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EPILOGUE


PROLOGUE

Mommy Claire

I am a dominant woman.

In some circles, that singular phrase and description might be enough to tell you exactly who I am and how I like to live my life but, in most situations, it only scratches the surface, the real me hidden somewhere beneath a thick outer shell.

Truth be told, my longing to be in control is only a small portion of the grand story of me. Sure, I have assumed command over more than one unruly man in my lifetime, thoroughly overwhelming his sex as well as his thinking to the point of abject submission, to the point of absolute control, but my tale doesn’t begin and end there. I don’t twist a former alpha into the status of beta and then leave him to his own devices. No. Once I assume command, I make him the most loyal sub possible, pressing him into an even deeper and closer bond with me. It’s all about securing his relationship with the lesser role, his rightful place in my world.

The feeling of surrender, it’s a very powerful thing and once I introduce that notion to the man’s mind, while simultaneously welcoming him to my bosom and the peaceful bliss of my intense mommy love, the combination is enough to truly alter his mental state. It changes him; mind, body and soul, until his old ways become a distant memory, replaced by a new and improved version of himself.

Unfortunately, most men resist the idea of submitting to a strong and powerful woman, and as a result, my process usually starts out combative, against his will. It’s a shame really, how arrogance and expectation block the path, knowing that acceptance would provide much greater results. The arrangement with a traditionally stubborn male forces me to impart a lesson he doesn’t want to learn, coercing him into the steps he needs but may not be ready to take.

That is the norm, my usual fare, however there was one time when my target was not inclined to resist, a guy willing to accept my lead. That journey turned into an event for the ages, an experience unlike any other.


SCENE 1

Mommy Claire

Like most people, I dread going to the dentist. While many site the pain and the discomfort as their reasons for not wanting to go, my reasoning lies in the wasted time, frustrated beyond belief when I am made to sit and wait.

Why is it that a dentist’s schedule always runs behind? Even though I show up on time, ready as asked to attend my appointment, somehow, I am always made to wait. Is that the norm? Are all professionals so loose with their schedules?

Regardless of the answer, I found myself in a waiting room once again, biding my time, the hour for my appointment already past. Patience was the only thing left for me to consider, all other options spent. It was during that time of wait that I struck up a conversation with the man next to me, a man forced to endure just like me.

“Hi, I’m Claire,” I shared, “nice to meet you.”

The young man sitting next to me was in his early twenties and when he looked at me, the instant our eyes connected, I knew something was wrong. The look of fear and dread was evident, strewn across his handsome face.

“Nice to meet you,” he replied. “You have to forgive me, ever since I was a little boy I’ve always hated going to the dentist.”

Like I said, his angst was evident, written all over his face, but his manners were spot on. Even in his strained condition I found him extremely polite. I’ll admit, it had me taking a shine to him, wanting to lend a hand.

This man held his stress in tight, that was obvious but what wasn’t was the reason why. So much of his strain was mental, driven by the concerns raging through his head. If he could just find a way to let it all go, he would be so much better off.

I can’t deny, I felt for him. The natural mommy inside of me rising to the surface, compelled to lend a helping hand.

“I can help if you’re interested,” I offered.

His eyes lit up at the suggestion. “You can?” he asked. “How?”

It was exactly what I expected, his natural curiosity rising to the fore and the instant it was there, I pounced on the opening.

“I use a combination of sensual massage, nursing and lust manipulation to take away stress, to remove anxiety,” I answered.

Much to my chagrin, he picked up on the one word from my statement that gave him pause.

“Manipulation?” he asked.

Of course, I understood why the word created concern in his head however it truly was the most accurate way to describe what I do and also the most effective way to get the job done.

“Trust me,” I shared, “it’s much more pleasurable than it sounds.”

With those words, I shifted forward in my chair, offering him a bird’s eye view down my blouse, letting him know exactly what I had to offer. It was a patented method of seduction, drawing his mind to my assets as well as my sex.

His response further clarified just what kind of man he was. “I have my appointment,” he said.

That’s when I showed him that I am not like most women. In fact, I am unlike every other person in the world.

“There’s a bathroom right over there,” I said, “I would be happy to welcome you to my breast, to nurse you for a little while. You’d be amazed at how much it will calm your nerves.”

He looked at the door to the office, the one that hadn’t opened in a while, the one that signified his appointment was due, and then he looked at my cleavage; a long and lingering look, one that relayed just how much he enjoyed the view.

If you’re wondering what happened next, then you’ve obviously never seen my boobs.


SCENE 2

Lloyd Vaughn

This is probably going to sound totally insane, however I got seduced while waiting for my dentist appointment. I was stressing over the anxiety of my visit, contemplating all the things I would rather be doing instead, when the woman next to me offered a solution for my stress.

“I can help if you’re interested,” she said.

Those were the first words she shared after introducing herself and I have to admit, I was more than a little intrigued.

“You can? How?” I asked.

Her answer went a long way in convincing me to give her a chance.

“I use a combination of sensual massage, nursing and lust manipulation to take away the stress,” she replied.

To be honest, those same words spoken by many different women would have meant nothing to me and yet when they came from her mouth, through those gorgeous lips, they had the power to truly alter my mind. For more than a moment, I considered her offer.

First off, this woman Claire was very attractive. I mean, brace yourself because she had the body and the looks to truly rock your world. That alone was enough to have me considering what she had to say but then she went another giant leap further, going on to describe just what she intended to do, exactly how she intended to relieve my stress.

I can’t deny, the words she shared were absolutely titillating, encouraging me to follow through.

The next thing I knew, we were slipping into the bathroom of the dentist’s office. The instant we were alone, she had me nursing at her breast, the most tender suckle of the most succulent bosom. It was absolutely incredible only to be outdone by the way it truly did alleviate all of my stress.

There was something about the feel of her skin against my face, the softness of her under boob resting on my cheek, but that was just the beginning. When she allowed me to suckle her in, literally feeding her nipple deep into my mouth, I actually got lost in the connection, the most incredible and wonderful bond.

I’m not sure how long she allowed me to savor the moment but I know I stayed connected with her right up until I heard the nurse in the waiting room, the one calling my name.

“Lloyd!” the woman called. “Lloyd Vaughn?”

As much as I didn’t want to break away from that amazing embrace, I jetted out of the loo, ready to keep my appointment.

“I’m here,” I called, fearful they might give away my time.

I could tell you that the craziest part was that I was totally calm and relaxed when I finally got into the dentist’s chair, but the bigger revelation was how I waited for Claire after her appointment was done, hoping for another round at her breast.


SCENE 3

Mommy Claire

When my new friend was waiting for me after my dentist appointment, I tingled inside. He stayed behind, after he was done, all for a chance to spend more time with me. It was rather flattering to be pursued by such a handsome and virile young buck and I’ll admit, I may have let the idea swell in my head.

Of course, I knew exactly what was on his mind and exactly how I would need to play things out if I wanted to move things forward.

“What would you think about coming back to my place?” I offered. “There’s more that I’d like to share.”

He agreed. Of course he agreed, and the next thing I knew we were heading back to my place, to show him what I could do. I lit up from within with each passing mile, another stud about to be added to my fold.

Don’t get me wrong, I fully expected that Lloyd was going to accept my offer, there aren’t too many men who will turn down a sensual massage, not after experiencing such bliss firsthand, however I had no idea he would succumb so easily, even when I let him know how I intended to take advantage of the situation, to truly manipulate his lust.

Lloyd literally said yes to my suggestion without even verifying any of the details. I could have had devious intent but he was so happy to follow up his time in the bathroom at the dentist’s office that he never even asked.

On the ride back to my place, I contemplated just what I could and would do with such an agreeable sort. If all went as planned, I would certainly reduce his anxiety as well as his stress but if I’m totally being honest, there were going to be other side effects as well, things that would remain with him long after our time together was through.


SCENE 4

Lloyd Vaughn

The ride to Claire’s place was quick and while I may have been surprised by how close her place was, the bigger shock came in seeing her house. Claire wasn’t just a beautiful and sexy woman, she was rich as well, living in a huge estate on a mammoth property.

Needless to say, it was somewhat intimidating, knowing she was a triple threat; body, beauty and money. Any one of the three could have been enough to keep me on my toes but she had all of them and she had them in spades. She wasn’t just good looking; she was absolutely gorgeous. She wasn’t just rich; she was fully loaded. And when it came to her body, she was a goddess among mortal men.

When we pulled up in front of her house, she was quick to get out of her car, taking me by the hand and leading me up the steep front steps of her home.

“Let’s get you inside,” she said, “those muscles aren’t going to rub themselves.”

The way she spoke was so exciting. Not only was she very direct about what she intended to do to me, she also had this flirtatious way about her, a manner and attitude that welcomed even more.

Once inside, she led me through the foyer of her home and to an office just inside, one set-up with a big desk on one side and a doctor’s exam table on the other. The instant we were inside the room and she closed the door, she let me know just what she wanted me to do.

“Why don’t you take off all of your clothes and get up on the table,” she said.

Now, I’ve already told you how sexy and gorgeous she was however when she asked me to get undressed while she was still fully clothed, I can’t deny I hesitated for more than a moment.

She picked up on my feelings right away. “Is the little boy scared?” she asked. “Don’t worry, mommy won’t hurt you.”

At first, I thought when she called me a little boy that she was making fun of me but when she referred to herself as mommy it sounded more like a prelude to something very exciting, a chance to shed our traditional roles.

I’m not sure why but the thought of her as my mommy was thrilling and with that idea in my head, I had no problem shedding my clothes, setting us up for whatever she wanted to do next.

“Such a good little boy,” she cooed the instant the last of my clothes hit the floor.

You might think it created an imbalance of power when I was naked but she was still clothed and it did, however for some reason I didn’t mind. In fact, there was a part of me that liked having her in control, a deep and intimate connection with the submissive role.

Those feelings escalated when I got up on her table and they rose even higher when her supple fingers landed on my bare skin. “Ahhhh!” I let out as the feelings of pleasure surged through my core.

“Calm down little boy,” Claire warned, “we’ve only just begun.”

I couldn’t believe how incredible everything felt and with each new touch it got even better. That was all so amazing but then the real transformation occurred. She had just slipped between my thighs, using her soft fingers to caress my skin and then her hands slid even further, gliding up my inner thigh.

“Oh, God!” I groaned, the intensity of the feelings racing up my spine, directly into my excited brain.


SCENE 5

Mommy Claire

Under most circumstances, the most difficult part of dominating a guy and rendering him submissive to my touch is gaining access to his dick. Once you have that purview, everything else is downhill from there.

When it came to my time with Lloyd, he didn’t just grant me access to the entirety of his naked form, he actually opened up his mind as well, granting me free reign over all of his thoughts as well as his ideas. His sole goal in coming to my place was to separate from his stress and while I had every intention of freeing him from that debilitating anxiety, I also intended to do even more, taking him to heaven and back.

It’s all part of a delectable process, one that allows the man I am with to indulge his lust until all other concerns wash away, until all that is left is submission to me.


SCENE 6

Lloyd Vaughn

When Claire’s hand landed on my bare leg and then slid up my calf, over my knee and in between my thighs, I felt an extreme rush of excitement, a surge through my core. It was intense, seizing every muscle at the spine.

That was the beginning but where she took things next, rewrote everything I thought I knew about discipline and self-control.

Her supple fingers touched my dick and the instant that happened, I felt like I might jump clear out of my skin. That first skating touch was so intimate, personal, and then she wrapped those same fingers around my shaft and started a gentle up and down glide, showing me that I had so much more to learn.

Jerking off is incredible but when someone else does it for you, it is way more intense by far. In all of the times I had masturbated, not once did I ever attain the level of bliss that Claire provided with her very first touch.

Her fingers were so silky and smooth and when they rubbed my shaft, a surge of energy transferred from her to me with the exchange. It was intense and I literally had to slow my breathing to keep from getting too excited too fast.

Much to my delight, Claire was a master at handling my penis and, while at first I was afraid she might make me cum too soon, after ten minutes of that heavenly bliss, where she allowed me to ride the edge without going any further, I started to wonder if she would ever let me cum at all. She was so adept at straddling the line, that fine-tuned edge between ecstasy and bliss.

It was all so intense, the rise, the rise, the rise, only to be left dangling in no man’s land, my body and my mind desperate to realize the natural end. On multiple occasions she built me up, driving my lust to the absolute brink, only to reel me back in at the last possible second, keeping my orgasm at bay. It was overwhelming, the way she led my mind to believe one thing before carefully directing me in another direction. To be honest, while at first it was incredible, over time it started to become too much, and there came a point where I struggled to cope.

“Please!” I moaned.

It was a desperate plea although I’m not exactly sure what I was asking for. Did I want her to stop? Or was my real desire to finally cum?

The answer to that question became crystal clear when she took me to the edge one more time, only to introduce something new at the last possible second.

She was rubbing the full length of my dick, causing my blood pressure as well as my lust to rise, and just as I began to indulge the surge, nearing the point of no return, she switched things up, truly turning the bend.

The intensity of the moment had me lost in the excitement however what she did next truly balanced the scales. The up and down glide of her fingers on my shaft had me piquing with desire but then she added to what was happening between us, in a way that truly altered my state of mind.

Just as my lust surged, just as my excitement piqued, her bare breast pressed firm against my face. To say that altered my mood would be an understatement, it truly blew my mind.

The softness of her bosom soothed me, countering all of the other feelings raging through my core, a combination that truly had the power to perplex my mind. At one moment, the strokes of my sex raised the excitement but then that was followed by the intimate connection of her skin, a feeling that provided instant relaxation, making me feel all good inside. It was an unexpected transition and I can honestly say, it moved me to my core.

Claire’s tender flesh against my face was very nice but then she dragged the firmness of her nipple against my cheek and I quickly realized that there was so much more going on with this particular exchange. Somehow, the gentle feel of that hardened nipple encouraged me to not only open my mouth but actually take her in and the next thing I knew, I found myself latching on, suckling at the teat.

“Ah!!!” she let out as I drew her nipple deep to the back of my throat.

I sucked her flesh into my mouth, savoring the connection and the bond. It was a fervent suckle, drawing us close.

Once again, she let out a heaving sigh as I increased the pressure from my lips.

She liked having my mouth on her breast and to be honest, I liked it as well. There was something about that connection, making it feel like we were one.


SCENE 7

Mommy Claire

I am very open about the fact that I have very sensitive nipples. In fact, for me, nipple play is more pleasurable than sex. That’s why I enjoy nursing so much, my chance to fully indulge the very essence of what brings me joy.

That being said, when Lloyd began suckling at my breast, drawing my flesh deep to the back of his throat, I achieved orgasm not just once but multiple times. It was thrilling, in a way that made me want to make him a permanent fixture in my life.

Of course, when it comes to bringing another man into my fold, I know exactly what I need to do, the buttons I need to push. For men it is imperative to drive their lust to the point of submission, rendering him ready, willing and able to follow my every command.


SCENE 8

Lloyd Vaughn

Claire’s hands were amazing. She knew exactly how to rub my dick to not only bring my excitement to pique but also to keep my orgasm at bay. That’s not such an easy line to balance but she did it with the greatest of ease.

When she wanted to, she could raise the excitement in the room, causing me to hump and grind with her strokes, and then, when she was ready to dial things back, she was just as adept at reducing the stimulation, settling the mood.

The first time through the routine literally took my breath away, causing me to hyperventilate. Her touch was so tantalizing, it had me surging with each new contact, and just as I got used to the feeling, she suddenly pulled away. The entire experience blew my mind, the way she withdrew her touch, and I can’t deny I longed for more, desperate to get back to that place.

Before I knew it, her hands were on me once again, building me back up, showing me the beauty of her world. In no time at all she had me right back at the edge, yearning for her next touch.

There’s probably a limit to how long the human body can be teased. At some point, your mind stops believing that it’s ever going to happen and it just gives up. Unfortunately, the way Claire was so masterful in the way she fondled and stroked, I never reached that mental state, fully believing that eventually she would let me release.

Much to my delight, when the time finally did come, she wasn’t looking to deny me any longer. Instead, she wanted to look deep into my eyes, to hold my gaze as I finally achieved the fulfillment of her incredible massage.

It was while she was stroking the full length of my rod that our eyes connected, and in that exchange, I found my true bliss. Claire’s hands were amazing, granting me intense ecstasy, and with each new stroke I indulged that touch, to the point of surrendering my strength as well as my independence.

I felt truly connected with her in the exchange and those feelings got even stronger as she pushed me toward the inevitable end.

Claire had a full stroke going with one hand, massaging my member from base to tip and with her other hand she gently caressed my balls, fondling my taint, taking my excitement to the pique. All of it could have had me out of my mind but then she allowed me to savor the full euphoria of the moment, pushing my orgasm over the edge.

It was a quick up and down glide that finally did the trick, followed by an all-consuming squeeze, one that swarmed my penis in goodness while sending my lust spilling over the brink. The first shot erupted in my balls and raced up my shaft, showering a stream of cum out into the world. That first shot coated my stomach with warm sticky goo but it wasn’t alone and as she continued to fondle and rub, and my penis continued to spurt, until every last drop of semen was out of my body.

“Ungh!” I let out, all of my energy completely washed away.

It was an intense orgasm, probably the most intense of my life and she wrapped things up by inviting me back for more.

“Would you like to come back for another round?” she asked. “If you do, the next time will be even better.”

To be honest, I couldn’t imagine anything being better than what I had just experienced on top of her massage table and I definitely wanted to return for another round but then she added to the details of her offer, the requirements to play in her world.

“If you want to come back, all you have to do is agree to wear my cage,” she said, “do that and I’ll see you in a week.”


SCENE 9

Mommy Claire

When I asked Lloyd if he wanted to return for another round of Mommy Claire fun, of course he said yes. Men do not turn down opportunities for sex, especially after they have been shown the way to heaven.

When I told him that he would need to wear my chastity cage as a requirement for his return, he initially balked at the suggestion and yet in the end he still agreed, some things too incredible to pass up.

“Fine,” he relented, “show me what I need to do.”

The truth was, he didn’t need to do anything, the cage would do all the work by itself. I just needed to get Lloyd fitted, so that by the time he was on my table again, he would be absolutely desperate for my touch and yearning for more of my attention.


SCENE 10

Lloyd Vaughn

When Claire asked me to return for another round of fun, of course I said yes. When she told me I would need to wear her chastity cage as a requirement of my visit, I struggled with my response even though I knew I would eventually agree.

What was that? Why did one orgasm have me surrendering everything that made me an independent man?

Yes, it was an intense experience. More intense than any sexual encounter I had ever had before and yet did that mean I would obey her every command for the rest of my life?

The answer to that question was spelled out in very clear terms when I allowed her to lock up my cock, putting a plastic cage over top of my dick.

She started by feeding my balls through a plastic hoop but from there she proceeded to throw a hood over the head of my cock, securing both pieces together with a tiny lock. It all happened so quickly, and once it was in place, I quickly realized that my life was never going to be the same again.

Is it normal for a guy to be fitted with a chastity cage? I didn’t think so and yet I left Claire’s place with one firmly locked on my groin, guaranteeing that I would be following her rules, at least until I returned to her door.


SCENE 11

Mommy Claire

Closing the lock on Lloyd’s chastity cage was rewarding but not near as much as seeing the look on his face when I put the key on the end of my necklace and dropped it in the space between my breasts. The instant it disappeared in my cleavage, his entire disposition changed. In an instant, his brain was caught between wanting to return in a week and his desperate need to be let free right away.

I have no doubt that Lloyd wanted to grab the key and unlock his cock right away but temptation kept him from following through on that desire, his mind not willing to risk losing out on the promise of a future reward. It is exactly why men are so weak, why they are the inferior gender. Their inability to separate the needs of their bodies from the thoughts in their brains is the cause. It leaves them highly vulnerable, a fatal flaw for any woman to exploit and control.

If all went as planned, Lloyd would be back at my door in a week’s time, more desperate than he had ever been before.


SCENE 12

Lloyd Vaughn

If you’ve ever tried on a chastity cage then you know it is highly constricting and very uncomfortable. I learned that in the first five minutes of having mine on however I would learn so much more in the seven days that followed.

First off, the device is designed to restrict access to the guy’s dick, so he can’t play with himself however it is also there for every other activity of his life. That includes sitting down, which is made exponentially more difficult with a plastic cage locked on his nuts, but it relates to all other activities as well, including sleeping, bathing and most importantly, going to the bathroom.

Had I known what taking a pee would be like while wearing the cage I never would have agreed to such a thing in the first place however by the time I learned that very valuable lesson, I was already at home, miles from Claire and the key that hung around her neck. Needless to say, it made for quite the experience, causing me to learn the hard way exactly why not to wear a cage on your dick.

For my part, the first day was absolutely the worst by far and my first night sleeping with it on was more than a little difficult to take, a nightmare if I’m being honest. However, each passing day found me adapting more and more to the restraint and by the time Friday rolled around, I can honestly say I felt thoroughly relieved, my time in lock-up almost done.


SCENE 13

Mommy Claire

Whenever I am working with a first-timer, I always use the plastic cage. First off, I never know exactly how they will respond to lock-up and it’s best if they have a way out. Some guys will absolutely freak out, unable to withstand the restraint, and in those cases I would rather they fail my challenge than lose their minds.

Of course, once they break the device their chance at returning to my world is completely gone, washed away, which is exactly why none of my subjects has ever cut their way out, some sacrifices too hard to make.

After the intense treatment I gave Lloyd on our first visit, I knew it would be a very difficult week for him. I had no doubt that he wanted to return and in order for that to happen, he would need to follow my rules.

It was the first test and also the first sign, to see if he could be a true and worthy sub in my world.


SCENE 14

Lloyd Vaughn

As I was driving over to Claire’s place after a week in her cage, I can honestly say, I felt like I was ready to burst at the seams. Not only was I super horny, seven days the longest I had gone without an orgasm in a very long time, but I also felt trapped, like Claire had assumed a very dominant position in my life.

The cage does that to you, truly warping the way your brain thinks.

If I thought those were new and unique revelations, I would quickly find out that many others had experienced the exact same thing. The instant I walked in her door, Claire pressed me for the details of my experience.

“So,” she said when I walked through her door, “are you horny enough?”

Her question hit the nail right on the head. Not being able to cum for a solid week had my body ready to revolt. I had needs and my brain couldn’t be content until those needs were addressed.

“I’ve never been so horny,” I confessed. “It’s like all of my lust has been bottled up and trapped inside.”

Claire smiled at that revelation but there was still more she wanted to know.

“And how did you like being caged?” she asked. “Can you tell that you belong to me now?”

“I hated it,” I admitted. “It was absolute hell.”

It was exactly how I felt however she was quick to press me for more information.

“But you didn’t cut it off?” she pressed.

Of course, that was the catch, the distinct reason why I could not disobey.

“I wanted to come back,” I admitted, “and I thought you wouldn’t see me if I did.”

She nodded at that statement. “You were right about that,” she agreed.

Fortunately, I did follow her rules and with the questions done and my chastity obligation fulfilled, the time had come for my reward.

Much to my delight, Claire felt the same way.

“Go ahead and strip bare,” she said. “It’s time to reward my good little boy.”


SCENE 15

Mommy Claire

When Lloyd and I first met, it was in the waiting room of the dentist’s office and there was no denying he was stressed. Fortunately, I was able to calm his fears, my nursing event in the bathroom doing all of that and more. That exchange was a great introduction, truly taking him to a thoroughly relaxed state however it was not the end.

The first time Lloyd came back to my place, it was for a sensual massage, and that ended in an explosive orgasm as well as a cage on his dick, tease and denial on the menu for his week.

Now, on this next visit, my intent was to take him even further away from his old life, his old world. With this next session I intended to not only indulge his lust, I also intended to infantilize his existence, rendering him completely submissive to my will.

You might think that that was me going off script however I can confirm that once a man has given up his power, surrendering himself to a strong and dominant woman such as myself, his anxiety literally washes away. Once he is no longer driven by the pressures of being in charge, his stress invariably goes down, which was the exact result we were looking to achieve right from the beginning.


SCENE 16

Lloyd Vaughn

I removed all of my clothes and got up on Claire’s exam table, ready to get the lock off of my cock. It had been there for a week straight and I was highly desirous to be free.

Much to my surprise, when Claire removed the cage, I was highly sensitive, way more sensitive than I ever could have imagined. The lack of touch over the past seven days left me at the edge, even more helpless than the last time I was on her table.

That point was made abundantly clear when she motioned to touch me but all it took was the lightest contact to have me desperate and yearning for more.

“Ooh!” I groaned. “Careful!”

“Someone’s sensitive,” Claire giggled, “we’ll have to be gentle so you don’t cum.”

To be honest, the way I felt, I would have gladly welcomed an orgasm, a chance to release my seed, however from that point on, Claire’s touch became very subtle indeed.

She was delicate, balanced, providing skating touches to raise my excitement without granting me enough stimulus to truly satisfy my need. It was vexing, to the point I found myself pleading for more.

“Please!” I whined, hopeful she would put an end to her relentless tease and give me what I truly wanted.

If I thought she would show mercy, she had a different plan in mind. While my mind was fixated on the orgasm that would grant me relief, her thoughts focused on pushing things even further.

“If you want relief, beg me to take you deeper,” she said, “beg to be my submissive little boy.”

The words she shared were odd but the sentiment was clear, she wanted me to give in. It wasn’t easy to accept but I really didn’t have much choice, my body in a desperate state of need.

“Fine,” I relented. “You win.”

Unfortunately, that concession wasn’t enough for Claire. To meet her needs, she wanted more.

“Beg to be my submissive little boy,” she repeated, “and then I’ll make all of your dreams come true.”

With those words she provided several more glorious strokes, massaging rubs of my penis from base to tip. It was amazing, enough to take my breath away, and she didn’t do it just once, she did it several times, until my eyes went cross.

That relentless tickle was pervasive, seizing every muscle at the spine, causing my eyes to roll to the back of my head. Before I knew it, my brain felt light and my hips began to grind in time with her touch.

Once was nice, twice was intense but she just kept right on going, forcing me to ride the edge longer than I ever thought possible, until I lost my connection with rational thought as well as the mortal world.

“Ungh!” I let out as the feelings within me surged.

You might think it was a difficult choice, the idea of submitting as a little boy to this very sexy and dominant woman and it really was very difficult to process, and yet the way I felt, ready to absolutely indulge the pleasure surging through my veins, I did exactly as she said.

“Please can I be your submissive little boy?” I wailed, no longer able to withstand the pressure, no longer able to endure the denial.

“Good boy,” she cooed in response, accepting my submission, acknowledging my defeat.


SCENE 17

Mommy Claire

Hearing Lloyd say the words out loud really was music to my ears. It is one thing to make a man submit but it is an entirely different experience when you can get him to surrender. The way Lloyd’s lust was bottled up inside of him, overwhelming all of his conscious thought, I had no doubt that he was powerless, ready to succumb to me and to the awesome force that I was building up inside of him.

The next steps in the process would be about taking his pliant disposition and molding him into what I wanted, how I saw fit. For my purposes that would include an introduction to the lifestyle of a submissive little boy, the exact presentation I wanted him to take.

It wouldn’t take much, his body and his mind were already primed, and yet the next steps were oh so important, the difference between failure and success.


SCENE 18

Lloyd Vaughn

When I agreed to be Claire’s submissive little boy, actually, when I begged to take on that role, I assumed it was mental mind play, to feed off of the moment. I also believed that my concession would result in a reward, an intense orgasm just like on my previous visit. That’s really what I thought, that’s really what I expected, which is why I was so surprised when I didn’t get to cum but instead, she told me to get off of her exam table and follow her out of her office.

“Follow me, little boy,” she said before turning and walking out the door.

Of course, I was still nude, so there was the disparity of that situation, her fully clothed, me naked as the day I was born, but that almost seemed insignificant compared to the other things happening between us. As she led me up the staircase to the second floor of her home, I couldn’t help but be curious as to what she had in store for me and my immediate future.

The room she took me to was rather fancy, decorated with beautiful antiques including a four-poster bed with elegant drapes that made it look like it was right out of a movie set. It was all so elegant and yet we didn’t stop there. Instead, she took me even further, to the adjoining bathroom where she instructed me to get into the tub.

“Why don’t you get yourself comfortable in the bath,” Claire said, “mommy’s going to get everything ready to shave you bare.”

Now, there were so many things about her statement that gave me pause. First off, she referred to herself as mommy and while she had already been calling me a little boy, this latest revelation really set the tone for what was really happening between us. Right from the start, she presented as uber confident, mature. She was older than me even if she was really sexy, and the mommy play accentuated that dynamic, shifting things in my head.

All of it was significant however there was more in her statement, things that had me thinking. She also made a reference to shaving me bare and while I didn’t understand what she meant when the words first crossed her lips, when she had me get in the tub and then approached me with both razor and cream, I got a good idea of just what she had in mind.

This sexy older lady wanted to put razor to skin, to shave my nuts completely bald and the craziest part was, I was inclined to let her.

Truth be told, she still had me on edge, desperate to get off. Sure, I wasn’t quite as driven as I was while she was teasing me downstairs but there was no doubt that my excitement was still very high.

Fortunately, that surge of lust in my head was enough to get me over the hurdle, to accept what was happening without resistance. That turned out to be a rather significant thing as she put a healthy dollop of cream on my cock and balls, preparing to shave me bare.

The instant I was all lathered up, Claire, mommy, set to the task at hand. She withdrew a long straight blade from her bag and held it up for me to see. It glistened in the light and I’ll admit, it gave my heart a start. Was I really going to let her put that super sharp blade next to my skin?

As that question formed in my head, she removed any chance I would have to change my mind, using the razor to take away the first swath of hair.

Her blade ran so smooth against me, I didn’t feel a thing, and yet when I looked down, and I saw the stretch of bare skin left in its wake, I quickly realized there would be no turning back. She was shaving my balls, taking away all of my genital hair, and while I felt an imbalance between us before, with this latest salvo things separated even more.

It was a total mind fuck, made even more intense when she finished what she was doing and instructed me to sample the results.

“Go ahead,” she said, “touch it. Feel how soft you are down there.”

I did as I was told using my fingers to caress the newly shaven skin, and what I found when I did was the softest feeling known to man. It was absolutely glorious and I became obsessed, unable to break away. Just as my hands got comfortable with that amazing touch, Mommy Claire let me know where I went wrong.

“A good little boy doesn’t play with his own pee-pee,” she said. “A good little boy waits for mommy to take care of his needs.”

Needless to say, that statement just about broke my brain. Was she serious? Based on the fact that she sent me home the last time with a cage on my dick, I thought she was and therefore I pulled my hands away, afraid to disobey.

Her response to my action was near instantaneous. “Good boy,” she said.

From there, she proceeded to help me from the tub, using a big plush towel to dry me off. It was blissful, especially the way she fondled and rubbed every part of my body in the exchange, demonstrating her absolute control.

Mommy Claire felt entitled to touch me anywhere she pleased and at first, that was unnerving, right up until I accepted her dominance as well as my submissive place in her world. The instant I granted her complete purview over my existence, those touches became more intense, to the point of completely taking my breath away.

Before I knew it, her hands were everywhere, even at my most intimate spots and they were relentless, never stopping or even slowing down.

Of course, I loved her touch on my pee-pee, the way she tickled and she teased, but she didn’t stop there and the places she went next truly tested my resolve.

The instant I was dry and the towel was gone, Mommy Claire led me to the adjoining bedroom. There she had me get on all fours in the center of her bed, ready for her next move. In that position, she placed her hands on my back end, using the tips of her fingers to stimulate my anus as well as my sphincter.

No one had ever touched me there before but she didn’t just touch, she caressed, fondling every inch, bringing all of my attention to my back side and my little puckered hole. A little attention turned out to be intriguing, stimulating me in ways I did not expect, and yet she didn’t stop there, continuing that fondle and rub until I felt the change within.

What was that? How did a few simple touches cause me to react the way that I did? I wasn’t sure however my response was undeniable.

“Look at you,” Mommy Claire gasped, “you just opened up.”

She didn’t need to tell me. I felt it. There was something about her rubs, first they relaxed my muscles before encouraging them to give in, to respond to her advance. The way my anus opened for her made me feel like a bitch in heat but it was the way she stimulated my inner rim, that is what caused my world to falter and my eyes to go cross.

“Ungh!” I let out as a swarm of pleasure surged through my core. That delicate touch was overwhelming, coursing through my brain.

I had no idea an anal rimming would feel so good but she didn’t stop there, caressing the insides of my hole with the tip of her finger until it felt like my entire world was about to melt.

“Ungh!” I let out again, the feelings surging within.

To be honest, it was the greatest experience of my life, made even better when she slipped her other hand under my hip and took my shaft between her fingers, slowly massaging the full length. From that position, she was able to tickle my hole while simultaneously stroking my rod, taking my breath away. To say it felt good would be an understatement. It felt insane.

It was while she was granting me that incredible bliss, taking my excitement to the brink, that she pressed me over what was going to happen next.

“It’s almost time,” she cooed, “time to make a decision.”

I didn’t know the question but I certainly knew the answer. Whatever she asked, I wanted to say yes. Much to my surprise, her query wasn’t that hard.

“You have a choice,” Mommy Claire said. “You will get an orgasm either way, but you must choose if you want to return again, next time for an overnight stay.”

The way I felt, blooming in ecstasy, there was really only one answer I could give.

“Yes,” I agreed, “I want to come back. Please!”

If I thought it would be that easy then I really was naive because she had a price to pay if I wanted to stay a good little boy in her world.

“Agree to wear my cage,” she added. “Wear the cage for another week and next time I’ll give you the full mommy treatment.”

To be quite frank, I don’t actually remember saying yes to her question but I will remember the orgasm that followed for as long as I live. Mommy Claire didn’t just stroke my cock, she rubbed me to bliss while simultaneously working the inside of my hole, stimulating my prostate until I couldn’t take anymore.

The instant I reached the inflection point, when I could take no more, my balls erupted and my penis began to spasm and spurt. It was a lot and it was everywhere, shooting from my body with reckless abandon. One shot was followed by another and another still, draining me of every last bit of energy while sating my mind with a sense of peace I hadn’t felt in years.

“Ungh!” I gushed before offering an emphatic, “Thank you!”

You might think that after my orgasm that I wouldn’t want to go back in the cage however my disposition was completely different once the baby batter was off of my brain. After everything she had done, after all of the pleasure she had bestowed upon me, I actually wanted to wear Mommy Claire’s cage. I wanted to be her good little boy and even more.


SCENE 19

Mommy Claire

Wow!

When Lloyd and I first met, I was desirous to unearth his lust, to find out just how he would respond when ecstasy coursed through his veins and his mind wanted nothing more than to indulge the bliss. Now that I had seen it, his feckless response, I was very eager to take things to the next level.

Of course, the best way to prepare any man for another round of tease is to deny, deny, deny and that is exactly what was going to happen once he agreed to wear my cage. By the time he returned to my door, Lloyd was going to be extremely desperate, the exact feeling I needed if I was going to truly overwhelm his mind.

It’s all about the shifting powers of control, and the steps I could take in advance, to ensure the best environment for success.


SCENE 20

Lloyd Vaughn

My first time wearing the cage around my dick was rough however that experience made the second time around much easier to take. Easier but I wouldn’t say easy. I still had a lock on my cock after all, one that made every part of my life much so more complex.

I already told you how peeing with the cage on created quite the mess. I literally had to sit down every time I had to go to the bathroom, just so I wouldn’t splash all over the place. That made things difficult but cleaning up wasn’t any easier. Every time I showered, the cage leaked afterwards, never letting me feel fully dry.

All of that was a total pain in the ass but then came sleeping with the device locked on my nuts. If I thought the other things were uncomfortable and inconvenient, trying to sleep in the restraint truly warped my mind. Several times I woke up in a cold sweat, the feeling of being trapped inundating my brain. Many more times I rolled over in my sleep, pinching my dick in the process. The cage was very unforgiving and I had no choice but to endure.

Overall, it made for a very challenging second experience in the cage, one that would get exponentially harder when Mommy Claire sent me a text late in the week, letting me know that her schedule had changed and I would need to wait another seven days before we would be able to connect again.

“Sorry,” she wrote, “unforeseen change in plans. I can’t see you tomorrow but I will see you next Saturday.”

To say that was devastating news would be an understatement, I was absolutely beside myself and yet somehow, I endured another week in lock-up, one very difficult day at a time.


SCENE 21

Mommy Claire

I didn’t really have a conflict on my schedule. I just needed a way to delay my next meeting with Lloyd. What I really wanted was to string out his chastity, enhancing his desperation as well as his lust by extending his time in the cage, making sure he was absolutely consumed with desire by the time he returned to my door.

Truth be told, men are so much more compliant when they are sexually frustrated and I wanted Lloyd fully primed. Considering what I intended to make him do next, it would be the best scenario for everyone involved if he was out of his mind with lust.

It really comes down to doing the most humane thing with your submissive male, taking the pain out, ensuring his transition from alpha to beta is as smooth as possible.


SCENE 22

Lloyd Vaughn

After a two-week hiatus, a period in which I had no access to my dick, I can admit, I was very desirous to return to Mommy Claire. Not only did I want to get the cage off of my cock, I wanted to have an orgasm in the worst imaginable way.

Most guys never find out what it’s like to go a week without cumming let alone two. That’s the thing about having unfettered access to your cock, you’re never too far from your next orgasm. Let me tell you, that kind of forced abstinence absolutely sucks. There are so many times where I just wanted to take matters into my own hands, to jerk myself off, but I couldn’t do it, not with that blasted lock on my cock.

It was all I could think about, consuming every notion in my overworked head.

Unfortunately, the moment I arrived at her place, Mommy Claire didn’t want to get to the good stuff, she wanted to first settle in, to talk about my experience.

“So, tell me,” she said, “what did you think about your extended stint in chastity?”

You would think it was a rhetorical question. Wearing a cage sucks, and yet she looked at me expectantly, waiting for my response.

“Um, where do I start?” I asked.

I proceeded to tell her exactly how I felt about the experience, all of the trials and the tribulations I went through, not just physically but mentally as well. It was actually kind of cathartic getting it all out and when I got to the end, she pressed for even more.

“I heard about the things you didn’t like. Was there anything you did like about it?” she asked.

It was a challenging question, one I really needed to think about. Could there be anything positive about having your penis locked in chastity? I didn’t think so but then one thought did come to mind.

“In the beginning,” I shared, “when I first got home, my area was clean shaven and very soft. I really enjoyed feeling that skin.”

Mommy Claire’s eyes lit up at that confession. Then she asked, “Would you like me to shave you again?”

It wasn’t where my head was at when I first walked in her door, all of my thoughts were focused squarely on sex, and yet when she made her offer, I can’t deny it excited me, in more ways than one.

“Yes,” I admitted sheepishly although I hoped it wouldn’t be in place of the physical attention that I really wanted, my first and most pressing need.


SCENE 23

Mommy Claire

When Lloyd asked to be shaved clean once again, I can’t deny I got tingles inside. He found a connection with the infantilized state, the little boy role, and I saw that as a distinct sign of things to come. He wanted to play, giving me an open invitation to push things even further, to the next level.

I smiled in response to his request. “We can shave you,” I offered, “and there’s more we can do if you’re interested.”

It was a loaded offer, one that meant so much more than could be summed up in a few simple words. For more than a moment, I waited on bated breath, anxious of his reply.

Fortunately, the smile he gave in return let me know that he was interested, even if he was struggling to identify his true feelings on the matter. That’s the thing about age play and regression, it takes time to process and even more time to come to acceptance.

I had no doubt that I could truly infantilize Lloyd, breaking him down and rendering him submissive. It was only a matter of time and persistence.


SCENE 24

Lloyd Vaughn

Mommy Claire took me upstairs for a bath and another shaving. I’ll admit, I was thrilled to be making the return trip, even if I did get a little nervous when she said that she would shave me bare and do even more. There was an open-ended aspect to her statement, one that had the hairs on the back of my neck standing on end and my brain contemplating some very severe next steps.

Just what did she have in mind? Was I going to enjoy it? And was she planning to put me back in the cage when she was done? They were important questions, things I really wanted to know.

After spending two weeks in her very restrictive chastity device, I wasn’t looking to extend my time in lock-up any further. In fact, I was willing to make some considerable sacrifices if I could avoid that fate altogether.

That idea quickly left my brain the instant I was naked in her tub. There’s something about the disparity of that situation, her being clothed while I was completely nude. It created this imbalance between us, one that only got more severe as she washed my body, using her soapy hands to fondle and caress every inch of my form. She was so pervasive, able to access anywhere and everywhere, no matter how intimate, and she didn’t stop until she made it clear just who was in charge.

“Good boy,” she cooed, encouraging me to submit even more.

Just like before, when it came time to handle my penis, she was very delicate, certain not to push the excitement too far and when she lathered the area with cream, rubbing over the newly formed stubble, I can honestly say I hoped she would rub a little too long, forcing me to cum.

Was that wrong? I’m not sure but I do know it is exactly how I felt.

There’s something absolutely vexing about orgasm denial, the way it plays with your head, and I would have gladly accepted a premature spill, anything to give my mind a little relief. Unfortunately, that was not meant to be, Mommy Claire balancing that tightrope like a master trapeze.

By the time I was completely shaved bare, every follicle of hair gone, she did allow me to appreciate the softness of the skin before letting me know when I had gone too long.

“Good little boys refrain from touching their own pee-pees,” Mommy Claire said. “They wait for mommy to tend to that need.”


SCENE 25

Mommy Claire

Lloyd was a very attractive young man but that was with his clothes on. With his clothes removed, there was no looking at his face, his toned and muscular body demanded all attention and focus.

There’s something very special about a young hard body, the way the visual tempts the mind and looking at Lloyd’s muscular frame accentuated just how wonderful life can be.

Don’t get me wrong, I intended to dominate him either way, however there’s no denying the seduction is way more fun when your target is rippled and cut. Lloyd wasn’t just attractive; he was hot and that made the experience so much more intense.

While giving him his bath, I took the opportunity to fondle every sinewy muscle along his form and by the time the bath and the shaving were done, I can’t deny, I was more than a little worked up. After two weeks with no touch, Lloyd was a very submissive hard body with absolutely delectable skin and to make things even better, he was mine for the taking, whatever I wanted to do.


SCENE 26

Lloyd Vaughn

Mommy Claire gave me a bath.

I’m not sure how that sounds to you but even repeating the words aloud gets me excited. It seemed like such an odd thing at the time, one I had to process and consider but thank God I said yes.

It wasn’t sex. It wasn’t fooling around, and yet every moment in her care was absolutely amazing, the most intimate experience of my life.

When the washing was done and she helped me from the tub, I was a quivering mess, unable to stand on my own two feet. There was something about her touch, not just the softness of her hands but also her knowledge in where to make contact and just how hard. She was a master, keeping me at the edge of delight the entire time.

By the time we returned to the bedroom I was beside myself, so horny I couldn’t think straight. That’s when Mommy Claire pushed things another giant step forward.

The instant I thought she was going to please my dick; she introduced something new instead.

“I know you’re desperate to cum but there’s something I’d like to do first,” she explained. “Part of living in my world is surrendering your former self, letting go of who you used to be.”

I heard the words she spoke however in the moment I was focused on only one thing. “Ok,” I replied, willing to do whatever she said, provided I would get my reward in the end.

“Perfect,” she said, “because the next steps are all about letting go, connecting with your inner child.”

It seemed like a simple request, right up until she explained exactly what she meant with her description.

“The diaper will feel a little strange in the beginning,” she shared, “but you’ll get used to it.”

Zoom! Talk about a mind fuck. It was a cold bucket of reality dousing my world. Her words hit me hard.

“You want me to wear a diaper?” I confirmed.

Her answer went a long way in defining how the rest of our day was going to unfold.

“Not just wear it,” she replied. “You’ll use it too.”


SCENE 27

Mommy Claire

Diapering Lloyd was fun. It wasn’t just swaddling him in the clean white cloth, which truly stripped him of anything that made him a man, it was the way he responded when he knew he would not be having an orgasm at my hand, at least not until he fully complied with all of my demands. That news literally broke his last connection with the adult world.

The quiver in his lower lip was the start, followed by all the signs of a truly broken man, abject submission his only logical path forward.

If I thought he still had some semblance of strength left, that notion was completely washed away when he didn’t waste any time peeing in the diaper, the one I had just fastened around his bottom. He totally regressed before my eyes, fully letting go.

It was obvious that Lloyd was absolutely desperate to cum and knowing that, I decided to press for even more.


SCENE 28

Lloyd Vaughn

I admit, I peed in the diaper. For me, it was a means to an end, the fastest way for me to get the relief I so desperately wanted, or so I thought.

The instant my diaper was full, bulging from the wet, Mommy Claire set to cleaning my mess and let me tell you, that was an experience I will never forget.

Separating me from the wet and saggy diaper was the first step but from there things truly took off. She used a baby wipe to first clean the area and considering how long it had been since my last orgasm, it was no surprise that I was highly sensitive to that contact. Fortunately, she knew just when to push forward and when to fall back, ensuring I remained aroused while not allowing me to experience too much of that tantalizing touch.

In a way, it was frustrating, and yet it was also the most incredible mind-numbing bliss.

When you haven’t cum in weeks your penis is extremely sensitive and with a woman who knows exactly how to tease the excitement without going too far, that has the power to truly warp your mind. I was simultaneously experiencing the most incredible ecstasy while still being kept at the brink, riding the edge of delight.

It was enough to make me yearn even when I realized she wasn’t going to let me cum.

Mommy Claire was just finishing up with the cleaning when I realized what she intended to do. I can’t deny, I was more than a little put-out and when she wrapped me in a fresh clean cloth, placing a definitive no on what I wanted most, it was more than a little hard to take.

“Please!” I whined, hoping that feckless response would be enough.

Unfortunately, her reaction was proof positive that I still had a ways to go before I would be able to realize the end.

“That was a good start,” Mommy Claire explained. “Next time, let’s see you go all the way.”


SCENE 29

Mommy Claire

When Lloyd peed in his diaper, I knew it was a sign of his weakness. He was absolutely desperate to cum, beyond the point of want all the way to the brink of need. In his mind, he needed to release and with that notion firmly planted in his head, it was time for me to press him for an even deeper commitment.

In order to truly regress requires giving up one’s self. It means separating from the mature and responsible part of your being and indulging the inner child. Lloyd was close, we just needed him to take that all-important next step.

Fortunately, the way his mind was totally consumed with carnal lust and his desire to meet that ever-growing need, I didn’t have to worry about his brain getting in the way. That obstacle was already past, a distant memory in our rearview mirror.


SCENE 30

Lloyd Vaughn

Dressed in nothing but a diaper, Mommy Claire led me out of the bedroom and down the sweeping staircase to the lower level of her home.

“It’s a nice day,” she said, “I thought we’d hang out by the pool.”

It really was a nice day, sunny, not too warm and I readily agreed, right up until I looked out the window and saw the people outside. There was a full-on party going on, guys and ladies everywhere, hanging by the pool.

“Uh, I don’t want to go out like this,” I objected.

“Why not?” Mommy Claire asked in disbelief. “You do want to be mommy’s good little boy, don’t you?”

The truth was, I did want that. I wanted that more than anything I could possibly imagine but I wanted it in private, not in front of all those people I didn’t know.

“Can’t we go back upstairs?” I pleaded.

That’s when she got this firm look on her face. “Do I need to take you over my knee?” she asked. “I’m not afraid to lay my hand on your bottom.”

Oh, shit.

Would you believe those words had me sprouting an erection in my diaper. It literally stuck straight out. She saw it right away and was quick to let me know what was what.

“I see how horny you are,” she said. “You don’t have to do this if you don’t want to but I guarantee, if you follow mommy’s commands, you’ll thank me when we’re done.”

It seemed impossible and yet I wanted to believe. The next thing I knew I was nodding my head, agreeing to join her by the pool, diaper and all.


SCENE 31

Mommy Claire

In every journey from alpha status to the full-on beta role, there are obstacles along the way, distinct hurdles you must clear in order to reach your final destination. Lloyd had cleared many of those hurdles already but his foray into a public setting was going to be the biggest step by far.

Submitting in private is one thing, it requires you to assume the lesser role with one person, however submitting in front of others, people you see as your peers, is more impactful by far, consuming every bit of your mind, your body and your soul.

Once Lloyd experienced surrendering his power in front of others it would really sink in, becoming a primary part of the real him.


SCENE 32

Lloyd Vaughn

Stepping outside in the middle of a pool party with a diaper on was daunting. The instant I was out there I could feel every stare, every single person turning to see the new guy who just joined the crowd.

I could only imagine what they were thinking about me and my attire and then I looked at them, the collection of people around the pool. It turned out, I wasn’t the only one diapered at the party and as I really took it all in, I started to feel more comfortable with the arrangement.

That comfort would soon be tested when one of the ladies at the party, a woman about my age, came up to Mommy Claire to ask for help. Her name was Alyssa and she was very direct.

“Mommy,” she said. “I had an accident. Will you change me?”

It was true, this girl my age had soiled her diaper. I could see the stain bulging through. I couldn’t believe it but then Mommy Claire did the most amazing thing.

She didn’t take the woman inside or even ask for cover. Instead, she just laid the girl down on one of the reclining chairs and set to the task of cleaning her up.

The diaper was gone in a flash and she used baby wipes to address the initial mess but then from there she used a warm soapy wash cloth to completely get the woman clean. It was all so functional and yet also sexy at the same time, the intimacy of the exchange.

When she was done with the cleaning, Mommy Claire leaned down and proceeded to give the girl a highly charged round of oral sex, tonguing her kitty relentlessly before finally introducing her fingers to the mix. The instant she pressed to Alyssa’s depths; the girl began to cry out with glee.

“Yes! Yes!” she called. “Thank you, mommy.”

It was all so hot and I’m not sure who noticed but my dick popped to full length as a result, tenting the fabric of my white diaper. I couldn’t believe it was happening, such an unbelievable event, and that thought held right up until another person followed suit, this time a guy coming to Mommy Claire, asking for her assistance as well.

“Mommy,” he said, “I had an accident too.”

This guy’s name was Tyler and he had a sagging and brown diaper just like the first girl and once again Mommy Claire was quick to tend to his need. The cleaning that followed started functional, removing the mess, but once again, the moment he was clean, she really turned up the heat.

Mommy Claire didn’t just touch and rub the guy, she literally massaged every inch of his dick, jerking him off, causing him to not only rise up with the excitement but also to shoot his seed, ejaculating a quart of his white sticky goo.

She was so masterful in the way she handled him, the way she controlled every motion. Tyler grunted and he groaned with each new stroke but in the end, he spurted his relief, walking away a truly happy camper.

It was then that I realized the trend by the pool, how whoever soiled their diaper and asked for help, was the next to get some very special attention from Mommy Claire. It didn’t take long for me to figure out that it was what I wanted too, and from there I was quick to put two and two together.


SCENE 33

Mommy Claire

They say it’s easier to train a second pup because the first one shows the little guy exactly what to do. It was the same theory put into practice when I took Lloyd out by the pool, among the most loyal of my fold.

He wasn’t the only one attending the party in a diaper and as he was about to find out, there were others who could show him the way.

Did Alyssa and Tyler both just happen to have accidents at the exact same moment that Lloyd came outside? Let’s just say, sometimes Mommy Claire doesn’t like to leave things to chance. I wanted Lloyd to see exactly what was in store for him once he fully regressed and I knew that seeing how the others got their reward, would be more than enough to compel his next action.

When Lloyd came to me shortly thereafter to let me know he had finally crossed the line into the world of true and meaningful regression, I felt justified in my efforts, another hurdle successfully cleared.


SCENE 34

Lloyd Vaughn

This may sound stupid for a guy who had just watched two people get their diaper changed by the pool but after I had my accident, forcing a bowel movement inside my diaper, I was hoping Mommy Claire would take me inside.

Much to my delight, she did just that, having me waddle behind her in my messy diaper, through the house and up the stairs, all the way to the bedroom on the second floor. It was actually kind of gross, the way the ick simultaneously slid down my thighs while also pressing up my back and each new step provided a deep and lasting reminder of just what was happening in my world.

I soiled myself, all for mommy’s attention, and I would need to live with that fact for the rest of my life.

Inside the upstairs bathroom, Mommy Claire proceeded to strip me bare, cleaning my poopy mess before giving me a good and thorough washing in her big tub. It was all so peaceful and loving, the way she tended to my needs and when she was done, she escorted me out of the bathroom and to the adjoining bedroom, welcoming me to the bed.

There, she finally prepared to reward me, just like she had done with the others by the pool.

I was naked and on my back; ready for my reward.

She slipped between my spread legs, using her hands to caress my calves, on their way to my knees and then my thighs. That gentle caress was arousing and the next thing I knew, my dick sprang to full size. I’m not just talking hard, I could have cut diamonds as the expression goes, and it began to bob from side to side, fully ready to indulge.

In the heat of the moment, I expected her to take my cock in hand but she didn’t do that, and what she did instead had my mind yearning for more. With the deftest touch Mommy Claire massaged and she rubbed, caressing all around my hardened rod. She fondled my stomach and she stroked my taint and at one point she even grazed my tightened ball sack but the instant I thought she was going to indulge my lust, taking my shaft in hand, she pulled away, leaving me to yearn once again.

“Please!” I whined. “Please!”

Mommy Claire looked at me with pity in her eyes as she asked, “Are you sure that’s what you want? I’m not sure you’ll be able to last.”

Was I sure? I was never more certain of anything in my life. I needed her touch, a desperate, yearning need. “Please,” I repeated.

Gazing deep into my eyes, Mommy Claire granted my request, taking my penis in hand.

The instant I felt the softness of her touch, the intensity sky rocketed and from there it was a feckless struggle to maintain some semblance of control. Obviously, it wasn’t easy, her tender fingers feeling oh so incredible and before I knew it, I felt my discipline slipping before completely washing away. Her touch was too much and I struggled to adapt.

This is probably going to make me sound so pathetic but it only took her three strokes to completely blow my mind, three long extended rubs that caused my penis to spasm and throb, spouting all of its goo. After such a long duration without release, I didn’t stand a chance and with her incredible strokes on my dick, I quickly lost the battle with self-control.

“Ungh!” I let out with the release, a truly feckless groan.

“That’s it,” Mommy Claire cooed, “give up all of your power.”

It was an odd thing to say, equating my orgasm with my strength and yet in the moment there was only one thing that truly mattered in my head. “Thank you! Thank you! Thank you!” I added, grateful for the attention, wanting her to know how much I appreciated her touch.

Despite how quickly it all transpired, I can honestly say it was the most intense orgasm of my life. One spurt was followed by another and another still until my balls were completely empty and my stomach covered in all of the goo. It was a lot but Mommy Claire was quick to clean it all up at which point she proceeded to diaper me once again. This time, once I was swaddled nice and tight, she welcomed me back to her lap for extra time at her breast.

“Go ahead little boy,” she coaxed, “suckle at mommy’s teat.”

In all of our fun, I still think I liked the nursing connection best and as I drew Mommy Claire’s nipple deep to the back of my throat, she let out an exhaustive sigh, a perfect complement to my own bliss.

It truly was a magical exchange, the most incredible way to end the day.


SCENE 35

Mommy Claire

Lloyd soiling the diaper that was wrapped around his body was the consummation of his infantilizing journey. He surrendered everything that made him a man, fully accepting his regressed state. Now that he had completed the trip, I couldn’t wait to reward him, to reinforce the decision he had made.

As much as I love teasing a guy with relentless denial, the real treat is in finally granting him the ultimate release, allowing him to cum. It is especially rewarding if you can make sure that he knows it is you that is indulging him with such bliss, the master of his domain.

That kind of experience truly changes a man, giving him a deep sense of appreciation for the things he cannot control. I so wanted that for Lloyd and to be honest, I wanted that for me as well, my reward for a job well done.

Not only did he cum a lot, fully emptying his balls, he also got consumed with the pleasure, more intense than what he was used to, profusely thanking me the whole time.

We closed out the evening with him nursing at my breast and if you think Lloyd enjoyed his orgasm, I thoroughly enjoyed the nursing event while we lay there in bed, compliments of my suckling little boy.


SCENE 36

Lloyd Vaughn

This is going to sound totally insane but when I woke up in the morning, my diaper was wet and saggy around my bottom. I’m not sure how it happened, I only knew I had lost my self-control and my brain was reeling as a result.

What was that? Did I suddenly forget my training? Did I lose my connection to the adult world?

It didn’t seem possible but then I thought back to Mommy Claire’s reward from the night before, and how much I enjoyed the entire exchange. It was mind-altering the way she twisted up my lust and a part of me wondered if it had altered the part of my mind responsible for controlling my bowels. Was that possible? Is that what took place?

That gave me a lot to think about as I first woke up however the mood shifted the instant Mommy Claire realized what I had done.

“Did you wet yourself?” she asked in disbelief. “In the middle of the night?”

I can honestly say, I didn’t want to admit it, but she was right over top of me, witnessing the evidence in real time. The craziest part was, the notion had her enthralled. The way her face lit up as she viewed my wet diaper was surreal, letting me know she was pleased with my regressive behavior. Then, she descended upon me, a delicious smile adorning her beautiful face as she undid the straps of the diaper and set to the task of cleaning me up. From that point on, everything became quite the blur.

Mommy Claire wiped me clean but she did even more than that, providing me with a long slow erotic rub, one that stimulated every nerve ending in my genitalia. She was absolutely amazing the way she fondled and caressed, bringing the excitement to pique.

The first rise of energy was nice but Mommy Claire liked to string out the moment and once she had me at the edge, one hand cupping my balls while gently tickling my taint, and the other hand wrapped around my shaft, lightly stroking away, I knew enough to surrender all control.

That decision proved to be the right call for what came next was the most incredible yet intense moment of my life. The instant I gave up all resistance, the pleasure surged and my mind whirled. It was overwhelming, in the most amazing way, and I could do little more than lie back and indulge the relentless pulses and throbs that followed. There was so much energy, so much excitement and I allowed it to own me, taking control from within.

Mommy Claire’s efforts drew all of the blood from my body to that one special place but it also did the same with the attention from my brain. Every single thought in my head was consumed by her touch. It was blissful, and the longer it went on, the more I expected her to push things further, to take advantage of my weakened state. She could have easily done it, she had me helpless and desperate to boot, but she showed mercy, pushing my excitement to and beyond the brink.

She knew exactly what she was doing when she provided that little extra rub and while I didn’t expect it at the time, that didn’t change the rush of adrenaline that ensued.

“Ungh!” I let out, taken by the surprise of it all.

The feeling was intense. One moment I was enjoying her long, slow caresses and the next thing I knew, I felt a tingle in my balls and then they erupted, a seminal burst from my pent-up loins. It caught me off guard but it was overwhelming, shaking me to my core.

“Ungh!” I let out again, this time an involuntary, guttural groan.

It was an absolutely incredible experience, a great way to start the day and no sooner did my penis stop throbbing and she was right there to care for my needs, to tend to the mess. Mommy Claire used a warm and wet wash cloth to wipe up all of the cum, gazing into my eyes as she asked how I felt.

“What did you think? Did you like that?” Mommy Claire asked, then she clarified just what she had done and why. “I let you cum because I wanted you to have a clear head for my next question,” she said. Then, with a smile from ear to ear, she asked, “Would you like to continue on as my good little boy?”

I knew exactly what she was asking and what I would need to give to make it so and while I knew I didn’t want to go back in her cage, I found myself nodding along.

Her face lit up with the news. “Are you sure?” she pressed, giving me one last opportunity to change my mind.

I didn’t take that opportunity, choosing to push forward despite any reservations I might have had and while you might think that I would relive that moment over and over in my head, I have never regretted my decision, not once. My life as Mommy Claire’s chastised little boy has been everything I have ever wanted and more, the fulfillment of all my dreams.


EPILOGUE

Mommy Claire

I met Lloyd Vaughn while waiting for a dentist appointment. That was where we met but the details of why we connected really came down to anxiety, the stress he felt in the moment, trepidation over his pending time in the dentist’s chair. The uncertainty of the situation consumed him, his fear of the unknown.

Lloyd suffered from debilitating stress brought on by his dentophobia. It owned him from within, dictating the most important parts of his life. Seeing his pain and knowing I could help, I had no choice, I had to step in.

It took some time but I managed to show Lloyd exactly how he could free himself from that anxiety, from those fears. A mother’s love has the power to pacify the greatest concerns, to truly balance the scales.

I was glad I was able to help but even more than that I was glad that we would still be able to get together, the latest addition to my fold, my desperate and submissive little boy.

To Learn more about Mommy Claire’s femdom fun, check out:

-          Brainwashed

-          Vacation Mommy

-          Little Donnie Needs a Mommy

-          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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