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The Professor

Mommy Claire


PROLOGUE

Mommy Claire

In the world of age play and regression, it is fully understood the depth and breadth of power exchange that takes place between the participants. Each infantilizing event moves the needle, some more than others, but each with their own impact. The effects are real and meaningful, and they carry with them more weight than anyone unfamiliar with the life can possibly imagine.

You see, age play wouldn’t be the same if the impact didn’t have deep meaning, if the effect wasn’t real. The veracity of those activities is what gives them the power to truly separate a man from his rational thought, creating distance between his inner child and the things that make him whole.

I love the adult baby world for all of that intricate nuance, especially when it comes to the exchange of power and assumption of control, but my true passion doesn’t stop with the loving mommy role. I like to take things another step further, incorporating a steady flow of lust manipulation to go along with the infantilizing and regressive acts. This overwhelming supply of tease and denial, inundates the brain, burrowing deep into the subconscious, ensuring a truly mind-altering event.

It is an accepted fact that oxytocin, the chemical produced by the human body during sex, can have wonderful healing effects, but it is also common knowledge that the self-made narcotic also has the power to alter even the most disciplined of minds, rendering them submissive and compliant.

I am straight forward about the fact that I use intense physical stimulus to overwhelm the weak male mind, using my target’s own oxytocin to flood his cerebral cortex, enticing him with pleasure, coercing him to surrender his will. It is how I infantilize my subjects, thoroughly taking away all of their power as well as their control.

All of that may make me sound heartless and cruel but every one of my subjects is happy to make the journey. They even thank me when all is said and done. It is in those details where this story lies, because my ability to seduce, dominate and infantilize grown men isn’t just a tale for these pages, it is rooted in scientific fact.


SCENE 1

Mommy Claire

A lot of people don’t know this about me, but I received a Bachelor’s degree with majors in both Psychology and Business Administration, earned my Master’s in Behavioral Psychology and am an approved thesis away from a Doctorate in the same field. The details of what kept me just short of that hallowed degree is a tale for another time but my interest and success in the field of psychology is what brought my next conquest into the light and continues to feed my thirst for knowledge, even to this day.

You see, there are times where I have gotten bored in my usual routine and have sought out something new, stimulus for the wandering mind. Of course, my love of the human brain has always led me down some very familiar paths, which is what drew me to the selection of online courses at the University, classes that were well below my education level but just might offer some interesting discussions if I found the right group.

It took a while but I finally found a class I thought could work, one of the University’s online sessions on Behavioral Psychology. It was an intro class, low level, and the fact that it was online, during the summer, led me to believe it would be filled with non-majors looking to fill their requirements. It was perfect for my needs, there might even be a diamond among the rough, a student with whom I could engage, but more than likely there would be no one to compete for my time with the professor, allowing me ample opportunity to truly delve deep with an educated and learned scholar.

That proved to be the case but what I did not expect was to find a man unwilling to open his mind when it came to alternate points of view. Although, in hind sight, maybe that is exactly what I wanted all along, as well as an opportunity to put him in his place.


SCENE 2

Professor

There is a saying, “Those who can, do, and those who can’t, teach.” I am a professor so obviously those words can be very offensive to me and yet it was one of my students who made me not only say the words out loud to my impressionable class, but actually accept them in my life as gospel and law.

That probably sounds crazy but it’s true, so allow me a moment to explain.

It all began when I was teaching a summer course for the University, an online session on behavioral psychology. The students were your normal fare, mostly college non-majors looking to pick up some easy credits. It was a one hundred level class, entry level, not a cupcake by any means but certainly not as challenging as the later years would see. It did however fill a social science requirement, which is what brought most of the students to my door.

Most, that is.

There was one exception to my roster of students for the term and that was Claire, an outspoken voice in the wind from the very first day. Claire wasn’t like any other student I ever had and the lessons she taught me weren’t like any normal class.

It was a virtual class so I didn’t know what anyone looked like however Claire was bold and assertive from day one, demonstrating more than a beginners’ knowledge and vocabulary of the subject at hand. She stood out among her peers and everyone was quick to take note. Right from the start; she established a level of authority, challenging even me, and that made for some rather interesting and also rather awkward, interactions.

At one point, I felt the need to put her in her place.

“You have to remember who’s teaching this class,” I reminded her.

Don’t get me wrong, I welcomed her spirited debate, but there were times when she would challenge me outright, even when I was teaching straight from the pre-approved text. Unfortunately, there came a time when she was no longer accepting of a limited role.

“We’ll just have to agree to disagree,” I said, ending one particularly testy exchange.

It should have ended there, only she wasn’t content.

The discussion was about mental manipulation and mind control, and just what was possible. Claire was hot on the topic and wouldn’t relent, challenging even the most accepted studies in the field. I felt like I was letting her off easy, clearly having the empirical evidence on my side, and yet she pushed things too far.

“I can’t see agreeing to your ignorance,” she replied, “I guess you’re one of those people who won’t believe until you experience it for yourself.”

“Ooh!” came the response from many members of the class, shocked at her insolence.

I couldn’t allow such an act and immediately told her so.

“There is a proper way to act during these sessions,” I informed her, “if you still wish to participate in this class, you can apologize afterwards.”

I cut off her feed, always an option for the moderator in our online sessions, although I only ever viewed that overt act as an absolute last resort. I hated to stem the flow of discourse, never wanting to deter the intellectual exercise, but I could sense things were beginning to get out of hand.

The result was exactly what I wanted, the rest of the class got the message, no one challenged me from that point forward, however I had to wait until after the class was through to see how my uppity student would respond.

Claire obviously sensed that she was wrong because no sooner did the class end and she was ringing me direct, undoubtedly looking to set things straight.


SCENE 3

Mommy Claire

The back and forth with the Professor started out ok, he wasn’t overly threatened by my input, that is until the other members of the class began to see my point of view. The moment they started agreeing with me and my assertions, his patience quickly waned.

“You have to remember who’s teaching this class,” he offered on more than one occasion.

I knew who was supposed to be teaching the class but I also knew the information he was sharing was inaccurate and I couldn’t exactly allow that, and so I continued to challenge him, gathering more and more support from the group.

I probably should have read the sign when he offered the old, “Let’s agree to disagree,” comment, but I had him on the ropes and I knew it. My instinct was to go for the knock out.

In hindsight, the words I used didn’t leave him an out, at least not one where he could save face without taking some drastic action.

“I can’t see agreeing to your ignorance,” I said and then I threw out the challenge, “I guess you’re one of those people who won’t believe until you experience it for yourself.”

In my hubris, I expected that he would take up my challenge, throwing down the gauntlet so we could settle things once and for all, but he didn’t do that, and what he did do, represented the biggest power play of all.

That bastard hung up on me.

It doesn’t happen often but I overplayed my hand. I needed to do some damage control and I needed to do it fast.


SCENE 4

Professor

“Hi Professor, I wanted to call to apologize,” Claire started off the call.

She was polite, courteous, much more in line with my expectations of one of my students.

This call was a video chat and for the first time I actually got to see my student, Claire, and I must admit, she was very attractive; pretty face, pouty lips, big doe eyes, and when she shifted in her seat, rising up to get in a more comfortable position, she rose just enough that I got a completely different view, one I am certain she never intended for me to see.

It was the incredibly soft skin of her gaping cleavage and it was right there, in front of the camera. It was only for a moment or two, as she shifted in her seat, before sitting back down, but in that brief amount of time my mind was treated to heaven on earth. Those two wonderfully beautiful orbs truly captured my imagination, sending my mind down the path of the pleasures of the flesh. It was instantaneous, involuntary, and I can’t deny, I felt a twitch in my loins in response.

“Yes, dear,” I replied, my mind more than a little distracted.

Fortunately, she didn’t pick up on my misstep.

She started with her apology but it wasn’t what I expected.

“I am so sorry about correcting you in front of your class,” she said, “I could have handled the situation better.”

It was an apology but her subtle use of words changed the meaning entirely. She wasn’t really taking responsibility.

“You didn’t correct me,” I stated, “you incorrectly challenged known science. The studies have been performed and the results documented.”

It was one of those times when I just had to lay down the law. I didn’t mean to talk down to her but she needed to know her place.

Unfortunately, she was unmoved by my assertion. I was about to correct her again, to quote the empirical studies that had already proven my point, when she cut me off.

“Do you mean studies from more than three decades ago?” she asked.

It almost sounded like she was being condescending to me, and I thought about her comment and the studies I was about to reference. Was it possible I was out of date? If at any point I was unsure about the point she was trying to make, she made it abundantly clear with her very next words.

“Certainly, you’re aware of more recent studies,” she offered, “on the different effects of physical stimulus on behavior modification?”

There aren’t many students that can challenge me with regard to the advancements in my field, I stay on top of every scientific study and journal, but the area of study she was referring to was both highly sensitive and also controversial, as studies involving human subjects always were.

“Are you talking about the sex studies?” I asked incredulously. “Those studies have been completely debunked.”

Her laugh came out as a guffaw and I must admit, I didn’t like it.

“Debunked?” she questioned. “Or ignored?”

“Trust me,” I replied, “there’s nothing there. Yes, a woman could get a man to do things for sex but not real behavior modification, not to the level that science could document and accept.”

She paused, an extended pause; and I thought it was the end of the discussion, but then she did the one thing that no scientist could resist.

“Let’s test it,” she replied. “You’ll come to my place and I will try to use sex and pleasure to modify your behavior. What do you say?”

Before I could answer, she shifted in her seat once again, rising up in front of the camera enough that I could see that soft and open cleavage and I swear it just stood there, or jiggled really, before she sat back down and pressed me for a response.

“What do you say? Can we do the test or are you afraid of the science?”


SCENE 5
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I had to make nice with the good professor if I was going to get him to participate in my trial. You see, it is very easy to manipulate a man and get him to do what you want but only if he likes you. If he holds any level of distrust, it is an uphill battle from word one.

After a quick apology I did the one thing I knew would endear the good professor to me; I showed him my breasts. Of course; I made it seem like an accident, a coincidental shift in my chair, but in the process, I gave him a bird’s eye view of my luscious boobies, just to set the tone.

He was babbling incoherently before he even accepted my apology.

“Yes, dear,” he said.

It was a Freudian slip if you follow that school of thought, unwittingly revealing his readiness to do anything I asked.

You see, all men want sex, it’s in their DNA, and all men of science want to be considered open-minded, it’s built in to their ego, and so, when you put the two things together, it becomes a man of science’s Achilles heel, too egotistical to stop from indulging my lust filled games.

It’s a rather simple trick that I do with weak willed males, allowing me to draw them into my world, where I can mold and shape them into the submissive little boys they were always meant to be.


SCENE 6

Professor

Of course, I agreed to let her stroke my cock, what guy in his right mind would turn down such an incredible offer from a sexy cougar like Claire? But first I planned to have her sign all sorts of waivers. The last thing I needed was some bored house wife threatening my career.

She wasn’t going to outsmart me. Believe it or not, as a Professor I had come across this situation before, and knew exactly how to cover my back end.

I pulled up to her palatial estate with the paperwork in hand. I’ll admit, a thousand questions surged through my head when I saw where she lived but I followed through, intent on getting everything in place.

“If you don’t mind,” I said the moment I walked through the door, “there’s some paperwork we need to get in place.”

Interestingly, Claire had papers for me to sign as well, seeking protections of her own.

While we perused each other’s documents, I took several sneaking glances at the woman. She was much more attractive than I expected, with a body that welcomed a host of naughty thoughts. For her age, she was a knockout. Hell, she was a knockout for any age. I was beginning to see this sexual experiment in a new light, especially when I read the details of her release.

There was an entire section of the document about my behavior, with a clause that read, “the subject (me) has every right to beg the administrator (her) to be his mommy and his master, including but not limited to outlining specific acts of submission that he is willing to perform, however at no time shall the administrator be obligated to fulfill the duties of mommy or master.”

I found her request rather amusing, comical, as if her experiment could instill such thoughts inside of my head, as if I might want something from her after everything was done and the studies were through.

Sure, she obviously had a lot of money, nice car, big fancy estate, so I understood needing protection, but just what kind of person did she think I was? Did she think I might sue? I didn’t know but I also wasn’t too concerned. In fact, at the time, I didn’t give that question too much thought and once all of the paperwork was in place, both hers and mine, we went to her office where she had an exam table all set-up, ready to begin the test.

“The tests will be rather intimate,” she informed me, “no secrets between us, but if you’d like me to leave the room while you get undressed, I understand.”

She was right that the trials would be intimate, so I should not have had any concerns about undressing in front of her, and yet I was nervous all the same, something about the inequality of the situation. We didn’t know each other all too well and the normal balance of power, me as teacher, her as student, was totally thrown off kilter by me needing to reveal myself in this way.

Unbuttoning my shirt was daunting but nothing compared to when it came time to remove my pants. I literally shook at the core lowering my drawers, fully exposing my body. I was naked while she was still clothed and I can’t deny that the balance of power shifted as a result.

Fortunately, she had a way of altering the mood.

“Now it’s time for the good stuff,” she said, a delicious smile consuming her pretty face, “get up on the table and let’s have some fun.”

I’ll admit, Claire was every bit as sexy in person as she was online, and a big reason why I agreed to her test was because I wanted this exact opportunity, and yet the instant we were alone and she was moving towards me, I can’t deny a shiver of fear ran up my spine.

Who was this strong and confident woman that infiltrated my online class? Who was this sexy goddess, the one who promised an experience of such lust filled pleasure that it would ensnare my mind and impart long and lasting behavioral change? At first, I put her in the category of class flirt, seducing the professor for a better grade, but now that I was in her presence, it was obvious she was so much more than that.

That’s when she showed me just how much I had to learn.

“It’s time, little boy,” she cooed, “time to give in to mommy.”

Her references to her as mommy and me as little boy were odd however the moment her hands were on me the fireworks began and I forgot about all of that. She had a way of teasing with her touch, a gentle almost there glide on the backs of my legs before a targeted squeeze at the top of my thigh. Her hands were everywhere and nowhere and just when I thought I knew where she would touch next, the fingers were gone and I was left yearning for more.

It was overwhelming, and debilitating, and I felt myself beginning to indulge.

Her tantalizing touch had my entire body on edge and when she finally slid between my thighs, moving towards my sensitive dick, I offered no resistance whatsoever, granting her full and complete command.

I already knew she was skilled with her touch but I had no idea just how incredible those abilities were until she traced a delicate line up my hardened shaft with a single manicured nail, lightly rubbing every nerve ending along the way, and that same manicured nail hovered over my frenulum, lightly tickling and teasing, utilizing a highly targeted touch until my breathing drew ragged and my eyes rolled to the back of my head.

The feelings completely overwhelmed and it was as those incredible feelings surged through my core that I allowed them to own me from within, simultaneously acknowledging that she was doing it all with just the tip of a single finger, completely controlling my world.

When Claire expanded her area of attention, including more of my sensitivities in her advance, those fingers intrigued me even more, dancing across my bare skin, teasing my excitement to and beyond any limits I thought I had. I expected that she might play but I did not anticipate that she would rapidly build up the moment, driving my carnal desire before devilishly pulling away.

In an instant, my passion was stunted. All of my sexual energy tied up and confused.

It was the most debilitating moment of my life, driven by what wasn’t rather than what was. The lack of contact at the most in opportune time, when I needed it most. It left me absolutely feckless, weak beyond compare.

“Ungh!” I grunted uncontrollably.

It was totally unexpected and a tough thing to take, the distinct lack of touch, and I must admit, more than one whimper escaped my lips as I tried to cope.

If I thought it was some kind of mistake, I quickly found out she did it by design.

“Don’t be like that,” she teased, “don’t grunt and groan or I might think you don’t deserve to release.”

She proceeded to do it again, ramping up her efforts, gliding and skating over my skin with her delicate touch, forcing my body to endure another round of that tickle and pull away, that tease and denial. Of course, I liked it at first, her touch felt amazing, but the moments when she pulled away got worse and worse, ten times worse and my mind went to a far-off place.

At one point, my hips began their own bump and grind, moving in time with her fabulous strokes, my mind no longer in control. The pleasure in my loins was so intense, my body responded on autopilot, searching for more, cutting off the signal before ever getting to my brain.

I didn’t know what that meant but I knew enough to fear the consequences, and when she built up the excitement one more time while staring me hard in the eye, I truly had no idea how things were going to play out.

Would she do it again, leaving me lost and yearning for more, teased to the edge without relief? Or would she finally show mercy, allowing me to savor the orgasm that remained just out of reach?


SCENE 7

Mommy Claire

The good professor was only at the very early stages of lust manipulation and yet he was already about to break. The quiver of his lower lip revealed the powerful urges bubbling just beneath his skin and his wide eyes said that he was primed, ready for whatever I wanted to do.

Lust will do that, take control of the horny male mind, but I wasn’t looking to control this man through a single orgasm, I wanted to instill long and lasting change. In order to achieve my objective, I needed to stretch things out, to break the tie between the good professor and his understanding of the mortal world.

In the beginning, it was all teasing pleasure but soon he would need to see life from the other side of the coin, so that he understood his decisions had consequences and could be greeted with either a carrot or a stick.


SCENE 8

Professor

The answer to my question, about whether she would tease me or finally grant me relief, came quick enough when she backed away from the excitement one more time, stemming the flow of carnal energy once again. Obviously, it was disappointing but a part of me expected it, and that anticipation had a different effect, one deep inside my brain, one I was still trying to figure out.

Just as my mind was processing those details, my body had no choice but to prepare for another round of frustration, started off when Claire provided an extra special squeeze, right at the base of my shaft, one that completely blew my mind.

While my mind was coming down from the erotic high, that little motion, applied at just the right spot, created a riddle for my body as well as my brain, one I will never quite understand. It felt good, in a way, and while it wasn’t enough to give me any sense of pleasure, it was just enough to confuse my cock, sending the contents of my balls unexpectedly up my shaft and out into the world, a total gush.

“Oh, shit!” I exclaimed.

The feeling caught me off guard.

My semen surged but there was no real excitement to go along with it, which caused the energy to rise up my shaft but then fizzle out before completing the act, a helpless dribble rolling from the tip. I didn’t want it to end that way and I tried with all of my might to stop the flow, to stem the tide, but there was nothing I could do.

I failed miserably.

To say it was anticlimactic would be an understatement, and the way it spilled out, a gushing flow with no burst or satisfaction whatsoever, ensured the feelings of defeat would stay with me long after we were through.

“Oops!” Claire offered with a giggle, “looks like you’re more of a little boy than we thought, you made a mess.”

I did everything I could to hold it back, but my efforts were in vain and when the semen left my body, dribbling helplessly out of the tip of my dick and down my shaft, all of my thinking went with it, my mind and my body completely blown.

“Ungh!” I grunted aloud.

At first, I thought it meant the thrill ride was over, my spent orgasm usually the sign that my lust was through, but for some reason, while my brain tried to accept the outward sign of finality, the carnal energy was still ever present in my mind, a pesky little notion alive and well.

“Let’s get you cleaned up,” Claire offered, moving to take care of my mess, and when she began to fondle and rub, her fingers still had that magic touch, keeping the excitement alive and well.

It wasn’t like me. My usual routine would be to cum and find relief, however with the way she stunted my release, all of the energy was still there, locked up inside, and in many ways even more powerful than before.

I looked to her for an explanation only what she had to share complicated things even further.

“It’s called a ruined orgasm,” she informed me, “it drains the baby batter from your balls but leaves your brain yearning for more. If we do it enough, we can make the feeling permanent, turning you into a submissive little boy.”

It didn’t make logical sense and yet I couldn’t deny what she was saying. My balls released their juice but my brain definitely was not satisfied. My desire was still high. I wanted, no, correct that, I needed, to get off. I needed to fuck. It was quite the challenge, the conflict between my body and my mind, and I struggled with just how I was going to cope.

Unfortunately, her words of encouragement did little to pacify my need.

“The longer it goes on, the more powerful it will get,” she said with another one of her infectious little giggles, “until eventually you start to beg or you just give in.”


SCENE 9
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Once the professor let me rub his cock, taking his brain to the edge of ecstasy, he was mine. Of course, I would stretch him out longer, truly breaking down his defenses with more teasing and touch, however the first time he rode the brink, his mind was forever captivated.

Not all men succumb so quickly but he did. It probably had a lot to do with how long it had been since he had last felt a woman’s touch. A man who has not released his sexual energy in a long time is literally a defenseless sheep, especially with a wolf like me.

You see, an inexperienced domme might let his orgasm escape too soon, granting his mind relief, but I intended to string out the moment, until any sense of the professor’s independence was completely gone.

If all went as planned, the process would provide me with access to his highly susceptible mind for an extended period of time, until he was ready to accept whatever change I wanted to instill.


SCENE 10

Professor

After Claire got me cleaned up, she recommended a tour of her property but before we could leave the office, she insisted on putting me in a special outfit.

At first, I was resistant, and then she showed me the options and my answer was a flat out, “Hell no!”

“If you won’t wear the diaper, at least let me put you in a cage,” she offered.

She held up a piece of pink plastic for me to see. It was a male chastity device and the sight alone caused my blood pressure to rise.

“There is no way I would ever agree to that,” I replied, shaking my head side to side.

I was vehement in my response and much to my surprise, she accepted what I had to say, allowing me to get dressed before we left the office and the mansion, to walk her estate.

It turned out to be highly beneficial that I stuck to my guns, for no sooner did we leave the house and we came across quite a few people on our journey, people that could have seen me in a diaper, or worse yet, locked up in a little pink device like her unwitting sex slave.


SCENE 11
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We had only just begun the process so I didn’t expect that the professor would agree to wear my cage, but what he did do was clearly establish his lines in the sand, the things he would not do, the lines he would not cross.

Armed with that information I had one clear goal in mind, to make him cross those lines, over and over again.

When we returned from our walk, I pushed him forward another huge step on the transition, letting him know exactly what was in store.

“Now that your body has had a chance to recover, we’re going to start up again and I’m going to please that little pee-pee of yours until you’ll swear, you’re in heaven,” I offered with a gleam in my eye.

I allowed him to contemplate just what that meant before I added, “Only this time, I’m not going to stop until you completely give in.”


SCENE 12

Professor

This may sound strange, because what guy wouldn’t want a woman playing with his cock, but the moment Claire told me that she was going to tease me until I gave in, speaking in that manipulative tone, I didn’t want her having that kind of control over me. The moment we were inside her office and she turned to close the door, I took my dick in hand and started stroking from base to tip, firing away, ready to tame the lust beast that had the potential of consuming every waking thought.

One, two, three strokes and I was hard, the thoughts of her and what she had already done to me, driving my excitement to pique. If she was going to control me through my lust, I was going to make sure there was no lust left to tame. If I could make myself cum, there would be nothing left for her to control.

I thought for sure that was my path to freedom only I quickly found out, that while my mind knew exactly what needed to be done, my post-milking body was not up to the task, leaving me feckless and no longer in control.

She was quick to point out exactly what was going on.

“Don’t worry,” she said, “your body may not be able to complete the act for you right now but it will for me, when I’m ready.”

It wasn’t how I would have described the situation and yet the moment her words hit my ear, I connected with the feeling. My mind was driven by desire, not just to get off but towards her and the lust she was creating. There was something about her. My body could not complete the journey on its own. I needed her help.

That left me weak to a power I could neither define nor control. God, how impotent that made me feel, and if it weren’t for how much I still wanted and needed to get off, I would have left that place, escaping her presence in search of relief. However, in my given state, I had no choice but to turn to her, the only port in this nightmarish storm, and she was right there, ready, willing and able to welcome me in, answering my need.

It only took a moment for the realization to hit.

She was doing it on purpose, using vast amounts of pleasure to manipulate my actions, and as much as my rational brain could and would argue the merits of the study later, in the moment there was little I could do. The current situation and the needs of my body demanded a certain response. Until I escaped that hold on my brain and freedom returned to my thinking, there was little I could do to free myself from the vice like grip.

That’s when she looked at me and let me in on my fate.

“I know you don’t believe that I can modify your behavior,” she cooed, “that is why I’m going to keep you like this even longer than necessary. I’m going to stretch out your needs, give you just enough pleasure to keep that little pee-pee of yours yearning for more. That way, you’ll never be able to break the hold.”

Now, those words and the sentiment they conveyed were no longer distant, they posed an intimate connection, deep down to the core, and they also sent a cold shiver racing up my spine, their veracity a distinct threat to my independence.

The way she spoke was ominous and yet at that exact moment, her fingers returned to my body, gently tickling my excitement, and that was enough to distract my mind, disguising the danger I was really in. When I should have been concerned about her mental manipulation, all I cared about was that magnificent touch, and where she might lead me next.

As expected, she brought the excitement to my loins, unlocking a very strong desire, allowing me to ride the edge. And I did exactly as she wanted, surrendering to her lead, savoring the glory of the brink. It felt incredible and just as I started to really enjoy the moment, to fully indulge, she pushed me just a little bit further, another anticlimactic end to what was otherwise a very glorious ride.

“Uh, uh, uh,” I whined as I felt the feeling build up from within.

“Ungh!” I grunted the moment I realized I was unable to control what was happening.

Once again, my penis gushed a modicum of semen without granting me the relief of a full release.

“Oops!” she said with another giggle. “You keep spilling your seed.”

It was a good description. I spilled my seed, I certainly didn’t shoot, or ejaculate, or anything else that might give me the pleasure required to satisfy my need, and once again, by the time she was done, my body was weakened but the desire in my brain was still very very high.


SCENE 13
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He let me spoil his orgasm the first time around because he didn’t know any better, he had no idea just what was coming his way. Why he allowed me to do it to him all over again the second time I can’t be sure, but that doesn’t mean I didn’t take advantage of the opportunity, putting his body and his mind into a euphoric spin.

He was just coming down from one of the piques, when I tricked his body into letting go, releasing its hold on his baby seed without granting the ecstasy of orgasm. The result was anticlimactic and I could see the frustration written all over his face.

“Oops!” I offered with a giggle, adding, “you keep spilling your seed,” as if it was all his fault.

It was important to place the onus on him, so he would have something to question later, when he relived it in his head.

He looked at me cross but his attitude quickly faded. Lust still had a hold of his brain and as long as it did, there was only so far he was willing to go. He needed me and we both knew it.

It’s a wonderful feeling, that omnipotent control that comes from dominating a man’s pleasure senses, and it only gets better as the roots of lust spread their tentacles, ensuring your influence will stay with him for a very long time.


SCENE 14

Professor

It was a change from her normal routine. Usually, she would build me up, keep my body at the edge, and then bring me back, allowing me time to recover before doing it all over again. But on the last go around, as her edging rub caused the excitement in my penis to build up; she stemmed the exciting flow, stunting my climactic rise.

It was the frustrating tease that I should have expected only this time, just as all of the momentum was winding down, she added one more squeeze and rub to confuse my mind. It wasn’t much, but enough to cause the bubbling volcano within my loins to breach, not an eruption but a dribble, sending a small burst of excitement up my shaft and with it a rivulet of semen, dribbling out of the tip, running harmlessly down the length of my rod.

“Uh, uh, uh!” I exclaimed, as if words alone could stop the loss of my sexual control.

The spurt was underwhelming to say the least. It wasn’t enough to release the pent-up energy that resided deep within my balls and in my brain, which meant that once again, satisfaction escaped my weary mind.

“Ungh!” I grunted, wishing beyond hope that she would show mercy and apply a little more pressure, contact my body needed to finish things off.

Unfortunately, that was not to be.

“Tsk, tsk, tsk,” she teased, removing her hands and the stimulus that was causing my excitement to rise.

“Please!” I whined.

For a moment, I tried to take care of my own need, to use my own hand, but she was too quick for me and in that split second, she pinned back my hands, leaving me to grind my hips helplessly in the wind.

“Please!” I moaned again.

“Trust me,” she answered, “this may be difficult now, but once your mind is turned and you are trained, you’ll thank me.”

I listened to her words but couldn’t believe that they could possibly be true and yet for the briefest of moments I contemplated what they meant, the thought behind them, and just what it would be like to experience that kind of submission for real.

There was no doubt she was trying to break me, her teasing touch was so absolutely tantalizing it had me yearning out of my mind, but would I ever thank her for the experience, for taking control of my mind in this highly erotic way? It seemed improbable and yet in that instant, that moment of open thought, something strange happened, something that had me ready to believe, triggering something very deep inside.

I was succumbing to Claire’s control and the impact was real, felt all the way at my core.

Perhaps it was fate that her bare nipple brushed against my cheek at that exact moment but I swear the way my brain launched back in time with that glorious feel, to the most serene and peaceful scene. It was kismet. All was perfect in my world, comfortable and secure, held gentle yet firm, and that soothing feel against my skin caused my lungs to heave and my body to fall into the most deep and relaxed state.

I actually began to suckle like a little child, I swear to God I did, drawing her flesh deep to the back of my throat. It felt so natural and pure, I turned my head, allowing the skin of my cheek to savor the softness of her full and ample bosom, and when the firmness of her nipple formed between my lips, I did the first and only thing to come to mind, gathering her in and accepting my place in her world.

It felt pure and right but it was an overt act and I might have wondered if my actions crossed a line however the moment I drew her in, she responded, letting out an exhaustive sigh while subtly winding her fingers through my hair, to the back of my head, gently pulling me in.

In the moment we were one and I savored that incredibly intimate bond.

Claire manipulated my penis and my sex, taking control of me and my lust in a way I was not prepared to take, and yet she made up for that emasculating ride with the most incredible connection. God, how I loved nursing at her breast, suckling at her teat, and I quickly came to the conclusion that I would gladly surrender control of my cock in exchange for this incredible bliss.

I didn’t even recognize the way her manipulation was taking effect, overwhelming all other thoughts. She had my mind accepting the transition as if it was my own idea, resistance a thing of the past. I also never saw the diaper she slid under my bottom until it was too late but I was distinctly aware the moment she secured it in place, warning me not to make a mess.

“My little boy is in his diaper,” she cooed, “it’s time to accept that you’ve regressed.”

I knew it was just symbolic, the diaper wrapped around my body representative of her growing influence and control, but I also felt a shift in the arrangement between us with the act. The truth was, things were moving faster than I was prepared to take. I wanted to fool around but I didn’t want to give up my manhood, to make that kind of transition, however when she pressed the moment; I struggled to stand tall.

I’m not sure what it was, but when I needed to stand up for myself, to take control, I couldn’t get my voice to work.

In an instant, she was on me and her hands were everywhere, tickling and teasing away.

“Time to give in little boy,” she teased, “time to accept that I was right.”

She was finally going to give me an orgasm only she was tying it, and apparently the messy diaper that went along with, to her assertion that she could control me and my mind. While I’m not sure it was a logical correlation, I couldn’t deny the subtext, and in my highly susceptible state, I struggled to discern the difference. If I lost control and made a sticky mess, she would assume a position of greater authority in my head and for the first time I knew I couldn’t allow that to happen.

I needed to stand up, I needed to stand strong.

Just as that thought crossed my mind, she introduced me to my fate.

Before I knew what was happening, Claire increased her ministrations, plying my penis with a deluge of fondles and rubs. It was intense and I struggled to hold out, doing everything I could to steel my resolve.

At one point, it felt like my entire world was in a state of perpetual buzz and yet somehow, I remained strong, keeping a sliver of independence if only for a little while.

I could do this, I told myself, even as her touch expanded, drawing in more and more of my sensitive areas.

Zoom!

Her fingers grazed the backs of my thighs on the way to my butt and a bolt of energy raced up my spine, zapping my brain with the most exciting burst. In an instant, my whole world changed with that fabulous feel, an uncontrollable surge of tingle and bliss.

God, life is good. My mind swooned with the ethereal feel.

It truly felt like my body was betraying me, the way every nerve ending tingled, the way my body rose up to meet her fingers, yearning for more of her tantalizing touch. My mind wanted to find an anchor among the rising tide of lust but all my body wanted to do was indulge every aspect of her, and the more she touched, the more she explored, the less my mind wanted to resist until I became one with that insatiable pulse.

This was serious, I couldn’t grant her complete authority over my domain, and yet the more she rubbed the less I had the will to resist, and when she whispered in my ear, I can readily admit, I no longer wanted to fight.

“Give in,” Claire cooed. “Just a little; to see what it feels like. Trust me, you’ll be glad that you did.”

The truth was, I was tired of resisting and even though I was wary of the results, I wanted to know what it would be like, to indulge the heavenly flow.

I’m not sure if it was a conscious decision on my part or if my brain did in fact break, succumbing to the awesome force, but I know I allowed the feelings to overwhelm me for just a moment and the instant that I did, it felt so incredibly nice.

“Ungh!” I grunted as my brain finally let go.

In an instant, a flood of heavenly feelings coursed through my brain.

Claire had full control from there and what she chose to do with that command will stay with me for all time.

It started with three quick rubs, up and down my shaft, followed by a barrage of targeted squeezes through the thin cloth of the diaper, from the base of my balls to the crown of my head. That was all it took to cause my excitement to pique but she added so much more as the transition took place.

Unlike before, when the dribbles came unexpectedly, this time I felt the surge in my loins, and when my hips began to buck, she didn’t pull away, instead, she smothered me with her body, her hands still squeezing and stroking away, her soft breasts swarming my skin, and as I drew closer to the magnificent event, she kept right on going, driving my excitement through the roof.

Before I knew it, her breast was on my face as her hands continued to stroke away and I tried to gather her in, even as she pushed my body to the brink. I thought for certain I could suckle her in, her magnificent nipple just inches away, and I leaned in, feeling the softness against my cheek.

It was a magical combination, her fantastic rubs and those heavenly orbs, and I allowed myself to get lost in the moment, savoring the events of my life.

Imagine my surprise when things took a sudden turn.

I leaned forward to kiss her breast, lunged forth to suckle at her teat and when I did, I was finally awarded my long-lost orgasm. It released in an incredible burst, shot forth from my body, and at that exact same moment Claire pulled back the diaper, removing the only obstacle between the discharge and my face.

The burst of excitement in my balls made my loins feel great but the way the white sticky goo shot into my face, coating my nostrils and my mouth, ensured I would be remembering this event for quite some time, the distinct taste and smell adding to the indelible nature of the memory.

It was a symbol, a major one at that, about how I was helpless and Claire was my dominant master. She didn’t just take control of me sexually; she showed me that she was the superior being; and how lucky I was to be able to submit to her control.


SCENE 15

Mommy Claire

The professor spent a good portion of our time together indulging the pleasures of my touch so it was no surprise that when it came time for the climax that he would dispense a large amount of his seed. Knowing that, it only made sense that it should end up in his face. What I didn’t expect was that it would be the nursing that would truly break his connection with the responsible adult world.

The sexual stimulus was great, his body and his mind both fully indulged, but it was the moment he began to suckle at the teat that all pretense was lost. He may have been submissive as a horny man, but the little boy that latched on to my nipple, revealed his true inner self. He needed his mommy’s love, like life giving blood.

I’m not sure how long I teased his pee-pee while he suckled, stroking and playing, drawing nearer and nearer to the edge. It was a while but he no longer offered any resistance, his mind completely lost in the mommy-son bond. When I finally made him cum, spraying his face in the process, he not only released his seed, he let go of a part of himself in the process, the part that knew how to stand on his own.

It was my objective all along and I never tire of witnessing it, the moment of epiphany, when my sub discovers the connection with his inner child and the beauty of submitting to mommy’s love.


SCENE 16

Professor

When I first dribbled cum, I thought it was an accident, but then she did it to me again and I realized it was on purpose. The more I thought about it, the more I knew she was intentionally pressing me into an impossible situation. She coerced me into losing my battle with control, taking advantage of me and the situation. The result was a complete change of mindset, one in which I no longer saw us as teacher and student. In fact, I couldn’t even call us equals.

Claire had attained a level of superiority in my head, a point accentuated when she proceeded to clean my sticky mess. The diaper changing that followed was absolutely emasculating, infantilizing to the nth degree, and I couldn’t deny that I deserved it.

“I put on the diaper but you were so excited you shot out of it,” Claire explained.

I already knew what happened. I had the audacity to challenge Claire directly and she proved me wrong, in terms I could not dispute. Now that she was done cleaning my mess, and proceeded to wrap me in a new diaper, I couldn’t resist, ready, willing and able to accept my new role in life.

That’s when she outlined just what that would look like.

“You obviously love the nursing,” she said, referring to my time at her teat and how deeply I succumbed to that engagement, “and the diaper turns you on,” she added, referring to my helpless sticky mess, “so I don’t see anything from stopping your full and complete regression, a helpless baby at mommy’s knee.”

This may sound crazy, especially considering the way everything began, but I was inclined to agree, ready to submit at her hand. That’s when she took things to the next level.

“Of course, there are some things I’ll expect of you,” she replied. “Things to prove that you’re ready to admit that I was right.”


SCENE 17

Mommy Claire

The professor’s journey was extreme but it was what he needed to experience in order to truly understand the lesson I was trying to impart.

Behavior change and modification isn’t for the light of heart but it is also very real. As a professor in the field, he needed to know that.

After just a weekend in my world, he endured just the tip of the iceberg when it came to lust manipulation, and yet he would feel the effects of that experience for decades to come.

There was still something I wanted to do with the professor before calling an end to our experiment, something that would leave a lasting reminder in his head.


SCENE 18

Professor

I thought for certain Claire was referring to our argument in class but she had a different objective when she said she wanted me to admit that she was right. She had labeled me early on as a submissive little boy, a guy who wanted to indulge in age play and regression and now that I had exposed that part of myself, she wanted me to admit that she was right.

The more she said it, the more I started to believe. I absolutely loved the nursing, there was a lot I would give to have that in my life, but to be honest, I also liked her control, the way she dictated every step, and forget about the physical touch, that was enough to have me agreeing to her every demand.

All of that led to the obvious conclusion, that I did want to submit to Claire, but then she did something to truly test my limits, letting me know just how far I would go.

“Let’s go into the bathroom,” Claire said, “it’s time to teach you about congruence.”

Now, I was already familiar with the word as well as the concept of congruence, bringing your outside appearance in line with the way you feel inside, but the moment she picked up the razor sharp blade and told me what she was going to do, my heart went into a rapid pitter pat.

“We’re going to take away all of that unsightly hair,” Claire said, “make mommy’s little boy look all neat and clean.”

I already said how I liked the way she took control and that moment was no different. Despite my reservations, I just sat and watched as she lathered my dick and balls, and when she approached me with the blade, I allowed her to do her thing.

Claire was rather adept with the knife and she shaved me bare, leaving my loins as hairless as a little boy. The moment I felt that silky smooth skin, I truly understood the experience, and when she welcomed me into her arms, to her breast to suckle and connect as her good little boy, I completed the transformation, excited for the role we both wanted me to play.


SCENE 19

Mommy Claire

I dominated the professor; which to be honest, wasn’t very difficult, but the goal all along wasn’t to see if I could take control, the quest was to impart true and lasting change, the kind that science could not refute.

When it came time to depart, I posed the question that I wanted him to ask himself, to determine who was right.

“Mommy is going to see you again,” I explained, “because you’re my submissive little boy and I will always take care of my precious littles. So, there is no blackmail or extortion over the decision you are about to make.”

I paused, to ensure I had his complete and undivided attention before going on.

“It’s up to you whether physical stimulus can evoke behavioral change,” I added, “but before you go, I want you to leave with this question on your mind.”

Once again, I paused for effect and when I did, I shifted in my seat, allowing my breasts to fall away from my body, providing a view of my cleavage.

“How long could you stay away, before your behavior would start to change?”


SCENE 20

Professor

“Those who can, do, and those who can’t, teach.”

I said the words into the camera, to the students of my class, exactly as Mommy Claire had instructed.

“I am a teacher and as a teacher it is very important to refresh your knowledge, to stay up to date and abreast of the latest and most accurate studies,” I added.

“Last week, one of your classmates, Claire, challenged me regarding the effects of sensual manipulation on behavior modification and control, and I dismissed her input. Thanks to Claire, I have learned more on the subject and now understand that her references were accurate and that there is more relevant information to be included in this course. As a result, I have updated the curriculum as well as the reading list for the class.”

I did exactly as Mommy Claire instructed to a tee, revealing my change of heart to my students, my new understanding of the world. She didn’t make me reveal all of the details to the class, about how she proved her point beyond any reasonable doubt including having me wear a diaper while I taught the class, and for that I was grateful, but she did make me report to her after the session was through, for additional training and behavior modification.

I can’t deny that I have concerns over what she will make me do next, but I also must admit, that the reward has me moving ahead, regardless of what she may ask.


EPILOGUE

Mommy Claire

Quite often, sex for pleasure, as well as the effects of sensual stimulation on the human mind, are taboo subjects in the field of academia. These studies are shunned and the old and tired scholars that control their fate would rather bury their heads in the sand than open their eyes to the reality.

Sexual manipulation left the confines of the boudoir a long time ago. In our society, she sleeps under our covers, eats at our kitchen table and rides with us to the grocery store, all while we pretend she isn’t there, a subject for another time.

One by one, I am spreading the word, and if you are one of the doubters beware, I just may be coming for you next, ready to turn your mind.


Rough Diamond

Mommy Claire


PROLOGUE

Mommy Claire

Like most people, I am multi-faceted, not to be defined by a single description or term. That is how I like it, the diversity of my life always keeping things fresh and interesting. However, unlike most people, I know exactly who I am at my core and no matter how hard I may try, I cannot deviate from that path.

The woman that exists at my center is a true dominant, an alpha female through and through, but even more than that she is an impassioned lover of regression, a person fascinated with the inner child that lies within each and every one of us. That perfect innocence, pure while also frail, is my reason for being and I savor the moments when those near to me expose that intimate part of themselves. I live for that opportunity, perpetually lying in wait for the chance to seize control.

The combination of these two traits has led me to a very fun and intriguing lifestyle, one where I use my powers of seduction to play Mommy Domme to many unsuspecting alpha males. It is a role that serves me well, addressing my most intimate of needs.

It is exactly who I am and what I was always meant to be and every time I indulge that primal essence, I feel my own power and strength increase as a result. It is an internal life force, building within me and I treasure every opportunity to nurture it and help it grow.

Whenever I meet an unruly male, one in desperate need of re-education, it is my pleasure to seduce and dominate him, taking away his strength and rendering him submissive to my control, all the while teaching him his proper place, where he fits in society and in my world. Every one of those seductions is in fact a highly titillating tale however the story I am about to share is about a different kind of guy, and the journey he presented was even more fabulous by far, taking me to a place I’d be willing to visit many times over, again and again.


SCENE 1

Mommy Claire

As a matter of principle, I am always on the hunt, on the lookout for my next conquest. You never know exactly when opportunity will present itself so you have to be prepared. That is my motto, my daily approach to life and those were the exact words running through my head when I spotted him.

I looked across the food court at my latest prey, drawn to him like a moth to a flame. The moment I first laid eyes on him I knew he was the one. My inner radar picked him out even among the throngs at the mall.

Public places like the mall have become so mundane, so many commoners all in one place, too many for my liking, but in this instance, I didn’t have any other choice, it was necessary. I was picking up a personalized gift for a dear friend, there was simply no other way.

The order I placed online ensured it would be a quick in and out but still I had to endure.

Like I said, the mall wasn’t my cup of tea, and I intended for it to be a quick trip, but then I spotted him, in front of me in the customer service line, and the way he deferred, first to the rude woman who cut in front of him in line and then to the brazen cashier who refused to accept his return, made me think I was encountering a real live beta, a natural in the wild.

It was a titillating notion, a man who at his essence preferred to submit rather than control and all at once my instincts took over.

Moth spies flame, nature takes her course.

Fortunately, a second cashier came to the desk just as it was my turn in line and she tended to my purchase at the same time as my new friend was getting denied his return. It allowed me a chance to collect my gift while observing him at the same time. He really was an interesting sort, fully mannered and polite but downright demure when confronted with any assertive voice. A guy like that, left to his own devices, would be anyone and everyone’s doormat, without any appreciation for what truly made him special. It was a potential travesty and I couldn’t allow it to happen, not with a natural, not with a beta such as he.

Departing from the customer service line and the store at the same time gave me the perfect opportunity to follow and observe, to case my prey before making a move. I know that sounds stalkerish, the way I tracked his every move, but what I intended to offer was a one-way ticket to heaven, his own personal desired state. Based on my experience, this guy was desperately single, a beta male in need of a strong hand, and if that was the case, being seduced by an assertive and dominant woman would be his dream come true, the epitome of all his life’s fantasies.

Don’t get me wrong, I wasn’t doing this just for him. There was a very strong draw for me as well, the way he averted his eyes as he passed through the crowd, the way he deferred to any aggressive move. He wasn’t feckless, not quite that far gone, but solitude had broken his confidence and if he didn’t get help soon, he would submit to the wrong sort, someone of devious means. He needed my help, to nurture his inner child, and I was ready to answer the call.

The way he purchased his meal in the food court was uneventful at best and he sat quietly with his Chinese noodles daring to look at each of the passersby but never chancing to engage. I debated the best time to approach, wondering just how much I should reveal when I did. If he knew everything that I had planned perhaps he might turn and run away, or maybe, just maybe, he’d be intrigued by the offer, ready and willing to indulge.

The difference between the two options was monumental and exactly why I paused, debating which path I should take.

Despite everything I might have already shared about this man and his way, what I failed to mention up until this point was his physical description, and that is not an insignificant fact. He was actually quite attractive; handsome face, curly blonde hair and captivating blue eyes, the color of the sky just before dusk, but his physical appearance wasn’t what drew me near. What drew my attention was his timid nature and the way he presented himself to the world. He was a different sort, the kind not driven by ego, the kind undoubtedly willing to cede control.

That trait alone was the real impetus driving me to act, the telltale sign. It portrayed a man who wasn’t fixated on being in command but instead one willing to relinquish some level of his strength, some of the inherent power granted to him as a man. That is what made me approach him, a stranger at the mall, and also what made me extend the offer, the one he simply would not be able to refuse.

I was still ten feet away when I caught his eye and once I did there was no letting go. Each step drew me closer to the promised land and even though our eyes were locked he never once believed that I was approaching him.

Imagine his surprise when I got to his table and made my intentions known.

“What would you say if I offered you a massage?” I asked, “one that wouldn’t just take your breath away but would actually make you so overjoyed you’d be willing to give up everything for even more?”

I leaned forward, across his table, giving him a bird’s eye view of the ladies as I made my pitch. With a shimmy of my shoulders, I made the girls dance before his eyes.

He allowed his eyes to linger on the tempting visual of my cleavage for just long enough for me to know that I had his attention and when he raised his chin and his eyes caught mine, a smile curled the edges of his lips but he made no effort to deny what had been the focus of his gaze. My low-cut blouse affected him, more than his mind could process in that short amount of time and he stammered all over his reply.

“Um, um, um,” he said.

It was absolutely adorable and I took advantage of his delay, there was more I wanted to share.

“I’m offering you a trip to heaven,” I purred, “say yes and you won’t need to think, I’ll take it from here.”

The raising of his eyebrows confirmed he heard what I just said even if his verbal response was even more nervous and jumbled than before.

“Uh, uh, uh,” he stuttered.

His mind was lost, desperate to move forward but uncertain how to proceed. It was exactly what I wanted, what I expected if I’m being honest, and now that I knew he was as ready as I thought he’d be, I pressed for even more.

“It’s ok,” I assured him. “You just need a little help, someone to guide you along. That’s why I’m here.”

I sat down opposite him, placing my hand on top of his, feeling the excitement of the electric energy between us. It was palpable and I sucked in my breath in anticipation of what would come next.

The instant our skin made contact, the moment our touch connected, I could feel the pulse of his heart but even more than that I could also feel his breathing, rapid at first but slowly calming with each new fondle and caress. He liked me, most men do, and my gentle petting put him at ease, an ideal feeling if things were going to progress between us.

There was power in my gaze and I held his look, allowing him to feel my confidence as he slowly learned to accept my control. That’s what I intended to do, coerce his mind into accepting my control, and if he was the consummate beta that I thought he was, he would thank me when we were done, submissive to a feminine dominant his ultimate desired state.

I paused momentarily before preparing my next move. The first words were the hardest but once they were out, once the initial hurdle was cleared, it was time to fill in the gaps.

“I saw you back at the store, making your return,” I explained, “and the way that woman treated you, how polite you were to her and how rude she was in response. Just terrible.”

He looked at me with a knowing expression. “I know, right?” he confirmed.

I continued, “I felt bad watching it, and I felt bad that you had to put up with it. What do you say I make it up to you?”

“Make it up to me?” he asked.

It was a natural question by a man who didn’t understand what was happening however the moment he asked it, the moment he opened up that line of questioning, I knew things had shifted between us and he was mine.

I moved closer, ready to hook my fish.

“Whenever I see someone like you it makes me want to step in,” I offered, “I specialize in cases like yours.”

“You do?” he asked.

“I do,” I confirmed. “I specialize in helping smart, polite men and I can rub you in a way that will make you glad you’re smart and glad that you were polite even when those ladies looked to take advantage of you and the situation.”

The look in his eyes said it all. He was confused by what was taking place but the lure of sex had him willing to play along. It’s the key to life, how all of us fill in our own individual blanks, and I made sure he was filling in his blanks in the most favorable terms.

“Say yes,” I coaxed. “You need to want this too, just as much as I do. Say yes and I’ll give you a big reward for your really good behavior.”

I used those exact words and just like I expected, his face lit up at the expression even if he tried to hide his response. The next words out of my mouth outlined just what I meant, providing him with explicit detail on the things I intended do and the effect they would have on his body and his mind. I literally dripped those erotic ideas one by one into his highly receptive brain and he eagerly accepted each and every one of them, happy to follow along.

It was tantalizing I’m sure, and I felt my own excitement rise as I shared every word.

The instant I got it all out, I looked at him, expecting him to agree but understanding if he wasn’t ready to take the step. It was a lot to process, more than I had ever shared with a target before. The truth was, most of my conquests were seductions, they never saw it coming and that was part of the experience, part of the fun, but with him I wanted something different and that was quite a change.


SCENE 2

Leonard

It was a day off so it should have been a good time but when I got to the mall, they wouldn’t take my return because I didn’t have a receipt so that started things in the wrong direction. From there, the Chinese place was out of my favorite, the honey chicken, so I had to settle for lo mein and it just felt like one of those days. That’s exactly how I felt, ready to accept my fate, but then a strange woman approached me at the food court with an offer to change my day.

OMG! The things that came out of that woman’s mouth, it was like she was a witness to every one of my fantasies from the time I was a boy until the present day. She was a very attractive woman talking about taking control of me, rubbing my penis until I felt too good to resist. It was literally everything I had ever dreamt about, and then she added what she would do to me once I was under her spell and the images got even better.

I’ll admit, I never contemplated being shaved bare and dressed as a little boy but the instant she spoke of me nursing at her breast, those delectably soft bosoms that she so graciously put on display, she was right back to hitting the nail on the head.

How did she know I fantasized about being dominated and controlled? And more importantly, would she really follow through? Even in my wildest dreams I never thought it could be, an absolutely gorgeous woman approaching me at the mall, one who could really seize command. Deep down I dreamt about it but never thought it could be. The idea that someone so hot and sexy as her would create this scenario was too much to be believed.

Were there hidden cameras, looking to show the reaction of a desperate and horny guy? If so, I was praying they didn’t stop rolling until long after my time with her was done because if this was a dream I didn’t want to wake up.

That is exactly what was going through my mind, that is why I continued to move forward even when a stranger at the mall offered me something that was way too good to be true.


SCENE 3

Mommy Claire

The moment of truth was upon us and I waited in breathless anticipation for his response.

“Uh!?!” he replied.

His verbal response was mixed but his non-verbal cues of excitement said it all. His eyes bulged, his jaw dropped, his lips curled into an inexorable smile. Those overt reactions let me know that no one had ever propositioned him that way before, and the way his pupils dilated, the way his face lit up, those things let me know that he would be taking me up on the offer, just as soon as his mind had a chance to catch up with reality, to sort it all out.

Finally, he responded, offering a not so subtle nod of his head, granting his approval. He wanted it and his eager eyes and broad smile side it all.

With that tacit ok we were on the precipice of a life changing event and I couldn’t tell who was more excited, he or I.


SCENE 4

Leonard

Holy shit!

It felt like one of those moments, those, “I never thought it would happen to me,” moments. Guys like me didn’t get approached by women like her and a part of me figured it had to be a scam. Everything she had to say was way too good to be true.

That was my rational brain explaining how I should have felt, but in the moment, that is not how things went down.

Deep down inside I wanted to experience it, the bliss that she foretold. It was too much to believe but if I’m being totally forthright, she didn’t miss a beat. She outlined every little thing that she was going to do to me, every step in specific detail; about how her touch would make me feel, and how I would yearn like never before. Sure, the complete loss of control was a huge price to pay, but in the moment, I was filled with so much curiosity, so much intrigue. It lured me, tempting my mind like I had never been tempted before, more than enough to overcome any lingering doubts. And then there was her body and the way every dimple and curve made me glad I was alive. Pinup models had nothing on this lady and while she was only offering to touch my skin, no mention of her getting nude, the prospect definitely found a welcome home in my head.

If she could really make a guy feel that good, so good that he would willingly surrender all of his power, then I wanted to experience that, but if there was a chance she might shed her clothes, revealing every inch of that sexy hourglass shape, then that was something I was all in on, the kind of experience I would cross the desert to have.

“Ok,” I replied, answering her question with a single word but really taking a giant leap in my mental preparation, entering a whole new world.

She smiled back at me before motioning with her hands, beckoning for me to get up from the table and follow her, inviting me to the event that would truly change my life.

That is why I jumped at the opportunity, that is why I granted her full control over my body. The promise of utter bliss got inside my head and once it was there, once my eager brain was fed that notion, I wanted to experience the incredible euphoria for myself. At that point, there could be no turning back.

It was a simple offer, one that got me out of my clothes and on to her massage table, but that was only the first step and what she did once I was there, that is what changed everything I thought I knew about power and control.


SCENE 5

Mommy Claire

Leonard followed me back to my place and I think he may have been a little intimidated. The sprawling estate and stately mansion can do that to some men, completely taking the idea of bread winner out of their minds. Most people don’t realize the inherent power that men possess because of their superior earning potential but the instant they are with a woman who does not need their money they know it. In Leonard’s case, he was still trying to figure out why I chose him, what made him stand out, and each new piece of the puzzle was actively defining his world.

I was very honest with Leonard, more open than I would normally be in that scenario. I told him exactly what I was going to do to him and how it would make him feel, and then I allowed him to make the decision all on his own as to whether he wanted to proceed. There was a chance he might walk away but I wasn’t overly concerned.

Don’t get me wrong, for most men I would never offer the choice, I’m not a catch and release kind of gal but there was something different about him. He wasn’t an over entitled alpha male. If anything, he bordered on compliant, maybe even submissive. There was a chance he was actually beta material from the start and that had my mind running through all of the possibilities.

Dominating an alpha male and turning him into a submissive plaything is fun for me, a project worthy of my time and energy, but training a natural beta is a treat all on its own, one I could not easily pass up.

You see, submissive men, ones who have accepted their beta role, desire the lesser path, they enjoy a serving role. These men will serve any woman and can be trained for hire or for trade. Many women desire a dutiful man even if most aren’t willing to take the steps to nurture and to train. A natural beta is literally a diamond in the rough and if Leonard fit that bill, I wanted more than just a little fling. A true beta has the power to be the wind beneath an alpha’s wings and I had quite a few friends who were in need of a lift.

Of course, I would need to confirm Leonard’s true status, but if he was all that I thought he was, then we were both in for the time of our lives.


SCENE 6

Leonard

My body was prone, susceptible to her advance, and my mind was anxious, wondering just how things were going to play out. Lying on my stomach, naked with nothing but a towel to cover my privates, I could only wait to see what would come next.

On the surface, it was just like any other massage only beneath the covers this session was about to show its unique nature. Claire’s intent with this massage emerged from an entirely different perspective, one that made everything even more intense. She wanted to separate my mind from any feelings of control, putting distance between me and any thoughts of resistance. She said so, from the moment we first met at the mall, and now here we were, in her home, her trying to prove her point.

Like I said, I was skeptical at first and yet in the moment I found myself going along, to see if it could be true. Was it possible that a relentless onslaught of physical stimulus could make a man want to give in? It seemed impossible and yet every part of my being wanted to find out, to see for myself. If bliss was the answer, then I was more than happy to ask as many questions as it took to get to the destination.

So, I waited, optimistic and expectant but still holding my reservations, doubt plaguing every thought. Could all of it be real? And would I still be the same after everything was done? The answers to those questions would come soon enough, our time finally had come.


SCENE 7

Mommy Claire

The way he shivered when I first came in contact with his skin let me know that he wanted my touch but it was the way he moaned and groaned when I teased his sensibilities that let me know he wanted even more than that. All guys love the feeling of sex, it has the power to absolutely consume the mind, but for Leonard it went even further, a true desire to let go and give in.

Leonard didn’t just want my control he actually begged for it, a perfect complement to his naturally submissive way. For me, assuming command was a means to an end, a way to get what I wanted, and yet for him it ran so much deeper, an integral part of his existence.

I intended to indulge his desire, relentlessly and in so doing I would also indulge his brain, feeding him the pleasure that would not only enhance his experience but also progress his submissive state of mind.

If all went as planned, Leonard would grant me even more control, surrendering everything that made him a man; and once that power was mine, there would be no limit to what I could make him do.


SCENE 8

Leonard

The first little tickle of her manicured nails ran the full length of my legs, from my heels to my thighs, sending a rush of excitement up my spine and into my elated brain. It was incredible and should have been a telltale sign of what was about to overwhelm my world. While I should have been on the defensive, preparing my brain for the onslaught it was about to endure, I instead got caught up in the moment, indulging the fervor with great vigor. It was blissful and my head grew light from the constant rush.

The foreplay of sensual touch quickly morphed into a sexual frenzy when one hand found my shaft, gently caressing the length from base to tip and the other narrowed at my nether hole, circling my anus with a teasing rub. Both sensations were amazing, taking me to the bliss that she foretold and I grunted and groaned with each new stroke.

She was jerking me, stroking my dick with the gentlest touch, while also rimming my anus, causing my whole body to buck and jerk. Damn! The feeling was intense and then my back went stiff and my loins began to pulse. She was doing it, overwhelming my sex and it was even better than I imagined.

At one point, my eyes began to flutter and I started to question whether my brain could remain conscious through every stimulating stroke. The tingle was pure ecstasy and the surge that followed was all-consuming. In no time at all the entire experience evolved even more, becoming a whirlwind of erotic thought that inundated my thoughts, overwhelming my brain.

Perhaps I shouldn’t have done it but I allowed myself to indulge and boy did it feel good. One moment turned to two and then even more as my lust piqued and I found my mind giving in. She talked about yearn and while I wasn’t at that point, the way my body felt, any alteration to that flow would be very tough to take.

Unfortunately, I found out for myself, her hands pulling away, and while my first reaction was to tend to my own need, she was quick to block that from happening.

“Ungh!”

I had no choice but to endure the tease.

The denial was intense and I found a little satisfaction in grinding my penis against the table right up until she took my dick back in hand.

The way the excitement surged was extremely powerful, taming any notions of resistance that might enter my highly susceptible mind. But she wasn’t done and when those magical fingers of hers returned to my skin for even more of her tantalizing touch, my lungs heaved and gasped, trying to draw in enough air, but I made no effort to get away.

She was right, the bliss was greater than any I had ever felt before. My hips literally rose up from the table in response to her touch, like they had a mind all their own and that mind wanted to do everything in its power to present itself as a desperate and horny slut. My body let out a long guttural groan, a desperate yearn for more and I felt helpless to stop its wanton response.

The way she skated over my skin, never letting me know where she would stimulate me next, took my breath away and while I tried to rise up to meet that fabulous feeling, I could not keep up with the rush of adrenaline that surged through my loins. It literally raced up my spinal cord and into my brain, granting me a feeling unlike any I had ever known. That simple contact took my breath away while obliterating any level of defense.

“Ungh!” I let out, lost to the urges surging through my veins.

I was being dominated by my own pleasure and holy shit did it feel good.

My penis sprouted to full mast, an erection I could not contain, and its growing size wedged between my body and the table. I shifted in place, trying to make things fit, only when I did, she took advantage of the situation, sliding her fingers between my thighs, grazing my testicles with the gentlest of ease.

“Oh, no,” I said, my body understanding my inherent weakness before my mind had a chance to think things through.

It’s was an involuntary response; one I could not contain and it would be the first of many helpless acts for my day.

Her stimulating touch caused my mind to swoon, and once that motion began, all I could do was brace myself for whatever she planned to do next.

The momentum between us clearly shifted in her favor and once it did, she pounced, one hand sliding beneath my hip and around my shaft, taking my dick back in her hand; the other nestling between my cheeks and on to my nether hole, granting me the gentlest rub. Either feeling alone could have tempted my excitement but the simultaneous hand job and anal rimming literally took my breath away.

Before I knew it, my breathing grew short and I began to hyperventilate.

“Uh, uh, uh,” I groaned, unable to stop what she was doing and feeling too good to try.

“Just let go,” she cooed. “The more you give in the better it will feel.”

The way she spoke encouraged me to give it a try and damn if she wasn’t one hundred percent right. The moment I allowed my mind to let go, the instant I allowed my body to indulge, the feelings of pleasure grew ten times over, until I forgot where I was in time and space.

The fingertip circling my anus was a highly stimulating rub, a constant caress at the most intimate of places and while I struggled to adapt to that level of control, she took things even further, occasionally dipping inside. At first, it was unnerving but soon she was able to train my mind until each new entry, each time her finger pressed inside, I gasped aloud and maybe even wriggled a bit, but I no longer tried to get free, and when she found my p-spot with her targeted rub, my body let out a guttural groan but my mind floated on a cloud.

Like I said, the anal rimming alone was absolutely magical but when she slipped her free hand beneath my hip and took my engorged rod in hand, she showed me that she had much more in store for my journey ahead.

If the finger on my prostate caused my excitement to spike and my breath to grow short, then that heavenly stroke on my shaft forced my eyes to roll to the back of my head and a stream of strange words to bubble forth from my lips.

OMG!

I can honestly say I had never felt so good in my entire life.

For what seemed an eternity she kept me in that ethereal state, on the edge, in that tricky space between physical bliss and the finality of release. The longer she kept me dangling there the more I realized just how accurate her words really were, how she really could overwhelm my world. She showed me a bliss I could not comprehend and in exchange I would grant my obedience, a fair and even trade.

As far as I was concerned, it was the most amazing experience of my life and while she still wasn’t done, I already wanted to do it again.


SCENE 9

Mommy Claire

In the beginning, when I first spied Leonard at the mall and saw how feckless and weak he presented, I thought he would be a good guy to help, to acknowledge his beta tendencies and direct him to his destiny, his new way of life. It would be a public service, helping him understand himself.

Of course, once it was done, I thought maybe I would gift him to one of my friends. I knew just looking at him that he wanted to be dominated and once a guy realizes that about himself, he can never go back to the way things were. He’ll always have that yearn in the back of his head, the one that only submission can fill.

That is exactly what I was thinking all along but as we neared the moment of his capitulation, the instant when he would lose the battle of wills and his submission would become permanent and real, a little devil got inside of me. I no longer wanted to stop at the half point, just taking his strength, I wanted to instill a new way.

Even if he already was a beta at heart, I didn’t see any point in wasting the desperation that oozed from his every pore. He was at the brink of heaven’s gate, highly susceptible to whatever I wanted to share, it was too good an opportunity for me to pass up. It was the perfect time for a little re-education, all it would take was a little suggestion, the rest of the process already set.


SCENE 10

Leonard

Have you ever been so close to orgasm your entire body seizes at the spine in anticipation of the glorious event? Have you ever felt so certain that your body was about to release that you completely let go, indulging the lust and releasing your connection with anything and everything that might still give you strength? And if you have, have you ever been with a woman who will take you to that exact time and place only to dangle you precariously over the edge before deftly drawing you back?

If you had, you would know how I felt the first time Mommy Claire teased my desire to the brink, but the way I felt after a dozen trips to the edge, each one longer and more thrilling than the last, eclipsed anything I could ever comprehend, taking me to heaven and back.

I distinctly remember the soft coo in my ear and exactly what that heavenly voice told me to do.

“You want to give in,” she huffed, “submission is good.”

It was impossible to deny, I definitely wanted to give in but then she let me know just what awaited that very next step.

“Be a good little cuckold and beg to suck some dick,” she said, placing clear and distinct terms on just what giving in meant.

All at once, I gathered my resolve. Sure, her touch felt good, but sucking a guy’s cock was going too far. Despite how good her hands felt, I steeled my nerves, ready to tell her that I wouldn’t agree.

I swear, I intended to resist, to dispute her words, but as I tried to raise my voice her one hand tickled the front of my shaft, relentlessly circling the sensitive spot just below the crown, while a single finger of her other hand entered my puckered hole, finding my sensitive bud inside. She found those spots right away and she stimulated me there, rubbing and pressing, until I forgot what I wanted to say.

“Good little cuckold,” she cooed, “now beg to suck dick.”

I didn’t want to do it. I didn’t want to suck dick and I wanted to tell her that this cuckold wouldn’t do it but when it came that time, I struggled to raise my voice.

It was overwhelming what she was doing to me, front and back, and I couldn’t get away, her control over me complete. All the while she repeated that word, cuckold, and how much it was what I was meant to be.

“Beg to suck dick my little cuckold,” she cooed, “beg to suck dick.”

She was wearing me down, getting me to accept the role she wanted me to play. At first, I thought I might be able to resist but it was becoming more and more obvious that that was not meant to be. I liked having her in control, and as she continued to drip ideas of cuckolding into my ear and I realized how I no longer resisted that thought, I knew she would have me sucking dick as well, her command that complete.

By the time I realized what she had done, distracting me with her magnificent touch so she could feed her delicious ideas into my brain, I also realized that she could do it again and again, any time she wanted.

For the better part of fifteen minutes, she continued with that tantalizing rub, taking me to the edge. At times she would allow me to catch my breath, before running me through the circuit once again. It was her routine, all the while getting me to confess how much I was destined to live the cuckold life. At first, I got caught up in how wonderful it all felt, until it dawned on me just how deep things had gone.

Everything she was saying was true. I had submissive tendencies and it had been that way my entire life. It was also true that I liked her control. Now, I didn’t think that meant I was a cuckold, or that I was destined to be one, that is until she told me. Once she did, and once she had me repeat it back to her over and over again, it just clicked, letting me know it was what I was always meant to be. I’m not saying she tricked me into it. No. If anything, she helped unlock it, a part of me hidden real deep.

I thanked Mommy Claire for helping me find my true self and I would have to thank her again when she introduced me to her friend, Elena, a woman she felt could meet my needs.

It’s been a match made in heaven, my desperate and submissive cuckold heaven.


EPILOGUE

Mommy Claire

Diamond in the rough.

Do you know how many women complain that there are no good men out there?

Do you know how many beta guys get absolutely no attention because they can’t voice their needs out loud?

If we could close the gap, finding a way to expose those diamonds in the rough, training them as beta cuckolds, do you know how many happy couples we could create?

I’m looking forward to finding out.

So, if you’re a lonely woman, find a beta, he may not be the one you spotted right from the start. He may not be the first guy to draw your eye. In fact, he was probably drifting in the shadows, out of plain sight, but you can train him to obey, to do what you want, and when it comes right down to it, bowing at a woman’s knee is where every man truly belongs.


Interview with a Femdom

Mommy Claire


PROLOGUE

Mommy Claire

The interview wasn’t something I would usually agree to, I like to keep my personal life private, some things too intimate to share. But there was something about him, something that compelled me to say yes to a meeting when all I really wanted to do was to teach that incorrigible young man a lesson, to take him over my knee and impart on him the meaning of respect.

Perhaps it was his handsome face that made me treat him differently, his cut jaw, his dashing dimples, his brilliant blue eyes. Those attributes were fun, they made him nice to look at, but they weren’t his only draw. Maybe it was his bulging biceps and stout chest, those features proved that he spent a lot of time at the gym, another reason to make me want to get close.

All of those things were influential but I think my true motivation came from his naïveté, his belief that he knew exactly what was going on when really, he didn’t understand a thing. That is what really enticed me to follow through, to agree to his request for an interview. I was luring him into my world, so I could give him the attention he truly deserved. I wanted to meet the man who could defy my command, I wanted to meet firsthand this closed-minded soul.

Of course, there was a very important lesson to be learned, one I wanted to be there for, to be present in the room. I wanted to be there when he discovered that women were in fact, the dominant gender, and that he was powerless when a real femdom was by his side.

That was my objective. I wanted to be there for all of that and even more importantly, I wanted to be there when his new life took root, the genesis of a new kind of man.


SCENE 1

Mommy Claire

“He’s writing again,” my assistant said, “he just won’t give up.”

“Did you tell him I don’t do interviews?” I replied.

“He says it’s because you’re afraid,” Cairo, my assistant answered, “because you don’t want to be exposed.”

“Is that what he said?” I replied.

There were many things I could put up with, arrogance, entitlement, but that kind of challenge simply could not stand. I needed to show this young man that there were repercussions for his actions, especially when what he was doing was directly challenging my command.

I took my dominant mommy role very seriously and wasn’t about to let some nobody take that away.

“Set up the meet,” I said to my assistant. “It’s time someone found out what it’s like to be controlled by a real woman.”


SCENE 2

Louis

She was an enigma, one that literally everyone in the know had heard of but no one truly understood. That’s the way it was in the Las Vegas underworld scene, where a reputation alone could be enough to launch a career.

It was my job to be in the know when it came to such things. Not only did I have a leading column in The Times that covered all things taboo, but my specialty was sex and what lured people to Sin City. The woman known as Mommy Claire was the biggest mystery of them all when it came to Vegas lore and I felt compelled to get to the bottom of her tale.

Her background, if it was to be believed, was that of the ultimate femdom, the most powerful woman to put all men to shame. Of course, that description left many a man curious to know more, even if the reality couldn’t possibly live up to the hype.

Maybe that’s the secret to superior marketing, never letting your public know the real truth, but that is exactly why I was so persistent, pressing for an interview when every answer came back, no. I wanted to expose the truth, to unearth the reality behind the fantastic myth.

Admittedly, after Mommy Claire repeatedly stonewalled my requests, I thought I might never get the chance, but then it came, my personal invitation, and all at once destiny was on my calendar, a chance to truly make a name for myself, to launch my career.


SCENE 3

Mommy Claire

I had a very important meeting and I felt the excitement bubbling through my system as I got ready, the way my mind tingled at the prospect of a new challenge on my horizon.

Traditionally, my preferred target would be a chauvinistic alpha male, one who didn’t appreciate or value feminine strength. Those men represented the Holy Grail in the world of female domination, the opportunity to truly test one’s mettle and skill. Not only would one of those guys never willingly concede, they would actually fight to the end, defending their independence as if it was the mother lode.

Like I said, that was my traditional foe but today I had a different opponent on the schedule, this one not of the same mold but a threat all the same. Today’s match was against a man of the press, a reporter, one who was intent on bringing me down.

“What Does She Have to Hide?” he wrote as his headline on one occasion and, “Will She Ever Reveal the Truth?” read another.

Obviously, it was meant to tempt me, to lure me out in the open, and I remained calm, right up until he crossed the line.

The latest headline burrowed under my skin, in a way that he knew it would and the moment he challenged my integrity I had no choice, the gauntlet had been thrown.

“FRAUD: Is Anyone Safe?”

The words hit home, not just him calling me a fraud but even suggesting that any of my cares were not one hundred percent safe was an insult, a contradiction of my mommy name. All other things aside, I loved my Littles, every single one of them, and I could live with someone calling me a fraud or saying that I had something to hide, but anyone who even remotely suggested that I wasn’t a loving mommy, had another thing coming.

So, the meeting was set, and I was busy preparing myself for the most important interview of my life.


SCENE 4

Louis

They say the pen is mightier than the sword and as a reporter, I have seen the veracity of that statement firsthand. Not only have I been able to compel people to act with my written word alone, I have also struck fear into the hearts of mortal men, my pen a registered weapon.

That proved to be particularly true with a recent target of mine. A woman known as Mommy Claire was making quite a name for herself in the Las Vegas underworld, and I was curious to learn more. All of my requests for interview went unanswered, until I demonstrated the power of the pen.

My first article didn’t do the trick, neither did attempt number two, but the third time I wrote about my elusive mystery woman, I finally got a response, a note from her assistant.

It came in the form of a C & D, a cease and desist letter, and the moment I read it I knew I had finally hit a nerve. She didn’t like it when I called her a cheat, and she definitely didn’t like it when I said she was trying to hide, but the moment I called her a fraud she finally felt compelled to respond.

It was important information, made even more valuable when her assistant followed the letter with a phone call, this one to arrange a meet.


SCENE 5

Mommy Claire

The date was set in advance, so I could properly plan and prepare. It wasn’t enough to show Louis that he was wrong about me, I wanted to do it in a way that would leave a lasting impression.

As the time of our appointment drew near, I can readily admit that I held a lot of excitement inside, along with a little bit of hesitation, not entirely sure I could make everything come out the way I had planned.


SCENE 6

Louis

The interview was set and to be honest, I was skeptical. Mommy Claire had been avoiding me for so long I couldn’t help but think it was some kind of set-up, a way to put me off even longer.

That feeling stayed with me on the ride over to her place and remained even as I pulled up in front of her palatial estate. Admittedly, my Honda Civic stood out like a sore thumb among all of the beautiful cars in her driveway but that was of little consequence at the time, I had bigger fish to fry.

This was my big day, my opportunity to unearth the truth behind the infamous Mommy Claire, and as I walked up the steep steps to her big front doors, I can’t deny the butterflies in my stomach started batting their wings, letting me know something very significant was about to happen.

Perhaps it was an omen, advance notice of the calamity that was about to overwhelm my world, however the moment the door swung wide and I got to see my hostess for the very first time, all of that went right out of my mind.

Mommy Claire was a vision unlike any I had ever seen before and that was enough to set my world on fire.


SCENE 7

Mommy Claire

Seeing Louis walk up my front steps, I couldn’t help but think that he looked smaller than I expected. There was something about the way he wrote, his assertive nature, for some reason I thought he stood ten feet tall. The man who made his way to my front door was nothing of the sort and I can honestly admit, I felt my confidence swell as a result.

Don’t get me wrong, there aren’t many things that can take me off of my game, but this guy Louis and the articles he wrote, came pretty close. He literally had me incensed on more than one occasion and with his last release I was compelled to arrange this meeting. Like I said, it takes a lot to rattle my cage and this guy was trying real hard to get my attention.

Of course, all of that was now in the past and what was in front of me was a one-on-one sit down with this man that had caused me such angst. All at once, I felt a rush of energy fill me up, a new opportunity opening up before my eyes.


SCENE 8

Louis

First off, I should have known Mommy Claire would be attractive and I also should have known that she would have a very nice body. Both of those things go hand in hand with the Vegas sex scene and no one, I mean no one can escape the physical nature of our world.

All that being said, she was way more attractive than I expected with a much hotter body than I ever could have predicted.

Mommy Claire was a literal smoke show.

Under most circumstances, a guy can tell if a woman has gone out of her way to impress; the makeup she put on, the jewelry she’s wearing, the outfit she chose. Those things stand out when someone is going the extra mile, making sure to leave a lasting influence, however with Mommy Claire, she didn’t look put on, if anything she looked totally au natural, as if I was seeing her on any given day. Of course, that totally natural look was accentuated by all of her best features, the kind any person would be drawn to right off the bat.

I could start with her doe eyes, big and brown, able to hold my gaze while relaying a hidden mystery within, one that was sure to tickle the imagination of anyone who might catch her eye. Of course, those eyes were truly captivating but they were only part of the story and her beautiful face with picture perfect skin added to the tale, painting a picture that I wanted to stare at over and over again.

Physical beauty is a powerful thing, many a woman has paved her way through society on good looks alone, but with Mommy Claire her face was only the beginning. As my eyes traveled further south on her landscape, I was treated to the most amazing view.

This woman wasn’t just a pretty face, she had curves, very dangerous curves; and as I took them all in, I realized that she was a far superior being to anyone I had ever met before.

Don’t get me wrong, I’ve come across stunning physical beauty in my life before, and I know exactly how people are drawn to that white hot flame, but with Mommy Claire it was the first time I had ever been this close, the heat actually enough to burn my skin.

She was a Goddess, a superior physical presentation, and I can honestly say I felt inferior when it came to my less than developed form.

In the world, there are people with brains, the smart ones in the crowd, those that can completely dazzle with their intelligence and the powers of the mind. They set the pace and direction for the world and we all know that we are better off for their contribution. Then there are those gifted with brawn, the people whose physical prowess is enough to truly intimidate. Those individuals also impress, their accolades the highlight in stadiums and arenas all over the world. That leaves the last category where humans truly excel and if you’ve ever been in the presence of someone with incredible beauty then you know the change they impart. It may be more difficult to define than either brains or brawn but there is no doubting the pervasive influence beauty has in our world.

Being in Mommy Claire’s presence, looking into those eyes, I can honestly say I was seduced by her beauty, and she had yet to say a single word. That’s when she broke the silence by opening her mouth for the very first time.

“Someone’s been very naughty,” she said in the most sultry of tones, “and today Little Louie is going to find out what Mommy Claire does with naughty boys.”

Oh, shit.

I couldn’t believe she just said that but even more insane was the ice cold shiver that ran up my spine as a result. I knew it was a line, probably rehearsed in the mirror a thousand times, and yet hearing it from her lips suspended the disbelief in my brain, allowing me to think for just a moment that she really was the character she played online. I’ll admit, she was good, and then she took me by the hand and led me to her office for our interview, taking the image even further in my head.

First off, her hand was super soft in mine but the bigger deal was what was happening between us. I had written a lot about her, basically challenging her as a fraud, and now she was giving me the treatment, trying to convince me that everything was real.

That wasn’t an easy sell, not with a woman that looked like her.

Don’t get me wrong, Mommy Claire was mega hot, and the dress she wore, the one with the plunging neckline that revealed so much of her gaping cleavage you couldn’t look at her without being drawn to the beauty of her supple flesh, caused my heart to race but did nothing to convince me that the rest of her story could possibly be real. If anything, the incredible physical appeal only increased my skepticism. The beautiful ones got by on their beauty but Mommy Claire claimed to be so much more.

Her dress was made of a very thin fabric and it clung to her shape, revealing every sexy dimple and curve. The vision caused my blood pressure to rise. It was an entire presentation and like I said, she truly was a superior being in that regard.

She led me to her office to begin our interview and I have to admit, I needed to refocus my attention. Her looks were a distraction, making it difficult keeping this interview where it belonged.


SCENE 9

Mommy Claire

This man Louis came to me with an objective and it was clear. He wanted to dig under my outer shell and find some nuggets of truth that he could expose, something that no one else had seen before. To him, there was something nefarious in what I did, unable to understand just why I would act the way I do.

He wouldn’t be the first to question my reasons or my motives. And if he were to meet some of my conquests and ask them exactly what I extracted from those alpha males on the way of tribute, acceptance of my dominance, he would think he had added ammunition for his fire, exactly what he was trying to say, but if he also asked those same broken men if they would willingly make the trade again, they would all gladly confirm, my ways manipulative and controlling but my reward great.

That was the reality of my world, a reality that could be perceived in many different ways depending on your point of view. It was my job to make sure that Louis was looking from the right angle, so he could properly appreciate all that I do.

In order for that to happen, Louis would not be getting his story by interviewing myself and my subs. No, Louis would get the story from first-hand experience, riding that pony all by himself.


SCENE 10

Louis

“Thank you for agreeing to meet with me today,” I said, “I know some people can get nervous meeting with a reporter for an interview.”

She was very gracious in her response, offering a genuine smile.

“I’m not nervous,” she replied. “I’m actually looking forward to educating you about my world.”

We were sitting in her office, a large partners desk between us, her in a plush executive chair, me in a smaller yet very comfy chair just across. The room was set up half office and half exam room, a doctor’s table the primary feature of the other side.

“Is that right?” I replied, glad she wasn’t upset about some of the articles that I put out, the ones that directly challenged the image she tried to present to the world. “I’m glad to hear that. I was afraid you might hold a grudge.”

That’s when she showed me that she was not like anyone I had ever interviewed before.

“Why? Because you exploited the power of the pen to say false things about me and then used that leverage to get this interview?” she stated boldly.

To be honest, it was exactly what I had done, but she was the first person to ever call me on it to my face. Most people were too afraid of the next thing I might write to challenge me in such a way. I had already shown her what I could do with my written word and still she was not scared, that really did put her in a different category.

That’s when she said something to put even greater distance between her and my normal foe.

“I know you came here with a bunch of questions you wanted to ask,” she said, “but that’s not really the best way to get to the truth.”

She was right about the fact that I had a lot of questions. I had stayed up late preparing exactly what I wanted to ask, what it was that I wanted to know. Somehow, she was suggesting that as a reporter I shouldn’t present that list.

“It isn’t?” I asked.

“It isn’t,” she confirmed. “You called me a fraud. Implying that what I do does not work. Therefore, the only real test is whether I can or cannot do what I say.”

Damn! I knew exactly what she was doing, trying to manipulate the situation in her favor. It was a clever trick on her part but not one I was going to allow.

“Obviously we can’t do that,” I replied. “I’m here as a writer. I’m not here as one of your sex slaves.”

I felt like it was a definitive statement on my part however she used it to turn things on their ear.

“It just so happens we can do it and it’s the only way you can truly be objective,” she answered. “There would be no money changing hands, we’re both consenting adults, it’s perfect. Unless, that is, you believe that I am not a fraud, in which case you would be admitting that you knowingly published false things about me in The Times.”

There it was, the contradiction she was looking to create. She effectively put me in a corner, forcing me into a choice between two unenviable options.

“Fine,” I replied, “I’ll do it.”

And that is how I agreed to let this woman show me exactly what she does, to allow me to determine for myself, just what was real and what was make believe.


SCENE 11

Mommy Claire

I have said on more than one occasion that the hardest part of seducing any man is gaining access to his penis and if you know anything about men, you also know that they go out of their way looking for opportunities to do just that. It is exactly why men are the weaker sex, both their bodies and their minds go out of their way to make themselves very susceptible.

Louis was about to find out that what I do is very real and he was also going to find out that I am also very caring. For while I had every intention of dominating his sex, I was still going to mommy him like a little when all was said and done.


SCENE 12

Louis

Mommy Claire instructed me to get out of my clothes and get on to her exam table and I have to admit, I froze on the spot. It was exactly why no interview could proceed this way, the imbalance it would create.

Sure, I wrote about sex, but did everything have to be experienced to be believed?

That’s when she showed a premonition of thought, an understanding of exactly what was going through my mind.

“It’s called incongruence,” she explained, “you feel like you can’t be the interviewer if you’re naked and I’m still clothed.”

It wasn’t how I would have described it but she wasn’t wrong. It was an impediment to me moving forward and she sensed it without me saying a word.

“I can eliminate that problem,” she said.

She stepped around the desk, reached behind her back to undo the back of her neckline, and with one simple move allowed the garment to drop to the floor. The act left her totally nude, revealing every inch of her incredible landscape.

Oh! My! God!

The most amazing body inside of that dress was even more magnificent in the flesh and I can’t deny I sprang an immediate erection at the sight. She was literally a bomb shell, a pin up model, and as insane as this is going to sound, my hand went straight to my penis as I took in the view.

That’s when she moved by my side to whisper in my ear.

“Wouldn’t you rather that I play with that?” she cooed.

All of a sudden, the entirety of the situation dawned on me.

“Are you serious?” I asked.

“If you’re going to write about me, I’d prefer it be the truth,” she cooed. “Why don’t you take off your clothes so we can have some fun?”

I stripped as fast as any man could possibly separate himself from his clothes, shedding my shirt, dropping my pants, and when she helped me up onto her table, I can honestly say I tingled from toe to head.

Was this really happening? To be honest, at one point I thought she was a made-up fraud but as I prepared to experience her talents for myself, I actually hoped that everything was real. I wanted to be stripped of my power and rendered a submissive little boy.

The instant I was naked on her table, she didn’t waste any time letting me know exactly what was going to happen.

“Obviously, you’ve read about what I do,” she explained, “and by the way you’re already hard, I don’t see any point delaying. Are you ok if I get right to the good stuff?”

As unprofessional as this is going to sound, I gushed my response.

“Oh, God, yes!” I huffed.

The instant I said the words, she slid between my legs, rubbing my thighs on her way to my junk. The instant she made contact with my swollen penis, I let out an exhaustive sigh.

“Ungh!”

It felt good.

That was the first instant I realized that my anticipation of this moment had done me in. The brain is a very powerful thing and while I had doubted that she was real all along, a certain part of me really wanted to believe, and as I prepared to embark on her trip, the potential of that reality was enough to have me pulsing in anticipation.

Could it really be? The thought was hard to fathom and yet I wanted to think that it was true.

All doubts quickly vanished the instant she took my penis in hand and began to stroke.

The first up and down glide caused my excitement to rise but she didn’t stop there.  Before I knew it, one hand gingerly cupped my testicles, kneading my ball sack, while the other hand continued that up and down rub, sending a stream of energy out to the rest of my world.

Mommy Claire had skills and the instant I began to grind in time with her strokes, she let me know just where we stood.

“Your little pee-pee likes this,” she said, “in a second, it’s about to shed some tears of joy.”

I didn’t know what that meant but then she shifted her focus, using the ball of her thumb to target the front of my shaft, just below the crown, and after some aggressive rubbing at that spot, my excitement piqued.

The rise of my energy took me off guard and at first, I thought she was going to make me cum but then she drew back at the last possible second, my penis still experiencing the rush but her fingers no longer providing the touch. It was unnerving and my dick spasmed as a result, a thin rivulet of pre cum dribbling from my tip, rolling down my shaft.

It felt incredible while also being a frustrating torment, my first major lesson for the day.

“Was that a spoiled orgasm?” I asked her, trying to put words to the experience.

She laughed at my naïveté.

“You’re not even close to that point yet,” she explained, “right now we’ll just call those chastity tears.”

It was quite the education, especially when she did it several more times, causing my excitement to rise only to pull back at the last moment. That was when I realized what was really going on.

“This is edging, isn’t it?” I asked.

She smiled at that question, acknowledging that I had hit the nail on the head.

“For someone who writes about sex, I would think you would have experienced all of this already,” she added, a delicious smile consuming her pretty face.

It wasn’t something that I would have ever admitted but what she was saying was true. I reported on the world of sex as an observer, never from a firsthand point of view. This was really my first foray with this kind of experience and it really opened my eyes.


SCENE 13

Mommy Claire

When I first learned about the reporter who was mentioning my name in his articles, I got my back up, defensive over what he had to say. As those comments added up, that defensiveness turned to ire, a desire to put him in his place.

That is what compelled me to take the meeting, to arrange our get together. My intent was to turn him out, to show him everything I could do and make him pay for what he had done.

Those were the feelings I had before we met however as Louis began to indulge my rubs and revealed the weakness of his inner child, I actually felt a fondness for the little inside of him, an appreciation and a love that I felt with every fiber of my being.


SCENE 14

Louis

Mommy Claire had my body riding the edge and she continued to tickle and tease my senses until I was hyperventilating, literally gasping for air.

“Oh, God! Oh, God!” I let out as the excitement really began to rise.

I had never felt so good in my entire life and I can honestly say, I didn’t want it to end.

That’s when Mommy Claire showed once again that she was able to read my mind.

“You like that,” she cooed, “and I bet you don’t want me to stop.”

She was right about that, there was no part of me that wanted to separate from the bliss she was doling out and then she let me know just what it would take to keep that moment alive.

“It’s time,” she said with a smile. “Give in to mommy and I’ll take care of all of your needs. Agree to be my submissive little.”

Now, it was the exact situation that had me calling bullshit in the past. This exact scenario was put forth in her writings time and time again and I swore that it could not be true. That is what I thought in the past however as I experienced the urge as well as the yearn for myself, I can honestly say I knew exactly what every one of her conquests had experienced in the exchange and why they succumbed the way they did.

It was blissful while also being euphoric and I had no reservations about wanting more.

“Please, I’ll be your good little boy,” I agreed and the instant the words were out of my mouth, I knew the interview was over, she had proven her point.

All along I had doubted that she could dominate a man and inside fifteen minutes she had removed all doubt.

Mommy Claire knew it too and didn’t waste any time letting me know.

“I think you just proved I’m not a fraud,” she said, “and we can end the interview here. Or, if you want, I can infantilize my precious little, and you can experience the full mommy treatment?”

The offer that was on the table was absolutely incredible and I can say without a shadow of a doubt that I never wavered in my answer. Despite the fact that she was talking about regressing me, turning me into her submissive little boy, I had no reservations about following through. After everything she had already shown, I actually wanted to experience more, no matter what I had to give.

What followed was something I had read about but can readily admit, experiencing it firsthand was better by far.


SCENE 15

Mommy Claire

The instant I told Louis that the interview was over his heart dropped. If you could have seen the look on his face, you would have melted alongside. He was put out and I felt for the little inside, the one filled with disappointment.

I already told you how he had changed in my eyes, how I no longer held any animosity towards my subject but instead actually cared for him, his place in the world. When I offered to take Louis deeper into my life, I was really hoping he would accept and the way his entire face lit up at the words let me know he was grateful for the chance.

We were both completely nude when I took Louis by the hand and led him out of my office and up the sweeping staircase to the second floor of my home. If he was going to become my precious little it was going to be in the privacy of a bedroom and on top of a comfy bed, not in an office on top of a cold exam table.


SCENE 16

Little Louie

Oh, God!

Mommy Claire walked me through her house naked as the day I was born and I can honestly say, it was the most intense experience of my life. I gawked at her body as she ascended the stairs, every beautiful and delicious curve, and I brushed up against her any chance I got, her smooth and supple skin, but it was the way she took control that made everything so surreal, all of it guided by her strong and capable hands.

Alpha female.

There’s no other way to describe her presence, the way I felt in her world. She was alpha to the core and the moment I proved myself a worthy beta, she welcomed me deeper, to experience everything she had to offer. I could tell you I knew what to expect, I had read every word she had ever written, and yet I tingled in anticipation, unsure what she would have me do.

The bedroom she took me to was filled with Victorian style furniture and antiques but the adjacent bathroom had all the amenities of the modern age including a large two-person tub. She welcomed me to step in and when I did, she braced me with her arms. It was the first chance I got to hug her naked frame and I did just that, allowing our bodies to come together as one.

Oh! My! God!

The touch of her skin was so amazing and I fell into her embrace, comforted by the connection, soothed by the feel. She held me like that, allowing me to savor something I had never experienced before. It was a unique bond, intimate without being sexual, sensual without being erotic. I needed it, in a way I can’t explain and yet somehow, she knew, actively fulfilling the need.

It was another instant where it felt like she was deep inside my head, answering my question before I even had a chance to ask.

All of it made it easy succumbing to her next move and when she got between my legs with a can of shaving cream in hand, I gave up all pretense about what was going on.

“Is mommy going to shave her little boy?” I asked.

She smiled, happy that I was indulging the role, excited to take things to the next level.

“Yes,” she replied. “I guess you know by now that littles don’t have hair down there and you probably also know that I’m going to put you in a diaper when I’m done.”

That’s when I chanced to ask for what I really wanted.

“Will mommy play with my pee-pee?” I asked, hoping she would agree.

“Let’s see how you do?” she replied.

Obviously, I was very good for the shaving, while she lathered me up and while she used her blade to remove every follicle of hair, but when she took me into the adjoining room and proceeded to not only diaper me but also put me in a frilly dress, I wasn’t what you would call happy to play along.

“B…b…b…but…” I tried to say.

Mommy Claire, Alpha Female, didn’t bat an eye in letting me know exactly who was in charge.

“You’re not really giving in until you do something you don’t want to do,” she explained. “Are you willing to give in?”

It was the exact scenario she presented before, the requirement for me to move forward in her world. I had to submit to her and apparently that meant as her little girl.

It wasn’t really a choice, if I said no, I couldn’t move forward and there was no chance of that, not now that my mind knew the ecstasy that awaited my submission. That was too great a draw, there was no way I was going to pass that up. So, I agreed to her terms and the next thing I knew I was all dolled up, diaper, dress, bonnet on top of my head. The look in the mirror said it all, exactly what she had done.

Being escorted out of the bedroom and down the sweeping stairs could have been daunting if we weren’t in the house alone. Mommy Claire leading the way, her hand in mine, certainly helped. When we reached the bottom of the steps, she turned back to look into my eyes, sharing what it was that she wanted to say.

“You are absolutely amazing,” she cooed, “I’ll admit, at one point I thought you might be faking but now I know you really want to submit, and now that I know that, when we get back to the room, I’m going to play with that little pee-pee of yours while I have you nurse at my breast. How does that sound?”

How did that sound? They were the greatest words ever spoken however there was still more that we would need to do, and the last obstacle on her agenda represented a Herculean challenge.


SCENE 17

Mommy Claire

When Little Louise walked out of the room in her yellow sundress, a bonnet affixed to her head, I felt a tingle inside. She was submissive to me, her will was broken and she had surrendered in a way that made it clear who was the alpha and who was the beta in our relationship.

Of course, I let her know the reward that was waiting for us once we were done, a temptation to ensure her horny mind would continue to play along even after I let her know what we were about to do next. There was still one more thing that needed to be done, one more objective that needed to be achieved.


SCENE 18

Little Louise

Once Mommy Claire made the incredible offer to play with my pee-pee while I nursed at her breast, I could think of nothing else. At least, that is how I felt until she led me out the back door of her home to the party taking place all around her pool.

Oh, shit! I had no idea anyone else was even around.

Never in a million years was I expecting to see other people while dressed as a little girl. Unfortunately, not only was I being presented to the group, Mommy Claire wanted to introduce me to every single person, walking me around, holding me by the hand.

The first person I met was Cairo, a guy who didn’t bat an eye about how I was dressed.

“Cairo,” Mommy Claire said, “This is Louise Lorman, she’s come to show her submission to mommy.”

Cairo looked at me and extended his hand to shake. “Nice to meet you,” he offered.

I shook his hand and when I did, he looked me in the eye, something brewing inside his head.

“Lorman? Why do I know that name?” he asked. It took him a moment but then he put it together. “Aren’t you the writer who called Mommy Claire a fraud?”

Oh, shit. I was not expecting that.

“Uh, uh, uh,” I stammered.

“You are,” he confirmed, “and I believe you also said that she’s a danger to the littles in her care.”

He looked at me hard, waiting for a response. I didn’t know what to say. Fortunately, or maybe unfortunately, I’m not sure, he didn’t wait for me to come up with an answer.

“I see by the way you’re dressed that you know by now she isn’t a fraud,” he said. “I bet right about now you’re hoping that she isn’t as vindictive as you made her out to be.”

Oh, double shit. I don’t recall calling her vindictive but I definitely said a lot of things that I couldn’t take back and if that was on her mind, there was no way she was going to grant me any kind of reward. In fact, I was starting to see that this was my punishment. Still, I couldn’t be sure of how things were going to play out, the potential of her reward still lingering on my mind. Reluctantly, I played along, hopeful and fearful at the same time.

It was a lot to process only Mommy Claire wasn’t done, she wanted to introduce me to every one of her guests and what followed was a whole lot more of the same. Every single person there was aware of what I had done and I had to answer to each and every one of them, letting them know that I was the one who called Mommy Claire a fraud. It was a tough enough task to begin with but I did it while wearing her diaper and her dress, fully demonstrating just how wrong I really was.

By the time we were done, her point was made abundantly clear and I was ready to leave, to remove myself from any further embarrassment.


SCENE 19

Mommy Claire

Little Louise apologized firsthand to every one of my Littles, or at least every one that could make it to the party when they realized what I had planned. The introductions by the pool were meant to drive the point home, not only could I dominate, but for those that I welcomed into my fold, they were given a loving and happy home too, my motherly care at the root of it all.

I love every one of my Littles and while at times it may seem that I am manipulating their lust and exploiting their sex, by the time I am done I make sure that they all want to return. It’s as important to me as everything else, germane to my core.


SCENE 20

Little Louise

I’ll admit, I went to Mommy Claire’s office to gather my clothes, my tail between my legs. Not only was a wrong about her but she showed me exactly what I was missing before showing me the door. At least, that’s what I thought was happening, only when I motioned to leave, she stopped me before I could.

“Where do you think you’re going young lady?” Mommy Claire asked.

I turned to look at her and she was staring right back at me, a determined look in her eye.

“I believe we still have more that we were going to do,” she added.

While we were by the pool and I had to admit to every one of her friends that I was the asshole who printed all sorts of lies about their friend, I thought for certain I would be ushered out the door. However, based on what she said and that look in her eye, she was actually willing to follow through on what we had discussed before.

“We can still do that?” I asked in disbelief; unsure it could be.

“I told you, I’m a loving mommy and I think you’ve learned your lesson,” she said.

The excitement that surged through my body at the sound of those words was incredible but it was nothing compared to what I experienced when she led me back upstairs and to the bedroom.

Mommy was so gentle as she undid my dress and allowed the garment to fall from my body. Her touch was so tender, gentle grazes along my back, my shoulders, my neck. By the time she was welcoming me onto the bed every hair on my body stood on end and when she took me across her lap so I could nurse at her breast, I thought I had died and gone to heaven.

I told you about her body as well as her breasts, but one thing I didn’t mention was that she was all natural, and when I felt the softness of her skin against my face, and the firmness of her nipple tracked along my chin, I suckled like a little child, drawing her deep to the back of my throat.

The way her bosom conformed to my face was so perfect and the way she gasped and heaved with each new suck on her breast only made me want to do it more. It was an incredible exchange made even better when she slipped her hand inside my diaper and began to rub and massage my pee-pee.

There was no denying that we were reaching the pinnacle of ecstasy although as she had showed before, Mommy Claire knew how to dance in that space between physical bliss and the finality of release. She strung out the moment, edging my penis while I suckled at her teat, and I’m not sure how long she kept me like that but I was hyper aware the instant she made the decision to force my hand.

“Don’t you dare make a mess of your diaper,” she cooed just as her rubs became even more intense.

In an instant she was telling me not to cum while pushing me toward that very end.

I’ll admit, I knew from all of her stories that this specific act would result in the infantilization of my mind although at that point in time, it no longer seemed like a negative result. When faced with the option I wanted to be her submissive little boy, and if I was really being honest, that was true even if the offer was to be her little girl. I wanted her in my life and there wasn’t anything I wouldn’t give.

I came in my diaper and made a total mess, the cloth sticking to my skin, but as she changed me and spoke to me in that singsong tune, I can definitely say I didn’t want it any other way.

Mommy Claire was now my Goddess and my mommy domme.


EPILOGUE

Mommy Claire

There are many things I love about conquering a new soul and adding him or her to my fold but in the case of Little Louise, there was one very special outcome and reward. The following Sunday a new article came out in The Times, a contribution from our favorite reporting friend.

The article was light on details on exactly what had happened with Little Louise, no mention of the dress, the feminization or the sticky mess, however there was a glowing review of the greatest female dome ever to walk the earth, a woman known as Mommy Claire.


Challenging Claire

Mommy Claire


PROLOGUE

Mommy Claire

In life, there are moments that truly resonate as important, they stand out among all of the other times because of the impact they create, the influence on everyone and everything around them. My life has been filled with such events, special instances that have signaled key moments in my evolution, my growth.

The following story reflects one of those key moments from my life. It happened before I became a mommy figure, before I became Mommy Claire, although I was still every bit the alpha female as well as the domme. It highlights the difference between who I was and who I was meant to become.

At my core, I am a very loving and affectionate mommy but it took me a while to learn about that part of myself and while I was on that journey of discovery, I came across many unruly and incorrigible men. Fair warning, I didn’t mommy them back then, not the way I do today, but I still knew how to let them know who was in charge, and just what happens to the little boy who steps out of line.


SCENE 1

Mommy Claire

In my younger years I was known as a partier, making the scene in my hometown of Las Vegas, Nevada, but also in Philadelphia, Pennsylvania, my home away from home. I went to college in the Philly area, at an all-girls school on the Main Line, and it will always hold a special place in my heart.

It was on one of my visits back east that I happened to be invited to a party, hosted by a girl with whom I used to go to school. She welcomed the usual crowd from our past and I was excited to reconnect. It was exactly my scene, a chance to see the old gang again, to reminisce.

It was during that party that I had one of those monumental moments of awakening, a distinct change in my life.

Being that I was from Las Vegas, born and raised, that’s where most of my stories originated and I also had a bit of pride for my hometown, a trait that surfaced whenever I traveled. I was chatting with one of my sorority sisters, Sherrill, when that topic came up.

“As much as I love the City of Brotherly Love, Philadelphia doesn’t hold a candle to Sin City,” I said, “not when it comes to the world of the erotic and the taboo.”

My friend Sherrill objected. “That’s not the only measure of a city,” she said.

She was defensive and I understood.

“It’s not meant to be an insult,” I countered, “it’s just that certain areas are known for certain things. If I wanted a good cheese steak or a soft pretzel, Philly’s my place, but when it comes to dominance and female control, Vegas has it hands down.”

The conversation between Sherrill and I was chatter, driven by the Cosmopolitans we had been drinking all night.

“And it’s not just that, it’s the guys as well,” I continued. “Vegas guys understand their way around the bedroom, Philly guys are still trying to figure things out.”

Sherrill laughed at that comment. It was just an offhand conversation, by two women at a party, I really didn’t think anyone was listening which is why I didn’t hesitate in sharing my next line.

“I could dominate any guy in Vegas and to be quite honest, any guy here would be like the minor leagues, I could have him begging to do my will.”

Like I said, I didn’t think anyone was listening, but that just goes to show that what you don’t know really can hurt you, coming out of nowhere to really put you down.


SCENE 2

Leonard

I’ve never considered myself a chauvinist. In fact, growing up with three older sisters, I got used to having a woman in charge, in many ways I preferred it. But that didn’t mean I could sit idly by and just listen to her bald-faced arrogance. At some point it just became too much.

It was a cocktail party and I was there as a friend of a friend so it wasn’t really my place, but still, listening to her braggadocio was more than I could handle.

“I can dominate any man alive,” the woman boasted, “and I don’t need strength to do it. With just a little bit of seduction and some highly targeted rubbing in just the right spots, I can turn any man into a little boy. In fact, I can make him beg to do my will.”

Her words were arrogant but she had a look to back up every one of her bad intentions. Buxom would be the first word to describe her. She may have had a beautiful smile and captivating eyes but no one could look at Claire without being first consumed by that incredible hour glass figure. Amazing breasts, large and full, stretching the fabric of her shirt in all the right ways, pressing outward and upward. And that flat belly, and the way her tiny waist accentuated the dangerous curves of her shapely hips. She was woman, mature in all the right places, inviting for the mind as well as the imagination.

Despite all of those attributes, placing her in a category beyond all other women our age, I couldn’t accept her outlandish bravado. She may have been hot but she wasn’t a Greek goddess. She didn’t possess unearthly powers. I needed to do something, to reveal her deception, to put her in her place.

“You’re so full of shit. You talk a big game but there’s nothing behind it, just words,” I spat.

The room went quiet at the sound of my voice and all eyes turned to Claire, to see her response, to see how she would react. If I’m being honest, my biggest fear was that she wouldn’t respond at all, that she wouldn’t even recognize me as a worthy foe.

Unfortunately, that is not what happened.

Claire stood up from her comfy seat and crossed the floor in my direction. In her standing position the curves of her body were even more pronounced. I couldn’t help but stare as she bounced and sauntered my way.

“You say I’m full of shit but I see the way you look at me,” Claire gloated. “Your eyes want to drink me in and your mind is more than half way to seduction.”

She got close, real close, placing the tip of her finger on my chest. She then cooed her sweet words as she walked around me, tracing that finger around my shoulder, across my back, up my neck and into my hair.

“Are you saying you don’t want me to seduce you?” she asked.

The feel of her fingers on my scalp was highly stimulating and her words burrowed deep into my brain, leaving no doubt that I did want to be seduced. It was a clever twist, changing the words to fit her narrative, but I was up to the challenge.

“I’ll admit, you’re sexy and hot, and any guy would want to be on the receiving end of your seduction,” I replied “but you said dominate, and I highly doubt you could dominate anyone.”

At that statement she offered a sly smile, the kind that said there was a lot going on inside of her pretty little head.

“You’re drunk and you don’t know what you’re saying,” she answered confidently. “Why don’t you take a breather?”

It was a condescending remark and I had no intention of letting her off so easily.

“I do know what I’m saying and I’m not that drunk,” I answered. “I’m challenging you because you’ve been talking a lot of shit and I know you can’t back it up.”


SCENE 3

Mommy Claire

First off, I didn’t know anyone was listening, so that part wasn’t my fault but secondly, I was drunk, under the influence, and everyone should realize that when alcohol is involved things can get out of hand. I don’t usually get drunk, not like that, and I admit, it probably did get the better of me.

In retrospect, I said some things I shouldn’t have said, things that could have been misinterpreted if taken out of context. I let the conversation get out of hand and when things escalated, I refused to back down.

Had I been sober, had no one been eavesdropping on our conversation, I probably would have been ok. Maybe I might have even steered things in a different direction, but as it was, I was flying high and when this guy I barely knew challenged me the way he did, I had no choice but to put him in his place.

In hindsight, maybe I went a little too far, but I am who I am and nothing is ever going to change that.


SCENE 4

Leonard

I don’t know why I cornered Claire the way I did. We all knew she was talking shit, it was the kind of stuff guys and girls did back then, to brag and show off. So, why did I need to challenge her? I’m not sure of the answer but regardless of my reason, I sure learned a very valuable lesson.

The hairpin turn in Claire’s attitude took everyone off guard. One moment she was laughing and joking and the next moment she was deadly serious, as if we had to prove just who was right and who was full of shit.

“This is perfect,” Claire said, “we can do the challenge right here.”

At first, I thought she was playing along, and I acted like I was all for it, pretending to open my zipper. I had no idea just how serious Claire was until she made a play for my pants.

“Come on,” she said. “Take off your pants and we’ll get this challenge started. I’m game if you are.”

I balked. “What!?!”

She couldn’t be serious.

“I’m not taking my pants off in front of everyone,” I objected.

Claire laughed. “You say that I can’t dominate you but you’re afraid to even let me try. I guess everyone here now knows who the real poser is.”

Everyone in the group got a big laugh at that remark and I have to admit it pissed me off.

“Wait!” I exclaimed. “There has to be another way.”

I’m not sure what I expected but the answer came rather quickly, and it was Claire who was the one to present the solution.


SCENE 5

Mommy Claire

The hardest part of dominating any man is getting access to his most sensitive spot. In all of the back and forth between Leonard and I, things didn’t get serious until he started to signal that he was willing to follow through, that he would grant me an opportunity to try. The instant I realized that he was actually considering it, I couldn’t stop the excitement from bubbling inside of me.

Could he really be that stupid? Plenty of arrogant men had made a similar mistake, I hoped he would be the same.

In an instant, all of my efforts shifted. My sole focus became getting him on board, resolving any objections in his mind to ensure I got my chance. It only took a few suggestions, on how we could make the situation work, and I could see the wheels cranking inside his head. Leonard wanted to say yes and above all else I knew he would find a way.

It was a distinct shift, a change in the mood of the room, and I felt the energy grow within me as a result.

I was about to gain control of this guys’ dick, I could sense it. It would be the tipping point in our argument and I was ready to settle things once and for all. The drunken me, the one that was defensive over his attacks, was ready to turn that fucker out and back then, there were no other voices battling for room in my head.

That’s the way it was, the way I was. I had the power to seduce but had not yet developed the compassion to demonstrate either care or restraint. I could turn the odds in my favor with the idea of sex but once I did, I was quick to take advantage of the situation, to exploit. At least that’s how I was back then, before I discovered the mommy side of Mommy Claire.

It was all part of my growth, my evolution. In that moment, at that party, my persona was still developing, I was still finding my way. It would be some time before I would discover the real me, and in that exploration, there would be more than one casualty along the way.

Leonard didn’t know it at the time but he was about to become one of those statistics, collateral damage of a strong girl as she made her transition to becoming a dominant woman.


SCENE 6

Leonard

I have to admit, Claire’s idea was pretty smart. We set up a tent in the living room with Claire inside and my body stretched across the threshold. The set-up had my lower half on the inside of the tent and my upper half on the outside, the zippered opening brought tight in the middle; snug against my body, blocking all view.

From this position we could complete the challenge, the rules of which were pretty simple. With exclusive domain over my lower half, Claire would be able to remove my shorts and once she had unfettered access to my family jewels, she would have fifteen minutes to take control and prove her dominance. At no point could she inflict any pain and I was not allowed to use any physical force to stop her advances. It seemed like a straight forward challenge right up until her hands slid up my bare thighs and began to tickle my skin.

“Ah!” I groaned.

Her touch felt amazing.

“Start the clock,” I said.

Claire was quick to correct me from her space within the tent. “Not yet,” she said, “your shorts are still on.”

Before I could contemplate just what she meant by that remark, Claire’s hands were everywhere, up my legs, between my thighs, tickling my balls and rubbing my shaft. The stimulus was amazing and I felt my legs go splay, inviting further advance.

That’s when it dawned on me, just what she had said and why it wasn’t fair.

Claire had the soft fingers of one hand gently gliding up and down on my shaft while the subtle fingertips of her other hand gently tickled my scrotum. It felt amazing and yet because my pants were still in place, the clock had yet to start.

It was completely unfair. How could I ever win if the clock hadn’t even started?

Things got even worse when her free hand wandered farther, sending tantalizing tingles up the backs of my thighs, up my spine and into my delighted brain. Those same wandering fingers explored even more, circling my anus with delicate rubs before gently caressing my sphincter. No one had ever touched me there before and allowing her that access was highly intimate while also being extremely emasculating.

“Uh, uh, uh…” I questioned, unsure if what she was doing was within the scope of the rules.

I wanted to object, to cry foul, but to be honest I didn’t want anyone to know. She was tickling my anus and I liked it. Just what did that say about me?

I wasn’t sure but, in that moment, my bigger concern was whether or not people could tell what was going on? Could anyone see how she was stimulating me? Or worse yet, could anyone tell how much I enjoyed those particular rubs?

From there, things spiraled quickly, the feelings expanding more rapidly than I ever could have imagined. It forced my lungs to huff and gasp, trying to draw in enough air. I hyperventilated because it was so intense, and those feelings only grew as I completely lost control.

I needed to do something fast and my options were few. I decided surrender was the only way out.

“Ok, ok,” I relented. “You win, we don’t need to do this.”

I’m not sure if Claire heard what I was saying because from her place inside the tent she didn’t stop. Her hands kept rubbing and stroking. If anything, they became more active, actually picking up speed.

“Really, Claire!” I exclaimed, “you don’t have to do this. I admitted it, you won!”

It was a very clear submission on my part but for whatever reason she did not relent.

“Please!” I repeated. “I submit.”

Now, I knew she heard me only she was intentionally ignoring my pleas. I tried to kick my legs free but she had me pinned with the weight of her body and the way her fingers continued to rub and stroke, it felt so good my feckless loins had the rest of my muscles unwilling to respond to anything I might say.

It was absolutely unnerving the way her touch overwhelmed my brain, leaving me no choice but to endure her relentless rounds of tease and denial. There was no doubt she was in charge and she proved that over and over again, while everyone watched my helplessness from the other side of the tent.

“Please!” I groaned one more time but I didn’t really expect that it would do any good.

She had no intention of letting up; at least not until absolute victory was hers.

You could say I was embarrassed but it was more than that. She didn’t just beat me, she made me reveal my weakness, for everyone to see. It was debilitating and I struggled to cope.

Claire strung out my desire and it was way more powerful than I ever could have predicted. The feelings consumed me, to the point I had no choice but to give in to her demands.

“Say it,” she said when my body was at the brink. “Tell everyone you want to be my good little girl.”

The words she shared hit me hard and the instant that message resonated in my brain I put up my defenses but she was so far ahead of me when it came to dominance and control it wasn’t a fair battle. Her fingers literally had command over every ounce of lust in my body and that ensured I had no choice but to follow her lead.

I tried to hold out, I really did, but it didn’t take long before my brain couldn’t take any more. Finally, I broke down.

“Please can I be your little girl?” I pleaded; the feckless words certain to define my future.

For years after that night, people who were there would ask if I wanted to go camping. It was a joke to them but for me it was a reminder of the way I felt and the way I would never feel again. You might think the biggest thing Claire did to me was break me down in front of my friends, but the bigger impact on my life and my world was that she showed me the greatest pleasure known to man and then took it away, never to be seen or felt again.

For the remainder of the night, I was a laughing stock, however for the rest of my life I couldn’t hear about camping without having a distinct memory back of that event, one that caused me to yearn for something I wanted with every fiber of my being.

The entire experience was insane but the craziest part of the whole thing was that had it not been a challenge that led to my embarrassing defeat in a public forum, I would have liked to be able to enjoy our time together. What Claire was doing, it really was incredible.


EPILOGUE

Mommy Claire

I have thought about that night and that exchange many times throughout my lifetime. In many ways, it is a triumphant memory, the way I dominated and turned a once strong alpha male, but in other ways it is an educational reminder, one that tells me I let one get away.

The truth is, I dominated Leonard for an evening, stripping him of his masculinity, rendering him submissive to my touch, and the way I broke him made me feel strong, the most powerful person in the room. That feeling stayed with me, perhaps for a couple of days, maybe a week, but one day it was gone, the only thing left a memory in my brain.

Once I matured, growing and learning from my life experiences, I would add a little mommy love to the exchange, still breaking down the alpha male, rendering him a weakling in my world, but allowing just enough of his ego to survive so I could pick up the pieces, putting them back together as part of my growing fold.

The mommy approach has allowed me to increase my influence in the world, not for a few days or maybe a week, but for all time, the dominant mommy to a growing brood.


Mommy Massage

Mommy Claire


Introduction

Mommy Claire

Whenever I travel, I am usually on the trail to visiting someone, a partner for my activities wherever that may be. In those cases, I am quite content to travel on my own, the destination and the trip well worth the solo effort.

Failing to have a partner waiting for me on the other end of my journey, my next preference would be to bring a friend, to enjoin my travels with the most loyal of companions. Having a partner to accompany me on the open road guarantees the best use of my free time, a true match for my needs.

Alas, there situations where I must travel by myself, to a destination that does not offer a waiting match, and in those rare occasions, I turn to the Internet and social chat, seeking someone to help fill the void.

That exact situation happened just recently, on a trip to Indianapolis, Indiana. I had a night free but no one with whom to share the time. As I am always apt to do, I put out a few feelers online, to see if anyone might take me up on the offer. Much to my delight, I hooked a fish, a guy interested in what I had to share.

It was an invitation for a sensual massage but if you know anything about me then that was just going to be the beginning, for once things really started to flow between us, who knew where they might lead.


The Mommy Massage

Todd Charles

When you make arrangements to meet someone online, you never know what you are going to get. That happened to me just recently, and I can honestly say, I was truly surprised by the results.

I took one look at my date for the evening and knew we were in for a wild ride.

Sure, the woman was attractive; wavy brunette hair, big doe eyes, and a smarmy look that could stop traffic, but it was her body, that sexy hourglass shape, that was what had me thinking she might be more than I could handle.

When she spoke, she went a long way in confirming that belief.

“Hey, you,” she said, “I’m glad we’re able to get together.” She gave me a kiss and a big hug and I’ll admit, her touch sent a shiver up my spine. Before she pulled away, she whispered in my ear, “I like your look. I’m going to have a lot of fun with you… by the time we’re done, you’re going to be singing my praises.”

I had read about other guy’s experiences with her, the online reviews, the firsthand accounts, but can you ever really believe what you find on the Internet? Was it even possible she could really have such effects? I wasn’t sure. In fact, a part of me didn’t believe, and yet the possibility had me there, leading me to my destiny and the sum of all of those lofty expectations.

No sooner did we cross the threshold into the room and she immediately took control.

“Take off your clothes and get on the bed,” she said, “it’s time to show you how good life can be.”

I didn’t need a second invitation. In no time at all, I stripped from my clothes, revealing my naked body to this incredible woman.

Much to my delight, the moment my clothes were gone, she was right there, her hand on my arm, guiding me toward the bed, sending tingles up my spine.

“Lay down on your stomach,” she offered, “so I can start on your back.”

The gentle fingers that were caressing the back of my bicep, slid down my body and over my bum, sending a pulse of energy through my body as she glided ever so gently up the backs of my thighs.

“Ah!” I let out, unable to withhold the response.

“You like that,” she stated, “that’s good to know.”

Her hands left my body for just a moment and I actually lurched from the lack of contact. I picked up my head, to see what was going on, and when I did, I was treated to the most incredible sight, her clothes gone, every inch of her incredible body on full display.

I had signed on for a seductive massage, a transcendent experience, and yet when I looked at her naked form, I couldn’t help but want more.

“Am I allowed to touch?” I asked, hopeful of the opportunity.

“There will be lots of mutual touch, I promise,” she replied, although she didn’t really give me the permission I was looking for.

The moment her clothes were gone, she shifted over top of me, her skin against mine, her hands finding their way to my shoulders and my scalp. Before I knew it, she began to really fondle and massage, sending me into a completely relaxed state.

Her neck and scalp massage was nice, very soothing, but it was the feel of her naked bosoms against my back, her super soft skin against mine, that was what had me super excited. When one of her hands wandered southbound, tickling ever so lightly between my thighs and grazing my testicles, the temperature in the room sky rocketed.

“Ah!” I let out, revealing how much I liked the attention, happy to give her the feedback she desired.

“There you go,” she offered, recognizing my submissive response.

From there, her hands were a whirlwind of heavenly delight.

The massage that followed was highly erotic, a combination of strong rubs and gentle, feather light tickles, and she found spots all over my body that completely tantalized my mind; the backs of the arms, my inner thighs, the undercarriage of my testicles, the essence of my core. She literally touched me everywhere and all I could do was ride the edge, wondering where she might go next.

When her fingers finally slid over my bum, down my hip and beneath my thigh, I was ready, and when she wrapped her silky-smooth fingers around my shaft, I offered no resistance, completely handing over all control to her and that magnificent touch.

All along; I had anticipated that things would escalate once she was touching my sex and that was the understatement of the year as she pressed the moment forward with that incredible feel. It only took three subtle strokes, gentle up and down glides, and she had me panting; and three more had me literally gasping for breath.

The build-up was quick, seizing every muscle at the spine and the euphoria was intense, sending pleasure pulses zooming into my brain. I struggled to keep my eyes from rolling to the back of my head.

“Oh, God!” I moaned.

The words escaped my lips, an involuntary response to her pleasure touch but there was no point resisting; my mind and my body both lost to her incredible advances.

At one point, her cock tease efforts had my brain reeling, unable to endure the full range of ecstasy that she was doling out, and I knew I needed to finish off, to complete the bodily cycle she had so deftly started in my loins.

It was what I needed and yet she wouldn’t allow it, keeping me at the bliss filled edge of desire without the finality of release.

I tried to secure my own climax, humping and jerking with my hips to bring about my orgasm, and while my mind fixated on that effort, she introduced me to her breast, a soft bosom against my face, a feeling that caused the strangest reaction in my brain.

Before I knew it, my lips latched on to her skin, a nipple in my mouth and to the back of my throat. Soon I was lost in an earnest suckle, my mind no longer able to make sense of what was going on.

It was amazing how quickly things had changed or how helpless I felt to it all, the momentum too much to stop, and when she started calling me her good little boy, I struggled to dispute the notion, until my mind went right along with her suggestive thoughts.

“Such a good little boy,” she cooed ever so softly in my ear.

Submission was so much easier than resistance, and I allowed her to have her way, granting her full and complete dominion over my world. The more she tickled and teased her way into my brain, the more I appreciated that decision, even as she assumed deeper and deeper levels of control.

My body was in the midst of the most helpless grind, trying to complete the sexual cycle she had started with my lust, but it was impossible, and the longer it went on, the less control I possessed, until a seismic shift took place inside my head.

Up until that point, I knew the pleasure was intense but I had no idea it was mind-altering, that is until she withdrew her touch altogether and I was introduced to the agony of withdrawal. One moment of that torture and I was ready to obey her every command but she made me endure even more than that, until there was no doubt as to who was in charge.

There are many things that may make you question who is truly in control but thirty seconds of that debilitating feeling and I knew I would never want to experience it again. The moment her hands returned to my body and I felt that incredible rub, I knew I would never question her authority, the price of admission much too steep to pay.

A build-up would follow, the euphoric rise to the ultimate ecstasy and even though I wanted to finally experience relief, the truth was my mind was forever warped, conditioned by the overwhelming force.

How did she do that? Was it a result of the way she strung out my lust? Was that enough to reduce my mind to that of a helpless little boy?

The answers to those questions would have to wait. She was ready to take things further as evidenced by her very next words.

“Why don’t you turn over so we can get to the good stuff,” she whispered in my ear.

The words were sexy, the tone was hot, and when I did as I was told, flipping my body to reveal my front side, she didn’t waste any time in showing me what she was all about.

All of the online reviews that I had read touted her abilities with her hands and while I thought the back massage was nice, it was nothing compared to how I felt once she really showed what she could do.

My dick was hard as a rock so the momentum was already in place and when she wrapped her supple fingers around my hardened shaft and began to tickle and stroke, it took my breath away. It was my first experience with her ecstasy and let me tell you it was absolute bliss. Every touch felt incredible, the way she tickled and teased. Her feather light stroke stimulated every point of arousal, until my mind grew light and the room began to spin.

There’s something very special about receiving a hand job, one you don’t need to control yourself, but it is particularly nice when the woman giving it knows exactly where to touch and just how hard. Her fingers were clearly there, stroking my full length, but it was the excitement she created inside my head that was what had my mind spinning like a reel.

Orgasm is the goal every time that I play but it obviously wasn’t hers. She loved to drive the excitement, to build up the flow, but for some reason she avoided the climax. At first, that was vexing, getting close but not quite there, but then I realized she was doing it on purpose and it started to break me down.

What was that? And how could I adapt?

Before I knew it, my entire body felt this yearn from within, a desperate desire to get off, to finally have my release. As that feeling grew in intensity, the strength of my brain washed away as a result. It was an inverse reaction, the way the increase in her teasing stripped me of my power, and I had no choice but to sit back and endure.

I’m not sure how long she kept me like that, in that helpless and feckless state, but I was hyper aware the moment she offered me a way out.

“It’s almost time,” she said. “Would mommy’s little boy like to make spurties?”

The way she said it was rather emasculating but it didn’t change my answer, or the fact that I desperately needed to get off.

“Yes, please,” I replied.

That’s when she showed me it wouldn’t be as easy as just saying a few simple words.

“Then say it,” she coaxed. “Tell me you want your mommy to make you spurt,” she answered.

I knew what she was doing, asserting her influence, revealing her control, demonstrating the power she possessed. I’ll admit, I didn’t think it was possible, not from a simple massage and yet now that I had experienced it firsthand, there was no denying that she was right.

Looking her right in the eye, I told her exactly what she wanted to hear.

“I want mommy to make me spurt,” I said.

She smiled at my concession and with one hand still rubbing my junk, keeping my excitement on the edge, she used the fingers of her other hand to fish out my phone from my pants pocket, handing it to me while telling me what to do.

“How about you leave your review of my service now,” she said.

It wasn’t how it was supposed to be, the review should take place after everything was done, but there was no way I could argue that point, not with the dominant position she held. So, I completed my review, hopeful that she would still let me cum even after it was posted.

Typing while you are riding the brink of ecstasy isn’t easy but it’s a whole lot better than getting no relief at all so I hacked out my comment, sharing details of the best massage I had ever received. The end of our session may have still been in question, but otherwise everything I said was spot on.

“There, it’s posted!” I exclaimed the instant I hit send.

She looked at the results on her device, in her account, and once she was satisfied that I had obeyed her command, she set to the task of rewarding my efforts.

To be honest, knowing I was going to get to cum actually took some of the excitement out of the moment, the shock and surprise of if or when it might happen taken off the table, however the intensity still rose sky high and my balls still shot, the lust in my body dying to get out.

The first rope of semen spurted from my dick and sprayed my chest but it was the three more that followed that granted my body as well as my brain the extreme relief and satisfaction that it desired.

“Oh, God!” I exhaled, grateful for the release.

The entire experience was such a rush. The lust had a vice like grip on my brain and now that it was released, I felt like I could finally think again.

What was that? And would she be able to do it to me every time?

I didn’t know the answer to those questions however I can tell you that I left her place shortly thereafter still fully confused. A part of me swore I would never return. It was exactly how I felt for those first moments after my cum, but as the time would pass and my energy would return, my mind started listening to another tune.

The entire time with Claire was really intense, the way she held my orgasm for ransom, the way she dominated my needs. All of it caused my brain to shudder. It was a lot to take, maybe too much, but as my brain contemplated never going back, my dick began to twitch, encouraging me to try again, at least one more time.


Conclusion

Mommy Claire

Todd made for a very fun evening, submitting to my touch, giving in to my control. If we had more time, I would have infantilized him even more, introducing him to diaper play and maybe even some special outfits.

Oh, well.

Those things would have to wait, my visit to the Indy area short, my time with Todd cut off before mommy could really have her way.

Maybe next time, I said to myself, saving Todd’s contact information should I ever travel to this area again.


Prostate Challenge

Mommy Claire


PROLOGUE

Mommy Claire

I am a dominant mommy and an adult baby diaper lover. It is who I am at my core and that is never going to change. When I meet someone of a like mind, whether they lean little or lean big, I am happy to share in the experience and the lifestyle, happy to find a kindred spirit and soul.

That mindset has led me to meet many wonderful people in my life, sharing our common interests and our bond, but there are times when others step into my world, those unfamiliar with age play, infantilism and the benefits of regression. When that happens, I am inclined to seduce them, introducing them to a life of letting go. One step usually leads to another and another still until the experience becomes pervasive and they fall in love with the age play world, becoming active members of a very special group.

But there are others still, people who don’t fit into either mold but need my help all the same. For them I choose a different path, one that invariably ends at the same destination, a submissive little boy or girl at my knee, but provides a different journey altogether, one more in line with their needs.

This story is about one of those others, a man who needed my help and was willing to travel a completely different journey in getting the job done.


SCENE 1

Mommy Claire

Not too long ago I was traveling back East, for a work-related event, and as I was waiting on my return flight, I noticed a very interesting man. The interest wasn’t because he was particularly handsome or he had an amazing body, it was because he had a problem, one for which I was pretty sure I held the cure.

In a very short period of time, he frequented the bathroom often, jetting in to take care of a need. It was an obvious sign of a problem, his prostate no doubt, unable to maintain a flow. He probably didn’t know it but it was a problem that could be lessened with a little loving attention.

The only question was, how exactly do you broach such a sensitive topic with a stranger at the airport? And what could I possibly say that would convince him to grant me the access I would need, to effect the change I wanted to make?

It was a conundrum and yet if you know anything about me, I always rise to the challenge.


SCENE 2

Leonard

It’s been said that life is stranger than fiction but I didn’t believe it until one of those events happened to me.

I was at the airport, waiting on a flight to Vegas for a trip and my morning coffee needed to move on, I had to pee. Unfortunately, ever since I reached a certain age, that isn’t always the easiest task. As it turned out, I ended up making three trips to the lavatory in the forty minutes while waiting for the plane to board and still I wasn’t able to fully evacuate my bladder. It was frustrating to say the least and each attempt only made things worse.

Let me tell you, getting old sucks.

Even as I exited the bathroom for the third time, I still didn’t feel relieved. As if all that wasn’t bad enough, when I returned to my seat, the woman next to me knew exactly what I was going through.

She was a sexy broad, about my age with an hourglass bod and tits on display. Under any other circumstance I would have been happy to engage but the way I felt, all I wanted was some peace and privacy. Unfortunately, she had something she needed to say.

“You know,” she said, “there is a natural remedy for what ails you.”

I’m not sure if she was being nosy or friendly but I was in no mood to try to discern.

“I’ll be ok,” I assured her.

Needless to say, I was mortified that she knew my predicament. I couldn’t wait for the plane to board so I could get away from her and her knowing stare, only when they called first class, she got up too, and when we got on the plane, we were both in the same aisle, three, seated in seats C and D.

“Looks like we’re seat mates,” she said with a smile, “shall I tell you about the cure?”

Oh, God! There would be no escaping this conversation.

“Sure,” I replied, resigned to my fate.

What followed was an education I never could have expected in a million years. She proceeded to share the details of her remedy, a story you would have to live first hand to believe but it all happened in real time and by the time our plane landed, we were making arrangements to go to her place, to see if it would work for me.


SCENE 3

Mommy Claire

When I saw the discomfort in his eyes, I knew I needed to help. Many men over the age of fifty are afflicted with a swollen prostate, driven by a diet rich in fatty foods. This invariably results in a blocked bladder, one that makes it impossible to properly drain, to achieve relief.

When Leonard returned from the bathroom for the third time and still had that pained look across his brow, I knew he could use my help, the only question was, would he allow me to show him my way?

The conversation on the airplane went a long way, but the solution I was offering wasn’t an easy pill to swallow. He would have to take a monumental leap, allowing me access to his anus, his rectum and the swollen prostate that lie within.


SCENE 4

Leonard

Claire told me she was going to massage my prostate, releasing its fluids to help my bladder function more normally. Let me repeat that, a woman I had only just met, offered to stick her finger up my bum to help me pee better at night.

Swear to God it’s true, that’s exactly what she said.

It was an extreme thing for anyone to offer let alone a woman I had only just met, and yet there was something about her, this calm confidence, this soothing charm. She had me totally going along.

Sure, the fact that she was smoking hot was a big reason why I agreed but with Claire there was more than that. There was something about her, her swagger, her way. She spoke and I believed, and the way I felt, I needed help and I needed it bad.

The moment our bags were in hand, Claire had a limo pick us up, taking us from the airport to her place. If I thought the stretch limousine was impressive it was minor compared to the mammoth estate that we pulled up to as our destination.

Claire lived in a mansion, like never have to work again in your life kind of wealth. It was a little intimidating, making me wonder just who it was that was offering me help.

Walking up the steep front steps of her home was daunting and the tall doors that led us in were more than a little emasculating. This lady wasn’t just hot she was loaded, making me wonder just who she was and why she took an interest in me?


SCENE 5

Mommy Claire

The story I told Leonard on the flight was a little bit of fact combined with a little bit of romance to create an image in his head, a vision of a successful solution to his prostate problem. That’s what sales is, creating the image people want in their heads, and while I didn’t have anything to sell to Leonard, I did want him returning to my place, so I could explore his mind as well as his libido.

I had every intention of helping him with his prostate problem, at least I was going to try, but what I didn’t tell him was that once he was riding the high of that massaging rub I intended to do even more. I was going to completely dominate his body while infantilizing his mind, turning him into my little titty sucking momma’s boy.

It was only fair. If I was going to help him with his problem then it only made sense that he should help me with mine, giving me something in return. When it comes to grown men, there’s really only one thing I ever want in return and that is a submissive beta ready to do my will.


SCENE 6

Leonard

Claire led me into her palatial home, up the sweeping staircase and to a bedroom on the second floor. It was a finely decorated room, Victorian antiques along every wall, including a four-poster bed, one that was quite elegant. I can’t say it was the environment that I was expecting when she told me what we were going to do but that just goes to show how people don’t all think alike.

The moment we were in the room and she closed the door, her disposition changed. Her approach became quite direct, forthright, and it took me off guard.

“Take off all of your clothes, get up on the bed and on all fours,” she said.

Woah!

The words came without any lead in. It was some direct talk from a woman I had only just met. Sure, we both knew why we were there, but still, I thought there might be some opportunity for discussion.

“Uh, uh, uh,” I stammered.

I wasn’t sure what to do but then Claire showed me how much different she was from any other woman I had ever met.

She stepped towards me, looking all calm and collected, and then she said, “You’ve been having a problem and it isn’t going to go away, not without help. I know this is sensitive, and intimate, but deep down you need this and to be quite frank, I think you know you need help.”

Hearing those words, from those beautiful lips, I really wanted to believe and before I knew it, I found myself undoing the buttons of my shirt, unbuckling my belt, lowering my drawers. Once I was stripped of my clothes, I did exactly as I was told, getting in the center of the bed and on all fours, presenting myself for whatever she wanted to do next.


SCENE 7

Mommy Claire

Watching Leonard do exactly as he was told I knew how things were going to turn out. I’ve dominated many men in my day and I know the signs of the ones who will put up the biggest resistance. Leonard wasn’t among that group. He wasn’t among the group below that either, or one even further down the rungs. If anything, he was a submissive cream pie, ready to do whatever I said.

When he stripped himself completely bare while I was still clothed, he created the first imbalance of power between us, and then he got on all fours in the center of the bed, his posterior fully exposed, revealing an even deeper level of submission to me and my way.

With my words alone I got him out of his clothes and into the center of my bed and then, with the tip of my finger I introduced him to the joys of receiving, especially when it comes to pleasure. I touched him, gently tracing circles with the tips of my fingers on my way to the source of his pleasure as well as his pain.

He was about to go on a journey, one that was certain to cause his head to spin. His prostate held it all and I intended to show him some very tender love and care.

Each individual step from that point on would further the shift of power between us but now it was time to take things to the next level, introducing his body and his mind to the joys of anal bliss.


SCENE 8

Leonard

What the fuck was I doing?

Literally, that is what was going through my head as I assumed the position in the center of Claire’s four poster bed. I had only just met this woman and I was putting myself in the most precarious of situations, handing over all aspects of control. Just how did I get here? And what kept me forging ahead?

The conversation on the plane started it all, the one where she described just how she could relieve my discomfort and how much better I would feel. It didn’t hurt that she was gorgeous, with a smoking hot body to boot but it was the promise of relief that had me fully going along. How long had it been since I had had a good night’s sleep, one where I didn’t need to get up five times to pee? Oh, what I wouldn’t give to feel the peace of a fully empty bladder.

I guess that is what brought me to that place, naked in the center of her bed, my hind quarters raised high, presented for her inspection. Yes, that is what got me there, but what kept me there when her hands landed on my thighs and started massaging their way towards my ass was something completely different altogether. The moment her supple fingers came in contact with my muscles, stimulating nerve endings that hadn’t been touched in a very long time, I was consumed with the heavenly feelings, and when the tip of her finger began to perform swirly q’s on my anus, narrowing ever closer to the center of my sphincter, I felt my body open up like a two-dollar whore, welcoming her next advance.

“Look at that,” she gasped. “You just opened up. Your body wants this.”

I couldn’t deny what she was saying. I felt it at my core, the way my body responded to her magnificent touch. I literally felt every muscle open wide, expanding in response to her stimulation and when I actually felt like my hole was gaping, a finger slipped inside, swarming me with her touch.

“Ungh!!!”

It wasn’t me. I didn’t make that sound. It was my body that let out the deep guttural groan.

Prior to that moment, I had no idea why people enjoyed anal sex but in one single instant, one filled with an intense physical rush, I learned to love my prostate and every feeling that emanated from that area of my body. A flood of chemicals rushed through my core, racing up my spine and flooding my brain. A sense of euphoria overwhelmed me, making everything else disappear.

One moment of that bliss was pure heaven but Claire didn’t stop at one, or two or even three. She absolutely smothered my body in her touch, plying every nerve ending with the most incredible physical rush until I lost connection with the mortal world, drooling profusely and moaning aloud.

With one finger placed firmly on my prostate, massaging, caressing, the fingers of her free hand danced over my skin, stimulating nerve endings I didn’t know existed. It was overwhelming, in the most incredible way, and I allowed her to both massage my body while fingering my hole.

At one point, she had me completely writhing under her touch, my body leaning in to every lust inducing moment until I was literally lost to the experience. Never had I ever felt so good, the feelings emanating from my ass causing my eyes to go cross.

The entire event was so overwhelming but the biggest shock of all came when I looked down at my dick and even though she had yet to touch that appendage, it was as hard as a rock and releasing a stream of silky goo. There was literally a puddle on the bed, a long string of precum connecting the tip of my dick with the sticky pool down below.

I didn’t know where it came from, I certainly didn’t have an orgasm, and yet when Claire finally pulled her fingers from my ass, stopping her relentless assault on my insides, sending me to the bathroom to take care of my need, I had no idea what to expect.

“There’s a bathroom there,” she said, “you should be able to take care of yourself.”

I staggered off of the bed and towards the bath. To be honest, I felt like a whore whose ass had just been used and yet my hard dick was still the first thing on my mind. Why was it hard from the anal rubbing? And why was there so much cum?

It was all such a mystery leading me to wonder if I was supposed to jerk myself off? I wasn’t sure but then I decided to pee first and the result of that event completely changed my life.

Oh, my God!

It all came rushing out, like I hadn’t peed in years. It was so satisfying, maybe even better than sex.


SCENE 9

Mommy Claire

When Leonard got up off of the bed and went into the bathroom, I knew it was his moment of truth. If he was like most men his age, my massage play would flatten his prostate, enabling his bladder to function as normal. If he wasn’t, he was going to feel like I brought him back to my place just so I could fuck him up the ass.

I can only tell you what other men have told me. According to them, peeing freely after you haven’t been able to go in a very long time is like the greatest orgasm known to man. I wanted that experience for Leonard and I wanted him to know I was the one who gave it to him.

Sliding next to the bathroom door, I listened to what was happening inside. I would have liked to be right by his side, to take credit for the success, but I sensed it was a moment when privacy was key.

The long extended, “Ahhhhh!” was definitely a sound of relief but not near as much as the heavy stream of urine to land in the bowl. I could only go by sound but it sounded like a lot, going on for quite some time.

The prostate massage was a success, freeing up his bladder to give him relief but there was more I wanted from the exchange. Make no mistake, I control men via their orgasms and if the prostate was another Avenue to that kind of access, then I was all in… pun intended.


SCENE 10

Leonard

Never had I ever enjoyed urinating as much as I did at that moment. It wasn’t just that I had to go, it was that there was nothing holding it back. For the first time in forever, my body was able to let it all go, the most incredible stream, flowing unimpeded, totally free. The moment it was all out, I knew I had never felt so unencumbered.

The instant I realized why it had happened, what she had done, I raced back out to the room, to thank her for her role.

“Thank you. Thank you,” I gushed, “that pee was better than sex.”

Claire laughed at my comment.

“I told you I could help,” she replied.

She was right and while I had my doubts, I was glad I exposed myself to her, that I let her take control. That is exactly how I felt right up until she told me what she expected in return.

“Now that I did that for you,” Claire said. “What would you think about doing something for me?”

There it was. I couldn’t really say no, not after everything she had done, but I feared what was about to come out of her lips.

“I want you to suckle,” she explained, “and if I’m really being honest, I’d like to rub your cock while you do.”

Now, there were a lot of things she could have said in that moment that could have surprised me but I never expected that, and I found myself agreeing without a second thought.

“Sure,” I replied.

I couldn’t help eying her delectable bosoms, the offer too good to be true.

If I thought the whole thing was a joke or that it couldn’t be, she surprised me once again and before I knew it, we were both on the four-poster bed, me lying across her lap, her bare nipple dragging across my cheek on the way to my mouth. I was about to suckle for the first time in decades and the experience really was surreal.


SCENE 11

Mommy Claire

I love dominating men. I love teasing their lust, drawing out their sexual energy, making them yearn for more of the physical bliss and then denying them the satisfaction of release until they are fully broken, sobbing at my knee, submissive to my whim.

That is what I usually do but Leonard was a different kind of conquest. He and I made a deal, we had an agreement, and I intended to see it through. The milking of his prostate had his body drained. Teasing his lust would have to wait and so we moved on to my reward, before he was truly broken and tamed.

It was different from my usual conquest but everything about his journey was different and so I played along, happy to see where things might lead.


SCENE 12

Leonard

The bodily reaction that followed could only be described as instinctual, the way my head snapped, the way my lips drew her in, but the suckling connection went even deeper, providing a very special bond.

God, was nursing at Claire’s breast nice.

When she asked if I would suckle at her teat, I immediately thought it would be such fun, but I had no idea the experience would be a driver for her, that is until I drew her nipple to the back of my throat and she responded with a happy and hearty sigh.

“Ah!!!!” she let out.

Sensing it was a trigger for her, I doubled down, taking her nipple between my lips and really pursing down. As expected, she let out a joyous yelp.

“Ooh,” she cooed. “That’s it. But be careful, lips are ok but not with the teeth.”

I did exactly as I was told, using the full force of my lips to draw out the pleasure in her nipples and she responded in kind, writhing and moaning, really getting into the exchange.

I swear, I think she came from my stimulation of her breasts, and not just once. In fact, by the way she really began to wiggle and groan, I think my suckling created a barrage of pleasurable feelings, enough to leave her a sated mess.

At one point her hips ground against my back as I suckled deeply and together, we reached an ethereal state, grinding into each other, rubbing real close. It was super erotic for me, even if I wasn’t able to cum, and I’m pretty sure she loved it as well.

We actually fell asleep like that, me suckling at Claire’s teat, her gently playing with my junk. After the way she massaged my prostate earlier I couldn’t manage an orgasm, but somehow, I was still horny as hell, kept on the edge by her tickling touch.

It wasn’t until I awoke in the morning and realized I had slept through the entire night, no getting up to pee, that I realized the full scope of what had taken place between us.

“You cured my problem,” I said to Claire from my position in her arms.

“Temporarily,” she corrected.

“Temporary?” I asked.

“I can help you,” she replied, “but you’ll have to come back, so I can continue to milk you dry.”

It turned out that what Claire did to me was called milking, removing all of the semen from my prostate without the finality of orgasm. It did allow me to pee freely afterward, for which I will be forever indebted, but it also made me feel submissive and weak, a sub to her dominant control.

I wasn’t sure I could accept the one, even with the benefit of the other, until she explained how she wanted it to be.

“I can milk you once a week,” she offered, “keep you right as rain, but in order for it to work, you have to save your orgasms for me, and I want something in return.”

Her first requirement was already too big of an ask. I masturbated daily and the thought of giving that up was a lot to take, and yet I couldn’t deny how well I slept. Could I make that trade?

“If I agree, what is it that you want in return?” I asked.

The smile she gave me should have let me know it would be good.

“I guess it’s obvious I like the nipple play,” she replied. “If this is going to work, I want you to suckle away, make me cum until I fall asleep.”

There it was, I was right. She drew intense physical satisfaction from the titty play, to the point of orgasm, and I’m not sure why, but knowing that excited me, making me want to indulge her even more.

“Ok,” I agreed. “You’ll do me and I’ll do you.”


SCENE 13

Mommy Claire

I loved that Leonard made the deal thinking things wouldn’t change once he was hopelessly addicted to my touch. That is part of what made him so special, that unique naïveté.

The truth was, whether it was his penis or his prostate, I intended to service him better than he could possibly take care of himself and in that process, create a childlike dependence on me.

It was my method and now that he was inside the machine, it only made sense that he would get on that path. His world was destined for a new type of dependence, on me as well as my supple touch.


SCENE 14

Leonard

So, the arrangement was made, Claire would milk my prostate in exchange for me suckling at her teat like a little boy. I was happy to make the trade. In fact, I would have agreed to the suckling anyway, I liked it that much, but I was happy to get her attention on my insides, and I never peed so well.

One particular session, Claire was really milking me dry, when she explained the long-term effects of what we were doing.

“Your prostate is a gland and the more you work a gland the more it produces,” she explained. “We’ve been working yours and it is responding, changing your level of production.”

At first, I didn’t understand, but then she broke it down.

“When I squeeze out the prostate it gets small,” she said, “so you can pee. But then it builds back, only each time it gets stronger, responding to the need.”

I still didn’t get it so she dumbed it down.

“The more you do it, the more you’ll need it,” she said.

Now, that I understood. Like how a lifetime of drinking meant it took a case of beer to get my uncle drunk, my constant jerking off made my prostate really strong. The more I came the stronger it got, also meaning it wasn’t going to just shrink and go away.

“Ok,” I agreed, “but what do we do?”

Mommy Claire laid out a plan, one that involved introducing me to one of her friends, a friend that was able to give a little boy like me the attention I deserved. I’ll admit, Angie wasn’t a looker like Mommy Claire but after quite a build-up, I was grateful to anyone who could relieve the pressure and Angie did all that and more.

Angie has since taken over my care and my life and while she isn’t who I would have chosen from the start, I am eternally grateful to have someone who thoroughly understands my needs and is happy to meet the requirement.


EPILOGUE

Mommy Claire

Angie has been a friend for a long long time and one of the few people for whom I have ever arranged a meeting, and in her case more than one.

The truth is, I feel bad for Angie and each time I give her a submissive little boy she uses him until he can take no more and then comes running to me for someone new.

Fortunately, Leonard was already taking more and more effort to maintain so I was happy to pair the two of them up, a match made in heaven, or at least a convenience made out of coincidence.


The Gift

Mommy Claire


INTRODUCTION

Mark knew he was in for some serious trouble. His mother-in-law wasn’t just coming for a visit, she was bringing someone with her, a friend who was going to teach he and his wife about the dynamics of power and control in a marital relationship. It sounded like a self-help seminar, but if Mark knew his mother-in-law like he thought he did, it was really about inserting her dominance over her daughter’s family, and more importantly, him.

For her part, Missy Campbell was used to getting her own way. That’s why she would never take no for an answer, that is why she always pushed forward so unrelentingly, even when the initial response was anything but welcoming. Missy saw what was happening in her daughter’s marriage, and she wasn’t about to sit idly by, not when there was so much more she could do.




PROLOGUE

Mommy Claire

There was a time in my life when I used to dominate unsuspecting souls, granting them absolute physical bliss before turning their minds; leaving them humbled, yearning for more. The entire experience didn’t just twist up their heads it left them feckless and weak, a sign of their crumbling mess. It was a total power trip for me and I savored every one of those capitulating events.

Those days and those experiences shaped who I would become, filling my head with grand bravado and confidence galore. Back then, I was ready to take on the world, one horny man at a time. They were good times but over the years I learned a subtle nuance to my existence, accepting that there is more to life than just victory in those one on ones.

In all of those early encounters there was something that I missed out on, an integral part to complete my whole, the last piece of my puzzle unfulfilled. It made for a vexing challenge, one that needed to be resolved if I wanted to move on. I could not rest until it was found.

It took a while, but I finally discovered that last variable, the missing piece to my puzzle and my world. It turned out to be something very simple indeed. The simple truth was, it wasn’t enough to take control of the people in your world, it wasn’t sufficient just to break them down. The real value would come in building them up, rebuilding the old in to something sparkling and new.

That simple realization, that acknowledgment of truth, changed my life entirely, placing me on a completely new path.

For the longest time, I measured success by the number of loyal and submissive subjects committed to my name, the ones I had conquered in battle, but with that single revelation I realized there was more than one way to determine the quality of a life, and as this story will attest, it is the end results that truly make that case.


SCENE 1

Mommy Claire

For anyone who has ever married off a daughter only to live to regret that decision, this story is for you. Recently, a friend of mine was in that exact situation, her daughter betrothed to a fellow who seemed ok at first, but upon deeper inspection turned out to be quite the cad.

Fortunately, she knows me, a woman who possesses a unique set of skills, as well as a confident and mature attitude, enough to take control of any situation. Not only was I willing to offer her my services when her daughter’s house was in utter disarray, I was also able to add to her request, identifying a whole list of less than desirable behaviors and traits in that incorrigible young man that needed to be addressed.

In the end, our visit to meet with her daughter and her son-in-law turned out to be quite the event, inserting some new ideas into their lives, ones that would prove very beneficial for her future as she continued on in the married world.

The result has been a very dutiful husband and son-in-law, cuckold really, and a friend that is quickly realizing the value of dominance and control in any relationship.


SCENE 2

Missy Campbell

I was at my wits end with Mark. Not to get into name calling but he was a lazy good for nothing loaf. He literally let my daughter do all the work. It was absolutely frustrating to watch and even worse knowing the she was going to continue to let him get away with it.

Something needed to be done and if I could have done it myself, I would have, but then my friend Claire talked about the things she used to do when she was young, how she used to twist up and take control of young men, and it made me wonder if she could do it again.

“Do you think you could still do it today?” I asked. “Turn a bad son-in-law into a good husband for my daughter?”

It was over drinks, the conversation was light, but there was no denying the glow in Claire’s eyes as she agreed to take up the cause.

“I can still teach a thing or two,” she replied. “Can you get me access? I can’t do anything unless I can get him alone.”

The instant she agreed I felt my whole world lighten, an immediate lift.

“I’m sure that can be arranged,” I said, a million ideas already surging in my head on how to make it happen.


SCENE 3

Mark

“I thought you said it was just going to be for a weekend?” I said to my wife, unsure why it was necessary for her mother as well as her mother’s friend to move in with us long term.

I was in the process of preparing the guest bedroom, getting things ready, hoping my wife would have better news to share.

“When she gets here, you can talk to her about it and ask her that question. Then, she can explain it to you,” my wife replied. “You know my mother, once she gets an idea in her head, nothing will slow her down.”

I did know her mother and I also knew I had spent enough time with her to know I was extremely happy living three states away, with a buffer several hundred miles wide. I definitely didn’t want to be living under the same roof for a weekend let alone an extended stay.

Needless to say, my opinion in this instance never factored into the equation, which is why I was getting the spare room ready and shaking at the core at what my mother-in-law’s arrival meant for me and my foreseeable future.


SCENE 4

Missy Campbell

My daughter is an absolute princess, so loving, so caring, she can’t even see how her husband takes advantage of her kind hearted nature. She’s always making excuses for him, which is why I knew I would need to be the one to step in, to set things right.

No sooner did Claire and I arrive at their door, giving my daughter a hello hug and I turned my eyes on that good for nothing louse, ready to begin.

“Hi, Missy,” he greeted me, using my first name as if we stood on equal ground, another sign of disrespect, one that would need to be corrected.

“Mark!” I said, throwing my arms wide and welcoming him in with a plastizene smile. It was all I could do to maintain my composure.

He hugged me back but it was stiff, superficial, and I took it as another sign of the distance between us.

Pulling away from the embrace, I couldn’t help myself, I had to say something about the house and what I saw in the disarray.

“By the look of the outside of the house and the lawn you obviously don’t do much around here?” I offered. “So, what have you been up to?”

He grimaced in response. He tried to hide his reaction but I could tell my words got to him.

“It’s nice to see you too,” he replied with a smug smile. “Is everything ok at home? Molly tells me you need a place to stay for a while? We’re happy to help, knowing you’re in need.”

It was crafty word play. Mark was always a clever sort, even if he lacked the motivation to truly follow things through. If he was going to help whenever I expressed a need, I was going to be quick to take him up on the offer.

“You’re so nice to help,” I said. “Our bags are in the back of the car. Do you mind bringing them in?”

The moment he was out the door, my daughter shot me a stern look.

“Can’t the two of you just get along?” she asked.

My daughter then turned her attention to Claire, giving her a big hug.

“How are you Auntie Claire,” she greeted my lifelong friend, “I’m so glad you could come.”

“Thank you for having me, you have quite the beautiful place,” Claire offered.

“Oh, it’s a mess,” my daughter replied.

“Nothing a little elbow grease and initiative couldn’t take care of,” I offered, trying to get in one last dig before the no good louse returned from the car.

Mark’s attitude upon my arrival was combative, which let me know our work was cut out for us. Not only was he an incorrigible sort, but he intended to defend that beach, as if it was his last front. Don’t get me wrong, I welcomed the challenge. The bigger they are the harder they fall and by the time I was through, Mark’s ego was going to have fallen as far as it could possibly go.


SCENE 5

Mark

When my mother-in-law showed up at our door, I was dreading it but she wasn’t alone; and when I got a good look at her friend, my entire disposition changed.

Don’t get me wrong, her friend Claire was just as old as her but she was sexy, in a way I had never seen before. Pretty face, nice smile, smooth hair, but it was that body, those dangerous curves, and the most voluptuous breasts known to man. Throughout our entire marriage, my wife never showed any cleavage and this woman Claire made up for years of going without in one single outfit. She was hot. Her plunging neckline leaving nothing to the imagination and that smooth soft skin just begged to be touched.

It was a struggle not to stare and I must admit, on more than one occasion I didn’t even try to resist the temptation, as I helped them with their bags, as we sat down for dinner to get to know one another.

That’s the way it was for the first couple of days. The entire first weekend with my mother-in-law and her sexy friend were filled with a combination of lust filled temptation and teasing torture but that was nothing compared to how I felt when my wife came to me on Sunday morning to let me know that she and her mother were planning a trip.

“I know it’s not what we planned,” my wife explained, “but we need to visit a client for work.”

By “we” she meant she and her mother but to be honest, it didn’t make sense.

“You work for your parents. It’s their company,” I objected, “can’t they make someone else go?”

“It’s my account,” Molly replied. “I’m sorry to leave but I really have to go.”

Fortunately, Molly wasn’t leaving by herself for a week, she was taking her mother as well, leaving me alone in the house with the sexy Claire. That was a lot to process, more than my brain could handle. Without anyone else there, what would happen between us?


SCENE 6

Mommy Claire

Missy and I made the long trip to visit with her daughter but the real purpose of the excursion was to provide some much-needed education to her son-in-law, her daughter’s spouse. He was in need of the type of behavior modification I specialize in and once I met him, I was excited to begin.

Things started with all of us there; Missy, myself, her daughter, Molly, and Mark, her son-in-law. After a brief amount of time getting to know one another, I was ready to put the first step into motion.

“He took the bait,” I informed the mother daughter pair, “he showed that I’ll have no problem turning that little boy out.”

Missy nodded her head while her daughter was slow to accept what I was putting down.

“I know he’s got a wandering eye,” Molly said, “but he’s a stud in bed. He won’t give in, not to anyone and especially not a woman.”

I had to laugh at that comment. I had seen it before and knew enough to read the signs.

It started with a few opportunities to look down my blouse and at first, he demonstrated a little resistance, but soon he was taking every chance he could, indulging without a care in the world. It was the most obvious sign of a horny little boy and he was putting it on full display. It made me wonder just how easily he would succumb, especially once the seduction really got underway.

“Give me just a couple of days and I’ll have him obedient like a little boy,” I offered.

It would all begin with some privacy, some alone time just he and I, and so I asked Missy and Molly to leave us alone, to get to the brass tacks. I felt confident that if I could get Mark all to myself; without anyone else there to distract him, that I could really affect change, and so I sent the two of them on their way, asking for a Cialis prescription refill before they headed out the door.

“Is she serious,” Molly asked her mother. “Is she planning to have sex with my husband?”

Missy’s answer was direct and to the point. “Sex?” she replied. “No, your husband won’t be having sex. He may not be having sex ever again but he is about to go through some intense behavior modification.”

The two of them left while discussing the details, exactly what I intended to do and how it would leave him a much better version of himself when I was done. It’s always a tricky part, getting a wife to surrender intimate access to her man, but the end results are worth their weight in gold.

If all went as planned, Mark would be on his way to a rehabilitated version of himself within a day or two and later that evening, over our first meal alone, I laid out my plan on how we were going to get there.

“Mark,” I said over dinner, “while Molly and Missy are away, I was hoping we might knock out some of the chores around the house. How does that sound?”

He shoveled my thoughtfully prepared dinner into his mouth, hardly taking the time to appreciate the taste.

“I have work,” he replied, continuing to fork the meal down his gullet.

I bit my tongue. If I let him know how I really felt, it was sure to start a fight. Instead, I thought about my options, selecting the one I felt was most likely to yield the desired result.

“There can be a reward for getting your jobs done,” I offered, “a carrot as opposed to a stick. Why don’t you go out to the den and relax, watch some tv, let me clean up. I’ll show you how a reward can play out and tomorrow you can decide if it’s worth a few jobs.”

He didn’t seem receptive to my offer of reward for work but he didn’t waste a moment scurrying from the table the moment I said I would clean up. It was typical of a guy like him but I didn’t mind, even helping Mark from the table, guiding him to the den and the television. I even set him up with his favorite beer, some weed, and a bong, letting him really settle in while I went to go finish the chores.

Molly left me with specific instructions before her departure. Pain and suffering were off of the table. She didn’t want me doing anything to punish him but she didn’t say anything about rewards, so I thought I would start with a little tease, to see if he could be gently coaxed into doing the right thing.

Who knew, maybe it would work out and we would achieve all of our goals with the simplest approach, but regardless of the result, I wasn’t going to stop until I had my way.


SCENE 7

Mark

The scene was so messed up, like something out of the Twilight Zone. Not only did my mother-in-law’s friend prepare an amazing meal, she sent me away while she cleaned up, even setting me up with a beer and a bong to hang out and relax.

“Molly’s not here so you don’t have to go outside to smoke,” Claire offered, “I’ll put a fan in the window.”

I didn’t know who this woman was. She certainly looked like my mother-in-law’s friend, even if her actions were totally out of character, but I’m not one to look a gift horse in the mouth so I sat back to enjoy the show.

College basketball was on, a Big Ten match-up between Michigan and Indiana and I really got into the game, a beer in one hand and my bong in another. The game was just breaking for half when Claire returned from her cleaning.

“The kitchen’s all done,” she informed me, “now it’s time to take care of you.”

Without another word, she got down on the floor, at my feet and began to untie my laces. From there, things got even more unusual.

While I watched the announcers review the first half highlights on the television, my mother-in-law’s friend, Claire, removed my shoes as well as my socks, exposing my bare feet.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

Her answer was direct and to the point.

“I’m going to massage you,” she replied, “to show you the way I reward good behavior.”

The way she said, ‘good behavior’, it was kind of condescending but then she began to rub my feet, massaging my toes, caressing the soles, and I have to admit, it felt good.

Was this for real? I couldn’t be sure. Then, my phone rang and the caller ID showed my wife on the line.

Oh, shit! I thought, but then I realized she was the one who set this up, who put me in this situation, I didn’t do anything wrong.

“Hey!” I answered, glad she called when she did, still confused by what was going on.

“Hey, hon,” my wife replied. “We got here safe and sound. How’s everything at home?”

Despite Claire being right there, I had to say something.

“I think something’s up with your mom’s friend,” I offered.

“What’s up?” Molly asked.

“She’s rubbing my feet,” I replied, “she wouldn’t take no for an answer.”

My wife’s response was quick. “She thinks she can help us,” she replied. “Both of us. If you can just go along, who knows, maybe it will work.”

I heard what my wife was saying but I didn’t think she understood.

“She’s touching me, my bare feet!” I added.

Once again, my wife’s response was not what I expected.

“Does it hurt?” she asked.

I thought it strange that that was the only thing to come to my wife’s mind given what I had just shared. “No,” I admitted.

“Does it feel good?” she asked.

Now, I was embarrassed. “Kind of,” I admitted.

“So why are you complaining?” she replied. “I’ll tell you what, if you can get along with Claire for a week, do whatever she says, I’ll give you my own reward when I get back, how does that sound?”

The truth was it sounded great, I loved special rewards from my wife.

I quickly agreed and the moment I did, I looked down at Claire and I swear, the most sinister grin consumed her face. I should have been scared at that omen but I was too caught up at the prospect of my wife’s reward, to truly consider the danger that that sign foretold.


SCENE 8

Mommy Claire

The next morning, my expectations were high, which as it turned out, is a recipe for disappointment.

After treating Mark like a king for the evening, fancy meal, allowing him to sack out in front of the couch watching sports and smoking pot while I handled all of the cleaning, I anticipated that he would be grateful, that he would jump on the list of jobs in an attempt to receive even more attention. It seemed a perfectly fair trade to me and yet he barely got to the very first item on the list.

The first task on the list was cut the lawn, and while he did get out the mower and made several passes across the grass, he never bothered to rake and the trimmer never made an appearance. To say I was underwhelmed would be insufficient, it was a major disappointment wrapped within a lazy outer shell.

WTF?

I could tell you that I was upset but it was more than that. Mark didn’t appreciate my reward, or maybe he felt entitled, either way, I needed to go back to the drawing board if I wanted my friend’s daughter to have a dutiful and supportive spouse, and I wanted that, now more than ever.

The next stage of the plan would not be so subtle, providing a distinct means by which to evaluate our progress.


SCENE 9

Mark

I knew by the look on Claire’s face that she was disappointed. It was a combination of the furrow of her brow and the tension around her mouth, the kind that said she wanted to say something but was holding back.

It wasn’t that I didn’t want her approval, in fact there was a part of me that wanted her to like me, it was just that when it came time for the things she wanted me to do, the chores around the house, something always won my attention. I thought for certain that I was about to be punished for my laziness but then she did something I never could have expected.

“Mark,” Claire said over dinner that evening, “I’m at my wits end with you. I’ve tried helping you, and motivating you, but nothing seems to get through. So, this time, I’m going to try something different.”

It wasn’t anything I hadn’t heard from my mother-in-law in the past only with Claire it came across differently. I wasn’t sure what the change was but I had a feeling I was about to find out.

That’s when she said the most mind-altering thing

“Instead of offering a reward when you follow my rules,” she offered, “I’m going to punish you whenever you get out of line. How does that sound?”

Oh, shit!

The truth was, it didn’t sound good at all. I didn’t know what her punishments would include but I highly doubted I would like them. Then, she showed me just what was in store for the man who failed to follow her rules.

“I see the way you look at me,” she said, “and don’t think I didn’t notice when I bent over, the way you ogled my cleavage. Did you like that? Did you enjoy looking at mommy’s titties?”

Dang!

I had no idea our conversation was going to change like that, or that she saw me when I was checking her out. It was embarrassing as hell.

“Uh, uh, uh,” I stammered.

I’m not sure how I would have answered her question but Claire didn’t wait to find out. Instead, she moved on me.

“I bet that little pee-pee of yours is excited just talking about it,” she said.

As quick as greased lightning, Claire closed the distance between us. Before I knew it, her hands were on me, sliding over my chest, down my stomach, inside the waistband while deftly undoing my belt. It all happened in a split second, and while I tried to figure out just what to do, Claire discovered my dirty secret.

Her talk about my little pee-pee excited me.

“You’re growing, you want this!” she gasped. “I knew you had a thing for mommy but I had no idea you wouldn’t be able to control it.”

I tried to turn away, to hide my erection, but she got mad.

“Don’t you dare turn away,” she spat.

Placing her hands on my shoulders she turned my body back to face her. I couldn’t hide my arousal nor could I tame my embarrassment. I began to shiver in the moment.

Fortunately, Claire noticed and took pity on me. She took me in her arms and gathered me in for a hug.

“It’s alright little boy,” she cooed. “You got all excited and couldn’t control yourself. That’s because you’re a horny little boy. Say it.”

Damn!

Hearing her say that was fucked up and yet the way she held me in her arms as she said it felt good. I found myself going along, nodding my head, admitting my weakness.

“That’s right,” mommy agreed, “and now that we’ve figured that out, we’re going to help you with it. Tell me, what gets you the most excited?”

It was an easy question but not one I could answer in front of Claire, my mother-in-law’s friend. There was so much I liked about this situation but saying it out loud, in front of her, was not an option.

Claire grew impatient with my lack of response.

“Has my little boy grown shy?” she asked. “Let me see if I can do something to help you loosen up.”

Prior to that moment; the interaction between us was odd, weird but manageable. That all changed the moment her fingers slipped lower, sliding under the leg of my shorts, up my bare thigh, gently caressing my skin before coming in contact with my engorged shaft.

Oh, shit! That simple move changed everything. All at once, I couldn’t stop my bodily response.

This wasn’t supposed to happen.

Immediately, I thought of my wife, and while I should have felt guilty or maybe even scared about what was taking place, the only thing that came to my mind was her offer of reward and her insistence that I go along with everything Claire said.

Was it possible that included this?

For the briefest of moments, I wasn’t sure and, in that delay, Claire’s fingers found my most sensitive zone, my penis, and she began to fondle and caress. Once that happened, everything changed. A bolt of adrenaline shot straight up my spine and flooded my brain with the most intense, pleasure inducing chemicals.

“Ah!” I moaned.

I’m certain that this makes me sound so weak but the instant she started stroking my dick, I knew I was done. Like it or not, decision time was through.

If I thought I knew true pleasure before, my understanding expanded tenfold when Claire’s hands found my loins and she showed me her talented touch. It was amazing, overwhelming and in an instant, she had my mind floating on a cloud.

“Oh, God!” I groaned in response.

The gentle rubs that followed took my arousal sky high. In a matter of seconds, I was panting like a dog in heat but it was the relentless voice in my ear, encouraging me to give in, that was what had my brain on edge, ready to submit to her control.

“Such a good little boy,” Mommy Claire cooed, her words soft, her voice angelic in my ear.

I don’t know what it was about her touch and her words but they zapped me of all of my power. I fell prostrate to the floor, unable to support my own weight in the midst of such bliss and to be quite frank, I didn’t mind. Never had I ever felt anything so all-consuming.

It was quite an event, mind-altering, life changing, and while it was happening, I could do little more than gasp and huff. Believe it or not, I thought we were at the pinnacle of the experience but then Claire pushed things even further, taking me one step further to introduce me to heaven on earth.

I’m not sure when she removed her blouse but I was hyper aware the moment Mommy Claire placed her silky-smooth bosom against my face, and when she coaxed her firm nipple across my cheek and towards my mouth, I innately returned to my infantile state, suckling at her teat, accepting my role as her good little boy.

If I thought the hand job was nice, I discovered true ecstasy while drawing her in her mound of flesh.

I never knew nursing could be so peaceful but not only did it calm all of my anxiety, it also placed me in a completely restful state. And just when I thought it couldn’t get any better, mommy added to the moment by providing long slow strokes to my excited rod.

It was true euphoria. I couldn’t decide which I liked more, the nursing event or the incredible hand job and fortunately I didn’t have to choose, mommy granting both wishes with one amazing event.


SCENE 10

Mommy Claire

At first, I wasn’t sure if I should cross the line but once I touched Mark’s cock, once I introduced the sexual energy there could be no turning back.

Mark may not have been my actual child but with this monumental step there was no doubt he was submissive to me, ready to do anything and everything I asked, and now that I had taken that loyalty to the next level, assuming control of his sex, it was time to really turn things out, so he would never want to return to the way things were.

Molly’s husband was about to be broken. By the time I was done, he would be completely addicted to my physical touch, and once that happened, I would be able to truly infantilize him, so he could be built anew, in the exact form to meet Molly’s needs.

It is a beautiful process; one I savor every step of the way and my insides tingled at the prospect of making that incredible journey one more time.


SCENE 11

Mark

Claire teased me for a while and I got lost in the experience, ready to give up all sense of self in submission to her, and when the moment became too much, and I felt my grip on control slipping away, she was quick to get right in my face, telling me how things were going to go from that point forward.

“This week is all about pleasing this little pee-pee of yours,” she explained, “and the things you will need to do in order to earn your reward, beginning with how you will address me.”

She started with her name and how I was to call her Mommy Claire. As crazy as this may sound, I was ok with it, something about her heaving cleavage fitting perfectly with the sexy mommy role. I would have been ok if things stopped there but then she pressed even further, and when she began to refer to me as a little boy, I became fearful of just what she had in mind.

She was rubbing my cock, stroking away, when she informed me of the news.

“Little boys who make a sticky mess have to be permanently regressed,” she offered. “From now on, you’ll do everything mommy says and when you do there will be more rewards like this. Do you understand?”

I understood but at that moment all I really cared about was the feelings emanating from my loins and the incredibly beautiful woman granting me that ecstasy.

And if all that wasn’t enough to blow my mind, mommy took the whole situation into another stratosphere as I neared the inevitable end.

I’ll admit, it was weird feeling mommy’s bare breast come in contact with my face but the bigger oddity was the feel of her protruding nipple on my cheek and the affect that had on my mind. It was some kind of magic, triggering some unknown force from within and at the exact moment, my excitement piqued.

Perhaps it was the impetus for my release, the intimacy of the connection sending me over the edge. I’m not sure if that was the specific cause, but I do know that my orgasm erupted and it was way more powerful than ever before.

“Ungh!” I grunted as a gallon of sticky seed erupted from my balls.

It was the most intense orgasm of my life and I felt it with every fiber of my being. Instantly, I became bonded with Mommy Claire in the exchange.

The cum shot flew from the tip of my dick, splattering my chin but it was the way mommy and I were bonded at the moment that it happened, that was what ensured I would never be the same.

At the exact point of climax, all of my thoughts were squarely on her as well as her magnificent bosoms. I couldn’t control myself or that innate desire to suckle at her teat. It emanated from within and permeated every part of my being. God, how perfectly natural it all felt and how I never wanted it to end.


SCENE 12

Mommy Claire

Mark submitted to my hand job as any guy would. It feels fantastic and all he had to do was sit there and enjoy the ride. But he also submitted to the first stages of the adult baby experience, indulging his connection with my breasts. I took it as a good sign and an invitation to add even more.

You might wonder what happened the next day around the house but I was never in doubt. Sure, Mark was willing to forego a nice meal and an evening on the couch watching tv, but the hand job bliss completely consumed his mind, ensuring he would want to play again and again.

As expected, he was up bright and early the next day, not only attending to the items on my list, but executing each and every one with great attention to detail, a sure sign that the latest method was truly taking effect.

I found Mark’s motivation lying within his lust and now that I knew where he kept it, it was time to fondle it, to nurture it, to help it grow, and I would continue on that path until he was performing exactly as I wanted, exactly as I pleased.


SCENE 13

Mark

This is going to sound fucked up but Mommy Claire gave the greatest hand job and when she smothered me in those fabulous breasts of hers, I thought I had died and gone to heaven.

Don’t get me wrong, I never would have cheated on my wife, but she gave the ok, even set things up, so if she was ok with it, then I wanted to go for another ride on the Mommy Claire Express.

The entire next day I dedicated myself to chores around the house, big jobs, small jobs, anything to get back to that place, to earn that reward. The memory of Mommy Claire’s rubs was enough to keep me motivated the entire day and I seized that energy to its maximum effect.

By the time I came in from outside, I was rather proud of my accomplishments however if Mommy Claire felt the same way, she didn’t show it.

“Get yourself cleaned up,” she said, “dinner will be on the table in ten minutes.”

Admittedly, I expected a compliment on how good things looked, or at least a recognition of my hard work, but there was none of that, and as I showered and got myself clean, I began to question whether I had done enough to earn a reward.

Things didn’t get any clearer when I sat at the table and Mommy Claire started the conversation.

“I was really hoping you would have painted the house today,” she offered. “It was the first thing on the list.”

Immediately, I felt the wind escape my sails. Did I mess up? I thought I had done so much and yet she was clearly disappointed. I didn’t mean to show any response, however I must not have been very good at hiding my true feelings.

“Don’t get like that,” she said. “All little boys make mistakes. You didn’t know any better.”

The way she spoke was kind of odd. First, her words expressed patience, which was a great sign, but then she also referred to me as a little boy, which created this strange dynamic in my head. She was older than me, more mature, but is that how she saw me? As a little boy?

The conversation over dinner followed a similar path. I provided an overview of the work I did, in hopes of earning a reward, and she made snide comments to break me down, until I was quite certain there would be no reward at the end of my day.

With each job I described, Mommy Claire was quick to point out where I fell short, identifying little details as if they were the most monumental things in the world. At one point, she made a comment and I felt myself break down, completely disappointed with how things were progressing.

When the meal was done, Mommy Claire didn’t send me away to get comfy with a beer and a joint. Instead, she had me right by her side, drying the dishes as she washed, working even more hours after a very long day. By the time the last of the dishes was finally put away, I was resigned to the fact that there would be no reward, and I headed to bed, defeated and feeling more than a little misled.

I’m not sure how that would have affected me going forward for as soon as I closed my bedroom door there came a light tap, tap, tap, signaling an extension to the day.

I opened the door to find Mommy Claire standing there in her nightgown, an expectant smile on her pretty face.

“No obligation,” she said, “but if you’d like mommy to rub your pee-pee, all you have to do is ask.”

In a flash, my disposition changed. “Oh, God yes!” I exclaimed, opening the door wide, welcoming her into my room.

I expected that she would cross the threshold into my room but she didn’t do that. Instead, she just stood there.

“I’m waiting,” she said.

Waiting for what I didn’t know, but then I thought about what she had said, and apparently what she meant. I thought long and hard about what I was about to do, but the truth was, I really wanted to follow through, even if it meant giving up a part of myself. Clearing my throat, I said the words she needed to hear.

“Mommy, will you please rub my pee-pee?” I asked.

The smile on her face let me know it was exactly what she wanted however there would be more hoops to jump through before I would be getting the attention I desired.

“From now on,” she explained, “I am mommy. No more Claire. Do you understand?”

At that point, all I really cared about was getting to the good stuff so I readily agreed. Unfortunately, she wasn’t done.

“And another thing,” she added, “I’d like you to be more attentive. When I need something, you should be ready to serve.”

I knew she was pushing me, because of her position of strength, and I agreed to her demands even if I didn’t really intend to follow them later.

“Yes, mommy,” I replied and the way her face lit up at my words actually made me feel good about saying it aloud but not as much as when her silky fingers pushed aside my boxers and wrapped around my shaft, providing a silky-smooth glide.

“Ah!” I gasped.

Right on cue, she was quick to put me in my place.

“Such a submissive little boy,” she cooed, “so desperate for mommy’s touch.”

I understood and felt the subtext of the situation, her omnipotent role, my subservient status, and yet the way she played felt so good I allowed her that position, until I felt the clear and distinct change.

She was more powerful than I, dominant, controlling, and the way it felt for me, I didn’t want it to end, until I actually began to lean in to the experience.

Once your penis has attained that level of bliss where your entire body is pulsing, there is no rational thinking taking place inside your brain. So, when she asked me to give up my independence and surrender to her full time, I didn’t give it much thought, submitting to her as well as to the moment.

As expected, she pushed me even closer to the brink, riding the edge between heaven on earth and orgasmic relief, and she kept me there, pulsing and throbbing until all senses were lost. My eyes rolled to the back of my head, strange languages spilled forth from my lips and I was on the verge of losing all connection with the mortal world when she did the most amazing thing.

My entire world was spinning off its axis, flying free without any connection to the ground, when she provided me a much-needed anchor in the storm overwhelming my brain.

Perhaps nursing was meant to be reserved for the infants in our world but I found a great source of comfort as Mommy Claire’s bare bosom pressed against my cheek, and when the nub of her nipple traced along my chin, I shifted my head to gather her in.

Suckling at the teat is the most natural act on planet earth and I indulged that act with Mommy Claire, sucking her to the back of my throat, feeling the connection and the bond.

While I found my bliss nursing at mommy’s breast, she sent my excitement over the edge, ending my night with an explosion unlike any other.

I would pass out soon after, but my revelations had only just begun, and Mommy Claire’s power over me at a very early stage.


SCENE 14

Mommy Claire

Mark was so horny when I got to him, I literally could have made him do anything I wanted. I chose to give him a nursing experience, one that was sure to cause him to look at me in a whole new light going forward.

The way he reacted when he first saw my breasts revealed that desire, that deep seeded secret. When we were so close and my bare nipple grazed his cheek, his inner child broke through that tough outer shell, and with the full consummation of the mother-son bond, we sealed our fates, establishing our roles.

Prior to that event, Mark saw me as his mother-in-law’s friend, an unwelcome outsider intent in disrupting his world, but now that I had access to his family jewels and that intimate connection to his brain, things would be different. Soon, I would take on a new role in his mind, and once I attained the status of dominant mommy, he would never think the same way again.


SCENE 15

Mark

I awoke in the morning completely content, sexually sated. It was an odd feeling especially so long after my orgasm but I have to admit, I rather liked it. It was like I had nowhere to go and all day to get there, a feeling I had never experienced before.

It was all so fascinating and I would have been ready to step out, to see just where the day would take me, except for one very important thing.

There was a diaper wrapped around my ass.

I can’t tell you what that did to my mind, nor can I explain how Mommy Claire’s morning greeting aided the accompanying mental descent.

“How’s my little boy this morning?” she asked, rolling through the door with an outfit of clothing draped over her arm. “Are you ready to get dressed? We have a big day ahead of us.”

I didn’t realize we had anything planned. If anything, I had intended to work on her list of chores, all in hopes of earning another reward.

No sooner was she sizing up my outfit, ready to get me dressed, when I chanced the question, the one I wanted to know.

“How did I end up in a diaper?” I asked, “and do I need to wear it all day?”

Her answer as well as the way she presented it, put a definitive picture on my day.

“The diaper was so you wouldn’t have an accident through the night,” she explained, “and we’re going to keep it on for now, until you decide how you like letting go.”

It was a fucked-up situation. It sounded like she was saying the diaper would stay on until I used it, and that was way more than I was expecting, but to add to the confusion of the moment, she bent over and presented me with a bird’s eye view of her gaping cleavage, letting me know everything that would be involved.

As messed up as this is going to sound, I began to seriously contemplate letting go, soiling myself to please Mommy Claire, and that was the first definitive step, a monumental leap on my journey to submission and ultimately a permanently regressed state.


SCENE 16

Mommy Claire

I have dominated and controlled many different men and Mark was anything but a challenge. He indulged the lust with no resistance whatsoever and by the time I had him in a perpetual state of yearn, he was literally begging to turn over all of his power to me and my capable hands.

It would be easy to call him weak, the way he crumbled when I teased his desire, but the real measure of his strength was still yet to be determined.

I intended to infantilize him, to strip away all of his strength and leave him desperate for more, and once he was there, I would mold and shape him, into the dutiful husband he was always meant to be.

There was no doubt Mark was going to love every minute of the ride, the submissive boy inside of him about to find his pure and natural state.


SCENE 17

Mark

The cloth that a diaper is made from is very soft, super soft some might say, and when Mommy Claire wrapped me in one of those white linens I immediately began to coo, and when she began to rub and squeeze my erection through the soft fabric, I actually let out a long involuntary groan, the kind that came from somewhere deep within.

“Ungh!” I let out.

“Good boy,” Mommy Claire cooed, “let it all go, give in to Mommy Claire.”

You might think that giving in to her would be scary, and perhaps under different circumstances it might have been, but with her aggressively rubbing my cock, my body blooming in pre-orgasmic ecstasy, I struggled to do anything more than giggle and moan.

And if all that wasn’t enough to warp my horny mind, she shifted things into another gear when she applied several targeted presses along my stomach, shifting my abdomen and my bowels to go along with her heavenly rubs.

It was an odd approach, or so I thought, but in an instant, things changed and I was forced into a very awkward situation. My body rumbled inside, a world of motion taking place deep within, and that rumbling expanded in a way that became very tough to handle.

Before I knew it, I had a choice to make. I could let go of my orgasm, bringing the thrill ride to an end, or my sphincter was going to slip, the pressure too much to hold back.

In my time with Claire, I had come to accept a level of submission, but this was giving in in a way I had never done before, stretching my boundaries beyond anything I was prepared to take.

To some, it may have seemed a simple decision, but I didn’t want either end result, and in that second of indecision, the choice was made for me, sending my body and my brain into a truly infantilized world.

The first little amount that spurted from my bottom, shot against the cloth of the diaper and ran up my back. It was sticky and gross and the way the ick clung warm to my skin I knew I would never be able to break free from that powerful memory. It was debilitating, in the worst way, and I felt my insides crumble as a result.

Unfortunately, Mommy Claire wasn’t done.

To add insult to injury, she continued teasing my body, pressing my mind beyond what I was prepared to handle, and as I reached the pinnacle moment, when I could no longer hold anything back, she informed me of my fate.

“Beg me to turn you into Molly’s cuckold,” she said, “pledge to by my good little boy.”

It should have been an impossible ask, how could anyone agree to such a thing, and yet my mind knew right away that there could be only one response.

I nodded my head, accepting my defeat, but it wasn’t enough, she wanted more.

“Say it,” she coaxed.

As if to truly accentuate her point, she made me say it aloud.

I’m not embarrassed to say she was too much for me, at least not while it was just the two of us, alone, but what would happen when my wife and her mother returned from their trip, would I be able to find my strength and stand on my own two feet?

I didn’t know at the time but at that moment I didn’t care. Instead, I chose to curl into Mommy Claire’s embrace, indulging her sweet bliss, surrendering all control to her powerful hands.

“Please make me your cuckold,” I agreed, accepting my fate.


SCENE 18

Mommy Claire

Watching Mark crumble under the duress of orgasm denial was a beautiful sight. He literally turned over all power and control of his lust to my capable hands.

Soiling yourself is definitely a transitional act. Not only does it break down all of your bodily defenses in the moment, it also leaves a permanent mark, an indelible memory in your brain. It’s one of those mental images you never can escape and now that Mark had experienced it for himself, I was quite certain he would be wanting to return, over and over again.

The foundation was set, it was time to push the moment forward, to find the happy conclusion to our games of fun.

The next steps would be all about ensuring his compliance, granting him the proper motivation and reward to keep him coming back for more, no matter what I asked for in return.

I had no doubt he was going to enjoy the ride. It was imperative if we were going to achieve our final goal.


SCENE 19

Mark

I shat in the diaper. I came in the diaper. And when it was all done, I turned to mommy for help.

I knew she said she was going to infantilize me, but I had no idea it would be so real and when she opened her arms to welcome me in, something strange happened inside my head, completely turning me over from within.

Never in a million years did I think the feelings would be so real. In an instant, all of my strength vanished and another moment more and I longed for mommy’s embrace, to comfort and hold, to cuddle and keep safe.

Those feelings alone might have been enough to convince me I really was a helpless little boy but then mommy’s arms pulled me in and reality took over my world. I didn’t need to think to know to latch on to her nipple, the moment I felt that magnificent feeling against my cheek instinct kicked in, and the instant I drew her succulent flesh into my mouth I found my rightful place in the world, nursing at mommy’s teat.

I could regale you with stories of the wet and messy diapers that followed, each one more demoralizing than the last, as well as the submissive status I attained, unable to stand or think for myself, and they would all be true, however the biggest news of all was how much I enjoyed the regression, a part of me never wanting to return to the way things were.


SCENE 20

Missy Campbell

When Molly and I returned from our trip to find Mark in a diaper suckling at the teat like a helpless little boy, my daughter was upset, but when Claire and I explained exactly what had happened and showed her the result, her disposition quickly changed.

“He really did all that work?” Molly asked in disbelief.

It was true, Claire had gotten him up off the couch to complete all sorts of jobs around the house. The place never looked better.

“He just needed a little motivation,” I replied.

Molly still struggled to get to acceptance.

“And you think he’s going to do everything I say?” Molly questioned.

That’s when Claire jumped in to add her two cents.

“Everything,” she confirmed. “He may need some retraining, but overall, he’ll do exactly as he’s told.”

At first, I thought Molly was going to resist, but then her disposition changed.

“The house dies look nice,” she admitted.

She was warming to the idea. It was time to really seal the deal.

“And it’s not just chores,” I added. “There’s more.”

Molly looked for an answer but I didn’t think it was my place. “Do you want to tell her?” I asked Claire.

Claire smiled in response. “Why don’t we let Mark do it?” she replied.

If I had any doubt as to the pervasive nature of Claire’s training, it was put to rest when my son-in-law stepped forward to reveal his new state.

“Molly,” he said, “Mommy Claire taught me that I haven’t been a very good husband but I want to be. If you will let me, I would like to be your subservient cuckold.”

“Cuckold?” Molly asked, unfamiliar with the word.

“Submissive husband,” Claire explained. “He will do everything you say, even ask for permission before touching himself.”

“Oh, my,” Molly replied, still unsure.

“And of course, you are free to be with any man you want,” I added, “at any time.”

Molly’s eyes went wide with that statement and I thought for sure that she was going to get upset but then Mark cut in.

“Please,” he inserted, “I may not have needed it before but now I do. Claire showed me the light and I need you in control.”

It took a while, several minutes of deafening silence but in the end, she came to the only natural conclusion.

“Ok,” Molly agreed.


EPILOGUE

Mommy Claire

I left Molly and Mark with plans to return in a week, for additional training and reinforcement. The foundation for their relationship going forward was set but I could tell by the look in Molly’s eye that she would still need assistance, in the early days, while she found her way.

Most women are not prepared to assume control in their marital relations. They’ve spent so much time, so many years, subservient to the male patriarchy that when the field finally gets leveled, they are not sure what to do.

I would provide assistance for as long as Molly needed it, to see her through the difficult parts, to ensure Mark remained submissive and controlled, a cuckold in her world.

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

-          Weened Too Soon

-          The Huntress, The Awakening – Season 1

-          The Huntress, Hands-On Education – Season 2

For additional Mommy Claire fun check out:

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles I

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles II

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles III

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles IV

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles V

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles VI

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles VII

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles VIII

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles IX
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