a response to that query. Instead, she launched right into her routine.

It started with a little rubbing and stroking of my balls and shaft but it quickly evolved from there. She put a dollop of cream in her hand and began to work it into a lather, applying it to my dick with a supple touch. I thought for sure she was going to make me cum when she rubbed it all in but that didn’t happen and then she pulled out a long straight blade, making my heart skip a beat. It was daunting the way she brought it close to my skin, using it to separate me from my pubic hair. It was a transcendent moment and I knew right then and there, that things in my life had completely spiraled out of control.

“Woah!” I exclaimed, amazed by what was happening but unable to do anything about it.

It would only take a dozen strokes of that super sharp blade to have me completely bare but it would take much longer than that for my mind to get used to the fact that I no longer had pubic hair. I was bald like a little boy, a point driven home by Mommy Claire’s next words.

“Little boys aren’t meant to have hair down there and you’re a little boy,” she said. “Isn’t that right Little Donnie?”

The entire scenario barreled through my brain like a runaway freight train, overwhelming all other thoughts. It was all so crazy and yet what choice did I have? If I wanted to get back on television this is what I had to do. I needed to complete her training.

“Yes, mommy,” I agreed and it actually scared me how naturally that response formed on my lips, before I even had a chance to think.

She wrapped things up by literally wrapping me up, in a new diaper that is, and while I still held out hope that she might let me cum, that thought went right out the window when she covered the diaper in the chastity shorts once again, locking me away from everything including myself.


SCENE 23

Mommy Claire

The instant I made the arrangements for the weekend, the moment I knew who I was going to be dealing with, I made special preparations; extraordinary steps to ensure my success. That included a pair of made-to-order chastity shorts, ones that would not allow anyone to cheat.

Sure, it created the scenario where Little Donnie would have to soil the diaper, forced to regress, but I was used to that. In fact, it kind of served my purpose. Causing a man to lose control of his faculties goes a long way in breaking his confidence as well as his strength, and I had a feeling it was just what Little Donnie needed most of all.

Complete reeducation was going to take a commitment, but I had no doubt that with enough time and effort I could elicit real and meaningful results. Of course, I had more in store for Little Donnie’s transition but with each new step it became abundantly clear that while my process would take time, in the end he would succumb.


SCENE 24

Little Donnie

Sleeping at Mommy Claire’s place, in a bed I didn’t know with a pillow that didn’t fit my head, absolutely sucked. It didn’t help that all of my lust was still bottled up inside of me, a result of her blasted chastity shorts, the ones she wouldn’t let me escape.

I usually jerk off before going to sleep, or I have some pretty little thing do it for me, if you know what I mean, but I hadn’t cum in days and without that relief the pressure was really starting to get to me. My mind just wouldn’t stop and my body felt this yearn, one that gripped me from the inside.

All of that was bad enough but it was only the beginning of my problems. As a guy with an enlarged prostate, my nightly routine consists of a half dozen trips to the bathroom. Those visits are useless if you are locked in chastity shorts but it is also tough to let it go when you fear it will make a mess. That was my predicament and it made for a very fit filled sleep. By the time I awoke in the morning after absolutely no rest, I knew something had to change.

Unfortunately, day number two picked up right where day number one left off; in Mommy Claire’s office, strapped to her exam table, ready to get things underway.

“Is this really necessary?” I asked in disbelief; certain she was going overboard because it was me.

Despite what I had asked, she kept right on doing what she was doing, answering my question with a question of her own.

“What’s the purpose of our training?” Mommy Claire asked.

It was a classic redirect and at first, I thought the question was rhetorical but she looked at me expectantly, waiting for an answer.

“Uh, uh, uh…” I stammered. It took me a moment to think before I added, “for me to accept having a woman in charge.”

I could tell by the look on her face that she wanted more and when she realized she wasn’t getting it from me, she filled in the blanks all by herself.

“And to learn empathy for those times when you are in charge,” she added.

“Yeah, yeah, right,” I agreed. “I should really write that down.”

She continued securing both of my legs but when it came to my hands, she only secured the left one, leaving my right hand free. I wasn’t sure why she did that but I also didn’t want to bring it to her attention, in case that might cause her to lock it up. She was in charge and I was grateful for whatever freedom she might be willing to give.

When she set to the task of removing the chastity shorts and then changing my diaper, she was every bit as loving and tender as she had been the night before only this time, once everything was cleaned and dried, she invited my free hand for a touch.

“Go ahead,” she coaxed, “see how it feels when you’re hairless like a little boy.”

It seemed a weird request, right up until my fingers landed on my clean -shaven loins. That feeling literally warped my brain. It was so silky smooth, smoother than the finest silk, smooth enough to make the cutest baby jealous.

Never in a million years did I think feeling my own cleanly shaven balls would affect me the way that it did but I was instantly transformed. It was absolutely magical and I couldn’t get enough. God, why hadn’t anyone ever told me about this before? It was life altering, causing my mind to contemplate all sorts of new and interesting ideas.

I might have caressed that super soft skin all night long but I was being supervised and Mommy Claire had no intention of allowing me to play. The instant she saw that look in my eye, the one that said I might be enjoying myself too much, she knew to intervene.

“That’s enough,” she said, taking me by the wrist and securing my free hand with the strap. “You’ve had enough time to feel it, it’s time to get back to your training.”

It was a shift I wasn’t prepared to make. The truth was, feeling that super soft skin affected me, in a way that would stay with me for a very long time.

From there she proceeded to massage and caress my skin only now that I knew what to expect, the entire exchange was different. I was no longer happy to give in. The edging sessions, which I loved in the beginning, were now a source of dread. I actually hoped she might prefer to go out for a walk or maybe talk, anything but another long session of tease and denial.

“What would you like to do today?” Mommy Claire asked in between her stroking rubs.

It was a trick. She wasn’t asking what I wanted. What I really wanted was to fuck her six ways from Sunday. What she was really asking was whether I knew what she wanted to hear. A response like that would signify that her training was truly taking effect.

I decided to play along, giving her exactly what she wanted.

“I’d be happy to let the lady decide,” I offered most graciously. “We can go for a walk, I can take you shopping, whatever your heart desires.”

I thought it was an ideal option, the perfect response, however she was not moved.

“Perfect,” she replied, “because what I’d like to do is edge you for a few more hours and then put you in a permanent lock so you can’t cheat until next week, when we get together again.”

What the fuck? That is not at all what I expected her to say.

“What’s that?” I asked, certain I heard her correctly but hoping beyond hope that somehow, I made a mistake.

Unfortunately, despite the fact that I did the gentlemanly thing, offering her the opportunity to choose, she did not respond with mercy. In fact, she came across downright mean. It wasn’t how these things were supposed to work, not after I did the right thing.


SCENE 25

Mommy Claire

The path of seduction is different for everyone. It depends on the situation, the circumstances, and the prey. Little Donnie was a different kind of target altogether. In many cases I might have thought the root of all of his behavior issues came down to a little motherly love, but after spending a fair amount of time in his presence, I realized that it was going to take a lot more than that.

There was more going on with Little Donnie than what I first saw on the surface and that meant it was going to take time to figure things out, time along with a little old-fashioned ingenuity, finding the just the right way to correct his course.

Fortunately, I have my ways of getting to the root cause of any problem, and when it comes to an arrogant alpha male; that usually starts at his core, with control of his dick.


SCENE 26

Little Donnie

After a Saturday that was brutally long including quite a bit of time being teased out of my mind, I have to admit, it was difficult preparing myself mentally for day number two. And with the way that first day ended, me being forced to make a sticky mess in my pants, I expected a similar routine for the second time around.

That was my expectation however that was not meant to be.

The instant Mommy Claire realized we would need more than one weekend to accomplish her goals, she didn’t see any point in drawing things out.

“I’ll get you all situated so you can get back to your normal duties,” she explained.

I couldn’t believe we were saying goodbye but the bigger surprise was that while she removed the chastity shorts, she replaced those with something else, a tiny steel cage for my cock. In some ways it could have been seen as a welcome transition, the bulky shorts uncomfortable beyond belief and in no way discreet, and yet in other ways the wire metal she used to secure my dick and balls was even worse. It still restricted access to my family jewels only now I had an even more ominous device locking my world.

I was out of the frying pan but not exactly away from the fire if you know what I mean.

Regardless of how I may have felt, that did nothing to deter her next move.

The way she fitted me with the cage, first putting my balls through the hoop before clamping the hood over the head of my dick, kept things contained but I didn’t see the point if our time together was almost through. It didn’t hurt me physically but it definitely gave me a mental ding and maybe that was her objective after all, one more lesson before the parting of our ways.

“Just a few more details before we say goodbye for the week,” she added.

I needed to remind her that there was still more we needed to do.

“Isn’t there something you want to do before I go?” I asked, certain she wasn’t going to send me on my way like that.

That’s when the light of recognition finally went off in her eyes.

“Of course, silly me,” she replied, “we need to schedule your return, I’m sure you don’t want to be wearing that thing forever.”

She laughed as she said those words but I got a distinct chill up my spine. A part of me thought she was being serious.

“Forever?” I asked.

“Not you,” she clarified with a giggle, “only the ones who never learn. Think of it as a training device, and once you no longer need it, it comes off.”

Needless to say, that was tough news to take and while I would have preferred to go away scot free, I couldn’t wait for our next appointment, for the opportunity to earn my release.

“I’ll come back tomorrow,” I offered, “the sooner the better.”

“Uh, uh,” she replied. “You need a week to think and reflect.”

“A week?” I balked. “But I need to get back on the air.”

That’s when she finally showed that she was capable of doing the right thing.

“You’ve demonstrated good faith,” she replied, “I’m going to give the network a temporary ok, provided you wear my cage and are under my supervision.”

I didn’t exactly love the terms but I took the victory, leaving with a cage on my dick but a chance to get back on television.

It wasn’t what I expected when I first agreed to the training but as I would soon find out, I was only at the beginning of this fascinating journey, there was still so much more I needed to learn.


SCENE 27

Mommy Claire

I like to keep my conquests guessing, never knowing what to expect. I ended my time with Little Donnie early, which was a pleasant surprise for him, but I also sent him on his way with a stainless-steel lock on his cock, which I’m sure was an even bigger shock to his system. It was all part of the mystery, the way to keep his mind off balance.

Little Donnie wasn’t the first guy to walk out of my place with a cage on his dick but he was definitely the one who needed it the most. It was an extreme step but when it came to his training, I felt it was necessary, his understanding of women and the world in need of some serious adjustment.

In a week’s time he would be back at my door and I hoped another six days in chastity would do him some good, preparing him for the next steps of my training as well as his evolution.


SCENE 28

Mommy Claire

In my life I have come across some very interesting people but perhaps none more than Little Donnie. My interactions with him started in a most unusual way, hearing him interviewed on television. That experience encouraged me to arrange a meeting which was managed via a mutual friend. The rest as they say is her story, the beginning of a very unique and interesting friendship.

Over the course of a weekend together I got to explore Little Donnie’s sensitivities and, in the process, introduced him to a world of submission, regression and enforced chastity. That last item ensured he would be back at my door soon enough; if for no other reason than to get the lock off of his cock.

It wasn’t the way I usually entice my return visits but Little Donnie was quite the interesting character, and by interesting, I mean so unlike anyone I had ever met before. In his case, I felt the need to guarantee his compliance at every step, taking extraordinary measures to keep him in line.


SCENE 29

Mommy Claire

When Little Donnie and I last parted; he was standing in my foyer pleading for me to remove the steel cage from his genitalia. That did not happen and I sent him on his way, with an invitation to meet again in six days’ time.

You might think it was a harsh move on my part but I did it for his own good, sending him away all caged. It helped to soften his disposition, to put him in the right frame of mind, and now it was time to see the results. If all went as planned, we would use the experience to enhance his lesson, to further the progress that we had made.

Throughout our time together I was beginning to feel a certain level of responsibility for Little Donnie. For that reason, I monitored his progress throughout the week, watching all of his interactions as he appeared in the media and on the news. At first, I thought I witnessed a change in his behavior, an improvement in his approach, but it wasn’t long before he returned to the mean, back to his same old ways.

Little Donnie held some deep seated ideas about women and those feelings ran deep, to his core. I may have had an impact on his behavior on the surface but in order to effect real and meaningful change, I was going to have to go further, I would need to dig deep.

That point was made abundantly clear during the last interview I watched, when he proceeded to call a woman he was arguing with a slob, before digressing to the word animal, and more specifically pig. I literally gasped as I watched, unable to believe it was really him. His actions were indefensible and I wasn’t sure what I was going to say when I saw him next, but I knew I would have to intervene.


SCENE 30

Little Donnie

My agent suggested that I go through sensitivity training and the next time I see that guy he’s going to get a big bop on the nose.

The weekend I went through was absolutely brutal. I don’t want to tell you the things that crazy woman made me do, but it just goes to show how great I am, that I can come back from such an intense experience and actually be ready for more.

Not that I was looking to advertise but she sent me away with some fancy jewelry, a special ring for my cock and she assured me only the most elite of alpha males ever even get invited to try the thing on.

It was a challenge but I not only figured out how to live with it, I found a way to thrive with that cage on my dick, a difficult couple of days at first but once I got used to it, overall, not that bad.

It’s the beauty of being me, the way I’m so able to adapt.

Sure, some things were harder than others, peeing was particularly bad at first but once I figured out to do it sitting down everything turned out ok. Showering had its downside too or at least trying to get everything dry, but again I adapted, everything shifting in the right direction. I guess the biggest part was going to the bathroom and the concern that someone else might find out what was going on, but again I triumphed, revealing the greatness of being me.


SCENE 31

Mommy Claire

The weekend was fast approaching and that meant that my time with Little Donnie was as well. After what I saw in the news that week, I didn’t feel like we had made much progress at all. He was just as bad, maybe even worse than when we began.

I don’t mean to brag, but I can usually get a man to do my bidding after spending just an hour in his presence and a full day would have him out of his mind, obedient to the nth degree. In all of those cases, the first signs of change were instantaneous and the guy’s transition would be well on its way.

With Little Donnie, he gave in to get what he wanted but he didn’t offer any real commitment in his offer. He agreed in the moment with no intention of actually following through. I don’t suffer fools lightly and if he thought he could get away with such insolence, acting a fool in my world, then he had another thing coming.

I had a plan in mind to enact real and permanent change with Little Donnie and I was really looking forward to putting it into action.


SCENE 32

Little Donnie

The first time I had to go to Mommy Claire’s I was dreading it, dragging my feet as much as I could, making every excuse to delay, delay, delay. The second time around I was anxious to get the cage off my nuts so I went out to the limo the moment I knew the driver was out front. It meant an early start to the day, which I knew was a risk, I just hoped it wouldn’t backfire on me.

I got to her place much earlier the second time around, that same beautiful mansion outside of town, and she welcomed me in the door, looking as lovely as ever. The previous day her dress had a plunging neckline, providing ample view of her wonderful cleavage. Today, her mock turtleneck hugged her body, showing off every beautiful curve. I thought the dress made her look hot but this outfit was better by far.

We stepped inside of her home and I really got the chance to check the place out; the Persian rug on the floor, the crystal chandelier hanging from the ceiling, the beautiful sweeping staircase that led to the second floor.

“What’s up there?” I asked.

Her answer was cheeky and I have to admit; it turned me on.

“If you’re good enough, maybe one day you’ll find out,” she said, adding a wink and a sly smile.

She walked out in front of me to lead the way to her office and when she did, I took the opportunity to check out her derrière. It was quite the sight, only when I looked up at the wall, I saw her checking my actions in the mirror.

Dang!

I didn’t mean to get caught but that’s the way it goes. If women didn’t want to be ogled, they wouldn’t put their assets on display, that’s the way I see it. Deep down, she wanted me to check her out, it was a compliment and she knew it. It was when men stopped looking, that’s when women needed to get worried.

Regardless, we continued on our way and once we were inside her office, she didn’t make any delay about exactly why we were there.

“Out of your clothes and on to the table,” she ordered.

I was ready for it this time, mentally prepared for what was going to take place.

“What? No fondle and caress helping me getting undressed?” I joked. “Last time you couldn’t wait to assist.”

That’s when she showed just how much different things were this time around.

“How are you enjoying your time in the cage?” she asked.

“Is that supposed to be a serious question?” I retorted. “Does any guy say they like it?”

She smiled at that question, providing a response I couldn’t really believe.

“I’ve had guys beg to go back in,” she said with a wry smile.

It was bull shit and I called her out on it right away.

“I highly doubt any guy has ever begged to go back in, or if he did, he wasn’t a real man,” I told her.

That’s when she said the only two words that could have sent a shiver up my spine.

“Challenge accepted,” she replied.


SCENE 33

Mommy Claire

Did I think Little Donnie was arrogant right from the start? Absolutely. In a way, it was part of his charm, the way he exuded self-confidence from every pore, but once he laid it all on the table, the thing that would define him as a real man, I just knew I was going to press him to and beyond that limit.

It was just too big of a temptation to ignore and I’m not one to let opportunity pass me by.

My goal from that moment forward was set in stone. Regardless of anything else, I was going to turn Little Donnie out. I was going to get him to the point of such intense frustration that he wouldn’t just ask to go back in the cage, he would absolutely beg.

If he thought he understood tease and denial before, that was just the tip of the iceberg. He was going to experience the full impact and effect of my edging, a total exchange of power.

The truth was, it had been quite some time since I had experienced anyone like Little Donnie, and now that I had, I saw the opportunity before me, looking forward to another conquering event.


SCENE 34

Little Donnie

The second visit with Claire, the return to her place for another round of sensitivity training, started out extremely nice. I offered no resistance to being strapped to her table and she was very gracious, having me lay on my stomach, all four limbs tethered tight.

The massage that followed was exactly what I should have been getting all along, the nicest caresses and rubs. It made me extremely relaxed, even when she squeezed and fondled my upper thighs and butt cheeks, increasing the intimacy of the exchange.

I’m not sure why I thought she would limit herself; that she would show a modicum of restraint but the instant she had access to my nether hole, the intensity really ramped up. Before I knew it, her fingers grazed over my sphincter, giving my anus a gentle rub, and then it returned, once, twice, three times more, before circling the rim with an incessant hovering rub.

I’ll admit, while I wasn’t sure how I felt about the butt play I liked the overall stimulus, the way that sensual teasing caused my nerve endings to tingle, enough to get things really stirring down below. She had a way about her and I was learning that more and more, with each new touch.

Now, when she picked up the pace, that finger at my bum circling closer and closer to my sphincter, the touches were no longer accidental. She intentionally grazed my testicles as well as my taint, adding quick slips under my hip to pull on my cage, just to let me know that she could.

It was pleasurable while also being unnerving and she took advantage of the situation to push things even further.

The way my penis swelled inside the steel device made everything very uncomfortable and then she showed me the darnedest thing.

As my shaft continued to grow in size, she actually pulled my dick out of the cage. I cringed at what I thought was going to happen but was amazed when it did not. While my balls were still trapped within the hoop, my dick had worked its way free.

Holy, shit! I didn’t know that was possible.

“I could have done that the whole time?” I asked in disbelief. “Why didn’t you let me know.”

She smiled as the thought crossed her mind but she offered no response.

“I spent the whole week sitting down to pee,” I said, “and it still made a mess.”

My penis being out of the hood but my testicles still being caught inside the ring of the cage didn’t make things much better. It created just enough contact against the table that I could shift and grind my hips, stimulating my arousal, but I was still very much restrained, limited in the contact as well as the touch. It was a weird kind of gratification, one that left me more than a little confused.

Is this what I had become? Was I now so desperate I would hump a table to resolve the angst growing inside my world? I wasn’t sure and yet one thing was clear, whatever was going to happen next, it wasn’t up to me.


SCENE 35

Mommy Claire

It was a lengthy teasing massage; erotic in nature, extended in duration, designed to stimulate Little Donnie’s body while also arousing his mind. I think it achieved both objectives, his grunts and groans ample evidence that he was progressing very nicely down the chosen path.

Under normal circumstances, my ordinary routine would be to take things to the next level, ramping up the sexuality, allowing him to fully indulge the lust coursing through his veins, however today I felt it was best switch things up, to dial things back.

So, while he probably expected that I was going to take his penis in hand and make love to it through the most elicit fondles and rubs, leading to the most powerful orgasm, instead I did the exact opposite, removing all touch and simply walking away.


SCENE 36

Little Donnie

The massage was going great, the best I ever had. It was what I should have been getting right from the start and just as I was really beginning to appreciate the beauty of being me, she removed her hands from my body and backed away.

“What the fuck?!?” I called out.

Just when I thought things were going to get real, that bitch didn’t just back away, she fucking left the room. She didn’t just stop touching me right when I thought we were about to get to the good stuff, she actually walked out the fucking door.

I struggled against the restraints but it was no use. I turned my hips, trying to get the cage into a comfortable position, so I could grind my penis against the table, but again it was no use. She had me totally vulnerable and the worst part of all was the number of Likes that kept pinging on the television screen. I didn’t realize there was an audience watching and I really couldn’t imagine America enjoying seeing me like this.

“What the fuck?!?” I called out again, hoping she would hear me, hoping she would come back.

Those stupid Likes kept pinging on the fucking screen, one after another and another still. I knew it was rigged but that stupid bell kept going off, driving me insane. There was nothing I could do, at least until my captor returned. So, I lay there, accepting my reality, a very difficult lesson indeed.


SCENE 37

Mommy Claire

I left the office with Little Donnie still strapped to the table, giving him ample time to think, quite a bit of time if I’m truly being honest. It may have been over an hour, I kind of got distracted watching TikTok videos.

When I returned, I really didn’t want to listen to his whining so I started things off by asking one simple question.

“Little Donnie,” I said, “you’ve completed your training and as far as I’m concerned, you are free to go. I will let the powers that be know that you have completed the sessions and you will be able to go back on television, unrestricted, unfettered. You just need to answer one simple question.”

I paused to let him think about the severity of what was happening, the importance of what I was about to ask. Once I felt he understood the situation, I laid it all on the line.

“You can leave now but you will never be able to come back, or you can agree to take my challenge and prove to yourself and everyone else that you are greatest man in the world. What will it be? Will you run away afraid, like a little boy? Or are you a real man, able to withstand any challenge from a woman?”


SCENE 38

Little Donnie

I wanted to be free of the cage and free of the obligation to complete her sessions, so I could get back on the air. What she was offering sounded so incredible, too good to be true. I waited for the but or the however, knowing it was just a matter of time.

“That is your choice, should you choose that option, or….” she added.

There it was, the condition of my release.

Her offer came across something like this, “You can leave now but if you do you can never come back. Or, you can agree to take my challenge and prove to yourself and the rest of the world that you are the greatest man in the world.”

Her words were very direct and she wanted an answer right away.

“What will it be?” she pressed. “Will you run away afraid, like a little boy, or are you a real man, able to withstand any challenge a little old woman can put forth?”

It was an intriguing notion, the opportunity to show her that she was dealing with a real man, probably for the first time in her life. She had my interest.

“I’m listening,” I replied.

That’s when she laid it out, just what she had in mind.

“You’ve done so well in the program, better than anyone ever has before, because of that I’d like to give you the chance to go even further, the greatest alpha of them all,” she said.

It made sense. Of course, I did better than everyone else, I’m me, but did I really need to prove myself?

“What would I have to do?” I asked.

“It’s easy, you’ve already shown that you can beat the cage for a week,” she replied, “agree to wear my cage and my plug for one month, then there will be no doubt that you are the real big dog.”

Of course, I said yes, it was a role just for me, and that is how things continued, even after she offered to set me free.


SCENE 39

Mommy Claire

The way everything worked out, it couldn’t have gone better. Little Donnie walked right into my trap. It was exactly how I drew it up, every single stage, every single step.

Granting him his freedom was the catalyst that set everything into motion. At first, he got all excited, the opportunity to get back on the air, the chance to be free from my device. But then I dangled the alternative in front of him, letting him know about another option, and soon the FOMO bug took hold. The fear of missing out was very real in his mind and it had him throwing caution to the wind.

It would have been easy enough to bring him back to my door had he ever had the chance to leave but in this case, he never actually got that far. In order to move on, Little Donnie agreed to all of my demands, committing to all of the restraints. I proposed both literal and figurative challenges for him to endure and he accepted every single one. All it took was a little affront to his masculinity, a question of his manhood, and he was quick to agree.

That is something that I love about insecure men. I love the way their egos guide them down the wrong paths, the way they live their lives.


SCENE 40

Little Donnie

The negotiations between us began and I don’t think she had any idea how great I am at manipulating a deal. It’s an art form and I truly am a master. Mommy Claire had all sorts of things that she wanted, demands to make, but in the end, I really worked her down.

I agreed that she could join my traveling entourage, to be there night and day, and for a period of four weeks she would have complete control over me or more specifically my loins. She couldn’t embarrass me in any way, or make the details of our arrangement public, but otherwise she was in total command.

It was a lot to give, I understood that, however in return, at the end of every day, when I was ready to drift off to sleep, she would be the one to take care of my need. It was more than I could have ever hoped for and we agreed to those terms on the spot.

Little did she know, I would have given even more for the opportunity to get her into my bed, but she was never going to know that, my negotiations that thorough, my intelligence that complete.


SCENE 41

Mommy Claire

To be honest, when I asked Little Donnie if he was man enough to wear the cage on his dick, I didn’t think his ego would crumble so easily. It was a test and I was absolutely blown away by his weak male response.

He absolutely had to prove to me what a big man he was, that there was no obstacle he couldn’t overcome. He even agreed to having his dick pierced, ensuring there could be no escape. It was amazing how his brain worked, and also amazing how easily those thoughts could be manipulated by just the right test.

Gaining access behind the scenes was imperative to the process of monitoring and controlling his sex. Sure, I put a cage on his dick, but there was so much more I could do if my control extended to twenty-four by seven.

That is why I insisted that things move forward the way they did but he had his own reasons for wanting to proceed. He liked telling everyone that I was part of his entourage, that I was a member of his team. He literally bragged about it, boasting to everyone how I was there just for him. He continued that line of talk right up until I referred to him as Little Donnie in front of his crew. It was an offhand comment, meant to put a little pinprick in his ego and it had the desired effect. From that point on, he became much more liberal about my role as well as my presence on the team. Once that happened, I had the freedom to come and go as I pleased, the way I wanted it right from the start.

My objective was twenty-four by seven control over Little Donnie’s dick and balls but I didn’t need to be physically on top of him to do that, not with the wonders of modern technology. The WiFi enabled gadgets that I used to take command of his world provided updates in real time, allowing me to give him feedback just as quickly, whenever he might step out of line.

Most guys don’t realize just how deep their sexual energy runs, at least not until that power belongs to someone else. Little Donnie was about to find out how this woman viewed that energy, as well as how she viewed his actions in the world.


SCENE 42

Little Donnie

I’m not saying I didn’t say it, but I must have really wanted to fuck her to agree to get fitted for a new cage, one that required a piercing of my dick.

“What?!?” I exclaimed when she told me what she needed to do.

It was a friend of Mommy Claire’s, a cute little thing named Alyssa, and she said she was experienced with such things.

“How many dicks have you pierced?” I asked, wondering just what the word ‘experienced’ really meant.

Her answer shocked the shit out of me.

“You’ll be number one hundred and eleven,” she said.

“One hundred and eleven?!” I answered back.

I couldn’t believe that so many guys would turn over control over their dicks.

“Were all of the piercings for guys to be fitted for a cage?” I asked, blown away that so many people could be doing the same thing.

“Cages, bars, rings, whatever their thing,” she replied.

It was all so crazy and in the time that we had that conversation, the piercing was done. I didn’t even flinch. She said I was the toughest guy, and she had done tattooed bikers before.

After the ring was in place, I was given instructions on how to care for the piercing and then sent to meet with Mommy Claire. It was while I was waiting to see her that I realized I could have pulled my shaft out of the previous cage the whole time. I felt so stupid, the fact that I didn’t even try, only now that didn’t matter, this new cage, the one that worked hand in hand with the piercing that I just got, would lock on tight.

That was the next step of my process and when Mommy Claire showed me the new device, the one with a steel tube instead of the wired dome, I actually shivered at the spine. It looked medieval, and when she explained how it worked, in conjunction with the piercing on my dick, I knew things were really getting intense.

Fortunately, she was gentle with her touch and after securing the new tube and lock device into place, she introduced me to the next part of her plan.

“Now that we have you fully secured, I do want to point out I should be tending to your needs on a daily basis,” she offered.

It was the first time she brought up the details of my reward and I was excited to discuss, it was the reason I made the decision to push forward in the first place.

“Now we’re talking,” I replied, clapping my hands, ready to get started right away.

She corrected me. “I was referring to the new piercing,” she replied, “I’ll need to tend to it every day.”

The piercing? I thought she was talking about my dick? Or maybe they were one and the same, the ways things were evolving I couldn’t be sure.

“You’ll be tending to it all,” I replied, “every single day.”

It was the best part of the deal, and I needed her to know that I intended to put her to the test, that I would be taking her up on the offer.

That’s when she redirected the conversation.

“It’s time to introduce you to the next tool in the arsenal,” she said.

She proceeded to withdraw an odd shaped device from her bag, one I had never seen before. She held it up so I could take a closer look.

“It’s called a plug,” she explained, “and this one vibrates.”

She lubed it up, using a healthy amount of baby oil, and after first teasing my hole with the tips of her fingers, she addressed my anus with the tip of the device before slowly working it in.

“Woah!” I balked as it started to spread my anus wide.

I had never had anything more than a finger or two up my ass before and let me tell you that plug was a thousand times bigger than a finger. In fact, it was bulbous and the way it lodged inside of me left no doubt that it was there, at my core, owning me from within.

“Ungh!” I let out as she worked it side to side.

It was overwhelming at first, before becoming interesting, and then it was, dare I say, enjoyable. I would never want to admit that out loud but that little bugger found a spot inside of me that actually felt good and I struggled with all of my might not to reveal how much I liked the stimulation when she ramped up the power.

“Oh, shit!” I gasped as she really revved things up.

I thought I was doing a really good job of hiding my real feelings right up until she shifted her body to look in my eyes. In that moment of truth, she asked me how I felt.

“You can admit that you like the anal stimulation, it’s ok,” she said.

What she was doing literally made my teeth hum, to the point I struggled to keep my eyes from going cross. There was no use trying to hide the obvious truth. It was written all over my face.

“Oh, God! Yes!” I moaned. “I like it,” I confessed.

It was a total moment of submission but the craziest part was how much more intense it made everything else feel, and how I never wanted it to end.


SCENE 43

Mommy Claire

Whenever you are dealing with people, no matter what it is, you must start with what motivates, what will cause them to bend the rules. In the case of many, money is the answer to that question but that is not always the case. In the situation with my friend Little Donnie, ego was his defining trait. He would die at the sword just to prove he could handle the blade.

It really became rather silly if not cliche. Every time he didn’t want to do something, all I had to do was question his manhood.

Don’t want to wear a chastity cage? Are you not man enough? Don’t want to be stimulated in your ass? Is it because you’re afraid your heterosexuality isn’t strong enough?

He didn’t know it but the butt plug was controlled via remote, an app on my phone and just a little question about whether he was really that tough and strong had him surrendering all that access, allowing me to keep it inside of him night and day.

Who does that?

I was just glad that I got him to agree. As long as he had Internet access, and I made sure every WIFI password for his life was updated in that app, I would have full control of his most sensitive zone. That was access to every part of his world, ensuring I was in complete and total command.


SCENE 44

Little Donnie

You might think I gave up a lot in the arrangement with Mommy Claire but it was all part of the deal, what I needed to give in order to get what I wanted in the end. That idea held strong in my head until my first public appearance, at a television news show on a local Cable Network. Their studio was one of the smaller ones around but they still reached people throughout the greater tri-state area. I was really glad to be back on the air, rubbing elbows with the television personality before the show.

Chad Taylor was a guy I knew for a long time. I knew Chad back when he first cut his teeth as a beat reporter and even now, as the host of his own show. I liked him and he definitely liked me.

It was during the Interview with Chad that things took a turn. I had just made an offhand remark about how women have it easier in the workplace, how they shouldn’t make as much money if they’re constantly taking off to take care of sick kids. It was a commonsense statement, you know, only the instant the words were out of my mouth, the vibration in my rectum started, and after a few moments of that rattling hum, it really kicked in.

It came upon me quite rapidly and when it got to full force it was really intense.

“What the?!?” I exclaimed.

Chad looked at me across the desk. “Don? Is everything ok?” he asked.

I collected myself, recovering quickly from the intensity of it all, but it wasn’t easy. I’m a professional, I’ve experienced difficult scenarios in the past, I knew how to maintain my composure in a time of stress, and yet this was different. When I looked off stage and saw the smirk on Mommy Claire’s face, I knew she had done it on purpose, to send me a message. I wasn’t exactly sure what she was trying to say but I knew better than to tread on those grounds. She didn’t like something that I shared with the viewing audience and until I figured out just what that was, I couldn’t risk too much more exposure.

The rest of the interview went without a hitch but the message from Mommy Claire was clear, she was monitoring my every word in real time, and that was much worse than what the network execs were doing before.


SCENE 45

Mommy Claire

When I watched Little Donnie in his interview, I felt compelled to intervene. He literally stuck his foot in his mouth, making a totally boneheaded comment, live on-air. Fortunately, the instant I heard it I sent him a message. Unfortunately, he had no idea what that message meant.

The instant he was off stage; he pulled me aside, dragging me all the way to the Green Room for a little one on one.

“What was that?” he bellowed. “You could have really messed me up out there. Luckily, I made a great save.”

The truth was, he did recover quite well and it wasn’t my intent to create what could have been an embarrassing situation. Perhaps I could have been convinced to go easier the next time around but then he went a step too far in his reaction.

“Don’t be so stupid,” he said, “this is the big leagues and I’m a very important person.”

“What’s that?” I replied.

I couldn’t believe he could say such a thing to me and my immediate reaction was to put him in his place, to completely lay into him, but we were alone and anything I could have said would have been wasted without an audience to witness it. The truth was, his entire attitude was bad. So, while he kept rambling on, letting me know what he thought I had done wrong, I pulled out my phone, opened the app, and gave him a little incentive to readjust himself in real time.

“Ungh!” he responded the instant the vibrations hit.

He dropped like a sack of potatoes, buckling before my eyes, falling onto the couch, clutching at his groin and at his bottom as well. The vibrator was on his prostate, attached to his core. If I wanted to, I could really ramp up the intensity, breaking him down from within.

As the buzzing rattled through his hole, I got right in his face, to let him know just how I felt.

“I gave you a buzz because you made an insensitive comment about women,” I offered. “It’s exactly what we agreed I would do. If you think the challenge is too much for you, all you have to say is that you’re not man enough and we can end everything right now.”

I had the camera of my phone pointed at him, in case he wanted to confess, but for some reason he chose to hold out. I was actually glad that he did because to be honest, I wanted more time, to find his limits, to truly ride him out.


SCENE 46

Little Donnie

Damn!

Mommy Claire turned my whole world upside down and there was nothing I could do. It was while I was writhing on the couch in the studio Green Room with a vibrating plug up my butt, that I realized what a precarious position I had put myself in. I gave Mommy Claire too much power and now she was exerting that influence, unrelentingly.

She had my cock locked in a cage while she played magical vibrations with my prostate. To say I was dealing from a position of weakness would be the understatement of the year. She literally owned me from within.

“What do you want?” I wailed; certain I could not take much more of her domineering control.

Her answer was much better than I ever could have expected.

“I want you to be sensitive to the needs of everyone around you,” she said, “especially women.”

That was easy, I was already very sensitive when it came to that.

“I am,” I confirmed. “So why do you keep zapping me? And at the most inopportune times?”

That’s when she let me know that we were not on the same page when it came to just what she meant.

“Do you really think you were being sensitive when you said that women have it easier? Do you know how hard women work? And for sixty cents on the dollar compared to men?”

There it was, the whole argument about how women made less money. It was exactly my point, of course they make less if they’re not as committed to the job. But I was too smart to mention that then, while she was still hot under the collar. I would wait until she was calmer, and I would educate her then.


SCENE 47

Mommy Claire

It’s funny how completely unaware people can be. Their perceptions of themselves can be so much different than the way they are perceived by others.

Little Donnie was at the top of that list, his beliefs about himself originated from somewhere in a fairy tale world. If only he could see what I could see.

It was my job to bring him back in line with reality, tethering him to something, anything, that would ensure he acted in line with the expectations set by society. It wasn’t an easy task by any stretch but it was worth the effort, especially with how many people Little Donnie had influence with in our community and throughout the world.


SCENE 48

Little Donnie

The next couple of speaking events I attended, I was very careful in what I said, not just about women but about everything. I thought I was doing quite well, right up until an interview with Hollywood Hype, the leading site for celebrity gossip and news.

The discussion was with Hailey Smith, one of HH’s prettier correspondents and we were discussing an upcoming event at one of my hotels. She was saying how incredible everything was and all the smiling, beautiful people.

“Yes,” I told her, “one of the criteria we use for hiring is a woman’s sex appeal. You can always expect to find beautiful women at my hotels.”

Hailey looked at me all shocked. “Did you mean to say that?” she asked.

“It’s a true statement,” I told her. “Just like you got your job in part because of your looks.”

She looked at me strange, like she had just farted and couldn’t stop it.

“Excuse me?!?” she balked.

“Oh, c’mon,” I replied. “You know what I’m saying. You certainly wouldn’t be on air if you were some heifer. Can’t we just agree on that?”

I’m not sure what happened but Mommy Claire must have been listening to something different because while I was schooling Miss Pretty Young Thing about the realities of being beautiful in America, I got zapped with a relentless buzz, one that emanated from inside my anus. It wasn’t just a quick ping, it went on for a while, much longer than any of the other times before.

“Ungh!” I let out, my teeth beginning to grind as the buzz kept going on and on.

The vibrations were powerful and they had me at my core, reverberating to every part of my body. It was absolutely overwhelming and for several moments I couldn’t form an intelligent thought let alone sound an intelligible word.

“Ungh!” I grunted again, grinding my teeth some more.

The vibration just kept going and there was nothing I could do.

For her part, I think host Hailey thought I was having a stroke or something. At least she called for help, no idea what to do. It was absolutely embarrassing and I have to admit, even as great as I am, it wasn’t something I could just brush under the rug.


SCENE 49

Mommy Claire

I was watching every moment of the interview but it just goes to show how much damage can be done in such a short amount of time. By the time I realized exactly what he was saying, I intervened, quickly, and yet I still wasn’t fast enough to stop what was happening in real time. It was the risk of live television, the things that could happen when speaking without a net.

The initial zap was to let Little Donnie know that he had crossed the line and it was intentional, however what happened after that was not planned at all. I never would have let it go on as long as it did. It was a calamity brought on by the wonders of modern technology.

In this day and age, every aspect of our lives is connected in our phone, and that turned out to be the root of Little Donnie’s demise. At the exact moment that I sent the signal through the app, the one that caused his anus to buzz, my phone received a series of texts, one after another. It was a group chat, twenty-three members in all, and every single person needed to give a thumbs up, to confirm participation in an upcoming event. For more than a minute my phone was unusable, and Little Donnie was helpless to the effects of the vibrating plug during that time.

It was quite the scene and I must admit, it shocked even me.

Poor little Donnie was on a national broadcast, dealing with relentless stimulation of his prostate with no hope for it to stop. Everyone watched as he got overwhelmed by the feel and I could only imagine what the viewing audience thought.

Admittedly, I think he may have been turned into a bit of an anal whore right before the nation’s eyes, finding a new form of joy that he would never be able to forget. Fortunately, only he and I would know the real truth, the rest of America left to wonder just what the heck was going on?


SCENE 50

Little Donnie

The way she kept the vibration going, long after I had stopped saying anything at all, let me know that Mommy Claire had no intention of playing fair. She had the upper hand in our arrangement and she was going to exploit that position, until I accepted her premise of absolute female control.

It was ridiculous, especially the way she made me look like such a fool on live television, but given the current circumstances, I didn’t see any other way. She had too much power and until I could wrestle some of it away, I could only expect more of the same.

I was wrecked by what happened. People actually thought I had some kind of stroke or something. That created a need for instant damage control.

In my world, image is everything and I couldn’t have people thinking I wasn’t in perfect health. I may have had a cage on my dick and a plug up my butt but I was in tip top shape and I needed everyone to know. I hadn’t even had a chance to get off the set, to get out of the studio, and already I knew what needed to be done.

“That can’t happen,” I said, “you have to at least be fair.”

My situation was bad and maybe even getting worse by the minute but it wasn’t a lost cause. If I could just get Mommy Claire to listen to the voice of reason, I knew things could still be salvaged. Of course, all of it hinged on what happened next, and one thing was certain, that decision was not up to me.


SCENE 51

Mommy Claire

I actually felt a little bad about what happened with Little Donnie. It wasn’t my intent to embarrass him, especially not in front of a huge audience. Yes, I wanted him to learn a lesson, but at what expense?

It made me think maybe I had pushed things too far. Did I have to keep the butt plug in all of the time? Was the piercing really needed? Would he have been ok with a standard chastity cage and not one that guaranteed he could not get free?

The truth was, he had skirted the rules many times before. I did what I did because of his past actions, because of his reputation.

Then I looked at the video, the one from earlier when he said all those totally insensitive things. Sure, he didn’t deserve to have the vibrator go on as long as it did but he absolutely needed a message sent to his brain. When his mouth kept running with those words, those ideas, someone needed to intercede.

There was a time when I actually considered calling the whole thing off, setting him free to live as he wanted to live, but as I looked at the video one more time and contemplated just what we were trying to accomplish, I knew he’d never be able to do it alone.

I took on the assignment knowing it would be a challenge to correct Little Donnie’s incorrigible ways and I’m not one to back down from a fight, no matter the odds.


SCENE 52

Little Donnie

Mommy Claire made some comments about setting me free and I immediately thought that I wouldn’t get to have sex with her. It was something that I wanted from the moment we first met and I felt a part of me die knowing it wasn’t going to happen. It was probably for the best if we both just went our own separate ways, but it wasn’t easy to accept.

That is how I felt on the ride home and it stayed that way even as I went inside, but the moment I was alone and I thought about the time we spent together, something happened inside my head. I wanted to get back to that place, I needed it, to be back in that submissive state.

What was that? Did she do some kind of voodoo with my brain? There was this inexplicable draw, one that made me want to get back under mommy’s spell in the worst possible way.

It took a while to figure things out but it all became crystal clear when I was lying in bed late at night, trying to stimulate my arousal before going off to sleep. I was unable to get the job done. I couldn’t do it. I couldn’t get myself off and then I thought about her, about her cage, about her plug, about her control. Those things aroused my sensibilities, not enough to satisfy my need but enough to intrigue my mind, to the point I had no choice but to pick up the phone, to call for help.

She answered on the first ring and what she had to say told me everything I would ever need to know about just how all-knowing she really was.

“Beg to go back in my cage and I’ll welcome you into my fold,” she said. “I’ll give you everything you need.”

It was a reference to an earlier conversation, one in which I swore no real man would ever ask to wear her cage. She was trying to prove her point, with me, the biggest alpha of them all.

“You win,” I admitted, acknowledging what she was trying to say.

“Not good enough,” she replied. “I want to hear you say it.”

It was bull shit but I didn’t have much choice.

“Fine,” I relented. “A real man has asked you if he can go back into your cage. You win.”

Her response went a long way in letting me know the power struggle between us was anything but done.

“Come by tomorrow and we can get you back in your cage,” she offered, “and then we can talk about how you can earn your next reward.”


EPILOGUE

Mommy Claire

Like I’ve said all along, you don’t know exactly how much power you have until you test the limits.

I gave Little Donnie his freedom, or at least I offered him the illusion of choice, and like all men who are addicted to their own lust, he was back at my door, not as a man coerced into chastity and regression but as a little boy willfully accepting his submissive role in exchange for the temptation of sexual satisfaction.

Most alpha males struggle with the transition at first but I make it a point to help them along, to guide their way. They are all just little boys in need of a strong hand, someone to teach them the way.

Now that Little Donnie had accepted his rightful place in my world, the next step was going to be showing him all that he could be, the future ours to indulge.

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

-          Weened Too Soon

-          The Huntress, The Awakening – Season 1

-          The Huntress, Hands-On Education – Season 2

For additional 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
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