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PROLOGUE

Mommy Claire

Those of you who have read my works, probably already know how I feel about sports and the men who cling to them like a baby to his bottle. For those men, it provides the opportunity to compete, to resolve their disputes through battle, and while I don’t believe that is what we should be doing to prepare for our future, for them it fulfills a distinct and obvious need.

That’s the basic premise of sport, the competition of it all, where one party must win while the other must lose. There is no half way. The mere construct refutes win-win, joint collaboration lost in favor of winner takes all.

Don’t get me wrong, I know that competition can drive some to excel, even to great heights. That absolute desire to get ahead can be consuming, motivating, and once again, for those that seek that path, for the souls of that particular mind, may they always find a way.

I, myself, on the other hand, have chosen a different way, selecting to do battle on an entirely different field.

My field of work resides within the human mind, accessed via the desire of the loins. That is where I play my games and when I came upon one of those ultra-competitive men, I invited him to my world, to engage in battle. The objective was to see if he truly was a champion, the greatest of all time.


SCENE 1

Mommy Claire

Living just outside of Las Vegas, Nevada I like to partake in all that our great city has to offer. Let me tell you, that is a lot. No matter your interest we have what it takes.

Of course, there’s the gambling, no one can go to Sin City without putting a little money on the line. And then there’s the entertainment, we’re number one when it comes to our shows, but there’s so much more; the unique history, the cultural attractions. At one point or another I have tried to take it all in, to enjoy everything the city has to offer. To be honest, I thought I was doing quite well and then a friend pointed out that there was one new attraction that I had been actively avoiding. It went a little something like this:

“Mommy, can I please take you to a Raiders game? Pleeeeeeeease?”

I had just finished a nursing session with one of my subs, Little Charlie, a former alpha male who succumbed to mommy’s power after a rather lengthy period of tease and denial. Eventually Little Charlie gave in to mommy’s control and he had been a happy and content little boy ever since.

The invitation was an expression of gratitude, he wanted more than anything to show his appreciation for everything I had done. Taking me to see the new football franchise in town was his way of saying thanks.

“Football is not really my thing,” I tried to explain. I was being polite. I had no desire to attend that event.

“You don’t understand,” he objected, “this is a luxury box, the finest of everything, even if you don’t watch the game.”

He was selling hard but it shouldn’t have to be that way. When it comes to fun and entertainment you either want to or you don’t.

“I don’t know,” I replied.

That’s when he shifted the conversation, directing things in a new way.

“Have you been to a game yet?” he asked.

It was a good point. I had yet to see the new stadium. It really was quite the hubbub all over town.

“I haven’t,” I admitted.

His face lit up the moment I said those words.

“Then you have to, you must. Besides, there’s someone I’d really like you to meet.”

And there it was, how I ended up being invited to watch a football game and I actually said yes. It was all rather fascinating however it would be the events that took place at that game that would set into motion a chain effect, one that one man would not soon forget.


SCENE 2

Mommy Claire

What does one wear to a football game? I gathered my brood to answer that question.

My friend, Kelly, recommended jeans and a jersey for the home team, preferably the most popular player’s number. I thanked her kindly for the suggestion but I couldn’t see myself wearing some man’s number on my chest, some man I didn’t even know. If he wanted to wear my name on his back, I might consider it but until then I would be looking for something else.

Cairo, my editor, also recommended that I go with a home team theme however it was my young friend Alyssa who understood exactly what I was looking for, providing just the right touch to really spice things up.

It took a little creative work on her part, with scissors as well as a needle and some thread, but Alyssa was able to turn a drab team jersey into a form fitting, cleavage baring, piece of couture. It was hot, like could grace the cover of a magazine hot, and I told her as much.

“You really have a knack for this baby girl,” I told her. “You are absolutely amazing. You should consider doing this full time.”

It really did look good, full shape in view and the girls on display. I was ready to hit the town and my ride was right out front, Little Charlie waiting with a limo to take me to the game.

The moment I got in the car his eyes went wide looking at my outfit and then he asked if he could nurse. Under normal circumstances, I would have loved to say yes, to feel his lips suckling on my breast, but Alyssa went to great lengths to get me fitted into my special outfit and I didn’t want to do anything to mess things up. So, I made my little boy wait, his time not yet come.


SCENE 3

Mommy Claire

The ride in to town was quick but the back up of cars as we got close to the stadium really slowed things down. I couldn’t easily take my breast out of my outfit for nursing, not with everything Alyssa had to do to get me into it, but that didn’t mean I couldn’t tend to my little boy’s needs in other ways.

“Would Little Charlie like mommy to play while we’re stuck in traffic?” I offered.

His eyes lit up at the suggestion.

“Yes, please,” he replied.

It was great to hear and I immediately set to his belt, undoing the buckle as well as the top button on his pants. Little Charlie was a big executive when he wasn’t under mommy’s spell and tonight, he would be straddling the line between those two worlds. It was the risk he took in inviting his dominant mommy to a business affair but he knew me well enough to know that I would not embarrass him, not in front of his friends anyway. That however didn’t mean I might not create situations for him to embarrass himself.

With that in mind, I undid his zipper in the back of the limo and pushed his pants and his boxers down over his hips. The moment his penis was free, I whispered a few choice words in his ear to set the mood.

“Look at your little pee-pee,” I cooed, “I forgot how cute it is.”

Little Charlie, Charles, tried to remain strong. He really did but I could see how the word’s emasculated him. It was fun stripping him of his power, the way Mommy Claire always held the dominant position in his head. I could make him walk a tightrope if I wanted to and as long as that notion played in his brain, he would never know exactly what to expect.

The tickle and tease that followed started with rapid strokes of his shaft but quickly got to the point where I could control the entire flow with the gentlest little rub, targeted with the ball of my thumb directly on the front of his shaft, just below the crown. It was the magic spot, his frenulum, and once he was riding the edge with the pleasure of that touch, all I had to do was gently tickle even more to keep him gleaning the brink.

“Ungh!” he let out, a long guttural groan.

It was a feckless response, the kind that let me know my rubs were having the desired effect.

I rubbed him some more, enough to stimulate and excite but not enough to truly arouse. He shifted with his hips, moving his body in time with mine, subtly trying to add to the moment, to fuck my hand. He yearned for more contact, more touch and he wasn’t shy about revealing that desperate need.

“Please!” he moaned.

My rubs had turned from pleasure to tease and the moment they did, his disposition changed. He had a need, and he was quick to let me know.

“Please, mommy,” he begged.

I wasn’t sure what to do. Under most circumstances I would string him out, force him to wait for his release, but we had a four-hour event ahead of us, four hours in which we would not be able to either touch or tease.

This was our moment to play so I decided to meet him half way.

I wrapped my fingers gently around the base of Little Charlie’s shaft and provided a gentle up and down glide, a tickling sensation that brought his arousal to full mast before causing him to join in the fun, using his hips to hump and grind.

It was a quick escalation in the activity and the moment I sensed he was getting too close, nearing the end, I pulled away, lifting my hands to get in the way of both of his arms.

“What?!?” he said, all confused.

The instant there was no longer any contact on his dick, he tried to take care of his own need, shifting with his hand to touch his pulsing cock. It was exactly what he wanted to do but I held him off, blocking his way, causing his penis to languish without touch. He struggled against the rising tide of that unsatisfied carnal lust, forced to absorb its power, unable to consume it all.

The excitement was high but without the continued stimulus through to the end, Little Charlie had no choice but to endure. At first, it seemed as if he might only spasm and throb but then it happened, a small rivulet of cum dribbled out of his tip, running all the way down his shaft and to his balls below. It wasn’t much but then something else happened, another spasm, another throb and this time, it was like the dam had burst and the rest of his semen came helplessly spilling out. It was a flood and the way he jerked with his hips, trying to gain some contact to his swollen penis, I could tell it was hard to take.

“Ungh!” Little Charlie groaned aloud as his body released a quart of cum but his mind did not gain any relief.

The cum dribbled fecklessly from his dick, rolled down his shaft and pooled around his balls, clinging in a sticky mess between his thighs.

“Good boy!” I cooed. “Let go of all of that baby batter. Give mommy all of your power. Such a good boy.”

The moment his energy was spent he crumbled into my arms. In that moment I truly wished I had an outfit where I could provide access to my bosom, so I could nurse my desperate little boy.

As luck would have it, we had just enough time to clean the wad of goo from between his legs before the limo pulled up in front of the stadium.

I let Little Charlie know how much I appreciated the exchange.

“That was fun. Next time mommy will have to put you in a diaper,” I whispered as we were getting out of the car, “that way you won’t make a mess.”

He literally twinged down below at my comment, a physical reaction to my words. It was a great sign, confirming that the ruined orgasm was definitely the way to go.


SCENE 4

Little Charlie

When I invited Mommy Claire to the football game, it was to thank her for everything she had done for me. Her influence and presence in my life didn’t just change me, it opened up my eyes to a new way to be.

Before her, I didn’t even know that there were submissive tendencies lurking inside of my brain, but once she broke me down, taking control of both my body as well as my brain, that was a true epiphany in my world, a revelation that set my life on an entirely new path.

She was the one who helped me see the light and for that I will be eternally grateful, forever in her debt.

Mommy Claire didn’t just show me how to surrender control, to give in to her, she also taught me how to savor the experience with every fiber of my being. In the process, she also helped me become a better boss for the people who are under my command, teaching me to see things from the other side of the coin.

Our relationship truly was a win-win in my eyes and I was very appreciative of her guidance as well as her loving care. That was my motivation in extending the invitation in the first place but if you are wondering if I thought there might be something more to be gained, some additional reward after the night was through? I can’t deny that the idea did cross mind. The notion that by inviting Mommy Claire to the football game might earn me extra mommy time was an added bonus, even if it wasn’t my primary concern.

Any time you get to be in Mommy Claire’s presence is a reward in and of itself and I was really looking forward to the remainder of our night, to enjoy the closeness and the bond even if she had already made me cum like a little boy.


SCENE 5

Mommy Claire

Little Charlie didn’t know it at the time but I did him a favor by spoiling his orgasm. If I hadn’t let him cum, he would have been out of his mind with desire, too worked up to think of anything else, however if I had made him fully shoot his load, he would have been spent, too tired to fully engage.

Not only did I free up his mind, allowing him to think about something other than sex, I also saved his lust, ensuring we would be able to play some more later on.

I may have been stuck going to a football game but I still had Little Charlie as my muse, and as long as that was the case, I intended to find ways to entertain myself, all night long.

The moment we stepped out of the limo, things happened rather quickly. Little Charlie threw a lanyard over my neck and with our credentials in place, we were ushered directly through the doors and into the stadium lobby, an elevator waiting to take us to the skybox level and the way to our suite. It all happened rather fast and the next thing I knew, we had a skyline view to our one side and a look at the stadium and the field down below on the other. You don’t have to be a sports fan to know it was a really cool experience and I took a moment to take it all in, appreciating the opportunity.

“It’s really something, isn’t it?” Little Charlie said with a smile.

I looked at him and saw the innocence of his inner child in that smile. This was very special to him and he wanted to share it with me, his dominant mommy. That really touched my heart, that he thought of me that way. I leaned over and gave him a kiss on the cheek.

“Thank you for bringing mommy here,” I said. “I’m having a great time.”

He literally blushed with my kiss which only added to the little boy dynamic playing out between us. It was really shaping up to be quite the night and then Little Charlie took me by the hand and we entered the luxury box suite.

The instant we crossed the threshold into that room, we entered a completely different world.

Little Charlie assumed a whole new persona with the change, becoming his alter ego, Charles. Charles was all business and when he started glad handing his way through the crowd, I have to admit, I was impressed. He literally stole the show, the life of the party.

I shifted off to the side, to watch and learn, letting him do his thing. He really was quite the charmer, the way he danced through the crowd. Before long he was seeking me out and I was happy to have him back by my side.

“Where did you go?” he asked.

Before I could answer he took me by the hand and dragged me back to the group. It was a bunch of his business associates and he introduced them one by one. Each of the men was married and by the way each of them eyed me up, I was pretty sure Little Charlie, Charles, added me to the invite list as eye candy, to spice things up.

Don’t get me wrong, I understood the realities of business, although I would have preferred a heads up.

After the initial hellos, Charles had an announcement to make to the group.

“Thank you all for coming,” he said. “I’m glad everyone could make it. We do have a special guest on his way and I just got a text that his limo just dropped him off in front.”

Charles proceeded to pour champagne for everyone as they all turned towards the door, waiting for someone to come in.

It was really quite the build-up and I have to admit, he had me really curious, wondering who was going to come through that door.


SCENE 6

Mommy Claire

This is going to sound so crazy but while everyone else in the room went completely nuts when the guy walked in the door, I had no idea who he was. Apparently, championships and trophies don’t mean a whole lot if you don’t follow the sport.

“It’s Tom Brodie,” Little Charlie said, as if the name alone should be enough.

I shook my head. “Nope,” I replied.

I wasn’t trying to be mean. I just didn’t know who he was and then the guy overheard me, he got a whiff of the idea that I didn’t know who he was and he couldn’t believe. Before I knew it, he was by my side, practically in my face.

“No way!” he exclaimed. “I’ve heard women say that but it’s just to get my attention.”

I took a good look at him and I had to admit he was a handsome man. He was strapping, muscular, tall, a fine physical specimen. He had a very nice look, the kind that could grace the cover of a magazine only when he spoke, he was very full of himself.

“You have to know who I am,” he stated, “Brodie, Tom Brodie. I’m every football fan’s greatest hero.”

I shook my head side to side but then I thought of something, an article I had read while waiting to have my hair done. “Are you the guy married to the super model?” I asked. “Or, I mean, are you her ex?”

His face went sour at those words.

“Aw c’mon. Now, I know you’re playing with me. You know me,” he said.

It was true, while I didn’t recognize his face when he first came through the door, I was aware of his existence, although I have to admit, while my previous impression of him was barely there, now I thought he was quite the pompous ass.

Obviously, the rest of American society absolutely loved Tom Brodie but I wasn’t a fan, and as the night continued on, things were only going to get worse.


SCENE 7

Tom Brodie

I was being paid to attend a football game in Las Vegas, to hang out in a luxury box with a bunch of guys who wanted to get a glimpse of my fame. Ever since I retired from the game, it’s one of the ways I pick up some extra cash, while getting to check out some pretty cool things.

In this case, the guys who were paying me to be there were alright but it was one of the ladies that was with them who really caught my eye. She had a sultry look about her and an amazing body. When I flirted with her, she showed me what kind of woman she really was.

First off, she played the whole “I don’t know who you are” bit. It’s been done with me a thousand times before and once a woman does it, I know she’s mine. It’s the oldest trick in the book only it never works, not the way they think it will.

That was the moment I knew that she was going to end up in my bed however it wasn’t going to happen until the end of the night, when the event was through. I had a job to do and I’m a professional, but mark my words, that chick was mine and we were hooking up, destiny was on the table.


SCENE 8

Mommy Claire

This guy, Tom Brodie, may have won a whole lot of trophies in his career but as far as I was concerned, there was no reason to treat people the way that he did. Within the luxury box there were several games and as the guys all competed, Mr. Brodie promptly won.

Now, you might expect that the former professional athlete might be humble in his victories or maybe gracious to a fault, but the braggadocio he demonstrated over his competitive victories was completely off the charts. He literally taunted his opponents and with each new win, it only got worse.

“I feel so bad for you,” he said at one point. “I know how much you want to say you beat me at something.”

By that point they had played foosball, bubble hockey and darts, with Tom, Mr. Brodie, coming out on top each and every time. I could see that it was demoralizing for the group, if only one of them could squeak out just one win.

Fortunately, the game on the field became a rather exciting affair and that changed the focus in the luxury box at least for a little while. The second half brought the score quite close and for a while the rivalry within the group was put on hold for the drama on the field. That continued through a very exciting finish, where the home team pulled out a victory with a field goal on the last play of the game.

It was really rather exciting, capping off my first visit to the stadium and to the Las Vegas football team.

As the cheers subsided and we prepared to leave, I found Mr. Brodie right by my side, clinging near as if there was something he wanted to say.

“At least your team got a win,” he offered with a smile.

It was a bit of a smarmy smile, the kind he had used on ladies before and had come to expect success, however it wasn’t likely to work with me.

“I didn’t get a win,” I answered.

That’s when he went in to full on charm mode.

“You’re not a fan?” he replied.

I shook my head. “I really don’t follow football but if I did, I would be an Eagles fan.”

The way he responded to that comment you would have thought that I had just slapped his mother.

“The Eagles!?!” he exclaimed. “How could you root for the Eagles?”

Not that I should have had to explain myself but I felt compelled to do just that.

“When I was younger, I went to school in Philly. Everybody there is an Eagles fan so I became one too,” I said.

The way he shook his head was so condescending.

“You know they pissed on Santa Claus, right?” he said.

It was really quite an affront, how rude he was about my history with the city of Philadelphia. It offended me and, in the moment, I found myself secretly harboring a desire to set this man straight, to teach him a lesson.

That’s when I made the decision that he and I weren’t through, we still had more between us that needed to be resolved. I decided to fill him in on the news.

“Charles and I are going home in his limo but how would you feel about getting together sometime?” I asked him. “There are some things I’d like to show you and I think you’ll really get a lot out of it.”

He couldn’t stop staring at my breasts the whole time I spoke. The moment he agreed we exchanged cell numbers and also made arrangements to get together the very next day, putting the wheels into motion.

On our walk out to the car, Little Charlie asked a very poignant question.

“Is Tom about to get taught a lesson with the Mommy Claire treatment?” he asked.

I smiled at my precious little, trying to discern just why he was asking.

“If I say yes, are you going to warn him?” I responded, worried that I might lose the upper hand if he did.

The answer he gave went a long way in letting me know that my instincts about Tom Brodie were spot on.

“He was a great player and all but everyone I know thinks he’s an arrogant prick,” he answered. “And if you’re going to dominate him and turn him into a submissive little boy, please take pictures.”


SCENE 9

Little Charlie

Before the game, Mommy Claire teased me and made me feel real good. In that exchange she let me have a spoiled orgasm, a partial release of my pent-up desire. It was a great way to start the night and I have to admit, I could have been content had that been my only chance at some mommy fun.

Lucky for me, she wasn’t done.

After the game, on the limo ride home, Mommy Claire welcomed me into her lap for some exciting fun. She let me nurse at her breast while she gave me a full edging hand job, keeping me on the brink the whole ride home. She teased me until I felt like I might lose my mind, the lust literally bubbling beneath my skin.

It was a tickling tease, at times intense, with long steady strokes and full massaging rubs, while at other times it was subtle, barely any contact at all, and yet my excitement remained high through every single step. It was absolutely amazing how she balanced that tightrope, keeping me on the edge, and when the time finally came, she closed things off in grand Mommy Claire style.

Like the domineering woman that she is, Mommy Claire seized control the instant she knew the fateful moment had arrived. In one quick movement, she demonstrated her authority and command, using her arms and her body to push my upper half off of the seat and on to the floor. In one fell swoop, I was now looking up from my spot down below.

The new position had my penis above me, pointed directly at my own face. It wasn’t anything I could control and when she simultaneously ramped up the stimulus on my dick, tickling my arousal to the brink, she didn’t hold back, pushing me towards a full and complete release.

The instant I realized what she was trying to do I did everything I could to hold out but it was no use, she was too much for me. Her hands were everywhere and the way she touched felt absolutely insane. The result was my orgasm and there was nothing I could do.

It was a massive explosion, a cum shot of epic proportion, and the way it emptied my balls was incredible but the way it splattered my face left me gasping for air.

“Oh, God!” I let out.

The orgasm hit me square in the nose and it was a lot, coating my eyes, my nostrils, my mouth, even getting down to my chin. While my entire body recoiled from the shock of it all, the last of my remains dribbled from my dick, landing on my stomach, pooling in my belly button.

To say it was emasculating would be an understatement and yet I have to admit, it was the best experience of my life by far. Mommy Claire always knows how to bring it all home and even though she made me cum all over my own face, I thanked her profusely when it was done, grateful for the event.

The whole mommy domme exchange was absolutely incredible but the best news of the night came when Mommy Claire told me she was going to dominate Tom Brodie, taking that arrogant prick and turning him out. Before I met him, I thought he was a great player, one who always handed my favorite team a loss, but after spending a night together where he bragged relentlessly over every game he ever won, I was ready to see him taken down a peg, the shine worn off of the myth.

Among men, Tom Brodie might have been the greatest of all time, but against Mommy Claire, he didn’t stand a chance.


SCENE 10

Mommy Claire

When I told everyone at home that I had company coming, no one batted an eye. In fact, I’m not even sure they acknowledged that I was speaking.

However, when I mentioned it was Tom Brodie that was coming to visit, every single person jumped to attention, eager to learn more.

“Are you serious? Tom Brodie is coming here?”

It wasn’t just Cairo, my editor and resident sports fan, it was Alyssa and Kelly too, they both knew who he was.

“He’s really cute,” Kelly offered.

“And he’s got quite the hot bod,” Alyssa added.

It was all very interesting, how each of them knew exactly who he was and yet to me he was just this over entitled brat who made fun of the Eagles and my Philadelphia.

“Well, he’s about to get a lesson in mommy love,” I informed them.

Alyssa was the first to respond, her eyes all wide with intrigue. “Ooh! What did he do?” she asked.

I had to let them in, they needed to know the truth of what had happened, just what went down.

“He disrespected mommy,” I replied. “And it gets worse, he said bad things about Philadelphia.”

The truth was, I had a long list of people that I would not tolerate someone disrespecting and I was starting to realize that there were places that made that list as well. I didn’t know it before but when Tom Brodie insulted the city of Philadelphia, I took it personally, in a place that ensured I was going to make sure he knew what he had done wrong and would remember that transgression for a very long time.


SCENE 11

Tom Brodie

It’s great being me.

Yeah, I know, I said I would be going home with Claire that night but she did give me her number and seriously, I was at her door the very next day.

“Little Tommie,” she said when I arrived at her home. “I’m so glad you could come.” She swung the door wide, welcoming me into her house.

Her place was amazing, like I had no idea she was that loaded, amazing, and when she invited me inside, she actually looked different in my eyes.

Before, at the game, she was this older broad, maybe a little desperate, but definitely hot. Now, she seemed more confident, like I was no longer out of her league and that created a different vision in my head, a new image for what this meeting was all about.

To confirm that very point, she took things even further with her very next words.

“Why don’t we go into my office so I can show you what I’m all about?” she said.

To be honest, I thought we would be going to a bedroom, not an office, and when she led me to a small room off the side of her foyer, one with both a desk and chairs as well as a doctor’s exam table, I can honestly say I was thoroughly confused.

Who was this lady and what did she have planned for my afternoon?

No sooner did we sit, her in the big executive chair, me in the smaller chair on the opposite side of her desk, and she let me know just what she had in mind.

“Tommie,” she said. “I’m not going to have sex with you but I do want to give you maximum pleasure. Would you be ok with that?”

I swear to God, that is exactly what she said to start things off.

“Ok,” I said.

“Perfect,” she replied. “Then, let’s get you out of your clothes and up on my table, so I can show you what I can do.”


SCENE 12

Mommy Claire

Tom was a former professional athlete so when I tell you that I never saw anyone get out of his clothes and on to my table faster than he did, you know I’m being real. He set the bar high. He was so eager to experience my touch, the mere notion had him out of his mind. The fact that he felt that way gave me tingles all over, a feeling I didn’t want to end.

I usually say that getting access to a man’s family jewels is the hardest part to taking control of his mind and while Little Tommie may have proven that he was an elite athlete when it came to his sport, when it came to my world, he still had a lot to learn. He had no idea what he was getting into nor what was coming his way. That was the absolute truth and yet he dove in head first anyway, granting me full and complete access to all of his pleasure zones.

Little Tommie didn’t know it but what he did was grant me a one-way ticket to the recesses of his brain, and once I had that access, I was on a fast track to taking over his world.

I was about to show him the meaning of the word yearn, and once that feeling had permeated all the way through to his brain, I was going to add another word to his vocabulary, allowing him to fully understand and comprehend the meaning of desperation.


SCENE 13

Tom Brodie

“I’ll give you the most incredible pleasure of your life,” she said, “but you have to agree to be an honest man and play the game fair, to not cheat.”

What?!?

It was an offensive statement, especially considering what the word cheating implied, but then she added to her statement, explaining just what she meant.

“Rules of the game, no touching or playing with yourself,” she said. “No matter what happens on the table, you have to agree not to play with your dick, not to finish things yourself.”

Seriously? It wasn’t a difficult request, I had no intention of jerking off, not when I could just wait and have her do it for me.

“You don’t have to worry about me,” I said.

That’s when she showed me just a glimpse of what she had in store.

With the manicured nail of one single finger, she traced a line all over my skin, starting at my right foot, sliding up my calf, over my knee, between my thighs. She circled my dick and balls but did not make contact before she slid further up my body, encircling my belly button and each nipple on her way to my neck and to my head.

Once her hands had explored my entire body, they found their way into my hair where she provided a full cranial massage, the kind that literally made my brain feel light. As she rubbed my scalp, she lifted my head, treating me to the most wonderful and soothing feel.

I had no idea she had even removed her blouse until I felt the softness of her bosoms against my face. They were soft, yet firm, and I found myself kissing at the tender skin of her undercarriage, trying to make the connection last as long as I could.

It was all quite the rub and I was grateful for her touch, the way she focused all of her attention squarely on me.

When she was done massaging my scalp, she ran that same manicured nail over my shoulder and down my arm, reaching my hand and then on to my hip before sliding the rest of the way down my leg. It was a skating touch, barely there, and yet the way it teased my senses kept my excitement heightened, at the brink.

Even though she never actually touched my dick, the entire exchange felt highly erotic, driving my excitement to pique. The places she touched sent a barrage of signals to my brain, the kind of message that set every warning alarm on fire, letting me know we were only at the beginning of a very lengthy ride.

It was all so absolutely titillating, and then she did the most incredible thing, taking the experience one gigantic leap forward.


SCENE 14

Mommy Claire

The greatest erogenous zone in the human body is the brain, it can literally create a wealth of passion and excitement all on its own, without any help from anyone or anything else. With the latest exchange, I had Little Tommie’s brain working overtime, unable to get enough.

At first, he was content with my massage, happy to feel each new rub. He absolutely loved the teasing with my breasts as well, leaning in to each new touch. He never knew where I was going to land next and that worked for him just fine, savoring the uncertainty, actually leaning in for more.

His like for the massaging rubs was evident, he moaned and groaned with each new advance, only that was in the beginning, before it became too much. There reached a point where things started to shift for Little Tommie, all of his attention and focus taking a distinct turn and switch.

Earlier, when he was content to have me touching all parts of his body, he was ok, but it got to the point where he only wanted attention on one part of his anatomy, his dick.

I was still giving him the gentle all-body massage when he started grinding with his hips, shifting this way and that, doing everything in his power to bring his dick closer and closer to my touch. It was a distinct change in his character as well as his disposition, and the moment he reached that intense mental state, I knew it was time to make my move.


SCENE 15

Tom Brodie

The first time Claire’s fingernail grazed the front of my shaft, I felt like I might jump out of my skin. I had no idea I was so sensitive and that feeling pulsed through my genitals before racing up my spine and zapping my elated brain.

“Oh, God!” I let out.

I didn’t mean to respond out loud but the feeling was so intense.

And then she did it again.

“Wow!”

I couldn’t believe I could still be that sensitive, or that she could surprise me with the same exact move twice, but she did, and as she ramped up for try number three, I prepared to be shocked one more time.

“Ungh!” I let out as her touch grazed those super sensitive nerve endings once again.

It was an intense exchange only this time she followed that skating touch with a full-on grope and massage of my dick and balls followed by an even greater advance, one I was quite happy to receive.

Before I knew it, her hands were everywhere as was the rest of her body, smothering my entire genital area with the warmth of her flesh. It was skin against skin contact and it felt absolutely amazing, literally taking my breath away.

My heart rate increased as did my blood pressure, every part of my body getting in on the fun.

The way she massaged my penis was out of this world. The up and down glide with her finger and thumb got things going, providing the initial stimulus, but it was the way she cupped my balls, gently ticking the undercarriage with just the tips of her fingers, that is what made my excitement truly rise.

This woman had skills and she showed me those talents up close and personal.

Most guys prefer sex, the feel of the warm velvety folds of a woman’s vagina as they completely surround your dick, but this woman, Claire, quickly showed me that the hand job is actually the greatest pleasure known to man, the epitome of sex.

When done properly, a hand job is the equivalent of being treated like a king, the recipient of great favor, and as Claire continued to stroke and rub, I was happy to welcome her into my kingdom, my humble and loyal servant.


SCENE 16

Mommy Claire

The greatest part about tease and denial is the way each guy responds to the denial. To some it is mind-altering, to others it is life-changing, but no matter the guy, one thing always remains the same; the more they indulge the rise, the harder it is to cope with the fall.

Of course, it wouldn’t have the same effect if the tease didn’t take the body to all new heights, causing it to want, causing it to yearn, but it is the denial that brings it all full circle, making everything so much more intense in the end.

Little Tommie got to experience the rush of excitement that comes with intense tease. I built him up, I allowed him to savor the bliss. Now, it was time to show him the opposite, the agony and the pain that comes with being denied that which the body and the brain have come to expect.


SCENE 17

Little Tommie

Claire was stroking along, handling my dick better than I could handle it myself, and just when I thought she was going to take me to the extreme, she completely pulled away. I mean just as I was about to reach my pique, she totally stopped the flow.

My first response was to jerk my hips, trying to maintain contact with her hand, but when that didn’t work, I made the decision to take care of things myself.

The instant I motioned to make that move, shifting my hand to touch my cock, she explained just why that was a bad idea.

“Are you a cheater?” she spat. “You agreed not to touch yourself.”

Oh, shit! I forgot about that.

“Ungh!” I responded.

It was difficult but I pulled my hand away, and when I did, I felt a part of me completely break from within.

WTF? What was that?

I couldn’t be sure but when I tried to pause to figure it out, her fingers returned to my swollen dick and the instant they did, nothing else mattered.

“Oh, thank you!” I gushed, happy for the contact as well as the attention.

She was quick to reward my gratitude and before I knew it, I was grinding in time with her strokes once again, giving in to the incredible pulses surging through my body.

A little was nice but she let me have a lot, right up until she pulled her hands away one more time.

“Oh, shit!” I let out, overwhelmed by a feeling of yearn even worse than the one before.

More than anything I wanted to take my penis in hand, to finish what she had started, but she was right there monitoring my every move.

I’m not sure how long I went without contact but I can tell you with absolute certainty that it truly worked my last nerve, letting me know this was a game I definitely did not want to play. When her hands finally did return to my dick, I had a mixture of feelings racing through my head. The first part of me, the primal part, wanted the rubbing to continue, to fully indulge my lust, but the second part of me, the rational part, knew that if she left me hanging one more time, I didn’t really know how I would respond.

The whole process broke me down, the tease and then the denial. I wasn’t sure how much more I could take but one thing was certain, she wasn’t done.


SCENE 18

Mommy Claire

The mental manipulation doesn’t really begin until the breaking point, that moment when the decision is no longer his to make. That is when the tide begins to shift for the former alpha male, when the reality settles in.

Up until our latest exchange, Little Tommie believed that he was in charge and that he would therefore be ok. He believed that he would be making the decisions about his pleasure, about his orgasm and that gave him comfort, if not peace of mind.

Little did he know, nothing could have been further from the truth. I was in charge now and I had a lot more in store for his journey.

I intended to bring him full circle, so he would know with absolute certainty, who won and who lost when he came face to face with Mommy Claire.


SCENE 19

Little Tommie

The third, fourth and fifth times that she took me to the edge but wouldn’t let me cum, convinced me that it was never going to happen. That thought would have remained forever in my mind but for the offer she whispered in my ear.

“Beg to be my little sissy girl and I’ll finally let you cum,” she cooed in the sweetest tone.

Damn!

She knew exactly what I wanted and she also knew exactly what I would never do. There was no way I was ever going to beg to be her little sissy girl, she knew that, which is exactly why she felt ok making the offer.

“Hell no!” I spat.

I was proud of my resiliency right up until she forced me through several more rounds of incredible tease followed by intense denial. It was excruciating and I can’t deny I lost a bit of myself in each round of that exchange.

Each new round served to wear me down a little bit more, until I saw the writing on the wall; if she kept this up long enough, eventually she would win out.

“Please!” I moaned, hoping she would take pity.

If I thought she might concede or offer a compromise I was sadly mistaken.

“You know what I want,” she said. “Beg to be my little sissy girl.”

It was a complete non-starter and there was no way I was ever going to give in, at least that’s what I thought in the beginning, when my resolve was still strong, but then my brain did the strangest thing. While I was wrestling through another round of her insane denial, I thought about what it would be like to say the words, to finally have relief.

It was just a little notion, to contemplate the what if, but that was all my brain needed to open up the door. That little slip let the idea into my head and once it was there, it would never leave, growing stronger and stronger with each passing moment.


SCENE 20

Mommy Claire

When you’ve tamed enough men, taken the wild alpha and broken his spirit until he is putty in your hands, you know exactly what to look for. It starts in the eyes, that longing desire, but it is truly revealed in the lower lip and that helpless little quiver.

Once Little Tommie started showing those distinct signs, I knew he was at the end. He was about to be broken, tamed and trained at the hand of Mommy Claire, and as we neared that magical moment, I can honestly say I had tingles inside, another submissive little about to be added to my fold.

It is a magical moment and as I prepared to claim another conquest, I realized and appreciated just how lucky I really am.


SCENE 21

Little Tommie

The instant my brain started to dabble in the idea of giving in, it was all over.

I only let the notion enter my head one time. For the briefest of moments, I allowed my brain to contemplate just what it would be like to say the words she wanted me to say while reveling in her reward. Sure, it was a huge sacrifice, but the way I felt, so desperate to get off, the reward would be so sweet.

That is what convinced me to think it through again, just what could be, and then I allowed another pass through my active brain, trying it on for size.

I’m not sure the exact moment that I knew I was going to do it but I will never forget the instant I looked her hard in the eye and said what I had to say.

“Please can I be your little sissy girl?” I asked.

This may sound strange but my penis tingled the instant I said the words aloud, a fascinating feeling that made me wonder just what was going on.

Unfortunately, while I thought I had given Claire exactly what she wanted and would therefore be receiving my reward, that is not what took place.

She continued to stretch out the moment, forcing me to say it again.

“Say it again,” she coaxed. “Let me hear it.”

I don’t know why but I wasn’t prepared to repeat it, at least not until she pressed.

“You already said it once,” she offered. “No reason not to say it again.”

Reluctantly, I agreed.

“Fine!” I huffed. “Please can I be your little sissy girl?”

“Again,” she answered.

I tried to remain firm but she just raised her eyebrows, as if that was all she needed to do to get me to comply.

“Fine,” I relented. “Please can I be your little sissy girl?”

“Again,” she said.

I realized what she was doing and at that point I knew I didn’t have any choice, and so I repeated it to her heart’s content, until she didn’t want to hear it anymore.

I was saying it out loud, “Please can I be your little sissy girl,” when she started sliding something up my legs.

I didn’t know what it was at first but the instant I realized they were a pair of pink panties with a bow on the front, my excitement piqued and my penis began to spasm and shoot. It all came about so quickly, the rush, the excitement, I couldn’t hold it back.

“Ungh!” I let out, a gush of semen spurting from my tip.

“Oh, God!” I added as several more ropes of white sticky goo erupted from my cock, splattering my chest.

It was the most intense orgasm of my life, accentuated when she explained just what she had done.

“You can call me Mommy Claire now and from now on I will call you my precious little sissy,” she said.

It was an emasculating statement but in my current state there wasn’t much I could say. She didn’t just make me cum, she made me beg to be a little sissy girl while putting me in panties. It was a lot to process, most of all just how satisfying it all turned out to be.


SCENE 22

Mommy Claire

The biggest revelation of the afternoon was not that I got Tom Brodie to beg to be a little sissy girl. To be honest, I never doubted that he would be saying those exact words. No, the biggest epiphany was the impetus that pushed him over the edge.

Little Tommie didn’t cum from the rubbing of my fingers on his dick. He shot his load because the instant he saw the pink panties riding up his legs it was too much for his little mind to take. Little Tommie harbored intense feelings around feminization, the kind that resided very deep inside of his head, the inner recesses of his mind.

I offered to help him resolve those issues as he was preparing to walk out my door.

“Any time the little sissy girl would like to come back, my door is always open,” I cooed.

I could tell by the scared look in Little Tommie’s eyes that he was still trying to process everything that had happened in our time together however I had no doubt that he would be back at my door.

Over time, the feelings were going to return and he was going to want to explore again. When that time came, I would be there, ready and willing to welcome my precious little sissy home.


EPILOGUE

Mommy Claire

Ok, maybe there is a justifiable reason for competition and sport. The instant Tom Brodie realized his defeat at the hands of a superior woman, there was no doubt an evolution in his thinking as well as his mental development. That was an education that could not have happened any other way.

The truth was, Tom, like many men, viewed victory in battle as the only way that a person can truly earn respect. As a result, there would be no other way to gain his attention. We had to engage in a winner take all bout.

The moment he succumbed to my advances, submitting to my power, he also accepted his role as my precious little sissy, acknowledging once and for all, each of our rightful places in the world.

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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