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PROLOGUE

Mommy Claire

The world is a very large place and I’ve found that the best way to meet people, especially those with whom I am likely to get along, is to seek the ones with common interests. For me, those interests generally revolve around two things; sexual dominance and intense mommy love. Life gets even better if I can combine the two, bringing both of my worlds together as one.

I believe that the loving connection between mommy and adult baby is a beautiful thing just like I believe that sexual satisfaction is the key to a happy life. It is my bliss and I not only pursue those things on my own, I share that joy with others as well, as many as I can find.

The world would be a much better place with more mommy love in it and I won’t stop spreading that word until every single soul is reached. It may not be your cup of tea, and if that is the case feel free to move on, but for those who do appreciate the journey I welcome you to join me in my pursuits.

These are the fundamental elements of success for any endeavor, whether it be your outlook for the day or your mission for life. Seek your passion and everything else will follow. My passion is the power of sexual energy and I like to nurture it in a loving, caring way. It’s the ultimate mommy domme experience and I savor it to my core.

Those ideas and those notions would come full circle when I was invited to speak at a conference, to share my insights on how sex has evolved and how the world is changing right along with it.


SCENE 1

Mommy Claire

Living in Las Vegas, Nevada, it can get easy to forget not everywhere is the same, the rest of the world does not take the same approach to life, to gambling and definitely not towards sex. In Vegas, we are very open, even conservative folks don’t bat an eye when it comes to the sex scene. It’s part of who we are, our culture and our pride. Of course, there’s the saying about what happens here stays here but for those of us who live here, that’s the point. However, all that being said, other places in the world have a much different view on sex and that is something of which all of us should be aware.

This point was driven home in dramatic fashion when I received a notice in the mail. It was a postcard, nine inches wide by six inches high, with an announcement about a conference on the East coast. It was a conference on sex, the erotic and the taboo, and while I might see something like that every day of the week in Las Vegas, it was an oddity in that neck of the woods.

Having spent my formative years going to college in the City of Brotherly Love, Philadelphia, Pennsylvania, I always look for opportunities to return East and this conference wasn’t too far away.

Of course, a trip like that is best spent in the company of others so I called together my crew, my subs who were active in the house at the time, to see if anyone was interested in making the trip.

My assistant, Cairo, was the first to raise his hand and his participation was required. I would be going in a business capacity and it was part of his job. Kelly was the next to volunteer and to be honest I was glad that she was. As a woman with more experience in the world, she brought a lot of stability to my existence and I had a feeling I was going to need that, especially when Alyssa, the youngest of the group, chimed in, all ready to explore.

“I’m in!” Alyssa said the moment the offer was made.

I knew she would, she was always ready to explore, but that often meant added responsibility for me. In most cases I savored her joyful exuberance but in this instance, I was glad I would have Kelly’s presence along, to help keep things in line.
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Traveling with a group is so much fun. When you’re by yourself, you just try to complete the task with as little fanfare as possible but when you travel in a group, it becomes an event. It helped that I had some of my favorite people in tow.

Kelly and I had known each other for quite some time and the bond we had was intimate and deep. I could take her to my breast at any time for some nursing fun and we could cuddle for hours, me stroking her hair, her suckling at my teat. Or, we could just as well spend the afternoon making homemade tomato sauce in my kitchen, singing classic tunes, our bond that complete. Kelly was that kind of woman, a friend and more, and I absolutely loved being her dominant mommy. She liked it too, that opportunity to submit. It fit us, in a way we both appreciated to our core.

Alyssa, on the other hand, came to me in a completely different way. She and I had a different kind of connection and bond. Different but just as tight. Alyssa was much more sexual right from the start, always ready and willing to fool around. She also carried a freedom of spirit, a powerful energy, a source that lifted me whenever we were together.

I savored my time with Alyssa just like I savored my time with Kelly and I was glad that both of them were with me on the trip.

And then there was Cairo.

Cairo came to me by way of my publisher and while that meant our relationship started as all business it did not stay that way for long. I won’t bore you with all of the details but suffice it to say, he begged to be my good little boy and I was happy to welcome him into my fold. The real joy of course, was showing him the difference between reading on the page and experiencing in real life. That was a lesson I was happy to bestow and he was quite eager to learn.

Cairo’s writing got better as a result of those experiences, the moment he went from an editor who had read to a writer who had lived, it came naturally. For him the events were life altering just like they were for the rest of my crew. As we waited to board the plane for the East Coast, I marveled at how much all of them had grown in the time we had been together and how many miles we still had to travel.

That’s the thing about the adult baby journey, the way it’s different for everyone involved. At its core it’s all the same but in the details that’s where the uniqueness lies. In my case, I made sure every experience was rooted in mommy love, my calling card.

The truth is, I love all of my adult babies with all of my heart and I long to give them what they truly require, whatever that particular need may be, but as we boarded that plane for our next destination, I couldn’t escape the fact that they were all there for me, on my behalf, to help me in my of need.
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The flight was uneventful which is the most anyone should ever hope for these days but things escalated for me when we made it to baggage claim and there was a chauffeur with a sign waiting just for us.

Under most circumstances that sign would have my formal name, Claire James, but in this instance, it read, Mommy Claire. I can’t tell you how that made me feel. It was like being seen when before people looked right through. I wasn’t sure if anyone else noticed but then I felt it, Kelly’s hand on the back of my arm, squeezing the back of my bicep. Cairo’s hand landed on my shoulder at the same time, letting me know he saw it too.

It may not seem like much as you read these words but to me it was everything, and I can honestly say it touched me at the bottom of my heart. The world is a strange place and so many times we long to be seen, not as the world wants us but as we were meant to be. I can honestly say I felt it in the two little words written on that placard.

The limo driver helped us with our bags and the stretch limousine took us to our hotel where the event coordinator was there to greet us the moment we arrived. We had only just stepped through the door, into the lobby, when she made herself known.

“Good afternoon, Mommy Claire, I’m Cathy, the event coordinator for the conference. I’ve taken the liberty of checking you into your room and will have a bellhop take your bags. You are in the Presidential Suite.”

Cathy spoke without taking a breath, making sure she got it all in before handing me an envelope. I presumed it had keys inside so I gave it to Cairo, the keeper of those details.

Our hostess was a cute little thing although her outfit left a lot to be desired. What I wouldn’t do in a makeover with her, the ideas immediately rolled through my head. Of course, my outfit choices would all have “little” appeal but I had no doubt she would wear them well.

“Is it you I have to thank for the ride from the airport?” I asked, wanting to make sure I extended my gratitude.

She shook her head side to side. ”No. That was Pietro,” Cathy replied. “He’s the promoter, the man in charge.”

It was interesting hearing the way she deferred to her boss, a sign of loyalty and respect, an admirable trait for any employee.

“Well if you would please let me know where I can find him,” I replied. “I would like to thank him personally.”

The way she lit up at that comment let me know there was more going on.

“He’s very anxious to meet you,” she admitted. “He’s a big fan.”

Oh, my! I’m not sure why but the words she said made the hairs on the back of my neck stand on end. I would have spent more time trying to figure out exactly why but things moved rather briskly from that point on. Bellhops rushed to take our luggage, my crew all piled into the elevator, the one taking us to the Penthouse on the top floor.

It was a long ride in a slow elevator but when we reached our destination, I quickly realized it was well worth the wait. The place was impressive, much nicer than I ever could have expected and I looked around, taking it all in.

It was quite a nice place, a suite, nicest unit in the whole hotel I was certain, and it made me wonder just what was going on.

“Cairo!” I called. “Is this all being comped by the promoter?” I asked.

“It is,” Cairo confirmed, “we didn’t have to pay a thing. In fact, we didn’t even give anything at check in, for incidentals.”

Alyssa was quick to chime in, “Does that mean the minibar as well?”

Kelly was quick to shut that down. “You’re not of age to drink, young lady. At nineteen you still have some time.”

“I was eying the chocolates,” Alyssa answered, sticking out her tongue at Kelly in dramatic fashion. The next thing we knew she had the can in her hand and was popping the lid.

“Oops!” Alyssa joked, “I guess we have to eat it now.”

I was still trying to figure out just why we were getting such high treatment. To be honest, I thought it was a stretch when they asked me to speak. Sure, I had a lot to share but my credentials weren’t like the others on the list. There were people with PhDs.

As fate would have it, just as those thoughts were beginning to take shape in my head, there came a knock at our door.
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Knock! Knock! Knock!

I was closest to the door so I was the one who opened it up and when I did, I was greeted by the biggest and broadest smile I had ever seen, teeth as far as the eye could see. Pietro Milano, the promoter of the conference and the giver of the largess we were currently enjoying, stood at our threshold, grinning from ear to ear.

“Good evening, Mommy Claire, I am so glad you could join us,” he gushed. “My name is Pietro Milano and if there is anything you need, anything at all, all you have to do is ask.”

Pietro stood all of five feet four inches tall with thinning salt and pepper hair combed over the top of his very round head. He wore a sharkskin suit with no tie and based on his wide eyes and exuberant stance, he was a very excitable little man.

“Please, come in,” I offered, “and thank you for the limo ride from the airport, that was very nice.”

He nodded his head but I could tell he had something on his mind, more that he wanted to share.

“I’ve read all of your books,” he replied, “and I’m your biggest fan.”

It was a common statement, one I had heard before however in that instant, it all made sense; the limo from the airport, the nicest suite in the hotel. I felt so stupid for not noticing it before.

I redirected my thoughts, my energy. If he was a fan, he had anticipated this meeting. He had played it out in his head and the last thing I wanted to do was leave that expectation short. It required a shift of thought, a complete one eighty, but it needed to be done.

“Is that right,” I replied, drawing out my words, creating the change I wanted in the room.

Refocusing my attention, I made this man, the latest person to enter the room, the target of my next move.

“So, you’ve read all of my books, you say? Does that make you a good little boy or a naughty one?” I asked. I circled him as I said those words and when I did, I ran my finger along his right shoulder, across his back and to the other side.

He literally shivered at the spine in response to my touch.

“Oh, God!” he let out.

It was what he wanted, I could tell, and sensing the opportunity, I went all in, pushing him further down the path.

Leaning in close, I whispered in his ear. “That wasn’t an answer,” I pressed. “Is Little Pietro a good boy or a naughty boy?”

Once again, he exhaled deeply, a quiver shaking his lower lip. “I’ll be whatever you want,” he gushed.

It was music to my ears and I quickly let him know.

“I like hearing that,” I cooed. “Right now, my friends and I need to freshen up from our trip. Will we see you at the opening tonight?”

His eyes were glazed when I asked the question but there was no doubting his response.

“Yes, mommy,” he confirmed.

“Good,” I huffed. “Now, Little Pietro can run along and we’ll see you later, ok?”

He nodded his head. “Yes, Mommy Claire,” he said as he backed out of the doorway.

The moment the door was shut, Kelly started in. “Did you see that?” she asked. “You didn’t even touch him and he was ready to submit. Is there something in the water here in the East?”

Cairo was the one to respond to her query. “It’s the power of the brain,” he said, “and a lot of the people here are familiar with Mommy Claire. In fact, there are quite a few fans.”

I had always viewed my engagements as one-to-one, me and my conquest, one dominant mommy and one submissive little. Obviously, I shared my stories online, but I never thought of someone wanting to take part from the stories alone, without ever having met me.

The way Pietro looked at me was like he was already broken, teased and trained. If that was the case, how many others also fit that bill? The thought actually made my head spin, the potential of it all.

Would it be possible to introduce even more people to the beauty of sexual submission and intense mommy love? The idea definitely found room in my head as we prepared for our evening out.
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The Conference featured a cocktail party on the event floor to kick off the activities and even though we were all very tired from the long travel, I wanted to be there, to take it all in.

“Tell me we don’t have to stay too long,” Kelly said as we were getting ready. “It’s been a long day.”

She wasn’t wrong, we were up early and that was Vegas time, the travel across time zones definitely took its toll.

While Kelly was thinking about rest, Alyssa was of a completely different mindset. “We can sleep when we get home,” she said, “I can’t wait to see what’s going on.”

It was the juxtaposition of my two friends which put Cairo right in the middle. He was younger, better able to keep up with Alyssa’s energy even if his brain was more apt to enjoy a quiet night in.

That made for a very good crew and I looked in the mirror one last time before getting ready to head out the door. My burgundy dress provided ample cleavage, which was a nice fit for the occasion, and I added a little spritz of lavender for effect. One quick look in the mirror convinced me that I was all set to go.

The moment everyone was ready we headed down the elevator and it was another one of those moments where I was so appreciative to have my crew come along. If you’ve ever been to a cocktail reception then you know how awkward it can sometimes be and how nice it is to have people by your side, people you know, especially for that moment when you first walk in the door. Making an appearance is important and nothing more so than that first impression, the one that lasts in everyone’s mind for a long time to come.

That is exactly how I felt going down in the elevator but the instant we stepped through the doors on to the event floor that all changed. The paradise we found inside said, welcome home, and every single one of us appreciated the open door.

It was a panoply of delight and an immense pleasure to take it all in.

Sex was the name of the game and it was on full display. Red lighting and black drapes set the tone of a Hedonistic dance and everything else followed that theme. There were scantily clad guys and girls dancing on top of platforms, some with poles, others inside cages, all designed to set a mood of lust filled temptation. The menu featured every fetish you could possibly imagine and there was a lot of hunger in the crowd.

I stepped further inside, trying to absorb it all. I was dressed in my usual fair, a casual dress that was comfortable while also highlighting my cleavage and my shape. Never in a million years did I contemplate a truly titular outfit, that is until I saw some of the other attendees, the ones who truly brought their “A” game for the event. The costumes ranged from full-on dominatrix, clad in black leather with whips and chains, to a woman dressed as an angel, wings and all. The crowd was every bit as fun to look at as the displays and I wound my way through, taking it all in.

Wild music pumped through speakers I could not see, filling the room with a rhythmic thump that made my heart pound. The entire scene was out of a different world and I was happy to be there, in the midst of it all.

At the far end of the hall, after I had made my first pass and was really starting to take in the detail, I realized there was an entire area of exhibitors, vendors selling their wares. It was dildos and vibrators as far as the eye could see. There was even the manufacturer of the massage table I prefer, the one with stirrups and swinging legs to provide access up close and personal. They had a different table on display in their booth, one with a hole in the middle for the penis to hang on through. A video on the wall provided a demonstration, a sexy young girl showing exactly how the table could be used. She demonstrated on a banana but it was easy enough to understand.

It was while I was watching that video that my friend from earlier, Pietro, found me, sidling up next to me as I was taking it all in.

“I’ve read about that table but it’s not the one in your office,” Pietro said, “but they do have your model here.”

I turned to look at him and he was all smiles just like before.

“I think there may be a naughty boy in there after all,” I said, “have you been dreaming about time on mommy’s table?”

He blushed when I asked the question.

I took it as a good sign.

That’s when he made the most obvious statement in the world.

“If there is anything I can do to get time on your table let me know,” he gushed. “I would do absolutely anything.”

He shared how he truly felt but he was also approaching a delicate line. As much as I like to make an alpha beg, the last thing I wanted was to deal with a desperate and lonely pup. I felt the need to steer him in the right direction.

“Earning time on mommy’s table isn’t easy,” I said. “But the little boy who acts like the perfect gentleman is well on his way.”

Kelly came to find me just at that moment and I used her as a reason to get away.

“Excuse me,” I said to Pietro, “There are a few things she and I need to go over.”

He was very gracious and went away but not before reiterating his commitment should there be anything I needed.

“Anything at all,” he repeated. “All you have to do is ask.”

The instant he turned to walk away; Kelly was right in my ear.

“It’s late, is it ok if I go back to the room?” she asked.

I knew she was tired but I wasn’t ready to head back, not just yet anyway and I also didn’t want to have sole responsibility for Alyssa. I love that girl but sometimes she can be a handful.

“Where’s Cairo?” I asked Kelly. “And more importantly, where’s Alyssa?”

They were key questions and the answer was the same for both of them. Alyssa hit it off with several of the celebrities at the event, charming them in her own inimitable way and Cairo found a way to tag along, making sure she was safe while also enjoying the access being big brother to a girl like her provides. We found them in the VIP lounge, Alyssa regaling the group with the details of one of her stories.

“And that’s when I made him cum in his pants!” Alyssa said.

The whole group burst out laughing, the punch line of the funniest joke. There was no doubt, Alyssa was a force of nature. It didn’t matter where we went that was always going to be the case.

Once Kelly and I caught up with the other pair, I pulled all three of my little ones aside to let them know the score.

“Alyssa,” I said, starting with her while I knew I had her full and complete attention, “you must stay with Cairo, when he’s ready to leave you say yes, no matter what, understood?”

She looked at me with big doe eyes. “Yes, Mommy Claire,” she agreed.

“Cairo,” I said, addressing my good little boy, “enjoy yourself but keep an eye on the little one. I’m leaving her in your capable hands.”

“Yes, mommy,” he replied.

“And try to get in before midnight,” I added, “we have a big day tomorrow and we’re going to be jet lagged.”

“Yes, mommy,” he replied.

I sent the two of them off to have their fun before letting Kelly in on the news.

“That leaves just you and me kid,” I said with a smile, “what would you think about going back to the room to settle in?”

“Really?” she exclaimed, her eyes wide at the suggestion, her expectations high.

Together we left that place, arm in arm, destined for mommy to bring Kelly back to that amazing place, as Mommy’s Submissive Little Girl.
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You can probably imagine that I had my first orgasm in the VIP lounge when Mommy Claire told me that for the remainder of the evening it was going to be just me and her. To be honest, those opportunities don’t come around very often and I knew to appreciate it. In fact, my body knew it so well that my flower opened all on her own, my kitty vibrated and tingled inside, and the first little earthquake rumbled through my core. It was fascinating but only the beginning and by the time we made it back to our suite, I was so excited I was ready to piddle on the floor.

For those of you who don’t know, in addition to dominating me sexually, Mommy Claire has also trained me to regress. I tinkle when I get excited and this most recent news had me ready to make a mess.

For her part, Mommy Claire looked forward to those moments of regression. She loved the infantilizing play and she especially loved getting me in diapers.

No sooner were we back in the room and she set to wrapping my lower half. We both knew what was going to happen and as soon as she cinched the straps in place, I let my piddle fly.

“Ah!!!” I let out, happy to feel the relief.

I have come to grips with my regressive state and I can freely admit that Mommy Claire is the reason for that. She welcomed me to explore my adult baby desires, my want to submit. She freely took all of my power in the process and gladly gave me her love and support in exchange.

Not everyone understands that need, the want to turn over control, but not only does Mommy Claire understand it, she fills the void wonderfully, assuming a position of complete and utter dominance. At no point is there ever any question about who is in charge and that is highlighted even more when she is changing your diaper, stroking your bald kitty to make sure every crevice and fold is clean.

I’m not going to deny that I came several more times while she cleaned my mess and she didn’t even bother to put on a new diaper, continuing to caress and massage my folds as she welcomed me to her breast.

“Come on little girl,” Mommy Claire said, “you know what mommy wants.”

Suckling at Mommy Claire’s breast is one of the greatest experiences on planet earth and she compounded that event by keeping her hand on my mound the entire time, gently caressing my pubis, caressing my labia, making herself at home.

She owned me and as she made me cum all over her fingers while I nursed at her breast, it was never clearer in my eyes.

“Such a good little girl,” she cooed in my ear. “Give in to mommy.”

I had given in long ago, accepted the opportunity to call her my mommy and at times like this, where I was the center of her world, I knew exactly why it was so important all along.
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In the morning, I felt so refreshed and I could see it in Kelly’s eyes, she did as well. Not to be crass but sometimes what a woman truly needs is a really good orgasm or in our case, lots of them.

With my body still sated from the activities of the night before, I got a jump on my day, reviewing the notes for my presentation and session. It was material I knew very well but you can never be too prepared. By the time the rest of the group was dressed and ready to get moving, I was excited to get the day underway.

“What’s first on the agenda?” I asked Cairo as we headed out the door.

We were just getting into the elevator as he provided the review.

“We have a walk-through of your session area at noon, so you can see exactly where you will be presenting and the set-up of the room. If there are any issues or concerns, we can let them know.”

He paused, looking to me to see if I had any questions before moving on.

“Since you are in town your publisher has asked if you could meet and I have you meeting with him for afternoon coffee at three. It’s right here in the hotel.”

That statement made me laugh.

“How is your old boss?” I asked with a giggle.

It was common knowledge that I had taken Cairo away from his old employer, seduced some would say, and to this day his old boss still had trouble letting it go.

“He’s fine,” Cairo lied, “He’s interested in talking to you about a new project.”

“Is that so?” I replied. “Do you know anything about this new project?”

Whenever possible I wanted background, additional detail.

“He’s being pretty tight lipped about it,” Cairo replied, “saving the news for the big meeting.”

The elevator dropped us in the lobby of the hotel and while we walked to the conference entrance, Cairo reminded me of the biggest event of the day.

“And of course, your session begins at seven, the main event. We should plan to be ready by six forty-five.”

It really was being touted as the main event, my talk in front of this incredible group. The crowd from the night before was even bigger today and I have to admit, I wondered if I was really up for all of that? Could I carry all of those eyes on me? I’ll admit, I don’t usually get flustered but the idea was beginning to feel very real and much more daunting than I first expected. That’s when we made it to our meeting spot and the event coordinator from the day before, Cathy, led us to check out the stage area.

“You’ll have back stage access and will be able to approach from the rear,” she explained.

Once again, I took Cathy in. She didn’t dress particularly well, her clothes did not highlight her shape, which was a shame because it looked like she was cute beneath that frumpy outfit. Regardless, she was very thorough in her job, going over every item with explicit attention to detail, an effort I appreciated very much.

There were technicians moving all around while we toured, doing this and that, and Cathy walked us through the entire process, the introduction as well as the time on stage. I was just taking it all in when we were interrupted by the rudest man.

“Hey, hey!” the man said as he barreled into the middle of our meeting, getting between myself and Cathy.

“My apologies doll face but I just need a couple minutes of Cathy’s time. Be a good little girl and keep yourself busy while the grown-ups talk,” he said.

Now, I’ll admit, I was shocked by his behavior, but the bigger shock went to him when Alyssa started laughing out loud, to the point of drowning out whatever he tried to say next.

He had no choice but to address her outburst.

“And what is up with you, young lady?” he said to Alyssa. “Did you just suck a balloon of happy gas or something?”

Alyssa stopped her laugh long enough to threaten him, not in a way that I would have done, but in a way that brought a curl to my lips. With eyes of steel, she stared him down saying, “You are so stupid and so rude. I can’t wait to see what mommy does to you.”

“What are you talking about?” he spat.

Before Alyssa could say anything more, Cathy stepped forward.

“Thad,” she said, “you’re going to have to excuse us. This time is reserved for someone else. I can meet with you after we’re done.”

His eyes went wide with shock, unsure he heard her correctly.

“Do you know who I am?” he asked, throwing up his hands in disgust before storming out of the room.

Cathy, for her part was all apologies. “I am so sorry about that,” she said.

Before this meeting I had no idea who Thad was but now I saw him as a smarmy, self-absorbed male, one who needed to be taught some manners. It was obvious, painfully so, and the more I got a read on him, the more I realized there was something else going on. His actions didn’t quite add up, leading me to believe he was someone we would need to keep an eye on.
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My afternoon at the conference was totally interrupted by a meeting scheduled with my publisher. Don’t get me wrong, I understood the importance of getting work done and the convenience of meeting while I was so close to his office, but I also knew that I hadn’t been producing content at the same rate in quite a while and that he was anxious as a result.

For his part, he managed to get through the formality of our hellos before broaching the subject.

“So, tell me what you’re working on,” he pressed.

Like I said, we only got past the, how have you been, when he started in on what he could expect.

“Content baby,” he said with a grin from ear to ear, “when can I expect it and what’s it going to be?”

It was to be anticipated. Our entire relationship revolved around this one thing. Fortunately for him, I had a response he was going to like.

“I’m back,” I said. “I took a little break from the writing before, so I could really focus, find my passion, but now I see it. I’m back.”

His eyes lit up as he heard my words.

“Loving it,” he replied, “but if I were to put a number around that, what would it be?”

I shook my head side to side. “I know what you’re thinking, that there’s some magic word count or page count to make all your worries go away. What I’m saying is trust me, the spigot is about to open up. I’m about to share all the things that have been happening in my life.”

Now it was his turn to shake his head. “All just the same,” he replied, “can you give me a page count?”

Once again, I needed his patience. “I was out living, you want that, it makes everything more real when I get it on the page.”

That’s when he realized he wasn’t getting where he wanted to get and so he made a pivot, one I did not expect.

“What if I were to make things easier,” he said, “what if I told you about a program that would only require a thousand words a week?”

“A thousand words?” I asked. “That’s not too much. What’s the topic?”

“What do you want to write about?” he answered.

“Really?” I questioned. “A thousand words on whatever I want?”

“Yup,” he said.

“And what if I miss a week, what if I don’t have anything to write about?” I pressed.

“Nope, that’s the thing, it’s gotta be every week. People need to know that every week they’re going to get their fix. Consistency is key.”

I thought about what he was saying, the offer that he was putting on the table. There were times when I wished I wasn’t locked into the long form in sharing the events from my life. Times when I wished I could share things in bite sized chunks.

“Any topic?” I verified.

“Any topic that you want to write about,” he replied. “We like your brand,” he added.

It was a very nice thing for him to say but I couldn’t just say yes, I needed to think things through.

“Every week is a big commitment,” I said when he pressed me for an answer one more time.

“It is,” he agreed, “but your fans will appreciate it. They want to hear from you, and they don’t like waiting months between releases.”

I knew what he meant. I didn’t like when it got that long either but sometimes life gets in the way. It was time for me to deliver more content to my readers but maybe it was also time for me to look at other options.


SCENE 9

Mommy Claire

Alyssa, Kelly and Cairo were all asleep, taking afternoon naps, when I made it back to the suite. Believe it or not, I didn’t mind. There is something very special about being able to rouse a little one from sleep and I got to do it with each of my friends, one by one.

I started with Kelly, soft rubs on her back, soothing whispers in her ear.

“It’s time to get up little one,” I cooed, “mommy’s ready for you to start the day.”

The smile that consumed Kelly’s pretty face was absolutely precious. She loved letting her mind revert back to a simpler time and it was my pleasure taking her there.

Alyssa liked to be woken a different way and the way that transpired included a lot of tickle and tease. I’ve known Alyssa for a while, spent more than a little time studying her cute frame, so I knew just where to touch, and just where to graze, to get that little girl all hot and bothered. By the time she awoke, I had no doubt that she was extremely horny although with Alyssa that was pretty much a steady state.

When I turned my attention to Cairo, the last of my sleeping beauties, I intended to rub his little pee pee, giving him the old hand job alarm, but I was greeted by something strange when I made the move. The moment I pulled his shorts aside, I realized he had a cage on his dick. I turned to Kelly to see if she knew what was going on.

“I brought it,” she confirmed, “and I told him you wanted it on.”

“You did?” I questioned. “I don’t remember saying that.”

Kelly blushed. “I may have been planning ahead,” she explained, “trying to anticipate your needs.”

It was no secret that back home Kelly and Cairo spent a lot of time together. In fact, I knew that she had taken over some of his motherly care. It wasn’t something that I usually allowed, I didn’t let my little boys submit to anyone but me, but in their case, I let it slide. This was all new territory and I felt obliged to let her know.

“Are you laying claim to Cairo?” I asked, unsure how she would respond.

The instant I asked the question she immediately broke down.

“I’m so sorry, mommy!” she exclaimed. “I don’t know what I was thinking.”

“It’s ok,” I told her. “You like your brother. You didn’t want to see him get in trouble so you put a lock on his pee-pee. I get it.”

I gave her a hug and she completely broke down. At that moment, Cairo woke up and saw us.

“What’s up?” he asked, wiping the sandman from his eyes. “What did I miss?”

“Nothing,” I answered, not because it was the truth but because he didn’t need to know.

We proceeded to get me ready for the big night, my makeup, my outfit, all preparing me for my time front and center in front of a crowd.


SCENE 10

Mommy Claire

The opening salvo of my session at the conference was a very detailed joke that Cairo had prepared. While I had my doubts, the instant I delivered the punch line and the entire audience erupted, it set the tone for the rest of my time on stage. I was calm, cool and collected from there on out.

My topic of discussion was sexual chastity and the impact of orgasm control on the male mind. I talked about the physical process as well as the mental implications, the potential road blocks to success. I even sighted actual examples, couples I had been working with recently, outlining the best avenues for success. Those people represented real world data, empirical evidence, and I was excited to share just what the results showed. I closed out the session by highlighting how the brain is the biggest erogenous zone of them all and that the path to true sexual freedom must be discovered first before the mind can truly let go.

The crowd clapped when I was done although I didn’t know how engaged they really were until the moderator took questions from the audience. The line of people was long and the questions they asked were real.

“What’s the longest stretch you’ve ever put a guy in chastity?” the first woman in line asked.

“I guess that depends on whether you consider time out for hygiene to be a break in the cycle,” I answered. “I’ve heard of guys in it for a year but I believe in a more hands on, interactive approach. I would say seven days is usually my limit.”

The woman thanked me for my response and the moderator moved to the next person in line.

“Do you have a preferred cage?” another woman asked.

That was an answer I felt compelled to answer in a way that supported the event sponsors.

“There’s a sponsor here who has a really big booth,” I replied. “I would check them out. They have plastic and silicone but I’m partial to the stainless steel.”

Once again, my feedback was appreciated and the questions went down the line. Things got really interesting when one of the attendees asked a question about just how often a guy should be allowed to release. It was a controversial subject, especially for some guys.

“How often should you let a guy cum?” another woman asked.

Like I said, it was a controversial issue but I had no problem sharing where I stood.

“I’m a big proponent of spoiled orgasms,” I answered. “I like to let a guy release but I don’t want him to give up the full sexual energy. If you’re talking about a full orgasm, without holding anything back, then my answer would be, never.”

The girl balked. “Never?”

I knew it wasn’t what she was expecting to hear but I felt the need to confirm how I felt.

“Are you trying to get pregnant?” I asked.

“No,” she answered.

”Then I stand by my response,” I confirmed. “A guy should never be allowed a full orgasm. Never!”

The next person in line was a guy and I recognized him right away. He was the rude man from earlier in the day, the one who interrupted our walk through. The things he had to say the moment he got the microphone in his hand confirmed just what kind of guy he really was.

“Bull shit!” he started.

It was a rude way to start but he wasn’t done.

”Bull shit!” he repeated.

That’s when he broke away from the moderator, holding on to the microphone to say what he had to say.

“You just spent thirty minutes talking about female dominance and control and I think you’re full of it. I bet you’ve never dominated one guy in your entire life let alone hundreds. And maybe if you did get one pussy to roll over and give in, that means nothing compared to a real man.”

He had the microphone in his hand as he walked towards the stage. He continued his speech as he approached.

“You are such a fraud,” he added. “I challenge you, to prove that I’m the real dom and you’re just a fake.”

By this point he was now at the foot of the stage and I was about to address him when Pietro, the event promoter, stepped in in my stead.

“Give the microphone back, Thad,” Pietro said, “Mommy Claire has nothing to prove. She doesn’t have to participate in any challenge to prove who she is.”

“Yeah, that’s what I thought,” Thad replied and he dropped the mike.

The room fell silent.

He started to walk away but I couldn’t let things end like that.

“Hold it right there, young man,” I said.

Several oohs and ahs filled the room.

”You’re in trouble now,” someone from the back of the audience said.

Thad stopped in his tracks and turned to face me.

Confident that I had his and everyone else’s full and complete attention, I shared exactly what was on my mind.

”When you and I met yesterday, I had a feeling I would be seeing you again,” I said. “What’s it going to be, a big challenge for everyone to see, so you can make a name for yourself?”

He looked up at me and all at once he was wishing he still had the microphone in his hand. He tried to be bold but his voice only carried so far. “Are you afraid?” he asked.

I gave him a little assistance, letting the rest of the crowd know exactly what he had said.

“For those of you who couldn’t hear in back, the little boy here in front just challenged me to a contest. To see if Mommy Claire can dominate him. Would anyone out there be interested in seeing something like that?”

The raucous applause stunned me and I can only imagine what it did to my boy, Thad’s ego. Regardless, the gauntlet was thrown and my new friend Pietro was quick to seize on the moment.

“You heard it here, folks,” Pietro said into his microphone, the one Thad had thrown to the floor. “Thad the Destroyer versus Mommy Claire, a battle of titans. Stay tuned for the time and location.”


SCENE 11

Mommy Claire

At the time that the challenge was made, there was a whole lot of bravado being thrown back and forth but when Pietro got the three of us together back stage and I tried to introduce some rational thinking to our discussion, Thad didn’t back down.

I tried to be straight with him.

“Listen,” I said, “I’ve been through this before, it doesn’t work out well for the guy. You can still back out if you want,” I offered.

“Back out,” he objected. “Why would I want to do that? What, are you afraid?”

“Not even a little,” I explained. “It’s just that there’s a lot of people here and I kind of do this all of the time.”

“What do you think I do for a living?” he replied. “You’re not the only professional in the room.”

I never really considered myself a professional but I understood what he meant. Maybe I was underestimating my opponent. That was a fools’ mistake on my part and I certainly didn’t want to be a fool. No sooner did we confirm the details; stating the exact time and place for the challenge, and I found my cohorts, putting them to work to find anything they could about our mystery man, Thad.


SCENE 12

Mommy Claire

Pietro was thrilled that the whole challenge was taking place within his conference and he cleared the schedule for the stage of the after party, making the showdown between Thad and myself the main event. I couldn’t imagine it drawing much of a crowd but when the time came, there was a line out the door.

“I guess we should have negotiated a fee,” I told my assistant Cairo as we made our way through the throngs.

“I’ll say,” Cairo replied. “This isn’t part of the main conference, every person here had to buy an extra ticket to get into this part of the event.”

For his part, Pietro really played the promoter part well, creating a three-ring circus around everything that was happening. When he gave the full build-up introduction for Thad, one that touted all of his history as well as his experience, I actually believed that the man I was up against was once a premier stud. Unfortunate for him, the instant he appeared before the crowd in a long red robe made of silk, the kind a boxer might wear, that image of masculinity and strength went right out of my head.

Thad was trying too hard, going out of his way to cover up his shortcomings, the ultimate sign of the insecure male.

The next introduction that Pietro made was for the table, the exact make and model that I use in my office at home. With that introduction came a huge plug for the sponsor who provided it, playing them up big. Like I said before, Pietro was taking advantage of every single angle, confirming once and for all that I should have charged a fee.

The final announcement that Pietro would make was for me and I have to admit, I was blown away by the response. I didn’t even realize so many of the people at the event knew my name. When I stepped out on stage, the applause erupted and it didn’t die down, not for a while. I was actually kind of embarrassed, right up until Thad played the villain role, trying to make the audience hush.

“Booh!” he moaned with thumbs down.

Was this all just a big game? I couldn’t be sure. I only knew that the challenge was about to begin and Thad was about to get his comeuppance.

As things were about to get underway, as Thad was about to get up on the table, he whipped open his robe, revealing his ten-inch snake to everyone in the room. It wasn’t erect, not yet anyway, but it was big and there was no denying the people in the crowd were impressed.

“Holy shit, look at the size of it,” one onlooker offered.

”Damn! That’s big!” marveled another.

Don’t get me wrong, I knew the rarity of dicks that size. It was just as rare as having one that was under four inches in length, however, in his case, his larger size meant doom for him. Most people don’t know this but the smaller a man’s penis, the harder he is to control, or at least the harder it is to find those sensitive spots that will drive him mad with lust. Large cocks on the other hand are actually easier to handle, all those long nerve endings fully exposed.

I looked forward to showing Thad my knowledge of the male form and I’m pretty sure he was as well, a whole lot of physical euphoria in his distinct and immediate future.


SCENE 13

Thad the Destroyer

My agent, Pietro Milano, told me that I could make a name for myself, that I could truly stand out, if I followed exactly what he said to do. The truth was, my career had plateaued, actually started to slow, and I knew I needed to make a move.

Confronting Mommy Claire during her walk through, interrupting the activity, being all rude, that wasn’t me. I love and respect women, but Pietro said it was best, to get the crowd involved. I saw how it worked, painting me as the villain, but I didn’t see how it was all going to play out, for that I trusted in Pietro.

I’ll admit, I was so nervous making the scene at the end of her presentation, challenging her the way I did, but there was no doubt that there was a spike in my popularity as a result. Everyone knew my name after that and for the next several hours I was the buzz of the event floor. That is exactly what Pietro said would happen, my star rising rapidly and it was all because I followed his lead.

The boxers’ robe felt a little forced but as Pietro put it, it’s all about the performance and to be honest, when it comes to my career, there’s one big thing that makes me stand out. I have a big dick. So, to be able to fling off the robe for the big reveal was really rather cool.

The whole crowd reacted when they saw my size and I felt my star rise even higher. My life was about to take off, I felt it with every fiber of my being, and then I got up on top of Mommy Claire’s table for the real events to begin.


SCENE 14

Mommy Claire

The moment I got between Thad’s thighs I felt the surge of energy, the power of knowing I was about to dominate another soul. The feeling is electric and I savor it, the thrill of the conquest truly lifting me up.

As expected, Thad responded favorably to my initial tickles and rubs but I could sense his mind was holding back, an obstacle in my way, an impediment to my goal.

I leaned into his ear, to whisper some words of encouragement, a little something to help him along. Much to my delight it worked, it had the desired effect and his penis responded with a healthy throb. It was good but just the start so I tickled and teased some more, stroking the full length of his meaty cock, and when I had his balls drawing up nice and tight, I added a few more ideas for his eager mind to process and consider.

The human brain is the biggest erogenous zone of all and the notions I dribbled into Thad’s brain truly did the trick. His entire body lurched with the excitement, the tease gripping him at the spine. It was an incredible sight and I knew by the way his body curled that he was nearing the point of no return.

I shifted positions, to get even deeper in his ear and with the next suggestion, along with the access provided by his fetal curl, I added his anus to my area of discovery.

For his part, Thad didn’t even flinch when the tip of my finger grazed across his sphincter and when I gently circled his rim while extending a heartfelt invitation in his ear, he literally lost his battle with self-control.

What happened next confirmed the outcome of the challenge once and for all.

Thad’s remaining defenses waned, he tried to hold on but the anal stimulation was too much, sending his mind over the edge. It was all I could do to keep his orgasm from erupting on the spot, his brain too invested to turn back.

The tide between us had shifted and in that moment, I did the humane thing, the mommy thing. I didn’t lord over my conquest but instead I allowed him to enjoy his descent, allowing him to savor his moments on the edge before granting him the full satisfaction of release.

Of course, Thad would need to admit that I had won, and he would need to do it in a way that everyone could hear, but that was of little consequence at that point, the end result already clear.


SCENE 15

Thad the Destroyed

Right from the start, I knew Mommy Claire was going to rub me and I also knew I needed to lean in to the experience, to make for a real good show. As much as I wasn’t going to let her take control of me, I also couldn’t present a limp noodle. I needed to show off my asset.

In the world of film production, we go through extensive efforts to keep emotions high, an entire shoot can be ruined by a softening dick, so I was quite adept at keeping the fire lit, however I soon found out that this woman, Mommy Claire, had some skills of her own.

The way she gripped my shaft was nice, not too soft, not too firm, and she provided a very nice up and down glide, the kind that tickled everywhere I liked to be touched, but it was the effects of her words dribbled in my ear, that is what accelerated the mood.

We had only just gotten started although she was in a groove, her fingers plying my penis with more pleasure than anyone I had ever been with before, and that is when she shifted her body, to bring her face near to mine.

In many of the films that I have made that move might result in a kiss but this woman wasn’t making a move for my lips, her focus was on what she could put in my ear, and the words she spoke set my world on fire.

“So submissive,” she cooed, recognizing my susceptible state, but then she added the words that would forever burrow into my soul. “The more you give in the better it will feel and the moment you do, I’m going to make you suck every dick in this place.”

Holy shit! Where did that come from?

Now, Pietro had warned me that she was good with her hands and he also made me aware that she would be looking to take command, but never did he mention that she would be interested in making me suck dick. There were a lot of triggers that I could ignore but that one got inside of my defenses and before I knew it, I actually wanted to hear more.

“Tell me how much you want me to make you suck dick,” she whispered in my ear.

I don’t know how she knew but the instant she said the words I felt my body respond and she did as well, letting me know we would not be leaving the path that we were on.

“It seems like someone really wants to suck dick,” she said in my ear, “would you also like to be feminized, like a little girl?”

The instant she said those words every muscle in my body went tense. I froze. I don’t know how she knew but then she said the words that would forever make my brain tingle and pulse.

“Did you know that’s my specialty, turning alpha males like you into submissive little girls?” she asked.

I had no idea that was something she did and all at once I felt like I was the one being set-up and not her. Pietro led me right into this, a trap and I wasn’t sure what to do.

Unfortunately, once she had the whole idea in my head, the belief that she really could strip away my manhood and leave me a submissive little girl, I couldn’t get the thought out of my mind. I wanted it, with all of my heart, and when my hips started grinding in time with her heavenly strokes, I found myself giving in.

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

That was the moment I realized the truth of the situation. She hadn’t even asked. She hadn’t even pressed or coerced. I lost the challenge before things even got started.

The whole concept was about to make me cry but then Mommy Claire whispered additional words in my ear, a spot of kindness, an idea to give me hope.

“No one knows you lost,” she explained, “at least not yet. What do you say mommy takes her little girl’s body for a joy ride and we can give everyone a real good show?”

I didn’t know what she meant but I was grateful that she wasn’t just ending things on the spot, now that she had won. What followed was a torrential bout of tease and denial, one in which she never let me know where she would hit next but she totally strung me out, teaching me the meaning of the word, yearn. By the time I was out of my mind with lust, she had me singing her praises to the whole audience, admitting she was the victor and she had won.

The highlight came when she had my body curled into a ball and she proceeded to first rim my anus before thoroughly exploring my insides. She played my prostate like a maestro composes a symphony and the entire crowd was able to watch my descent. She turned me into an ass whore for everyone to see, literally fingering me like a girl, until I could take no more.

I can’t deny I loved every minute of the experience, something I would need to contend with later on. It was a glorious ride, capped off when she brought her magnificent bosom to my face and allowed me to suckle like a little child.

Sure, she totally made me look like a feckless geek, but I ended the night with an explosive orgasm, the kind that coated my stomach and chest with sticky white goo and made me glad I had given in.

It was a monumental moment in my life, one that everyone I knew was able to witness firsthand.

From that point on, I would only get offers for roles of submissive sex, but I actually found a niche that I really enjoyed; the guy with the ten-inch dick who always wanted someone else in charge. It proved to be a boon for my career, landing me three new job offers before I even got off of that stage.

I’ll admit, I had Mommy Claire to thank for all of it and afterwards I caught up with her to let her know.

“Thank you for dominating me like that,” I explained, “when Pietro first suggested the challenge a couple of weeks ago, I wasn’t sure how it would play out, but that was a lot of fun. Thank you.”


SCENE 16

Mommy Claire

I don’t believe in going into situations with blinders on so I had my team do some background research on my opponent before the big event. Each of my Littles brought me something to share, letting me know exactly what I would need to do to find success.

Thad’s triggers were the start, exactly what it would take to make him submit.

My good friend Cairo spoke with a friend of his, a hand who had previously worked on one of Thad’s sets.

“He swings both ways,” Cairo’s friend confirmed, “but for the big cum shot, a guy has to be involved.”

It was important news, the first big hurdle on my way to success but obviously with it being just me and him, it was an obstacle that was more than a little difficult to overcome. Fortunately, the answer to that problem was presented by the research from my second friend.

While Cairo unearthed the problem, Alyssa came to me with the resolution.

“I’ve been hanging with all the celebrities and they all say the same thing,” Alyssa offered. “Girls can make him shoot but only if they play in to his desires.”

I was quite familiar with playing to people’s desires, it was a big part of what made me so successful. That is why I incorporated so much ass play into his seduction, with more delicious temptation dribbled in his ear. He had no idea I knew about his feminization fetish and his penis throbbed the moment the words hit his ear. In fact, it was repeated pulses, the kind that signaled his end was near.

The reality was, all of that played a part in Thad’s demise but the biggest news of all came from Kelly, and what she contributed to the whole.

Kelly went straight to the source, to see what she could find talking directly to Thad himself. While he didn’t offer anything substantial by way of loose lips, he did leave his energy drink exposed long enough for her to spike it with a little something extra to get the home fires brewing. It certainly blurred the lines in regards to fair play and I can’t say I would have condoned it had I known what she was going to do, but once the die was cast there would be no turning back.

Combined, all of those things had Thad beside himself and when I coerced him into giving in to the feminization fantasy, the one he wanted deep inside, he offered no resistance whatsoever. It was the response of a broken man, one who found out that no matter the circumstance, it is best not to mess with Mommy Claire.


SCENE 17

Mommy Claire

There was a lot to celebrate however there was a lot more celebrating going on than I expected and I couldn’t figure out why.

“I appreciate the support,” I told everyone, “but I didn’t expect all of this, you guys have seen me do this before.”

At those words, Kelly got a sheepish look on her face. Cairo actually took a step back, as if he was getting out of the fray. Their behavior told me something was up but it was Alyssa who came clean.

“There were a lot of people here who were familiar with you… because of your books,” Alyssa started.

“Ok,” I replied, prompting her to share more.

“Well, they may have been under the belief that the stories were fictional and not autobiographical,” she added.

My young friend was using some ten-dollar words to avoid saying what was really going on. It turned out there were a lot of side bets happening, gambling with regards to the challenge between Thad and myself. With their insider knowledge, Alyssa, Cairo and Kelly took advantage of the situation, making quite a bit of money.

“What if I had lost? I asked.

Kelly laughed out loud when I said that.

”I never had any doubt,” Alyssa replied.

I looked to Kelly and then to Cairo and they both agreed; however, it was Cairo who put it all into words.

“You know, we’ve been calling you the greatest mommy domme as well as the best femdom on the planet, I guess we’re going to have to add another title to the list.”

It was fun to think about but it was a discussion for another day, our time at the conference just about through.


SCENE 18

Mommy Claire

The party went late into the night but we did have an early flight so I rounded up the troops just after midnight to begin saying our goodbyes. Over the course of a few days, we met a good number of people and actually bonded closely with quite a few. That’s the thing about swimming in the waters of common interest, how it leads to some really great connections.

There were hugs and kisses to go around and some tears shed as well. That was mostly Pietro, the event promoter. He was still sad that he didn’t get his Mommy Claire experience but I did have something just for him.

“We never did hook up,” he said solemnly.

I gave him a hug to say goodbye and when I did, I got right in his ear, whispering an offer I had been thinking a lot about. I had a feeling he was going to be excited to hear it. Whether he would actually follow through, that was a different story altogether.

Breaking from the embrace I looked him directly in the eye, adding, “Really think about it,” I said, “and give me a call when you decide.”

I said goodbye to Cathy next, the event coordinator, and I have to admit, she was someone who really caught my eye. Throughout all of the distractions of an event filled with sex, she never once lost her focus on the job at hand. She was one hundred percent business all of the time and I was impressed. She intrigued me on so many levels. The angel inside of me wanted to understand how she attained such a high level of concentration, and then there was my little devil inside, the part of me that wanted to tempt her away, to a different life.

To be honest, I’m not sure which side was the one who huffed in her ear as I gave her my patented Mommy Claire full body hug.

“Maybe next time,” I cooed ever so softly in her ear, allowing her to feel the softness of my bosoms before pulling away, looking her in the eye and adding a dramatic wink for effect.

She literally shivered at the spine during that exchange and then she said the darnedest thing. “Or maybe I could come see you?” she said with a smile.

While I didn’t expect her to respond so quickly, I wasn’t going to look a gift horse in the mouth. I actually had her pick a date, locking it in on the spot.

The next morning, we would check out of the hotel early for our flight back to the left coast, the trip fun but Vegas and home calling our names.


EPILOGUE

Mommy Claire

The trip to the east coast was fun but I always enjoy returning home. It was a productive trip, I got to meet with my publisher as well as speak at the conference. I even had a new writing opportunity to consider, one in which I would be able to share my thoughts in bite size pieces.

You might wonder what I said to Pietro, the offer that I made for him to consider as we made our goodbyes.

In the world of male chastity there are remote controlled devices, cages that can be locked and unlocked from thousands of miles away. I offered Pietro an opportunity to wear my cage, for me to be his key holder. He would be able to feel my control every day of the week, from wherever I may be.

I didn’t know if he would take me up on the offer. It was an extreme ask but then it came, the fateful call.

“Hello, Mommy Claire,” Pietro said into the phone, “I bought the device and I’m ready to give you the key.”

It was a shock to hear from him and I can’t deny there were many times when I had my doubts. I made him go on video, to ensure he was being sincere, and once I was watching him in real time, I had him give me the code. The instant I typed it into the app, it immediately closed the lock on his cock, at which point I promptly changed the key. It was the final step to my control, the point of no return. The instant I was sure he was secure, without any way out on his own, I let him know just what he had done.

“You’ve just submitted to Mommy Claire,” I explained, “as my good little boy.”

“Yup!” he replied, a beam of pride radiating across his face.

“Oops,” I said. “I misspoke. You will be my good little boy.”

His smile transitioned to a frown.

”Will be?” he asked.

”Well,” I replied. “First we need to address how naughty you were in setting up the whole fight with Thad, leading me to believe it wasn’t you who was behind it all.”

“Uh, uh, uh,” he stammered and stuttered.

“Lying to Mommy Claire is a very naughty thing to do,” I added.

His face went white at the revelation.

”You knew about that?” he asked.

“Yes,” I confirmed. “Mommy Claire knows everything and now that you’ve put that lock on your little pee-pee, mommy has a way of disciplining her little boy even from more than a thousand miles away.”

“Oh, shit!” he answered.

The look of despair on his face was absolutely priceless.

”You could say that,” I replied with a smile.

“Let’s plan on catching up in a week,” I told him, “maybe by then I won’t feel so betrayed by your deception.”

I cut off the connection but one thing was certain, Pietro had an extended bout of chastity in his future, at least long enough to learn that you don’t fuss with Mommy Claire.

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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