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PROLOGUE

Mommy Claire

The edge of physical delight, the brink of ecstasy, that sliver of space between anxious anticipation and erotic bliss. It’s the location where I spend most of my time, where men’s minds take a break from the stresses of life, leaving all decision making up to me and their tightened and horny little balls.

I make a habit of visiting that place often while taking the men I want to conquer with me. Nary a one has ever complained about the trip. In fact, every single one of them indulges the experience, whole heartedly, and I use that indulgence to form their opinions, to shape their thoughts, to mold their minds.

Make no mistake, I won’t deny that on more than one occasion I have used the edge to turn a man, first into my submissive little boy and then into my adult baby pet. I train them to follow and obey, to perform as I see fit. It is my reward for their great pleasure and once again, none of them has ever complained.

That is the way I have built my life, my reason for being, and I love every single minute of it, intent on filling my days with that singular purpose.

Alas, there always comes a time when things change, either permanently or maybe just once, an outlier, and that was the case just recently, when a dear friend of mine asked if I could use my God given skills not to stretch out the moment for her man and his lust, but instead to turn things the other way.

I’ll be honest, it wasn’t my normal fare, not the path I usually follow, but I’m always up for a challenge, especially when I can put my skills to the test and the opponent is an over entitled alpha male.


SCENE 1

Mommy Claire

I have a friend, Jill, whose husband always wants sex but his performance is lacking to say the least. She’s complained about it often, just about every time we get together.

“Sixty second Joe,” she would say, defining his performance in seconds not minutes.

In the beginning, when she would vent, I would offer to spend some time with him, to teach him the finer points of pleasing a woman, but much to my surprise when she was finally ready to present me with her ask, there was a whole new idea on her mind.

“What if you were to go the other way?” Jill asked. “What if instead of making him last longer you were to make him quick to release? Might that work just as well?”

What she was suggesting wasn’t an original idea by any stretch but I can tell you I had never heard any woman wish for it for her man. That would completely disrupt things in the bedroom, altering their lives going forward in many different ways. A guy in that situation would have to be thoroughly emasculated, I couldn’t imagine it ending any other way.

“Oh, my,” I replied. “Do you know what you’re asking?”

She got a gleam in her eye as she said, “I’m pretty sure I do.”

It was a first for me and I needed to be sure we were on the same page. It wasn’t something that we could reverse later on.

“As far as I know, there’s no going back,” I explained. “If we do this it can’t be reversed.” I needed her to understand just what she would be getting into.

Unfortunately, she did not heed my warning, instead she took my words and turned the conversation in a completely new direction.

“So, you’re saying it is possible?” she replied.

She was actively avoiding what I was trying to bring to light, instead honing in on what was obviously important to her. With a single question she was looking to confirm that what she wanted really could be done.

It wasn’t that I had never done it before. In fact, I had, back when I was in graduate school, a study on the sexual behaviors of the human male. It was an analysis of the behaviors that were learned versus those that were innate.

My research had a unique spin, focusing on the things that were neither innate nor taught but instead trained. It was something that had never been proven, although I felt like my studies demonstrated great potential. Those experiments showed tangible results, the kind that empirical studies were founded on, however the powers that be refused to grant their approval. Without that rubber stamp, my research was left to whither on the vine, leaving me just inches short of my lifetime goal.

It created quite the controversy, the results of my human experimentation, especially when I went out of my way to prove the veracity of that thesis on the Dean of the Department. He didn’t just succumb to my training he completely gave in, leaving no uncertainty as to how it all worked. It was proof beyond a shadow of a doubt but try explaining that to an over entitled male.

As fate would have it, even with demonstrative proof, I still couldn’t change those stubborn minds, although I’m pretty sure that after I was done with him, the Dean and his wife were never be able to enjoy penetrative sex again.

Still, that was a long time ago and now my friend Jill was asking me to go back, to make one more try with her husband Joe. I’ll admit, there was a part of me that still felt like I had something to prove, a reason to delve deeper into those experiments and trials. If she was a willing participant, understanding exactly what it would mean for her and her husband in the end, then I was looking forward to the opportunity, returning to my roots to give it one more try.

“Ok,” I told her, “but in order for this to work, here’s what we’ll need to do.”

I proceeded to lay out everything it would take for us to achieve success and Jill was all in, ready to submit her husband for the training that would forever change both of their lives.


SCENE 2

Jill

My husband is a great man. He has achieved amazing things in his public life and he has been a wonderful husband and father for me and our kids. I have no complaints when it comes to the lives we have lived and the future we have laid out in front of us.

That is my truth and I am happy to speak to those details but if I’m being truly honest, not all is perfect in our fairy tale land. My seemingly perfect life has one very considerable flaw, one that goes by the name of sexual satisfaction.

Don’t get me wrong, my husband and I enjoy our intimate moments together although I never viewed sex as being all that important, and for the number of times that we made love each year, that wasn’t a difficult thing to accept. My husband was a very busy man, important, and I kept myself busy as well, filling the void. It was our life and we lived it well.

That is exactly how I felt for all the years of my husband’s big important career, when there were people hanging on his every word, however now, after he made the decision to retire, he had quite a bit free time on his hands. There were many things he could do with his newfound freedom and yet somehow, he got the idea that he wanted to put all of his attention squarely on me. It was overwhelming to say the least and ensured I would need to do something to redirect his focus and I would need to do it fast.

It was an impending crisis and something had to give. There just wasn’t time to do everything and that is when I knew I needed to draw the line.

In some ways, I might have been ok with increasing our intimate moments, a chance to expand that area of our lives but to be honest, when it came to our time between the sheets, my husband was anything but skilled. I would never mention it to him, for fear of what it would do to his ego, but I still had memories of great sex, of lovers in college, and each moment with him only made me yearn for those days.

Don’t get me wrong, I had learned to forego that part of my life. It was a sacrifice I was willing to make, my Joe was qualified in so many other ways, and yet now that he was retired and forcing the issue, I had no choice but to act.

After fending him off for the umpteenth time; making another excuse as to why I didn’t want to fool around or have sex, I decided to enlist some help. It was over a cup of tea that I sought my friend’s assistance. My friend Claire specializes in dominating wayward men, correcting their incorrigible behaviors. In my case, Joe wasn’t what I would call wayward, but there was something about him that I definitely needed changed and when Claire agreed to help me out, I finally felt like I had hope, an answer for all my prayers.


SCENE 3

Mommy Claire
 

In my lifetime I have conquered many men and each one is unique in his own way, even if at their core they are all the same. In order to do what Jill wanted, which was to effectively turn her husband Joe into a premature ejaculator, was going to require some serious planning as well as effort. In fact, it would also need one part patience for every two parts time, the process of eliciting real and meaningful change in a fully grown male not for the faint of heart.

It wouldn’t be enough to get Joe to do it once; to reach his peak and lose control. In order to have long term effects would require consistent training, the kind that takes lots of time and repetition.

I had done it before and I knew what it would take to do it again. At times, I would need him all to myself, while other times would require extended periods with no contact at all, just him and his thoughts. It was all part of the conversion, what it takes to turn the mind of the modern male.

So, with Jill’s permission, I invited Joe to join me at my place, for an introductory meeting and to get things underway.


SCENE 4

Lil’ Joe

To be honest, ever since I retired from my career, I’ve been extremely bored. My life used to be so busy, meetings from morning through night, people always seeking my advice. It was hard when all that just went away.

They say you have to plan for your retirement and I did. I planned on spending lots of time with my wife, but once I hit that age and separated from my job, it turned out she wasn’t quite ready to follow the same path, to be by my side. Don’t get me wrong, I respected her decision, but that doesn’t mean I was left with too many other options. I actually started thinking about going back to work, throwing my hat back in the ring.

My wife suggested a hobby to take up my time but nothing struck a chord. I was ok getting involved but I wanted it to be something I would enjoy. That’s when she recommended participating in a trial being performed by one of her friends, a new trend among young couples as a way of proving their love.

She described it as a loyalty test, a process to determine whether the true focus of a relationship was either love or sex. While I understood the importance of the question, I didn’t see it as applicable to my relationship with my wife, not at our age, not after over four decades of married life. Still, her friend needed subjects for the trial, people to participate in the program and tell her what it was like, and before I knew it my wife was signing me up.

The introductory meeting was scheduled right away and I met Claire at her home where she explained the details of the program, the test and the objectives.

“The test is designed to measure the impact on your libido,” she explained, “there can be no extracurricular activities.”

She used her fingers to create air quotes around the word “extracurricular”, emphasizing that there could be no orgasms or even sexual touch outside the parameters of the study.

“Do you understand?” she pressed.

“Scouts honor,” I said, holding up my fingers in the scout sign.

Her answer went a long way in telling me what her program was all about.

“No offense,” and replied, “but we’re going to rely on this.”

She withdrew something from her pocket and placed it on top of the desk between us. It was shiny, it was stainless steel and at first, I didn’t know what it was.

“This chastity cage will ensure you aren’t tempted to skirt the rules,” she added.

A chastity cage? Oh, shit! That was some serious stuff.

“Are you serious?” I asked.

She looked me dead in the eye and answered right back, “Are you?”

I wanted to participate in her trial, to help my wife’s friend, but this seemed rather extreme.

“How would I even go to the bathroom?” I asked.

“There are holes,” she replied. “Although realistically, I would recommend sitting down.”

The way she responded was so direct, as if all of this was part of her every day.

“And Jill knows about this?” I questioned.

That’s when she clued me in as to just how far behind the curve I really was.

“Your wife? It was her idea,” she said.

There wasn’t much more to say. My wife wanted me to do this so I was going to follow through.

“Well… ok then,” I replied, agreeing to her terms, accepting my fate.

What followed was a fitting like I had never experienced before, where a woman that was not my wife, handled my penis and put it in a cage. It was all rather confusing, mostly because being touched like that could have been arousing and yet when all was said and done, there was a lock on my cock and I didn’t have the key.


SCENE 5

Mommy Claire

Joe was very accommodating to everything I asked.

It’s exactly what I love about men who marry strong, intelligent women. For all intents and purposes, they appear to be well adjusted men, but the reality is they are pseudo alpha males, guys who seem powerful on the outside but on the inside want nothing more than to surrender control.

Don’t get me wrong, that’s how all men should be, and the way Joe went along with everything his wife said led me to believe that he was way more evolved than your average male. Right away, I knew he would be really good in the trial, a perfect example of how feckless a person can be if he’s willing to surrender all control.

As soon as Joe was locked in the cage and I had possession of the only keys, safely stashed on the end of a necklace hanging between my breasts, I sent him on his way. He had a bit of deer in the headlights look, unsure what was happening to his world, but he was caged all the same.

The biggest step in training his quick release would be to build up his lust and I didn’t need to be there for that, the cage would do just fine. As long as he couldn’t touch his dick his desire would continue to grow and grow, and once it reached the point of boil, he would be primed to move things even further along.


SCENE 6

Lil’ Joe

If you’ve never had the experience of having your dick locked in a cage, lucky you. I have and let me tell you, that’s a bunch of malarkey.

First off, it can pinch your balls, and that’s no joke, but even when it doesn’t hurt, it still feels uncomfortable to wear, an extra piece of something that doesn’t belong. That’s just while you’re walking, or sitting down, when it comes to peeing it gets even worse.

I’m not going to lie, ever since I reached a certain age my prostate makes relieving my bladder hard enough as it is but a cage on my dick made it even worse. And if that wasn’t bad enough, when I actually got in the shower to clean myself off, that cage went right with me, always by my side.

The whole experience was unnerving and I hated it.

The truth was, that feeling remained, just as strong by the end of the week as when she first put it on. Fortunately, there was a limit to how much I would have to endure and when Saturday morning finally rolled around, and I had a return visit to see my wife’s friend Claire on my calendar, I rushed to her place, extremely excited to get out of the bind.

“Please?!?” I said, the moment we were alone in her office.

She didn’t waste any time pressing me on my experience. “Has it been a tough week?” she asked.

“It’s been horrible,” I admitted.

Once again, she was quick to press me for more information. ”And, why is that?” she replied. “Is it because you haven’t been able to play with yourself?”

Of course, that was part of it, but if I admitted that out loud it made me sound like a sex obsessed guy. I needed to focus on the other things that made the cage so unbearable.

“It’s very uncomfortable,” I told her, “and going to the bathroom is a pain.”

That’s when she shifted the direction of our conversation. ”Well then, let’s take a look,” she replied.

She looked at me expectantly. Her words instructed me to drop my pants and she stood there with her arms crossed, waiting for me to comply.

It took me a moment to figure out what she meant and then I did as I was told, dropping my pants in front of my wife’s friend. I must admit, it felt weird, like she was in charge of me, like I had to do anything she said, and then, just like that, she moved in on me and my caged penis.

Like always, Claire wore an outfit that highlighted her shape. In this instance, she was wearing a low-cut top, one that highlighted her extremely large bosoms. They literally jiggled with every step. I can’t describe the feeling that surged in my head as she drew near although I’m pretty sure you can imagine. There was a level of excitement there, a rush, and while I couldn’t explain every detail, the cage started to feel tight.

Was I getting an erection? I didn’t mean to respond that way but without a doubt, there was a lot going through my mind.

When Claire got close, inside my personal space, she pulled at her necklace, withdrawing the key that hung at the other end. Holding it up for me to see, she explained just what she was about to do.

“I’m about to unlock you,” she explained, “and I’m going to let you play as much as you want.”

Wow!

That was not at all what I expected her to say but it was some seriously awesome news. Never in my life had any woman ever said such a thing to me and I can’t deny it created quite a thrill.

“Seriously?” I asked, wanting to be sure I understood exactly what she was saying.

“Go ahead,” she said as she undid the lock and removed the metal cage from my cock, “show me what you like.”

It was unexpected but I didn’t waste a moment, seizing the opportunity the first chance I got.

I did as I was told, taking my pecker in hand, pulling at it, stretching the skin. It felt good to be out of the confines of the tight cage and I’m not ashamed to admit I pleasured myself right there in front of her, stroking the full length of my dick from base to tip and back again.

It felt good and while the situation could have made me self-conscious, I decided to focus on the intense physical bliss.

“That’s it,” she encouraged me. “Where else do you like to be stimulated?”

For the first moment in our time together, Claire motioned as if she was going to get involved, to participate. While I wasn’t sure how my wife Jill would feel about such an act, I did not object. It was part of the experiment I rationalized, and my wife wanted me to follow through.

As Claire got close, she lowered her hands, first to my dick and then even lower, to my testicles where she gently tickled my undercarriage before sliding to my taint, massaging me there real good and firm. It was intense and in no time at all the excitement level began to rise.

I’m not sure what it was about having her hand at that spot but it got to me, like while her hand was there, she had full control over me and my body. That is exactly what I thought, right up until she slipped her hand even further south, to my sphincter and my anus. What she did at that point completely blew my mind.

The way she circled my nether hole ever so gently before dipping inside was unnerving, completely breaking me down.

“Yelp!” I groaned.

The feeling took me off guard and I have to admit, it made me feel even more like she was in charge. Her finger was inside of me and there was nothing I could do.

I might have been able to form some argument to the contrary, that I still had some independence as a man, however while she fingered and tickled my hole, rubbing my prostate real good, my orgasm erupted, spurting all over my stomach and my chest. It was more than I had ever cum in my entire life and I couldn’t help but wonder just what made the whole experience so intense?

While I contemplated that question and more, Claire put my now flaccid penis back in its cage. At the same time, she let me know her schedule, coordinating things for when I was ready to return.

“That was a great session. If you want,” she offered, “you can come back in seven days and I’ll let you play again.”

Seven days? I thought that was an awfully long time to wait but it wasn’t like I was given any other choice.

I said yes, of course I said yes, and for the next week I wore her cage while thinking of nothing but my next orgasm, completely obsessed with that upcoming event.


SCENE 7

Mommy Claire

The meeting between Joe and I was all about establishing trust, that and letting his mind identify the reward that awaited his capitulation. Those were important details, ones that would lay the foundation for his training going forward.

The next meeting that Joe and I would have would give me the opportunity to really expand my influence, finding new and interesting ways to twist his desires and drive his thoughts. It didn’t hurt that he showed me quite a few of his trigger spots in our first get together, the erogenous zones that would ensure I would have no problem generating his excitement. The first part of prejac training is the extended denial and the cage took care of that. Step number two was the education, both his and mine, establishing the foundational knowledge upon which we would build.

Now, the time was upon us for step number three, setting new goals and doing our best to reach them, the only real way to achieve and maintain success.


SCENE 8

Lil’ Joe

The first stretch that I had to endure in the cage was extremely difficult, the uncertainty of it all truly complicated things, but the next seven days turned out to be much easier. First off, I was used to it now; I had developed a few tricks to help me get along; things that made going to the bathroom easier, ways to simplify washing and drying. I even got used to wearing it at night, falling asleep with a steel cage on my dick.

All of those things helped me adapt but most of all, while I was at her place, Claire let me cum. I can’t tell you how much that helped my peace of mind. It was really quite the treat. I had no idea that a full week of chastity would result in such a heavy load. Sure, I knew it made me horny, in some ways even desperate, but I had no idea how that would impact the volume of sperm or the relief that I would feel once it was all out.

Fortunately, this time around she let me know exactly what to expect, allowing me the opportunity to adapt and cope. I could handle seven days; I had done it before. We even had our next meeting already on the calendar, giving me something to focus on as I waited.

By the time Saturday morning rolled around, I can’t deny I was over the moon with excitement and when I finally made it to Claire’s door for our next session, I felt like I could burst.

“I’m trusting you were a good boy,” she said the instant she opened the door.

She looked absolutely amazing in a full-length dress, one that highlighted the shapely curves of her hips while also providing a gaping view of her wonderful cleavage. She was literally a boy’s wet dream come true and I can honestly say that if I wasn’t married, I would have gladly made a play for her.

“I didn’t have much choice,” I answered. “Your lock wasn’t coming off.”

She nodded her head at that statement.

“Well, today we’re going to play a little game,” she said. “Are you familiar with an egg timer?”

“Sure,” I replied. “Do they still make them nowadays?”

“They do,” she confirmed.

She pulled an hourglass from her pocket. It was small and it was red and the glass compartment was filled with sand. She showed it to me, shaking it from side to side.

“I’ll turn this over as soon as I take the cage off of you,” she informed me. “You can play until the sand runs out.”

At first, I was thrilled at the opportunity, but then the reality of the challenge came to light.

“That’s all the time I get?” I asked.

She nodded her head in response. “That’s today’s challenge,” she confirmed.

No sooner was I free of the stainless-steel device and she turned the timer, placing it on the desk in front of me, the sand from the top beginning to spill down to the other side.

My penis was flaccid from the cage so I pulled on it, stretching the skin, enjoying the freedom from the restraint. It took a bit to get myself worked up. In fact, it took more than a bit and by the time I managed to form an erection, more than half of the sand had passed on through.

“Uh!” I asked. “That took longer than I thought. Can we extend it?” I asked on bated breath.

Much to my delight, Claire nodded her head, agreeing to my request.

“Just this once,” she replied and when the sand was just about to run out, she flipped the small red egg timer to its other side, extending my time.

It was an unexpected blessing, one I appreciated immensely and I proceeded to really stroke away, feeling every hardened inch of my excited rod. When the sand began to run low, I took myself to the edge one more time but did not hold back, allowing my penis to jerk and spew its seed.

“Ungh!” I let out with my orgasmic relief.

The egg timer created a sense of rush to the experience so it wasn’t the most explosive of orgasms but I did get off so I was happy for that.

That’s when Claire pressed me to put words to the experience.

“How was that?” she asked. “Did you enjoy it more or less than last time.”

It was all part of the study, feedback from the participants, and I thought about my answer before giving her the news.

“Truth be told,” I said, “I probably rushed it, the fear of being put back in the cage without relief was very real, but I have to admit, in the end I appreciated that I got to cum, even if I was returned to the cage much too soon.”

She was still getting the cage in place, securing the lock and returning the key to its safe spot between her breasts. It was super sexy the way she wore it on the end of her necklace but I didn’t tell her that.

No sooner was I all locked up and Claire gave an evaluation of how I had done.

“You were wonderful today,” she said. “I guess I’ll see you in another seven days.”

It was exactly what I expected and I’ll admit I left her place with a skip to my step, proud of my progress, the way I was proving myself in the trial.


SCENE 9

Mommy Claire

The whole point of allowing Joe the freedom to play the way I did was to establish a baseline, the starting point for all of his training going forward. Now that we had established what he liked, how he liked it and how long he could last, it was time to tweak each and every one of those variables, trying and testing until we found the perfect cocktail, the recipe for his undoing.

The truth is, everyone has triggers, mental, physical, emotional, and when all of them get stimulated and teased at the exact same time and in just the right way, good things happen. I intended to do that for Joe, teaching his body a new approach to life, training him to meet his wife’s needs. In his case, that need was for a lack of stamina, a quick release, but whatever the case, I planned to take him to the extreme before turning him back to Jill, to carry on exactly as she wanted once I was done.


SCENE 10

Lil’ Joe

Another seven days passed and, in that time, my sexual energy fully returned. The first day after my visit with Claire I was totally content, a full physical revival. Day number two saw a growing need, one that increased with each passing day, but now at the end of a week, I was really looking forward to the opportunity to play.

I was on my way to Claire’s place, ready for another round of tickle and tease, when my mind began to swim in all of the possibilities. Last time she let me out of my cage, allowing me to play, and to be honest, this time I hoped for more of the same.

She was right there to greet me when I arrived at her door and she graciously welcomed me into her home. Today, she had on yoga pants and a form fitting t-shirt and while I was disappointed that she wasn’t showing a lot of flesh like usual, the way the outfit clung to her magnificent form left nothing to the imagination.

I literally drank her in as she guided me through the foyer and to her office, the same routine as before, and once we were alone, she directed me to get out of my clothes.

“Strip,” she said the moment we were inside her office. “I want to take a look at that little pee-pee of yours.”

I didn’t like her reference to my penis being small but in the moment, I didn’t want to focus on such things.

“Yes, ma’am,” I said, quickly dropping my drawers.

Once again, she pulled the key from between her breasts and used it to free me from the confines of the cage. Unlike before, I now knew exactly what to expect, which had my mind filled with anticipation and my penis showing the effects.

“Someone’s excited,” she commented as she struggled to free my swollen appendage from the cold steel bars. It took more than a moment however once it was free, she turned the egg timer, putting it to one side. It was amazing how quickly the sand flowed through, ten percent, twenty percent gone. My penis was only semi hard and I still had an uphill battle.

I looked to her for help, thinking she was going to flip the timer, to extend the session like she did last time, but she didn’t do that and the instant the sand had all run out, she did not hesitate in making her move.

I don’t even know where the freezing water came from but I was hyper aware the instant she doused my penis in that ice cold liquid. It was a shock to my system to say the least, completely disrupting every thought and notion running through my head.

Obviously, it was no surprise that my dick went limp from that rapid temperature freeze and before I could say anything she was applying the cage to my dick once again, locking up my genitals, putting me back in my place.

“Ungh!” I groaned aloud.

It was the hardest thing I had ever had to endure. Being stopped midstream was awful but then being returned to chastity only made things even worse. It wasn’t just the frustration of the moment but also knowing it would be seven more days before I would get another chance.

Just like the previous sessions, she asked me how I felt.

“How was that?” she asked.

“Are you kidding?” I replied. “Does anyone ever say they liked that?”

That’s when she let me know exactly how she felt about the whole arrangement.

“I was surprised you decided not to cum,” she answered. “Most guys don’t pass up the opportunity when they finally get out.”

It was some messed up logic and I felt compelled to let her know.

“That wasn’t my choice, I ran out of time,” I explained.

“Well, next time you best not take so long,” she responded.


SCENE 11

Mommy Claire

At some point in time, Joe was going to have to get the ice treatment. It was imperative to his training. I needed him to go back in the cage without achieving relief, in order to further bend his mind to my will. I didn’t necessarily expect it to happen so early in our process, but I was ready all the same.

The instant I doused his penis in the freezing cold water he shriveled up. He was a healthy six inches when fully erect but the flaccid Joe didn’t even fill the one-inch cage. It’s exactly what I like to see, a former alpha male unable to stay hard.

It was a very important step, a lesson on the effects of chastity on the male brain, the way the denial would play with his thinking. I wouldn’t know the real impacts of his extended denial until our next get together, however I had a feeling I was going to really like the results.

If all went as planned, we were going to see some real and meaningful change with Joe, the memory of that event enough to break the will of even the strongest man.


SCENE 12

Lil’ Joe

It’s funny how in one instance seven days can seem so quick, a walk in the park, and yet when the circumstances have changed, that same seven days can seem like an eternity. By the time I was traipsing back to Claire’s door, my chastity extended to two whole weeks, there was no doubt I was a broken man.

My disposition hadn’t just changed, I was now controlled by my desperation, the needs of my body a relentless driving force.

The whole experience was so overwhelming, making me rethink everything I thought I knew about the world.

My confidence wasn’t just shaken it was completely gone and to be quite frank, I didn’t think it was ever going to return, at least not until my brain finally had the opportunity to experience relief.

Fortunately, on that next visit, Claire didn’t waste any time letting me out of my cage, using her key the instant we were alone. I was excited, of course I was excited, but I didn’t waste any time, grabbing my dick as soon as it was free, rubbing myself as quick as I could.

The truth was, I don’t think I ever beat my meat as rapidly as I did in that moment. It was build up, build up, and once my body reached critical mass, I let it spurt, gushing out my tip and rolling down my shaft, gathering in a pool on my stomach.

“Ungh!” I let out.

“That was fast,” she marveled.

The truth was, it was fast; but I couldn’t afford to miss another opportunity. I was just glad to get it all out.

She handed me a towel to clean my mess and while I scooped up the cum with the dry rag, she went to work returning me to the cage.

“How was that?” she asked, just like before.

It was the same question she asked each time only now, I wasn’t sure how to respond. I got off, so I didn’t go back in the cage without any relief, but there was no doubt it was a rushed experience. How exactly could I convey that detail?

“It was good… I guess,” I replied.

“Excellent,” Claire answered. “Because each time from now on the time gets shorter, I hope you can keep up.”

It was quite the news flash, mainly that the rushed orgasm I had this time would be rushed even more the next time I returned. I wasn’t sure how I felt about that but just like before, I wasn’t given a choice.


SCENE 13

Mommy Claire

Watching Lil’ Joe spurt so quickly I couldn’t help but feel like we were making wonderful progress. He no longer even tried to stretch out the moment, quite content to achieve release the first chance he got. It wasn’t the end, in fact it was only the beginning of what we were trying to achieve, but it was a very good sign. His prejac training was progressing quite nicely and I felt confident that given more time we could wipe out any remaining stamina.

If I were to give Jill an update on her husband’s progress, I would say he was, “Coming along nicely,” pun intended, and now that he was consistently releasing his seed without any restraint, it was time to set the bar even lower.

Truth be told, he was very quick in our last meeting, so quick I actually wished I had been timing him. The reality was, in order to ensure we were constantly making progress, I needed to know just how fast it was, and then next time shave off even more.


SCENE 14

Lil’ Joe

The sessions with Claire had become very regular; once a week, every Saturday morning. What also had become very regular was the shortening window for me to get off, that period of time shrunk with each new meeting.

Now that I understood that, now that I knew there was a chance I might get locked up without getting to cum, I made sure to shoot my load as fast as possible, the first chance I got. In some cases, that made for some very short visits. When I returned on the next Saturday morning for my meeting, I expected to follow the same routine only when we got to her office, she filled me in on a surprise.

“Today I have a special surprise for you,” she said. “Because you’ve been doing so well, tonight I’m going to let you have five minutes to rub and play. You’ll be able to jerk as much as you want, as long as you use this special cream.”

She held up a long gray tube, squeezing out some lotion from the tip, putting it in my hand.

“Five minutes?” I asked.

It was an enormous amount of time, an offer from heaven and while a part of me was skeptical, the other part didn’t want to look a gift horse in the mouth.

“Five minutes,” she confirmed.

Quickly, I agreed to the terms and got myself ready.

“Thank you,” I said.

The dollop of cream that she put in my hand was slick, it was gooey between my fingers and I allowed it to coat every inch of my palm. When I wrapped my hand around my shaft it went on smooth and when I started the up and down glide, it made everything very silky to the touch.

“That’s it,” she coaxed, “show mommy how you like to play.”

Her words stirred me on and before I knew it, my hips got in on the action, riding up into the air, putting forth extreme effort to fuck my fist, trying to bring all of the stimulus together in one beautiful act.

It was blissful and I teased myself to the edge with long succulent strokes.

The truth was, I wanted to savor it. So many times, I was forced to cum quick but on this day, I was being granted an opportunity to play and tease. In my mind I wanted it to go on forever and I set out with that idea in my head.

That is exactly what I thought however when I tried to draw out the moment, something happened. I hadn’t cum in a week but my erection started to fade, the feeling wasn’t the same.

That’s when Claire got in my ear to let me know what was going on in my world.

“We’re coming up on five minutes,” she explained, “if you want to cum you only have a little more time.”

I heard her warning and I knew with absolute certainty that I did not want to go another week without release. More than anything, I needed to cum. I set to the task, jerking wildly with my hand.

In the beginning, I was so excited but even though I knew my time was almost up, my penis would not play along.

“No!” I groaned.

I was getting worried. At first, it was difficult to maintain my erection but the more I rubbed, it reached the point I simply could not stay hard. Not only was I not going to be able to cum, it looked like my playtime was almost through as well.

All at once, I jerked with reckless abandon, trying beyond all effort to bring life back to my slowly shrinking rod. It felt good but not good enough; not enough to achieve release.

For more than a moment, I thought I’d be able to make it work, however my penis had a mind of its own and then came the ice cold water.

“Ugh!” I moaned when Claire doused my penis in the freezing liquid. “Oh, God!” I exclaimed.

“Don’t worry,” she said, “maybe you’ll get to cum next time.”

It was so frustrating, especially the way my penis just wouldn’t perform. “I don’t understand, I was so horny before.”

That’s when Claire let me in on exactly what she had done.

“That’s the cream,” she explained, “it’s designed to dull the senses, to make you last.”

“What?!?” I questioned. “You did that on purpose?”

She only offered a smile for response but she did proceed to lock me back up, securing my penis in the cage once again.

The cream did me in. I wanted to get off but that was not meant to be and for another seven days I would be forced to wrestle with that reality.


SCENE 15

Mommy Claire

I’ll admit, I felt a little cruel the way I tricked him with the lidocaine cream. That was true that first time but going forward it would not be so easy. He was becoming more experienced, learning as we went.

One thing I had going for me was that he was still so desperate to get off. That allowed me a lot of influence over his thinking and I used that advantage to lead him right into a dead end.

The next time he came around I would give him an option, a choice of how he wanted to move forward. He could either select five minutes of play time with the cream or thirty seconds without. It would be interesting to see just what he chose. The way our minds play with the possibilities is very interesting, especially when there’s an element of the unknown.

It was all part of his training, what my friend, Jill, had asked me to do, and as we drew closer to our stated goal, I couldn’t help but feel excitement in the moment and more than a little pride.


SCENE 16

Lil’ Joe

On my next several visits with Claire, she gave me a choice as to how I wanted to proceed; five minutes with the cream or one minute without. Immediately after my last session, I probably would have never considered the five-minute option but after spending some time away, and rather liking how the extended chastity had begun to settle into my brain, I found myself making a most unexpected choice.

“I’ll take the five minutes,” I explained.

A part of me wondered if Claire expected it all along. If she did, she didn’t say it and when she released me from the cage, she smothered my hands in cream before giving me permission to play.

“Go ahead,” she said, “have fun.”

I didn’t waste a moment of time, taking my cock in hand and rubbing it up and down. I jerked myself silly, until the cream made me go limp and then when I realized I would not be able to regain my strength I asked to be put back in the cage.

“That was quick,” she replied. “You sure you don’t want to go longer? You still have time?”

I’ll admit, it wasn’t what I expected, instantly making me regret my decision. Unfortunately, the time to change my mind had already passed.

As Claire locked me back up, she let me know that next time things would change.

“The time for the cream is over,” she explained, “next time will be different.”

It wasn’t what I wanted to hear but I had gotten used to going with the flow and seven days later, when I returned for my regular appointment, she would show me just how different things could get.


SCENE 17

Mommy Claire

Training a guy to ejaculate at the first sense of arousal is about stimulating his excitement while reducing his stamina. Over the course of several weeks, I learned a lot of different ways to excite Lil’ Joe’s passion, the unique triggers that drove his excitement. At the same time, I wiped away his discipline, stripping away any ability to hold back. That combination of things put him in prejac territory, his body and his mind falling into place.

The real measure of success would come when I turned control of his world back to his capable wife, Jill. If all went as planned with his training, he would shoot uncontrollably with her as well, then I would know his education was complete.

That was the end goal but we still had a little more training to do if we were going to achieve our objective.


SCENE 18

Lil’ Joe

My next visit with Claire promised to be one for the ages and as she tried to unlock the cage to get things started, something happened. The key that she had used for every other session, the one she kept at the end of the chain around her neck, didn’t work. She tugged on it, not just once but several times, while simultaneously rubbing my balls.

It was exciting and I would have told her it was becoming too much for my sensitive nads, but she was intent on freeing me from the device and wouldn’t slow down. It was all rather crazy, forcing me to come face to face with a very awkward truth.

After an extended period of time with no release, including several sessions in a row where the cream stopped me from getting any relief at all, I was highly sensitive. It was a function of the denial, so much time without any touch, but it got to the point where I struggled to adapt.

The way she pulled at my cage, trying to work the key, it wasn’t intended to be erotic. In fact, she wasn’t trying to excite me at all and yet before I knew it, my body responded all on its own.

“Ungh!” my lungs heaved as my body began to buckle and curl.

The excitement rose too high too fast and before I knew it, the most insane thing happened; I came in the cage. It was a feckless spurt, dribbling through the steel bars and I can’t deny it made me feel weak, like a little boy.

“Ungh!” I let out as my body released its seed, a gush all over my thighs and down to the floor.

If Claire was surprised by my response, she didn’t show it.

“Ooh, look at that,” she giggled. “I guess there’s no reason to unlock you now.”

It wasn’t the way I would have looked at it. I would have liked a little time out of the cage, to dangle and be free, but the truth was my penis was spent and at the time it didn’t really want any more stimulus.


SCENE 19

Mommy Claire

All training comes down to establishing a routine and then repeating that process until the function becomes engrained, second nature. With everything that Lil’ Joe and I had achieved so far, he was primed, properly prepared. Now, all that was left to do was to repeat the process until any other result would seem odd.

In his case, that meant increasing the duration between his orgasms until his desperation reached an all-time high, until he couldn’t hold back even with the lightest touch.

At first, the gap was extended to two weeks between meetings, then three before our cadence reached a full month. Thirty days time was enough to have even the most resolute guy out of his mind, completely compliant to everything I said.

There were times when I teased Lil’ Joe with the idea of no schedule at all, allowing his mind to contemplate the possibility of absolutely no end to his chastity and my control. The concept of permanent chastity can really mess with a guy’s mind and there was no doubt with him it burrowed very deep indeed.


SCENE 20

Lil’ Joe

In the beginning, I loved my meetings with Claire, but lately they had become more torment than pleasure. I had reached the point where I was prepared to give up my orgasms altogether but she was of a different mind.

“You don’t want to do that,” she said, “it’s important to release some times, if for no other reason than to keep you sane.”

She introduced caged orgasms to the mix, finding ways to make me cum without removing the device. At first, she just squeezed and pulled on the metal bars to get me excited and then she switched to a vibrator, pressing that relentless buzz against the outside of the cage. That was a stimulus no man could endure and I quickly succumbed to its powerful force.

As if the whole exchange wasn’t emasculating enough, she added even more to what she had to share.

“Maybe I could have the key melted down,” she joked. “I really don’t think we’ll need it anymore.”

I knew she was making light of the situation but that didn’t change the fact that what she was saying was true, she no longer needed to unlock my world for me to get relief. It was amazing how many different ways she could facilitate my orgasm without removing the cage. In fact, she did it several visits in a row before finally introducing me to another new method, one that pushed me even further into a completely new world.

“Did you know that the anus has just as many pleasure nerve endings as the penis?” she asked.

When she said it, I thought it was a little trivia she wanted to share however I would soon find out she was looking to show me firsthand. Anyone who has ever received anal stimulation from Claire would know exactly what I was in for but as for me I didn’t have a clue.

The way she gently tickled my anus, stimulating my sphincter with the gentlest touch, really got things started but she didn’t stop there. Once I was warm to her touch, she began to work her way in, conquering more and more of my body with each passing minute.

The first time she broke the seal it was a quick in and out but she would be back, and when she returned, she was more familiar, intent on welcoming me to a new way of looking at the world.

I’m not sure how long she had her finger inside of me but I was well aware when she landed on my prostate and the buzz that created in my head. She tickled and teased that sensitive spot until it literally took my breath away, causing me to gasp and huff.

I had no idea anal sex could feel so wonderful, that is until all of my semen came dribbling out of my penis, slipping through the steel bars of the cage, extending all the way to my thigh in one long string, down my leg and to the floor.

I’d say it was a mess and it was but the more interesting part was how it drained my sexual energy without satisfying the need inside my brain. My cum was all gone but my mind still needed to get off. It was absolutely vexing, another lesson learned in my time with Mommy Claire.

Once again, she found a completely new way to push my orgasm over the edge, forcing me to realize that I had no ability whatsoever to hold the semen back now that she was in charge.


SCENE 21

Mommy Claire

Joe’s training had reached a critical juncture, it was time for his leash to be returned to his master. I put together specific instructions for Jill, guidelines for turning control back to her capable hands.

The meeting to go over those details was exciting for us both.

“It’s nothing more than carrot and stick,” I explained to Jill. “Reward his quick cum shots with verbal encouragement and praise. Discipline anything you don’t like with extended time in the cage.”

They were important words but there was more I needed to share.

“Compliment him for his complete loss of stamina,” I added, “reinforce his role as a submissive prejac beta.”

The mental mind play was every bit as impactful as the physical, especially when delivered in just the right way.

My lesson continued. “Refer back to his erogenous zones,” I told her. “Stimulate them when needed. Do the same with his trigger words and ideas, ensure maximum excitement both mentally and physically.”

For her part, Jill hung on every word, happy for the opportunity to get her husband back. She took studious notes, every single detail and I felt confident she was on the right path, the road to success.

“Continue to time him,” I added. “‘Make sure his release times are consistently below a minute, make 30 seconds your new goal.”

That’s when Jill showed that she was gaining a greater understanding of the whole alpha beta dynamic.

“Can we make him spill from words alone?” she asked, her curiosity a sign that she was starting to truly appreciate everything that was taking place.

“We shall see,” I offered. “Encourage him to let go of his mind, let him know that as soon as he can cum without touch that he can have as many orgasms as he wants.”

Her eyes went wide at that suggestion.

“Is that true?” she asked.

It wasn’t true and I needed to let her know.

“Not really,” I explained. “He’ll always be dependent, needing you to help him along.”

She smiled at that thought.

That’s when I left her with my closing words of wisdom.

“Repeat the steps as often as needed to achieve the desired result,” I added. “Go back to the basics if he ever starts to get out of line and if he is unable to achieve orgasm hands free, only allow the use of a single finger, or maybe an anal plug.”


SCENE 22

Jill

I’ll admit, there were times where I had my doubts about what Claire could achieve in her training sessions with my husband however the instant we were alone and I saw that look in his eye I knew things were going to be completely different from that point forward. He was changed at the core and there was no denying that fact.

Joe’s approach to sex was completely altered by this new disposition. His orgasms were now fleeting occurrences, distinct moments in time that he could not control. It made him feel feckless, weak and the more I mentioned it only added to his demise.

Never again would he be asking me for sex, the idea just too hard for his little mind to process. If anything, a single finger would suffice, enough to do the trick. That would be his life from now on, and as much as I was the one who had asked for it in the beginning, as I saw him quiver in insecurity, I started to wonder if I had made the right call.


EPILOGUE

Mommy Claire

Edging is my preference. I like to take a guy’s dick in my hands, massage it, play with it, make it dance through his head and when he is savoring the sweet ecstasy of that all-consuming bliss, I push him over the brink, allowing him to savor the full scope of unbridled lust.

That is usually my preference but in the case of Lil’ Joe I did the exact opposite, training him not to savor the extended bliss of tease but instead to give up the spunk, releasing all of his seed as quick as humanly possible.

It was an interesting endeavor, one that intrigued my mind while also educating my soul. I’ll admit, it wasn’t what I expected when we first started out but overall, I rather enjoyed the experience, leading me to believe that I would be doing it again.

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

-          The Huntress, The Awakening – Season 1

-          The Huntress, Hands-On Education – Season 2

For more 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

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles X
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