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PROLOGUE

Mommy Claire

Across the nation, throughout every urban city, suburban neighborhood, and rural countryside, there are young men floundering, unable or unwilling to realize their true and full potential. Some say video games are the problem, too many hours spent wasted away at a mindless task; others believe the Internet and social media are to blame, too much stimulus for the young male mind to absorb and comprehend. I, myself, have always believed the problem lies in motivation, or a lack thereof, and what it takes to truly incentivize a young man in today’s world.

As a result of those beliefs, I have developed a very special method of securing the attention of the excitable male mind, putting it to use in a productive and meaningful manner. It is a tried and proven process, one that has not only paid me well but also endured the test of time.

My secret is sensual stimulation, turning the power of the male sex drive into a relentless force for good, and that, combined with some good old fashioned mommy love, has provided me with a healthy stable of submissive young men; all ready, willing and able to answer my beck and call.

You may think that I do all of this for my own gain, and I do benefit greatly as a result, but as the following story will attest, the young men love every minute of the experience as well, actually begging for more and more.


SCENE 1

Mommy Claire

Just the other day, I was having tea with a friend of mine, sharing the details of my latest project, a community service event focused on training incorrigible men to be obedient and cuckolded husbands. It had been quite a successful venture, with a bevy of satisfied clients.

“Sounds great,” my friend Melanie replied, “but what about someone like me, with a lazy, good for nothing step-son?”

I knew her situation and I felt for her.

Melanie was a partier when we were young, always up for a wild time, and that led to an incredible lifestyle in her formative years but as she grew older, the luster on that world began to fade and she wanted something different, something more. In her forties, she met a whale, and she used her skills in the bedroom to reel him in and lock him down.

Tucker was rich, widowed and completely overwhelmed by Melanie’s sex. All of those things led to a quick Vegas wedding and by the time Melanie realized he had a son, the nuptials were complete and they were tied in wedded bliss. She never felt the need to bond with the boy, the private school he attended was several hours away, however when he graduated from school to return home and an untimely heart attack took the boy’s father too soon, everything quickly changed, leaving Melanie widowed but not quite alone.

For his part, Tucker Junior, Tuck, wasn’t any one’s prize. I had only met him a couple of times but in those brief encounters he did not make a very good impression. One time, he had just lost in a game of cards and threw quite a tantrum, and another time, he absolutely blew up over a spilled drink. Either situation might have been overlooked for a toddler or maybe even a boy in his youth, but Tuck was eighteen going on nineteen, practically a grown man.

A thousand ideas stormed my head, about how I could help my longtime friend.

“He is eighteen, correct?” I confirmed.

I already knew the answer but it was a very important question, especially considering how I was planning to deal with him and his incorrigible ways.

“Almost nineteen,” Melanie replied.

With that response I could actually feel the cogs of life falling into place. My friend had a need and I possessed a specific skill set, one that could be applied to ease her pain and correct her predicament.

“I don’t see any reason why he can’t be trained,” I offered. “Does he like sex?”

Her response took that plan and moved it forward another gigantic leap in the right direction.

“If the sounds coming from his room every night are any indication,” she replied, “then I’d say he’s obsessed.”

It was music to my ears.

“Perfect,” I replied. “Now, all we need is a good excuse for he and I to spend some time together, at least until I can turn his mind.”


SCENE 2

Tuck

For the longest time, I thought that graduating from high school meant freedom from authority and the beginning of my life, but that is not at all what happened.

My dad was rich before he died, so it all should have been mine, and it would have, if it weren’t for that bitch he called his wife.

Melanie, my step-mom, slid right in and quickly took control. There was no doubt it was all about sex, you could tell just looking at her; and the way my father crumbled, was absolutely pathetic. She had him wrapped around her finger and he acted like he loved it.

I knew she had her hooks in him deep but still, I didn’t expect it would all go to her. I thought some would be held for me.

That was not the case, so when graduation came and all my private school friends were ready to chase the biggest waves, or jet set across Europe, I had to stay back, in a fight with my step-mom over money.

“What are you going to do with your life?” she nagged.

“You said I had to stay in school until I graduated and I graduated, so I’m done,” I replied.

Her response was quite direct. “You either have to go to college or get a job, you can’t just sit around here all day.”

It was total bull shit but what choice did I have? Believe it or not, I did go out on interviews, but the jobs they wanted to give me were so beneath me. I wasn’t going to clean somebody else’s shit and I sure as hell wasn’t working fast food. The truth was, a part of me was ok with working, as long as it was something I wanted to do.

Unfortunately, none of that mattered to my dear old step-mom, so for as long as I could, I pretended to go out on interviews, seeing how far I could stretch things out until she finally got wise. Unfortunately, that only worked so long and soon my world would be forced to change.


SCENE 3

Melanie

My step-son really made a mess of things. While his father was still alive, Tuck was expelled from five different schools. It started with his local high school, then a Catholic school, and then a private school before being shipped off to boarding schools number four and five, both of the prep variety, both highly recommended, but neither one able to corral or contain the incorrigible teen.

The last school in the line, Militant Academy, carried him through to graduation but wouldn’t place him for extended education, his reputation and potential for fallout too big a risk for their reputation.

“He’s a mess, he has absolutely no discipline and no motivation whatsoever,” the Dean told us. “If I were you, I’d think about military enlistment as soon as he hits eighteen.”

To say his father and I were at our wits end would be an understatement. Even with all of his wealth, Tucker Senior could do nothing and Tuck was quickly approaching his eighteenth birthday with no real vision or direction. And if all that didn’t make things bad enough, the problems were about to get exponentially worse.

His father and I were at an auction, bidding on a retired race horse, or at least his very next seed. He was a thoroughbred and the competition was fierce. I thought winning was a good thing but the excitement of the moment became too much and the next thing I knew, Tuck Senior was clutching at his chest on his way to the floor.

It was a massive coronary, there was nothing anyone could have done, but that was little consolation when it came to picking up the pieces and trying to move on with our lives.

After Tucker Senior’s death, we were all in a state of shock. It was a solid six months before I even presented my stepson with the first sign that he needed to go to school, or find work.

“I think it’s time you started looking for work,” I said, “at least something part time.”

It was reasonable, I thought, and at first, he seemed receptive, like he was following through, but then the motivation I saw at first began to fade.

I went back to him, to see if I could help in any way.

“There has to be something,” I offered, “to get your foot in the door.”

He agreed, wholeheartedly, and I gave him three months more.

It seemed like a sufficient amount of time to find a job, anything would do, but I ended up adding another three more months after that, because he still hadn’t found a job.

Finally, there came a point when I could no longer believe that it was true. There had to be something he could do.

The thing was, I didn’t even care if it was part time, or freelance, or working from home on his computer, I just wanted Tuck doing something, to have some kind of activity in his life, well, beyond playing video games and watching porn.

It was right about the one year mark where a friend of mine offered an option, a training program designed as a job. If it could help Tuck become a worthwhile contributor to my household and society as a whole, then I was all in, for everything else I had tried had absolutely failed.


SCENE 4

Tuck

It was just after noon and my step-mom came barging into my room, turning on the lights, opening the blinds.

“It’s time to get up,” she spat.

“Turn off the lights,” I said.

I tried to cover my head with the blanket but she pulled it away.

“No more excuses,” my step-mom said. “You need a job and I have a friend, you’ve met her, Claire, she’s looking for someone to help around her place.”

She was being aggressive, not just insisting I find work but actually going the extra step and finding the position.

Reluctantly, I agreed. What could I say? I had been delaying work as long as possible but she was setting everything up. I had to at least go along for a little while.

We arranged a time for an interview. I was to be at her friend Claire’s place at five o’clock and I thought about ways I could intentionally screw things up, to make her friend make the call for us, to get her to say no to me.

I took my time getting ready, taking a long shower, washing my hair and letting the conditioner really have its time. I didn’t have any need to rush, I wasn’t trying to impress. For my outfit I put on a t-shirt and jeans, opting not to get dressed up. I didn’t know what they expected but I figured it was only one of my step-mom’s friends.

Admittedly, Claire wasn’t like the others. She was pretty damn hot by old lady standards and definitely had a lot of confidence. On more than one occasion I remembered her putting a man in his place. She wasn’t the loudest or the most obnoxious in the crowd, my step-mom had a lot of friends like that, but you knew just looking at Claire that she was a force to be reckoned with.

I always knew she had money, something about the way she dressed and the way she strutted around, better than everyone else, but the moment I pulled into her driveway and saw her estate I took on a new appreciation for just how much she had. Claire was in control of generational wealth, life changing money and when she welcomed me into her home, I got a good idea of how that kind of wealth lives.

Claire was loaded, I mean, never have to work again in your life loaded, and I have to admit, it made me think that was why people cowered whenever she was around.

After a brief hello with a proper handshake and formal introductions, she led me through her foyer to a small room nearby.

The interview took place in an office right off of the main foyer. It was unique, with a big desk but also an exam table, like you would see in a doctor’s office. It seemed a little odd at first, and made me wonder just what kind of work she did? I didn’t ask but the thought did cross my mind.

The moment we were both seated, her in the big executive chair on the opposite side of the desk and me in the comfy but much smaller chair across from her, she provided some detail.

“Tuck, I don’t know if your step-mom has told you, but I make my living by understanding human sexual desires,” she said, “and I need some help.”

I’m not bull shitting when I tell you, that is exactly how she started things off.

She continued. “Do you read a lot of erotica?” she asked.

“Erotica? Read?” I questioned; not sure I heard her correctly.

She rolled her eyes at my response.

“So, you’re not a reader. I get it. Do you like to watch porn?” she said.

I knew she was being condescending when she said it but now, she was speaking my language.

“Sure,” I replied. “Who doesn’t?”

My response seemed to please her.

“Great! Then we’ll start there and work our way up,” she offered.

I wasn’t sure what that meant but she went on to explain, and what she had to say completely blew my mind and made me glad I had held out for the perfect job.

“The help I need is around understanding the male sex drive,” she said, “and in order to do that, I need to know exactly what gets you excited.”

As if that wasn’t the most incredible start, things quickly went from good to great as she continued.

“We’re going to begin with pornography,” she said, “for the first week, we’re going to have you watch porn and make notes about what you like best, then we’re going to advance the studies, to see how to bring that stimulation and arousal to its greatest fruition.”

With that description I had no doubt that I would be taking the job, although things did get a little more complicated when she outlined the terms of employment.

“In order to get the most accurate results,” she added, “the job requires abstinence while you are at home. You can play with yourself here, while you’re watching the porn, but nothing at home. Are you ok with that?”

The truth was, I was still trying to figure out if this was real, if she was really offering me a job to watch porn? Before she could take it back, I agreed, and after completing some forms and additional paperwork, my first real job out of high school was secured.


SCENE 5

Melanie

Claire called me right away, before Tuck got home, so I knew exactly what happened with the interview. She provided explicit detail on their interaction as well as the job and also provided a prediction on how he would act when he got home but warned me not to press too hard.

“Hey,” I greeted Tuck when he arrived home.

I was seated at the kitchen table, exactly where I would always be at that time of day, he couldn’t have known that I was waiting for him.

“Hey!” he responded, placing the keys on the hook by the door before trying to walk away.

I was excited, it was a job, finally a job, and I wanted to hear all about it.

“How did it go?” I asked. “Did you get the job?”

“Fine,” he replied.

He tried to walk by, as if his one word answer is enough.

“Wait!” I said, I knew I was pushing but I needed more than a single word. “At least tell me what it was like to interview with Claire. Is she as tough as everyone says?”

He turned to face me and the instant he looked at my expectant face and thought I really didn’t know anything, that I didn’t know what took place, he began to weave his own version of the tale. His version was all about Claire’s humongous estate and how intimidated he felt walking up the front steps.

He added specific detail about her office, how she sat in the big chair and he sat across from her, feeling like a little child in the small one across the desk. His imagery really set the tone of a true exchange of power and I couldn’t help but wonder if I had inadvertently fed a defenseless cub to a very hungry cougar.

There was one question that would settle things in my mind and I pressed asking it as Tuck tried to slip away from the conversation and out the door.

“What was Claire wearing?” I asked.

“A lab coat,” he replied.

I’ll admit, it wasn’t what I was expecting but any chance for follow up was gone when he slid out of the kitchen and down the hall, closing the door for the privacy of his room.

Just like Claire predicted, Tuck was bold in sharing details about the interview, espousing how hard it was and how well he did but when it came to the specifics of the job, what he would be doing on the day to day, he glazed over any particulars, speaking in very generalized terms.

I wanted to press for more, to really make him open up, but Claire warned against it.

“It’s ok,” she assured me. “Trust me, I’ve got things under control.”

I knew Claire. If she said Tuck was under control, then he was, and while I didn’t think he was there just yet, I had no doubt he was about to undergo a major transformation.


SCENE 6

Tuck

I was pretty excited about my first day on the job. The thought of someone paying me to watch porn was absolutely incredible. I actually showed up ten minutes early and Claire was right there to greet me the moment I got to the door.

“You didn’t masturbate, did you?” she asked, confirming my compliance with her rules before I even crossed the threshold into her world.

“I didn’t, I swear,” I replied.

It was difficult but somehow, I managed. I held up my hand like I was making a scout oath but the truth was, I got kicked out of that program.

Claire looked different on my first official day of work. In the interview, I didn’t really take note of her outfit, but now, her clothes hugged every curve, while being much more revealing, instantly catching my eye. I couldn’t help but appreciate her sexy shape as well as her delicate skin.

While I enjoyed the view, she caught me looking, and was quick to scold my actions.

“You’re my employee but you’re eying my breasts like you’re my submissive little boy,” she said. “If you want that job it takes more than an interview, you’ll have to learn to beg.”

Obviously, I was embarrassed to be caught looking at her cleavage, and I turned away but not before she had more to say.

“I guess that’s proof that you really didn’t masturbate,” she said. “You couldn’t stop the little boy inside of you from coming out to play.”

I was relieved that she was making light of the situation although I have to admit, hearing her refer to me as a little boy felt odd, not bad, just different, and maybe a little good. I would ponder that later, especially when I was alone with some very suggestive videos.

For my first day, Claire led me deeper into her home, to a small room with a desk and a tv and not much else. Her instructions were clear; watch videos on the screen and detail what points arouse; physically, mentally, being sure to capture the exact title and the time of the scene.

It was a dream job and I was ready to begin.

Before she left, Claire specifically let me know that I was allowed to play, showing me where the tissues were located when it came time to clean up. She also made a point of confirming that a single orgasm would not mean the end of my duties, that I would be expected to continue with my work even if I shot my load.

The best part was how candidly she spoke about sex and a guy’s need to cum. She was so cool. It truly was my kind of job.

I waited for her to leave and then I got settled, positioning the chair where I wanted, putting a table next to me for easy access to the tissues and the lotion. The first video I started to watch was about an older woman seducing a younger guy. While they were both scantily clad, the scene featured a lot of dialogue, seductive foreplay leading to a manipulating exchange.

The woman kept challenging the guy, convincing him that he wasn’t a man if he couldn’t endure her game of tease and denial. Sure enough, he eventually gave in, needing to show his worth, allowing her free access to tease away. It was then that the first sex took place, a long slow hand job.

Most of the porn I tend to watch gets right to it, hardcore body on body action leading to an explosive finish. This was a lot of dialogue, her seducing him with her words before building him up with long slow meaningful rubs. Even when they got to the rubbing, it was still all tease, the guy not allowed to cum.

At first, I missed the big cum shot, the magnificent burst of semen and that fabulous display, but then I started to take note of what was happening, the nuance, and I found that it was pretty hot. She didn’t just tease she actually took him to the brink, to the point he was begging for relief. She drove his excitement even higher by not allowing him to cum, tempting his body to indulge even more.

It was a lot of teasing, the way she manipulated his lust but denied his release, and in that exchange, I found a very sexy concept of thought. There was a strong dynamic of power exchange between them, slowly transferring all strength from him to her, and the repeated sensual acts literally eliminated all of his strength, rendering him submissive to her will. It was a bit of a stretch from a reality perspective, thinking she could truly break him down in such a way, but once the action picked up, the scenes did create quite a bit of excitement.

I made notes of the videos I watched as well as the time of particularly steamy scenes. It’s what I was instructed to do, and I felt proud that I was doing such a good job, following all of Claire’s rules.

By the fourth video, at the time when the older woman was stroking the guy’s cock, controlling his every grunt and groan, I couldn’t take it anymore. I undid my pants and took out my dick, rubbing along in time with the scene. It didn’t take long and my multi day hiatus from masturbation, combined with the erotic scenes playing out on the screen, brought my lust to pique. I, along with the guy on the screen, shot our loads, spurting semen upon the world.

I’ll admit, after the orgasm I wasn’t nearly as motivated to watch anymore porn but I still had a job to do so I perused the list of additional titles. What I found was a recurring theme, every video featuring an older woman taking control of a younger guy, and in every situation, she took control through relentless tease and denial.

Needless to say, I completed my task. Every video had a sexy climax and I made note of every single one of those, listing the exact times of the most exciting events. By the end of the day, I had quite a list as well as a trash can full of sticky tissues.

When I turned my notes in to Claire, she seemed quite pleased with my work.

“Great first day,” she offered. “Remember no extracurricular activity at home, and when you come back tomorrow, we can do it all again.”


SCENE 7

Mommy Claire

After a day of watching porn and playing with himself, I sent Tuck on his way with a reminder that he was not to have any extracurricular fun at home. Once that directive was instilled, I was free to review the notes from the day, and a view into what intrigued and excited my new friend’s libido.

Much to my delight, Tuck’s favorite moments, the ones that excited him the most, were the times of conquest, when the young man would succumb to the overwhelming stimulus the woman was supplying. He tagged those times in every one of the videos, setting the tone for the rest of our week together and the imagery I still wanted to insert inside the young man’s head.

The remainder of the week was sure to be fun for Tuck, with each and every day pushing him further and further into my world. And for me, it was exhilarating, another man about to succumb to my power and control.


SCENE 8

Tuck

Day two working for Claire was the same as day one only now the videos seemed to focus on the exact moment of ejaculation, with an added twist, the teasing build up to that climactic event. The women in the videos were relentless, wearing the men down with their tantalizing touch until each and every one of them was crying out, ready to obey her every command.

It was all kinds of hard to believe, especially when the woman in each video would insist that the man call her mommy, using a combination of erotic rubbing, tease and denial, and of all things, nursing, to completely break him down. Despite how totally unbelievable it all was, it was also totally hot and I started to rub myself through my pants as I watched, getting very excited before my dick was even exposed.

There was something about the exchange between the older women and the younger guys. In each instance, the man was rendered helpless, overwhelmed by the pleasure, and yet as exciting as that was to watch, incredibly beautiful and sexy actors on the screen, I doubted that any of it could actually happen in real life. Sex was great and all but could the feelings really get so overwhelming that it would make you want to give up control? Or even more absurd, submit as a little boy? I didn’t think there was any way they could get me to believe that.

Despite my disbelief in the basic premise of the story lines, day number two was every bit as awesome as my first day, with one major exception. On the second day, I did a lot of teasing of my cock while I watched but I did not cum, a theme I was learning from the events on the screen. In every scenario the denial was what made the guys lose their minds, the need to release stronger than anything else.

My restraint turned out to be a blessing in disguise especially when it came to the end of the day when Claire sent me home but did not place any restrictions on my evening activities.

“Go home and have fun,” she said, “I’m sure you have a lot to think about.”

It really was an amazing turn of events and as I drove home after work, I couldn’t help but think I had the world’s greatest job. How many other guys got to tease and play for hours and then get more of the same at the end of the day?

At home that night, my step-mom was there to greet me when I walked through the door but all I wanted to do was get to my room and partake in a long, slow masturbation session, one that would allow me to savor the events of the day, while ending in a delicious orgasm and the most incredible sleep.


SCENE 9

Melanie

I saw Tuck when he came home from work and while he didn’t stay and chat, or share the details of his day, there was no doubt that his disposition had changed since he began working for Claire. She was having an effect on him and not just a little.

Gone was the animosity, the anger that had been hovering just beneath his surface. It was replaced by something else, and if I knew Claire, what she replaced it with was carnal desire and passionate lust.

I’ll admit, his change had me curious, so I peaked in on my step-son that evening; just to see how he was doing. What I saw and heard when I peeped through the crack in the door, confirmed everything I thought and more, my suspicions about his transition spot on.

Tuck was stroking his cock, sending his lust through the stratosphere, and while he serviced his desire from the base of his balls to the tip of his dick, he moaned aloud, saying the one thing, the only thing, that could shock my mind.

“Oh, God, mommy,” he groaned, “that feels so good, please don’t stop.”

Up until then, I knew his mind was obsessed with sex, but I never expected that I would become part of the fantasy.


SCENE 10

Tuck

I returned for the third day of work excited to get started. As I had come to expect, Claire was there to greet me when I arrived and she led me to the video room, where I began to watch porn once again. This time there was something very different about the image on the screen, in this instance the setting was a familiar scene.

In the middle of the screen was a naked man on a table, a doctor’s exam table, but it wasn’t just any exam table, and the moment I realized it was the one in Claire’s office, I got a different kind of tingle down below. My loins made the connection right away, even if it took my mind a little time to catch up.

Prior to that moment, everything was fake, unreal, but with that simple change of setting things changed, the excitement elevated in my head.

The guy on the exam table, I couldn’t see his face, but there was no doubt he was naked and his cock was hard, sticking straight up. That was the start of the video but then the motion began and in walked Claire, looking really sexy in a white nurse’s uniform. The scene quickly evolved from there.

Claire made quick work of securing her subject. She secured both his arms and his legs, using leather straps that quickly came into view after being hidden somewhere below the surface of the table. The way she strapped him was rather aggressive, demonstrating thorough and complete control, but once he was secured her disposition changed, into that of a tender loving mommy. She gently touched and caressed every inch of his skin, giving great attention to his sensitive spots. In no time at all she had him squirming, and a few moments more and he began to writhe and beg.

“Please, mommy!” he whined.

There it was, the reference to mommy, only now I had reason to believe, the events on the screen, in her office, hitting very close to home. If I thought I got excited watching the helpless guys before, that was nothing compared to the thoughts that surged through my head when I watched a scene where I actually knew one of the players.

Claire used the tip of a single finger, just the nail, to trace a line up the guy’s leg, and when she reached his dick, she grazed him ever so lightly, sending elated tingles out to every inch of his body.

He quivered as a result.

“Ungh!” he let out while his hips jerked and flexed, an involuntary response to her targeted stimulus.

She pulled away long enough for his excitement to calm before she started up again, this time wrapping her supple fingers around his shaft, providing long, slow, deliberate strokes from the base to the tip and back again.

All at once, it was clear. Claire wasn’t just stroking his cock, she was teasing it, allowing the excitement to build and build, only to pull back at the last possible second, leaving him absolutely desperate for relief. In the previous videos I had watched, I doubted that a man could be stripped of his power in such a way and yet watching Claire in action, performing the act on a guy in her office, I was really beginning to believe that it could be true.

The way that single thought affected me was amazing. I would never be able to look at her the same way again. Not only did the guy beg her for relief, calling her mommy the whole time, he actually cuddled into her embrace when she released him, willfully accepting the role as her little boy, helplessly nursing and suckling at her teat. It was super hot and when she finally allowed him to cum, sending his orgasm spurting with a barrage of rubs and strokes, I came too, making a mess of my underwear and my pants.

It was all so incredible and by far the most exciting experience to date. That thought was just going through my mind when Claire came to see me at the end of the day.

The first thing she noticed was the giant wet spot on the front of my pants.

“I hope you detailed exactly what caused that,” she said with a giggle.

I blushed, not because I was embarrassed by the stain but because I was actually standing in front of the woman who made it all happen. That was enough to cause a brand new tingle in my loins while taking my breath away.

I could have said something. Hell, I should have said something. But standing in her presence I was in awe, dumbfounded, and I struggled to make my lips do any more that gasp and drool. My opportunity might have been right in front of me but there was no way I was man enough to say a single word.

I’ll admit, when I left Claire’s estate that evening, I was tied up and twisted in my head, knowing just what she could do, desperately hoping I could be next.


SCENE 11

Melanie

Claire was very specific with her instructions. Tuck would be coming home with a stain in his pants and I needed to use that to make him confess, to make him put into words everything that was happening on the job. It was a big moment, up until then Claire had me staying off to the side.

I was actually nervous waiting for Tuck to come home, thinking about what I would have to say, but I trusted Claire. If she thought this was a necessary step in his training, then it needed to be done. I believed in her every step of the way.

The truth was, Tuck had already shown significant change. Not only was he keeping a steady job, an actual source of income, but he was also much calmer now, nicer to me in every way. I wasn’t sure just what my talking with him would do, I only knew I had to follow through.


SCENE 12

Tuck

I returned home to find my step-mom sitting at the kitchen table. She wanted to have a heart to heart about my new job and needless to say, that had me very nervous. Unfortunately, she wouldn’t take no for an answer.

“I’m kind of tired,” I replied, “can we do this another time?”

“No!” she replied. “Every night you go right to your room and tell me nothing about what is going on. If you can’t share the details or what’s happening then I’m going to call Claire and tell her this isn’t working.”

This was serious. What my step-mom said and how she said it made it sound so important, like she wasn’t going to take no for an answer. Despite how I felt, I knew I needed to give her some kind of info.

“Ok, ok,” I relented.

I still had the stain on my pants, it was dry but very visible, and I didn’t want my step-mom to see it. I tried to hide, shifting my body to the side, but it wasn’t easy.

My step-mom didn’t seem to notice or if she did, she didn’t say anything. Instead, she started in with questions about the job.

“How is Claire to work for?” my step-mom asked. “Does she treat you ok? Do you like the work?”

Obviously, they were easy questions, I never liked a job more, but I was careful in how I replied, hesitant to reveal too much information.

“Claire’s a good boss and the work is ok,” I replied.

I answered her questions, just like she wanted, all the while hoping she wouldn’t notice my sticky stain. I thought the conversation was coming to an end, that I was just about clear when my step-mom said something that changed everything.

“The work is just ok?” she questioned. “That’s weird. I would have thought a guy like you would enjoy watching porn all day.”

Oh, shit!

She knew.

I was busted!

Sheepishly, I confirmed what she already knew and then she pointed to the stain on my pants.

“Why don’t you tell me how you got that,” she said, “and we’re both adults, let’s stick to the truth this time.”

She had me. I offered her a knowing smile, I had nowhere to hide, my secret in plain view. Obviously, I was embarrassed. My step-mom knew I was lying but there was nothing I could do. Still, she made me explain it all, in vivid detail, exactly what happened.

I did as I was told, sharing the specifics of my day and it was oddly freeing, opening up a level of dialogue between my step-mom and myself that we hadn’t had before. When I finished describing the video with Claire and the guy, and exactly how it made me feel, I waited for her reaction, nervous how my stepmom would respond.

I stood there waiting, nervously shifting from side to side.

After an uncomfortably long pause and with the conversation seemingly ended, I asked, “Can I go now?”

I turned towards the hallway and my room, ready to slip away. Unfortunately, before I could leave, my step-mom had one more thing to say.

“Oh, by the way,” she said, “I already knew everything you’ve been up to and if I catch you lying again, this mommy, the one at home, is going to give her naughty little boy a punishment he’ll remember for all time.”

Her words caught me off guard, not just that she saw the stain but that there were more events like that to come. That had me shocked but the biggest surprise would come later, when I was lying in bed and her words kept playing over and over again in my head, making me wonder just what kind of punishment mommy had in store for her naughty little boy?


SCENE 13

Tuck

On the morning of the last day of the week, Claire greeted me at the front door with an immediate change of plans.

“Our project is progressing nicely however I would like to make a change, one that will take us closer to our goal,” Claire offered.

“You’ve been watching videos and sharing what you like, what excites your mind and gets your juices flowing, but now our objective is going to evolve.”

I didn’t understand what she was saying but she was the boss and I intended to follow her lead. That’s when she let me know just what she had in mind.

“Based on your notes over the past several days, you seem to really like seeing the jism spurt from the pee-pee, especially when the men are begging mommy to take control,” she said. “Those scenes had the highest track rates for you, and the nursing, that also seemed to be a trigger.”

I couldn’t deny what she was saying. I noticed it as well, how the submission to mommy was odd at first but over time became the biggest driver of my lust. There was something about the moment of capitulation that drove my mind wild with excitement.

The impact of the breasts and the nursing on the other hand, that was not a surprise at all, that was something I knew about myself for a very long time.

Claire continued, “This is all good information, but now we need to see how we can make those things translate.”

I wanted to move forward but was unsure just what she meant.

“Translate?” I asked.

She responded back, “Translate, you know, how we can get your mind to take the next step, to turn the fantasy into something more.”

It all sounded so fascinating.

“Ok. How do we that? What’s the next step?” I asked.

Her response sent my brain on an unbelievable journey.

“Participation,” she replied.

She made the statement as if it was the most obvious thing in the world, which truly made me think.

Yes, all of the videos did make me want to participate, especially the one where Claire was the dominant mommy, and now it seemed she was offering me that opportunity.

“Are you saying what I think you’re saying?” I asked, wanting to be sure.

“The next step is big,” she explained. “It will require you to become the subject, but, if the trash can full of messy tissues is any indication, I think you’re going to like it.”

My heart literally skipped a beat at the sound of those words, and I could not stop my involuntary response. Her statement caused my mind to swoon and my dick to grow rock hard.


SCENE 14

Mommy Claire

When Tuck responded to my offer with an emphatic, “Yes, please!” I actually got a tingle down below. There is nothing I like more than seducing a grown man, taking his lust on a carnal joy ride and rendering him completely submissive to the ecstasy coursing through his veins, and even though Tuck was a willing participant, this particular conquest was extra special.

With every new event I get that incredible feeling but with Tuck there was an added element that made everything even better. By the time I was done with him he was going to be a submissive little boy for one of my dearest friends, and that made the entire experience that much more enjoyable.

The seduction is awesome, the transition is fun, but the greatest part of all is the conquest. I was ready to partake in that fun and Tuck was going to be making the journey as well, whether he was ready or not.


SCENE 15

Tuck

Claire led me to her office and the exam table from the video. Needless to say, I was excited, but as we walked into the room, she took things to an even higher level with the delicious words she dripped into my ear.

“Obviously, you’ve seen all the videos, so you know what’s about to happen next,” she said. Then, as if she needed to explain, she added, “You’re the little boy and mommy is about to take control.”

“Are you kidding me?” I asked. Then, I added, “Please don’t tease me about this, you have no idea how much I want it.”

Much to my delight, she wasn’t kidding and when she motioned towards the straps on the table, I didn’t resist, stripping from my clothing, jumping up in place, allowing her to lock me in.

You might think I was crazy to let this woman tie me up, but having seen what happened to the others who did the same, I had no reservations whatsoever. She took her time with the straps, first the right ankle, then the left, then the right wrist before the left secured all four limbs in place. I tugged at the restraints and as expected, I was fully locked in place. For the briefest of moments, I got a rush of anxiety, right up until she cooed softly into my ear.

“Such a good boy,” she said, “now sit back and enjoy some mommy love.”

The touches that followed were everything I had hoped for and more, delicately teasing my sensibilities, taking my excitement to new heights. I readily gave in to Claire and submitting made everything feel even better.

“Please, mommy!” I pleaded the moment she approached.

She laughed at my eagerness. “Calm down little boy,” she said, “mommy can’t turn you if all you do is agree.”

Her hand landed on my thigh and my penis began to pulse. She hadn’t even touched me and already I felt like I might explode.

“Oh, God!” I let out.

She pulled back and thank God she did, my excitement was ready to boil over. Then, after allowing me to collect my breath, she gathered me in, hugging her good little boy.

The feelings swarmed my brain and they felt nice, providing comfort and connection. I’m not sure if I intended it, but the words felt right coming from my mouth and I didn’t stop, even as her power over me grew.

“Please, mommy!”

“Please, mommy!”

“Please, mommy!”

All of the men that I had watched on film submitted to Mommy Claire’s touch, first, grinding in time with her rubs before completely giving in, granting her full control. I did the same, only as I experienced that incredible thrill, I realized how helpless I really was, and how little control I actually possessed.

It was overwhelming, in the most delightful way.

The pulses started small at first, tiny spasms in my balls and up my shaft, but soon mommy’s hands were everywhere, gliding up and down my shaft, caressing my taint, fondling my balls, and the entire situation quickly changed.

An orgasm is exciting, a magnificent rush, but what Mommy Claire did to me on that table was everything but. She teased me to the edge of ecstasy, allowed me to savor the fruit of that euphoria, and then kept me there, until I became so addicted to the heavenly feel that I couldn’t think straight.

Once was incredible, twice was amazing and by the time Mommy Claire had me riding the edge of delight a third time, I lost focus on the rest of the world, consumed only by her and that magnificent feel.

I’m not sure how long she kept me like that, my perception of time completely distorted. Nor do I know just when she introduced her bosom, that incredible bond the center of my world. I only knew I never wanted it to end, a statement I reiterated over and over again.

“Please, mommy!”

“Please, mommy!”

“Please, mommy!”

I knew I was pleading for the moment to never end but there came a time when neither my body nor my brain could take anymore, and when I reached that helpless state, Mommy Claire understood my need and granted me relief, pushing me over the edge.

All it took was a couple of targeted strokes from her supple fingers and I was done, the lust bubbling over, all of my energy released upon the world.

The explosion started in my balls and quickly reverberated up my shaft, sending a flurry of excited passion out to the rest of my body with it, but it was the way the semen spiked from the tip, flying out with reckless abandon and coating my stomach and chest, that is what left the indelible mark on my brain.

It was amazing, mind blowing, and I savored every ounce of that intense bliss. It actually soothed me so much I didn’t even object when she outlined the requirements for the weekend and how I was not permitted to play. I accepted my fate, my time on Mommy Claire’s table more than enough to satisfy my need.


SCENE 16

Mommy Claire

Not only did I give Tuck a mind blowing, ball draining orgasm, I also sent him on his way with instructions not to touch himself for the entire weekend. The tempting thoughts I instilled in his brain about the reward for a good little boy who obeys all the rules ensured he had ample incentive not to break any of my commands.

Little did he know, it would be quite some time before we would be getting together again. A prior engagement would take me out of town, leaving the care of his penis, as well as control of his little boy mind, up to someone else, someone who would slip into the role of mommy and master in my absence.

It was what I had promised my friend, Melanie all along, and while I am not usually one to catch and release, in this particular instance I was looking forward to the opportunity to revert Tuck’s care to someone else, to provide my dear friend with a submissive little boy to call her own.


SCENE 17

Tuck

Mommy Claire gave me explicit instruction not to touch myself. After everything that had happened in her office, on top of her exam table, I was quick to agree at the time, however it resulted in the longest weekend of my life.

The memories were so powerful, and so explicit, I struggled to keep from getting an erection any time those thoughts piqued inside my head. By the time Monday morning came around, and I was driving to Mommy Claire’s place to begin my work, I felt like I might burst.

Unfortunately, when I reached her door, I wasn’t greeted with relief. Instead, there was a note, informing me of a change of plans.

It read:

Tuck,

Sorry, got called out of town last minute. I know how you must be feeling. Ask your step-mom for help, she can take care of your needs while I’m away. I’ll expect a full report with all the details when I call.

Mommy Claire

Obviously, I was frustrated to read those words, not just because I wanted and needed to get off but because what she was asking me to do was impossible. How could she even suggest that I ask my step-mom such a thing?

I left that place to return home, wondering what to do, asking myself, ‘what would happen if I broke Mommy Claire’s rules?’ knowing without a shadow of a doubt that I would never take the risk to find out.

The truth was, the conversations had started to open up between my stepmom and I, into areas I never thought we would discuss and she turned out to be pretty cool with those sensitive topics but even with a few open doors we were nowhere near the things Mommy Claire wanted me to bring up. She wanted me to say some things that would be absolutely embarrassing.

Needless to say, I couldn’t follow through, not with the way I felt, however I was about to find out that my opinion didn’t make much difference when it came to Mommy Claire’s plan.


SCENE 18

Mommy Claire

Transitioning the care of a submissive adult male from one woman to another is a delicate task but fortunately, men aren’t too bright and they definitely don’t think too clearly when the needs of their penis take over. Once the carnal desires have taken root, he’ll follow that call wherever it may lead.

With Tuck, the lust had already burrowed very deep and he welcomed it even further, granting it welcome space inside his weak male mind. Now that it had, it was just a matter of time, and letting his brain know exactly what it would take to help it nurture and grow.

It was a necessity. It needed to be done to bring his passion to life, to satisfy his need. I was glad it was me, that I got to be the one to bring it about.

It’s basic science really, biology, and now that all of the variables had been set, I looked forward to watching all of his desires come together, savoring Tuck’s exciting next steps.


SCENE 19

Tuck

It’s no secret that when a guy gets horny as hell, he needs to cum, and once he does that, and he gets the baby batter off of his brain, the lust dies down and he can return to normal. That is exactly what I had planned to do, only something strange happened when I tried to relieve myself. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t get myself off.

At first, I thought it might mean I wasn’t as obsessed as I first thought, that maybe all the jerk-off sessions at Mommy Claire’s place had dried me out, however the moment my mind reverted back to those sessions, indulging the blissful memory of Mommy Claire taking control, I realized right away that was not the case.

My excitement was there but it was being denied, trapped inside the recesses of my mind.

What was going on with me? Did she put me under some kind of spell? Under normal circumstances I would jerk off and get the demons out, but this was frustrating as hell.

I wasn’t exactly sure how it was all going to play out, but then my step-mom knocked on my door, interrupting the moment, setting my mind in an entirely new direction.

Knock! Knock!

I covered myself up before calling out, “What is it?” I asked.

“Hun,” my step-mom called as she opened the door to my room. “Is it ok if I come in?”

It was just her head poking around the door but it still felt like an intrusion. When we made eye contact, I nodded to let her know it was ok and she stepped into the room.

I can honestly say, I never took much notice of the clothing my step-mom wore before but I definitely recognized how thin her nightgown was that evening and how the slinky fabric hugged her skin. As she stood there; I couldn’t help but drink her in, and if I’m being honest, the way her nipples poked hard through the thin cloth, introduced some very intriguing thoughts to my head.

The outfit and the way it displayed her form was sexy as hell. It had my mind abuzz but that was nothing compared to how I felt once the words started pouring out of her lips.

“I don’t mean to bother you,” my step-mom said, “it’s just that Claire let me know you might need my help with something, a little work problem,” she said, “and I’m happy to help if you need it, but if you don’t, I was about to go to bed.”

Oh shit!

What exactly did Claire tell her? What was she expecting? Did she know exactly what I was supposed to ask?

This may sound stupid, because I wasn’t about to follow through and ask my step-mom to rub my dick, but for a moment I felt for her, as if my not asking for her help might be offensive, like maybe my turning her down was hurting her feelings.

“It’s ok,” I replied, “I don’t think I’ll be needing your help, the project with Claire is done. I lost my job.”

“You lost your job?” she questioned in disbelief. “I can’t believe it. I thought you were doing so well.”

“Don’t worry, I‘ll find another,” I offered.

That’s when my step-mom did the strangest thing. She moved closer to me, sat at the edge of my bed, looked into my eyes with the most sincere gaze and asked if I was ok.

“I’m so sorry,” she said. “I know you really liked that job and I know you liked Claire as well. Are you sure you’re going to be ok?”

It was a lot to take, and up until that point I hadn’t really thought about all of the consequences. It really was a bummer, not too many people have a job they truly love.

While I was thinking those thoughts, my step-mom moved even closer and before I knew it, she was pulling me into her embrace. It was a hug, meant to express her sympathy however by the time her body was pressed against mine and she was winding her fingers through my hair, massaging my scalp with a deep cranial rub, I felt a distinct change from within.

Never in a million years did I think it would happen, but in that moment, in my Uber relaxed state, I subconsciously shifted, assuming a horizontal state. It was a conditioned response, exactly what I would have done with Mommy Claire, only from there it was just a simple shift of my head that found my step-mom’s breast pressed firmly against my face.

The instant it happened, she responded.

“Oh my, God!” she exclaimed.

Oh, shit!

My reaction was purely instinctual, I didn’t give it a second thought, but my step-mom wasn’t expecting it, reacting the moment my lips pursed on her nipple.

She was shocked. I had taken her into my mouth, surprising her with the action, however she did not try to get away. By the time each of us realized what I had done, her hand was on the back of my head, holding me firm, actually guiding me into place. Before I knew it, the beginnings of an unlikely bond had formed.

It was all rather surreal, taken to an entirely new level when I committed another subconscious act, my motion turning into a suckle, creating a connection between us that I felt deep down inside.

I told you that I had no intention of becoming dependent on my step-mom for sex but the moment she slid her hand inside my waistband and touched my dick everything changed. She began to play and it felt real good. While I quickly accepted the joy of nursing at her breast, my whole world turned upside down the instant she started stroking my dick.

It was amazing. Despite the fact that it was my step-mom performing the act, it was everything I ever wanted. I literally pulsed and throbbed with each new touch and I found myself indulging the experience, wanting more and more.

I’m not sure how long my step-mom teased me like that, stroking my rod while I suckled at her teat, but the longer it went on, the less I wanted to resist, until we both knew our lives were forever changed.


SCENE 20

Step-Mom Melanie

Claire was very specific about what I needed to do, how I needed to take control even when he resisted. At first, I wasn’t sure I could follow through but then I saw that look in Tuck’s eyes, the pure unadulterated desperation. He was beholden to his dick and the lust bottled up in his loins. It was his reason for being and it was my job to help.

I created the opportunity for success, getting close to him in his bed, making sure our bodies were tight, however he made the first move, kissing my breast, suckling my nipple into his mouth. It shocked me at first but it also opened the door, convincing me to follow through.

From there it was easy, he suckled gently, happy to be granted access to my bosom and he offered no resistance whatsoever when I began to explore. It had been some time since I had handled a penis as young as his and I forgot how nice it was to feel the heat coming off such a strong and virile member, to hold the girth in my hand. It was firm yet the skin was soft and I took great pleasure in massaging the full length, bringing his excitement to pique.

For our first night together, I was instructed to fondle and play, rewarding him for allowing me to join in the fun but not to stretch things out too far. His horny desperation was ripe for the plucking but I needed to wait my time, something about easing his transition. I had no doubt that things were going to escalate between us, especially now that I knew what he was packing down below.

I teased Tuck long enough to let him know I had skills but I didn’t go too long, not for our first night. When he began to really hump and grind in time with my strokes, happily moaning and groaning for more, I pushed him over the edge, causing him to shoot his load.

It was quite the cum shot, a splatter all over his stomach and chest, but perhaps the greatest moment of all was when I used some tissues to clean him up, saying the words Claire had instructed me to say.

“Such a good little boy,” I said. “Maybe if you’re really good, we can do that again.”


SCENE 21

Tuck

The following morning at the kitchen table, my step-mom pressed me on the status of my job.

“So, all you needed to do to keep your job was ask me to take care of your needs?” my step-mom said in surprise. “Oh, honey, you could have asked, I would do anything for you.”

Those words took on new meaning, especially now that the scope of our relationship had entered completely new territory. Melanie, my step-mom, was now very familiar with my body, intimately so, and I can’t deny, it made the balance of power between us shift even further in her direction.

I looked to her with something to say but couldn’t get any words out. The way my face felt, all flush and warm, I’m sure I was beet red.

Fortunately, my step-mom sensed what was happening, letting me off the hook without having to say a word.

“Do you still need me to do it?” she asked. “Does Claire want me to rub your pee-pee every day? Does she want you to make a sticky mess all week?”

OMG!

When she said it like that it made me sound so pathetic and yet that was the case, at least until Claire returned from her trip. Sheepishly I nodded my head, secretly grateful she didn’t make me say it myself.

Our eyes connected in that moment and we shared an understanding, about what was happening between us. My step-mom held all of the cards and with her next words made it clear how things were going to proceed.

“Your little pee-pee is nice,” she said. “It wouldn’t be so bad playing with you every day and making you cum. It really looks like you need mommy’s attention.”

I didn’t like her calling my pee-pee little but at that moment that was insignificant, the moment she agreed to take care of my dick the conversation slipped into a different spot in my head, one that triggered all sorts of feelings.

Once she was there, my mind became consumed. All I cared about was sex.

It seemed my step-mom was offering to tend to me while Claire was away and all at once, I became hyper focused on what was about to happen next. Unfortunately, while I was busy thinking, Melanie got busy doing.

My step-mom’s hand landed on my bare knee and quickly slid up my thigh, finding its way to my growing dick. She was quicker than I expected, and once her fingers were under my boxers and on my cock, I got this tingle inside, one that seized my brain with the most incredible bliss. It made me want to give in and I felt just as helpless with her as I had with Mommy Claire.

She was so domineering, so in-control. I never thought about submitting to her before but in the moment that is exactly what I was doing, allowing her to dictate every move and it was pure ecstasy from head to toe.

My step-mom’s fingers made every nerve ending tingle and I leaned in to the experience, desperate for more.

As she unbuttoned my shirt, separating me from my clothes right in the center of the kitchen, I allowed her even greater control over me and my body and when she grazed every sensitive spot with her wandering touch, I found myself moaning her name.

“Please, mommy,” I let out, “I’ll do whatever you want.”

She proceeded to undress me, removing every article of clothing one by one until I was completely nude.

I was unable or unwilling to stop what was taking place between us and that only added to the excitement. She literally had me quivering, a helpless mess as she made her next advance.

That’s when my step-mommy took things to the next level, leading me by the hand, out of the kitchen and towards her bedroom and the privacy that would spell my doom. We lived in the big house all alone, no one else to see, but there was something about her bedroom, once we entered that sacred space, the situation really began to shift.

I was inside her lair and while I felt like I was weak before, now I felt truly out of my league; she the dominant predator and me the helpless prey.

I can admit, my previous expectation was that Mommy Claire would be taking care of my needs, and I was fine with that. Once that fell through, I thought I was out of luck, trapped in chastity until she returned, but with this latest revelation the excitement was back. Of course, I had concerns about what it meant for our relationship going forward, but in the moment, I was too horny to let such trivial matters get in the way.

The truth was, I needed relief and whether it was Mommy Claire or my actual step-mom, I didn’t care, as long as my penis got what it needed.


SCENE 22

Step-Mom Melanie

Claire is a wonderful friend and an amazing woman. When she instructed me on just what I needed to do, first in teasing Tuck’s excitement and then in pushing him to the next level, I knew to follow her lead.

However, the moment I got Tuck naked in my bedroom, I knew just what I wanted to do, the boudoir being my area of expertise.

The truth is, I am very good at controlling men through sex and realistically Tuck was so desperate he could hardly be called a man. It was time to show the young lad just what I could do, and why his dad was also so quick to give in.


SCENE 23

Tuck

The first touch of my step-mom’s hand on my thigh felt incredible and when she slid it upward along my skin, I sucked in my breath in anticipation of what was to come. I so wanted her fingers on my cock but she had something else in mind, something she wanted to do first.

“Who’s a good little boy?” she cooed. “Who’s ready to give in to mommy?”

In my time with Mommy Claire, the little boy dynamic had become quite a trigger for me and while I was hoping to avoid that situation with my step-mom, it proved just as true when she played the role.

“I’m a good boy,” I answered emphatically. “I want to give in to mommy.”

It made me sound so pathetic but the way I felt, all horny and desperate, I didn’t care. Then, my step-mom got this crazy smile on her face just before she wrapped her hand around my hardened cock.

I could tell you that the smile scared me, wondering just what was going through her head, but the moment her fingers began that heavenly up and down glide, nothing else mattered.

It turned out my step-mom had mad skills when it came to rubbing cock and before I knew it, my mind grew light and my eyes heavy. The feelings were intense, pleasure pulses coursing through my veins. My body responded all on its own; laying out in the center of her bed, spreading legs wide, granting her even greater control.

Up until that moment, the feelings that I had towards my step-mom were confusing, some good, the rest bad, but as my body began to reel in the ecstasy of her touch, I began to see her in a new light. When she shifted next to me, lifting her blouse to welcome me to latch on to her breast, I couldn’t deny that she had attained a new status in my head. The warming comfort of her soft skin next to my face relaxed me and the feel of her hardened nipple between my lips completed the experience.

My step-mommy showed me love and as I nursed at her breast, she tickled my pee-pee and played with my balls, confirming that fact to my weary brain.

“Go ahead,” she said, “just let go.”

She was encouraging me to relinquish all control and I have to admit, I was happy to go along. I got lost in a deep suckle, my step-mommy’s nipple deep in the back of my throat, her hands tickling and teasing away. She rubbed my taint, she stroked my shaft, but most of all she granted her little boy an intense amount of bliss, the kind that can only come from passionate motherly love.

It was an incredible exchange, made even better not by an earth shattering orgasm but instead by repeated rounds of tease and denial, edging every ounce of excitement from my erect dick until I could take no more. It was absolutely euphoric, until it became maddening, completely breaking me down.

She had me begging before all was said and done, holding my orgasm for ransom until I agreed to all of her demands, and yet when I finally got the opportunity to shoot my load, when she finally allowed me to cum, I was so grateful for the experience I knew I would never be the same.

There was something very special about the way my step-mommy drew out the moment, giving me the greatest pleasure known to man. Now that I knew what she could do, there was nothing I wouldn’t give to get there again.


SCENE 24

Melanie

When Claire told me I had to be assertive, that I had to not only make the first move with my step-son but truly take control, I wasn’t sure I could follow through. Sure, she was right about everything else, but it was a very big step.

Seeing the way Tuck responded at every stage, the wide eyes at seeing me in my nightgown, the bulge in his pants as I drew near, the helpless response when I touched his skin, those things gave me just enough confidence and courage to push forward, to say the words Claire wanted me to say. Those actions laid the groundwork for success but it was seeing the look in his eye when I called him a little boy, that is what let me know every word she said was true.

Tuck didn’t just like being infantilized, he savored it with every ounce of his being.

From that point forward, I was all in. I didn’t relent, confident in Claire’s instruction, intent on getting what I needed from my horny little boy.

It was a strange yet fun time, fed by the notion that the vision Claire laid out was becoming reality, and my relationship with my step-son was about to truly evolve.


SCENE 25

Tuck

After the first night, where my step-mom came to visit me in my room truly opening up our relationship, and then the following day, when she took an even more aggressive position over me and my care, I resigned myself to a certain level of submission going forward. I expected it would hold true at least until Mommy Claire returned from her trip but I didn’t know exactly how long that was going to be. Of course, I wanted the sexual release, and I was willing to make grave sacrifices to get there, but I drew the line when it came to the more distinct elements of power exchange. I wasn’t going to grant my step-mom any permanent status over me, not the way I did with Mommy Claire.

That was the plan anyway, however later that evening, when she came to my room to say goodnight, I found the situation much more difficult to contend with than I ever expected.

“Just wanted to say goodnight before I go to bed,” my step-mom said.

She peaked her head in my room, talking to me from the door.

I resolved myself to maintaining some level of strength, being the man of the house and all, and yet the moment she motioned to leave, I felt myself breaking down.

“Uh, uh, uh,” I tried to say before she left.

She turned back to see what I had to say. “Is everything ok? Is there something that you need?”

There was but I wasn’t sure what to say. My desire was for another hand job but I didn’t know what she would think. Fortunately, she seemed to understand what was going through my head.

“Are you horny again?” she asked. “Didn’t I just take care of you this morning?”

It was true, she had, but there was something about that exchange, ever since it happened, I couldn’t get it out of my head. Not only that, but the way it played with my mind made me hornier than I had ever been.

I just rolled my eyes in response, hoping she would know what that meant.

“Is my little boy really horny for mommy all over again?” she asked in surprise.

She approached my bed with a devilish smile growing across her face. She actually licked her lips as she stripped away the covers, revealing my hardened rod.

“What do we have here?” she asked.

We both knew I was in no position to be making any demands but that didn’t mean there wasn’t something that I desperately wanted. I just hoped she wouldn’t force me to say it aloud.

The words she chose at that exact moment emphasized just what was happening between us.

“Look at your little pee-pee,” she said, “it’s hard like it wants my attention.”

Her words were emasculating, making me feel small, and even though I knew why she chose that particular phrase, it was still effective, reaching me somewhere deep within. By the time I thought of something to say in reply, her silky hands were on me, gaining nearer to my little pee-pee, rubbing and stroking away.

“It’s… it’s… it’s… not little,” I tried to object.

In that moment, those magic hands of hers found their way on to my loins, showing me the true meaning of bliss. One touch took my breath away but she didn’t stop there, caressing and fondling until my breathing grew short and my eyes started to lose focus on the world.

It was amazing how gifted my step-mom was with her hands, finding points of stimulation all over my body that literally took my breath away, and she didn’t just take care of my need, she went so much further, giving me a full edging hand job that lasted so long my teeth began to grow numb.

She stretched out the moment as long as humanly possible, to the point my hips began to grind in time with her strokes and my heaving gasps began to call her name.

“Please, mommy! Please, mommy!” I wailed.

In the exchange, I began to view her as an angel from heaven and the more that image inundated my brain the more comfortable I became with this latest change in our relationship. She was assuming more and more control and the better it felt, the less I wanted to intervene.

At first, I swore I would never beg, that I would never grant her that purview over my life, but as she continued to ply me with sensual bliss, each round the most euphoric torture I had ever known, her influence rolled through my world, breaking down my defenses in a way that stripped away any and all sense of power. In the moment, I lost any will to resist, and before I knew it, I was pleading to be mommy’s good little boy, savoring the pique of excitement that came with every confessing word.

“Please, I’ll do anything,” I moaned.

“Such a good little boy,” my step-mom cooed, lording over her conquest, making it clear exactly who was in charge.

I may have wanted to remain tall and strong, but there was no doubt a mental mind fuck was at play, one that was sure to have a long and lasting impact. As I neared the moment of release, unsure if she would actually allow me to have relief, I had no choice but to accept my fate.


SCENE 26

Step-Mom Melanie

Claire was absolutely adamant about the fact that I needed to twist up Tuck’s lust, beyond anything he had ever experienced before, and then I needed to grant him the final ecstasy, making sure he knew it was me providing the ultimate bliss.

It was a proven method of seduction, one I had used many times before, and as I stroked Tuck’s magnificent cock and he began to moan and groan, I saw that look in his eyes, the one that said how grateful he was to be on the receiving end of such pleasure, and how happy he would be to surrender even more.

We were almost there, almost at the point of complete and total domination and the excitement was palpable.

Tuck was about to experience a new kind of addiction, the kind that would fill his head with lust and make him never want to return to his former life, and as I pushed him closer and closer to that inevitable end, I actually began to pulse from within, the feeling of conquest absolutely electric.

Claire told me it would happen, the pulsating glow that emanates from knowing he was helpless to my advance, and I savored the feel, contemplating all the things I would do with my newly trained little boy.


SCENE 27

Little Tuck

For one incredible night, my step-mom Melanie visited me in my room, teased my dick and showed me what heaven was like. Just as I was coming to acceptance of the impact that was having on my brain as well as on our relationship, she did it again, taking me to that amazing place.

Once was great and twice was amazing but she didn’t stop there, visiting me again on night number three, and again and again each night after that. With each session she didn’t just overwhelm my senses, she pressed me to the point of submission, pushing my desire to and beyond the brink, as the most glorious way to end the day.

It was mind altering and the longer it went on, those tickling and teasing ways, the more it became an essential part of my existence, one I never wanted to end.

Her dominant control messed with my head, I knew that, but I couldn’t bring myself to put a stop to things, not with how good it all felt, and when we reached the end of the week, she was quick to put me in my place.

“I think we both know how much you like this,” she offered, “and I can make you cum like this everyday, if that’s what you want, but I want something in return.”

The way I felt, I would have given her anything for an orgasm but what she proceeded to ask for was no problem at all, right in line with my train of thought.

“I want you to be obedient and submissive,” she said, “the perfect little boy. Do you think you can do that?”

In the beginning, I never would have even considered it, the situation and those words so severe and yet the more time we spent together, the longer she teased my brain the less I was able to resist, until I heard the words slipping through my lips.

“Please can I be mommy’s good little boy?” I asked, and the moment the question was out, our future paths became crystal clear.


SCENE 28

Step-mom Melanie

Stroking away on Tuck’s cock, I knew he was losing control. It was evident in his ragged breath and the way his eyes glazed before rolling to the back of his head. The feeling was electric, the power and the control that coursed through my veins giving me a renewed sense of strength. When he began to moan aloud, I knew he would be forever mine.

“Please, can I be your good little boy?” he whined.

The first helpless plea actually made my insides tingle, knowing I was about to conquer his world.

God, how wonderful it felt.

I responded by stretching out the moment even longer, watching the once strong Tuck writhe and groan beneath my touch. It wasn’t just his weakness that thrilled me but also the way his eyes grew wide and his lungs heaved every time he looked my way. Gone was the animosity of a scorned step-son, replaced by the appreciation of a horny and desperate little boy, one grateful to receive his most favored treat.

I don’t know how Claire did it, but I’d be lying if I said it didn’t excite me knowing how she twisted up his desire, rendering him a desperate mess before directing him right into my arms.

It was an absolute delight; one I would continue to savor over and over again.


SCENE 29

Little Tuck

I received a call from Mommy Claire the very next day and she immediately put me to work, forcing me to describe everything that had happened with my step-mom while she was away. She wanted explicit detail, including which events excited me the most.

Needless to say, I did as I was told, and by the end of our conversation, by the time I was done describing the events in vivid detail, my excitement was sky high once again.

“How does that make you feel?” Mommy Claire asked.

It was like she knew exactly what was going through my head.

“I’m really excited,” I admitted, “horny like hell.”

Mommy Claire must have known I would be in need, so the instant I revealed my desperation, she instructed me on just what she wanted me to do.

“I want you to go find your step-mom and share everything you just shared with me,” Mommy Claire said. “Do that and I promise you will get an incredible reward.”

It was actually quite a daunting request, the things I shared with Mommy Claire were rather graphic, but I did as she instructed, seeking out my step-mom to complete the task. The moment I found her, I immediately revealed everything I liked about her control. It was odd at first, but when I started to relay the things that excited me most, she started to do them, a touch of my thigh, a tickle of my bum, which led me to reveal even more, until she had me out of my clothes and writhing beneath her touch all over again.

I’d say it was debilitating, the way those touches stripped away my power, but I was informing every action, making me not just a willing participant but an active contributor as well. By the time my lungs began to huff and my hips began to pump, there was no doubt about who was in control.

She kept it up with teasing sessions throughout the day, building up my desire with her fondles and rubs only to force me to stop and settle down. She teased me relentlessly, all afternoon and into the night without relief and I have to admit it was one part pleasure to one part torture every step of the way. When the end of the day finally came, I was desperate as hell. Fortunately for me, she provided an opportunity for release, and I didn’t even care that she was asking me to surrender all of my will.

“From now on, I don’t want there to be any doubt about who is in charge,” she said. “You will obey everything I say and in return, I’ll keep this little pee-pee of yours happy.”

It was a lot to process but her tantalizing touch never stopped, tempting, teasing, pushing my brain to the brink of physical bliss. The euphoria was debilitating, putting me into a spin.

“Give in little boy,” she cooed, “let mommy have full control.”

It was an impossible situation to accept and yet the way I felt there was no other choice. She was my mommy, my master and as long as she controlled my sex, I would follow wherever she might lead.

“Yes, mommy,” I conceded and when I did, she pushed my orgasm over the edge.

The burst that followed erupted from my core, sending a splash of semen out of my dick and on to the floor. It was intense to the point of warping my mind and the instant that it happened I knew my life would never be the same.

My step-mom owned my orgasms but as crazy as that may sound, the more insane part was how much I wanted her control, the little boy life, the life for me.


SCENE 30

Step-mom Melanie

Claire was very specific about what I had to do once Tuck fully gave in, although I have to admit, I had reservations. As things became more and more intimate between the two us, there was a chance that temptation might rear her ugly head, that I might get lost in my own excitement and indulge the desires of the flesh. If that were to happen, Claire warned, the balance of power just might shift.

The truth was, I too liked giving in to bodily pleasure, and if the sexy young Tuck were to find that out, if he were to discover that weakness of mine, there was no telling what he might be able to make me do. It could have catastrophic consequence on all of the progress we had made.

Unfortunately, the more obedient Tuck became, the more that temptation rose, the opportunity to put his submission to the test.

I needed to follow through on Claire’s direction, she had been too accurate for me not to follow along, but the risk was great, my lust an untamed beast.


SCENE 31

Little Tuck

The whole little boy dynamic should have been totally fucked up and yet the longer it went on the more I began to really dig it. Sure, it meant giving up a part of myself, but the reward was incredibly insane.

My step-mom took my body for a joy ride and I couldn’t believe my good fortune. It was the culmination of a collection of events, mental, physical, creating the most amazing experience of my life.

Over the course of a week’s time, I learned how to submit to an older woman, Mommy Claire. Over the seven days that followed, I found out that my step-mom was a cougar on the prowl and I was her submissive prey, caught in the crosshairs of her domination games.

Now, my whole life was charting a new course, and I was happy to take the wheel.

It was a coincidence that drastically shifted both of our lives, granting her the upper hand and placing me happily at her mercy.

The relentless teasing was only the beginning, and while it completely took my breath away, a feeling I would have savored all night every night, my step-mom’s next words brought a sense of reality to what was really taking place between us.

“From now on, you are forbidden from touching yourself, from having an orgasm without my permission,” she informed me, “for if you do, you will have your penis put in a cage and you will not receive any attention, ever again.”

Yikes!

She played with my cock as she spoke, keeping my excitement and my brain waves completely under her control, and despite the fact that I knew it meant I would forever be her submissive little boy, my lips kept turning into a smile.

“Yes, mommy,” I agreed obediently.

The way she rubbed my cock felt insanely good, magical pulses surging to every part of my body. Despite the risk of being completely turned, I couldn’t have been happier, a direct result of her tantalizing way.

It may have been difficult, not that I had much choice, but I gave in to her every demand, agreeing to be her good little boy, agreeing never to touch myself without permission ever again, and once I did, that’s when she showed me how good life can really be.

“Tell me what it is that you want, tell me what you need,” she said.

Her words hit close to home, my response direct.

“You said, I can’t have an orgasm without your permission,” I replied, “please can I cum?”

The smile on her face let me know she liked the request that I made.

“Ok,” she agreed, “but you have to hold out until I say.”

Obviously, I was happy to hear that. I wasn’t at the point of relief just yet and more than happy to spend some time on the edge.

While my step-mom verbally agreed to let me cum, her actions were still all about the tease, and as I got lost in those heavenly rubs, the words I had been trained to say, effortlessly slipped out of my mouth.

“Please mommy,” I groaned, “please can I be your good little boy?”

The smile on her face was beautiful and the way she made love to my penis, fondling and caressing every inch, showed me just how much she cared. She was going to make me cum and as we neared that sacred place, I felt the connection between us grow.

“I love you, mommy!” I said and the words came out effortlessly.

What followed was a culmination of that love.

My step-mommy stroked me from base to tip, pressing her body against mine, keeping us real close. The build-up was incredible, filled with long tender caresses and highly targeted rubs. She knew all the points to drive my lust and she returned to them often, until my head began to grow light.

The release, when it finally came, was everything I had hoped for and more. Not only was it intense, sending vibrations through my entire body, but it truly sated my brain, satisfying me to my core. I literally exploded from within, releasing every ounce of semen my body could produce, and the instant it was all gone, my entire disposition changed.

Gone was the powerful sexual energy that had been driving all of my thoughts, replaced by a sense of calm that led me to believe all was right in the world. The moment I began to savor that incredible high, my step-mom was right there in my ear, to question me even further on my needs.

“Did your time on the phone with Claire really make you that horny?” she asked. “Were you really that desperate, helpless like a little boy?”

I thought about the question and just what kind of impact my conversation with Mommy Claire had on me and my unchecked libido. It was true, her words alone were enough to trigger my excitement, her influence deep inside my brain. That could have been a scary notion but I have to admit, I couldn’t stop the smile from overtaking my face as my brain lingered on everything that had happened as a result.

My step-mom smiled back at me.

The natural glow on my step-mom’s face let me know she enjoyed the experience as much as I did and as I thought about just what she was asking, the truth was plain to see. The answer to both questions was a definitive yes and even though I was hesitant to admit that right there on the spot, I’m pretty sure she was already well aware.


SCENE 32

Mommy Claire

The unexpected call that took me out of town turned out to be a blessing in disguise. Not only did it provide Melanie with a good opportunity to see how Tuck’s training was progressing, it also showed her that there was still some education left to be delivered.

Tuck obeyed her and that was good but he still held some reservations in his mind, things that needed to be sorted out. In order to attain true submissive status, we were going to need to push him a little bit further.

Fortunately, time was on our side, and when Tuck returned to my place to resume his work, I had a very special surprise ready to put into action.


SCENE 33

Tuck

When I returned to Claire’s place for work on Monday morning, I immediately let her know that I didn’t want to play the little boy games anymore. The time with my step-mom made it clear, these games made me absolutely helpless and that was not good.

Unfortunately, Mommy Claire didn’t receive my message the way it was intended.

“Perfect,” she replied, “we’re at the stage of the trial where you should begin to resist anyway.”

What followed was a true education on what it means to be helpless.

Mommy Claire was so quick in the way she separated me from my clothes but it was her delicate touch that absolutely took my breath away. She knew all the right places to touch, tickling and teasing my senses until I was not only off balance but actually leaning in, yearning for more of her incredible touch.

She pressed my body into a state of incredible bliss and the moment I was there, I could no longer find any will to resist. It was like a demon of ecstasy had seized me at the spine and was ready to control my every action.

Soon, Mommy Claire had me begging, first, for more of her sensual touch, but then for her to turn me little, my desire to submit unreal.

It was then, as I was writhing in physical euphoria, that Mommy Claire changed the parameters once more.

“From now on, whenever your little pee-pee wants attention, you have to beg to be my precious little girl. Do that or you won’t be allowed to play.”

Now, those were some messed up thoughts and yet the way my body felt, I couldn’t stop, and when she pressed me to agree, I found my head nodding along.

We were alone, they were just words, or so I thought, but then Mommy Claire began to dress me up, first with stockings, and then a skirt, topping things off with a bonnet for my head. It was emasculating and yet she kept rubbing me the whole time, taking me closer and closer to the brink.

I could tell you that her hand job was intense and it was, but there was no doubt that the mental implications of what she was doing, pushing my lust while pressing my weakness, was just as much a driver of my excitement, and when the two things met, I couldn’t contain the feelings until everything erupted.

Every muscle in my body seized tight before my hips began to buck and grind, searching for something that couldn’t be found. The feelings were owning me, and while I felt helpless to the awesome force, I was in absolute awe of the incredible bliss.

The orgasm that followed was incredibly intense and I’m embarrassed to say, the mental mind play regarding my feminization actually added to the pleasure. There was something very exciting about the taboo, about being controlled by my lust and when my eruption finally came, it shot further and produced more than I ever had before.

Mommy Claire was quick to point that out.

“The time as a precious little girl must have really excited you,” she said, “you’ve never produced that much before.”

I didn’t know how to take that. Was I supposed to get more excited because she put me in stockings? I thought that was crossing a line and yet when I thought back to the events, I actually got a fascinating tingle in my loins.

Mommy Claire didn’t give me time to think on those things, not then anyway. Instead, she took me aside before my departure, to send me home with some very specific instructions. She had rules about how I was allowed to spend my time, how it had to be with my step-mom, and that I had to let her know everything that had happened throughout the day. It was a lot to process but the real kicker came when Mommy Claire ended her directives with, “And you are not allowed to have another orgasm until it is done and unless she is helping.”

Obviously, that had me worried. I was more than happy to fool around with my step-mom but I couldn’t possibly let her hear about the details of my time with Mommy Claire, about my desire to be feminized. That was too much to ask.

On the ride home, I contemplated every conceivable way out of the predicament and yet I came up dry.

If I thought I might get more time, that idea was put to rest the moment I crossed the threshold into our home. My step-mom was there at the kitchen table, waiting for me when I walked in the door.

I didn’t see any point delaying the inevitable.

“Mommy Claire dominated my pee-pee,” I confessed, “and turned me into a helpless little girl.”

My step-mom responded with wide eyes and a shocked expression. “Really!” she exclaimed. “So, when you begged to be my good little boy, was that not really what you wanted?”

“I don’t know,” I admitted.

She continued, “And what if I told you that you can’t work with her anymore? What if I told you your time with her was done?”

I think she expected that her words would be a shock to me however they weren’t. I started to see the writing on the wall when I was in Mommy Claire’s office. She was training me, it was obvious, I just didn’t know why until that moment.

My step-mom wanted me to be obedient and submissive, maybe as her good little boy or maybe as her good little girl, at that point I wasn’t sure.

As crazy as this is going to sound, I actually got a tingle in my loins at the thought.

“Will you continue to play with me? The way Mommy Claire does?” I asked.

Her response was direct and to the point.

“You tell me,” she replied. “Did you like the way I played yesterday, and for the past week?”

I did like it and I nodded my head in confirmation.

“Perfect,” she replied, “because I want to play every day, provided you’re a good boy, helping out, doing jobs around the house.”

It’s weird, a few weeks earlier and I would have balked at such a proposition, and yet now, with potential feminization on the table, her offer sounded pretty good.

With a nod of my head, I accepted our new terms.

This time, when my step-mom wanted to play, she didn’t lead me to her bedroom. Instead, she led me to a room I had never been in before, and what we found inside changed everything that I believed and felt about these games.

It was an absolute wonderland.

Behind the closed door my step-mom kept a spare bedroom but this was not like any other bedroom I had ever seen. This one was arranged like a nursery, only with everything super sized, big enough for even me.

When she stripped me bare, I expected that the rubbing would begin, however my step-mom became laser focused on swaddling my bottom, using a big white diaper to gather me in. The moment the Velcro straps were secured in place, she began to rub my pee-pee through the thin fabric.

At first, I wanted to object, but those rubs felt so fantastic, they placated me, making it easy to give in.

Mommy played with my pee-pee, tickling my sensitive spots through the thin cloth, and I allowed her to have her way, even as she pushed me closer and closer to the edge.

Her voice was so soft as she cooed, “Don’t make a mess little boy, don’t soil your diaper.”

It was a diaper she put me in and it was a mess she was pushing me towards. The truth was, I wanted to experience it, not just the orgasm but the submission. Mommy Claire taught me that giving in to a strong dominant woman was a good thing and my step-mom was very strong indeed. She held all of my lust in her hands and I just knew if I gave in, that she could control me too.

I’m not sure why I craved it so much, to be controlled by mommy, but I reveled in releasing all of my strength to her and as I neared the burst that would soil my diaper, I let her know exactly how I felt.

“Please, mommy,” I whined, curling into her embrace, my body buckling from the intensity of the pleasure pulses.

She owned me and I wanted to be owned.

The way she fondled and caressed, I knew she was looking to make me spill my seed, but I had no idea that making a sticky mess inside of a fresh clean diaper would affect me the way that it did. In the moment, it felt insanely good, every pleasure pulse and throb, but the moment the spasms were through and I realized what I had done, the emotions quickly changed. The sticky ooze made the diaper cling to my skin, a lasting reminder of what I had given up. It made me feel weak. I didn’t just give in to my step-mom because I was horny and wanted to get off, I needed it, a feeling that remained even after my orgasm was spent.

A couple seconds more and I knew I needed help.

What was going on?

It was only an orgasm and yet the way the diaper clung fast to my skin, it felt like a soiled mess, and when mommy addressed me in a baby like voice, speaking in infantile terms, I felt myself breaking down from within.

“Oh, my God!” my step-mom exclaimed. “You really had an accident, you made stickies, a mess of your diaper.”

I wanted to dispute it, to say it wasn’t true, but not only was the fabric clinging to my body, but the ick had begun to spread, advancing around my balls and in between my thighs.

In that instant, I really felt helpless and the moment that reality sunk in, I felt like I might cry. Fortunately, my step-mom noticed and she pulled me into her embrace, holding my body tight, running her fingers through my hair. At first, I appreciated her support, right up until she ran her bare breast against my cheek, and I instinctively suckled her in.

I can’t explain the way my mind regressed with that simple act and yet that didn’t stop the moment from completely overwhelming my life. Before I knew it, my lips began to suckle in earnest, and once we established that mother-son bond, I couldn’t find my way back.

Maybe I wanted to get lost in her motherly love, I’m not sure, I only know that grown men aren’t meant to submit to adult baby play, it isn’t the natural order, but I didn’t feel anything like a grown man, not lying in her arms, not suckling at her teat, and so I allowed those feelings to consume my mind, until she had assumed a thoroughly dominant position in my head.

Oddly enough, despite an orgasm that seemed to take all of my sexual energy, I still responded when she removed my clinging diaper and began cleaning me off. It was stimulating and erotic and I liked the way the sexual energy between us remained even after my orgasm was spent.

She was delicate with each touch, effective in her cleaning and she finished the changing by dousing me in baby powder before gently caressing the front of my shaft with the ball of her thumb while also fondling my tightened ball sack. The stimulus of the moment, both mental and physical, overwhelmed every waking thought in my head and I didn’t just get rock hard once again, I actually built up and exploded, releasing a burst of my pent-up seed and all of my energy with it.

Where did that come from? I couldn’t be sure but it made me look at mommy in a completely different light, a sexy and dominant cougar to go along with her sweet motherly role. All along, I had been resisting a relationship with my step-mom but with this latest revelation, it was clear we would be getting very close.

It was a completely exhausting experience but the truth was, I liked it and would be wanting to play this way again and again.


SCENE 34

Step-Mommy Melanie

Claire did all of the heavy lifting, completely separating Tuck from any elements of discipline and self-control. It wasn’t difficult, Tuck had very little discipline to begin with and once the feelings of unbridled lust were unleashed, filling every corner of his brain, he became quite the submissive little boy.

For my part, I thought he was ready, no signs of resistance still remained but Claire insisted that he still needed more training, to ensure our long-term success.

While I was desirous and ready to have the pliable Tuck all to myself, Claire’s words had been far too true up until that point for me to begin questioning things now.


SCENE 35

Tuck

Every day for the next two weeks, weekends and all, Mommy Claire visited me at my step-mom’s house, teased my excitement all day long without any form of relief, only to send me to my step-mom at the end of the day for my final reward and release. It was a magical time and I have to admit, by the end, I saw my step-mommy in a totally different light.

She was my savior. While Mommy Claire provided a lot of frustrating temptation, my step-mom held the key to my happiness and the center of my world. No matter what I may have thought before, now that she and Mommy Claire had each shown me the light, there was no one I would rather have in control of my life.

For their part, both Mommy Claire and my step-mom were very straight forward about what they were doing. They were training me, teaching my body to become dependent for both my sexual desire as well as my need. For my part, it was incredibly fun, hour upon hour of lust filled tease, and when I finally got to cum at the end of each day, all I had to do was gaze into my step-mom’s eyes and pledge myself as her good little boy.

In the beginning, they were just words to get what I wanted but over time they really sank in until we were both truly living the exchange.

My step-mom, the loving woman who tended to my needs at the end of every day, was absolutely beautiful and she cared for me like no one else. I wouldn’t truly understand the full ramifications of those relentless rubs until Mommy Claire filled me in on her news.

I was lying in the oversized crib in my step-mom’s guest bedroom, having just endured another round of tease and denial, when Mommy Claire shared, “You’ve been an excellent helper but my project is almost done. I’m afraid this is the end of your assignment.”

Perhaps I should have been worried about my job but the only thing I could think about was my dick.

“What about me?” I asked.

“You still have your step-mom,” Mommy Claire offered. “Perhaps if you agree to be her submissive little boy from now on, I imagine she’ll continue to take care of your needs.”

After everything that had happened, that sounded like a very nice proposition and when I looked to my step-mom and saw the look in her eye, I thought she might just say yes.

“Would you?” I asked my step-mom.

“Would you?” she replied.

She had already outlined just what would be required if I wanted her attention going forward. It was a lot to ask, total submission, but I wanted to proceed and when our eyes met, I felt the agreement in the connection.

That’s when Mommy Claire added her words of advice. “Just to be clear, your step-mom will be in charge of everything, every thought and every action, and if you obey like a good little boy, truly submissive, she and I will take care of that little pee-pee of yours.”

At first, I thought it would just be my step-mom taking care of my needs going forward but once I realized that Mommy Claire would also be involved, I knew it was the perfect scenario. Of course, I agreed, but more importantly, I was excited at the possibilities.


SCENE 36

Step-mom Melanie

The moment that Claire left us alone, I knew what I needed to do. Tuck was well trained however there were still questions about where his true loyalty lie. Of course, he was obsessed with his lust, but just who did he see as the keeper of that all-important energy.

To fully define our roles, Claire insisted that I take a drastic step, that the moment she left I asserted my dominance and control. Claire was accurate with everything she proposed up to that point so once again, I followed her instructions to a tee.

“Tuck,” I said, before Claire’s car was even out of the driveway, “what do you say we play a little game?”

Of course, he agreed, he was trained to follow my lead, but when I led him into my master bath and directed him to take off his clothes, his expectation was for sex but his reality would be something different altogether.

“What do you mean you want to shave my balls?” Tuck asked.

I knew it was a lot to ask but I also knew he didn’t have the fortitude to resist.

“Be a good little boy and do as you’re told,” I replied.

Much to my delight, he obeyed my command, stripping away his clothes and presenting his naked body in the center of my bathroom floor. The manipulation that followed went a long way in firmly establishing our roles, him as submissive little boy, me as omnipotent master.


SCENE 37

Tuck

I had taken off my clothes for mommy many times before but there was something different about the process when she held a can of shaving cream and a razor blade in each hand. The blade was sharp and it glistened in the light, and I have to admit, it made me lose my breath.

What exactly was she looking to do?

That question was semi-answered when she put a dollop of shaving cream in the palm of her hand and began to lather it up before applying it to my cock and balls. The cream went on so smooth and her hands felt absolutely silky as they rubbed it in.

At first, I could have been content with the feel of those caresses and rubs but then she raised the long sharp blade towards my nuts and everything became much more real.

It was really happening, she was about to shave me and I sucked in my breath, unsure how things were going to proceed.

With a simple swipe of her blade, mommy removed a large swath of hair from my genitalia and with several more she removed just about all of the growth, leaving me hairless and bald.

“Go ahead, touch it,” she said.

The wild look in her eyes as she relayed those words said she had high expectations of what was going to happen when I did, however that look failed to convey the true mental transformation that took place with that event.

The skin was silky smooth but more than that, I was bare, like a little boy, and I couldn’t help feeling more connected to the infantilized role as a result.

What was that? Why did removing my hair make me feel small? I wasn’t sure, but when my step-mom opened her blouse and welcomed me to her breast, those feelings escalated until I truly became a little boy.

She would proceed to diaper me before we were done, a highly symbolic act that emphasized our roles, and I accepted it all, just like I accepted her influence and control over every aspect of my life.


SCENE 38

Step-mom Melanie

The next morning, I went in to Tuck’s room to find him still in his diaper. It was sagging off of his body, the bulge from the wet pushing the Velcro straps to their limit. I’m not sure why, but it excited me to see him like that, something about his complete surrender of control.

I tried to act like everything was normal as I moved towards him but I literally could not contain my joy. I was grinning like the Cheshire Cat and I had Claire and my horny little boy to thank for that.

It didn’t take long to change the diaper, his cleanly shaven loins glistened when he was all wiped clean and when I presented him with a chastity cage, to lock up his little pee-pee, he showed no signs of resistance.

God, how good it felt, to lock him up, and the way he smiled back at me when I was done, made everything that much easier.

I had wanted this for a while, to turn his submission towards my needs, and the way he freely relinquished his independence, I knew the timing was right.


SCENE 39

Tuck

It was early in the morning and my step-mom was about to wrap me in a fresh clean diaper. A part of me thought it was a fucked up experience, only before she did it, she proceeded to lock my dick and balls in a chastity cage first.

Now, that was really messed up, particularly how much the whole thing got me excited.

For the longest time I never could have imagined playing submissive little boy to my step-mom but now that I had been shown the light, I actually liked giving in to her control, and the cage around my little pee-pee accentuated that, the biggest symbol of the exchange of power.

Fortunately, mommy wasn’t done there.

“Now that you’re all taken care of,” she said, “it’s time to teach you about tending to mommy’s needs.”

You might wonder what she meant and I did too, right up until she slid her nightgown up her hips, over her shoulders and off of her body, revealing the most delightful sight.

To be honest, my step-mom’s entire body was hot, but the moment her boobs came into view, I was totally fixated there, gawking, staring. I was obsessed, at least until she dropped her panties and invited me to the space between her thighs.

That was an invitation I had never received before.

Not only did mommy let me have an up close look at her kitty, her flower, she welcomed me to kiss it, providing explicit instruction on just what she wanted me to do.

“Hold the lips with your fingers,” she said, “spreading me open nice and gentle.”

I did as I was told, being extra gentle as I exposed her pink inner folds. They were absolutely beautiful and I got mesmerized by the view.

“You see this?” she asked, using her finger to point to her hood, using her own finger and thumb to peel back the flap of skin. “This is mommy’s button, I like it when you lick right here.”

She didn’t exactly ask me to do it but I didn’t wait, lowering my head, bringing my mouth in contact with her flesh. With several quick flicks of my tongue, I stimulated that little button, and mommy cried out in response.

“That’s it! That’s it!” she exclaimed.

She proceeded to teach me even more, about the depths of her essence, and her most sensitive spot of all.

“Now that my juices are flowing, I want you to slide a finger inside,” she instructed. “Gentle just like before, and keep it nice and slow.”

I did as I was told and soon the full length of my finger disappeared inside of her and when I withdrew, it was covered in a slick film.

“Ah!” Mommy let out. “Now do it again, only this time use two fingers. Remember, be gentle.”

Once again, I did as I was told only her lips were looser now and her juices really began to flow, leaving quite a mess. That’s when she showed me how a little boy can truly please his mommy.

The moment my fingers were as deep as they could go, fully penetrating her flower, she ordered me to curl them, bringing my tips to her most holy place.

“Oh, shit! That’s it!” Mommy groaned.

For more than a minute she clenched her thighs around my hand, holding me in place, while she ground with her hips, lusting against the fingers pressed to her core.

It was totally hot, the way she bucked against my hand and for more than a moment, I didn’t feel like the submissive boy but instead like a dominant man. That feeling remained through every one of mommy’s orgasms, right up until she was finally able to catch her breath.

The instant the sanity returned to mommy’s brain, she immediately set me straight.

“That was excellent little boy,” she said. “Now go clean the house including the bathroom while I take a nap. And if you do a really good job, mommy will rub your pee-pee.”

As manly as I felt pressing mommy’s body into multiple orgasms, all of that strength and power vanished the moment she was in control once again. I didn’t mind, in fact, I kind of liked it, and made sure to do an excellent job with all of my chores.


SCENE 40

Step-mom Melanie

Claire warned me about giving Tuck free reign over my body. She was quite clear that as long as I controlled his pee-pee, I would also control his mind. However, a woman has needs and I’m not the type who easily resists temptation.

Tuck wanted to obey my every command and I wanted his attention. It was only going to be a matter of time before I would want to try out his dick. The only trick would be in keeping him subdued after we were done.

Claire insisted that enforced chastity was the only way, complete control over his cock and balls. I was happy to give it a shot, any chance at success.

Consequences be damned, I needed to take a chance. I put Tuck to work with his mouth and he responded exactly as I had hoped, servicing my kitty with eager lips and tongue. The way he performed guaranteed we would be playing this game again.

I didn’t know what it would mean in the long run if I unlocked his cage and let him ravage my body unchecked but I had a feeling it was only going to be a matter of time before I found out. At least for the time being I had a submissive little boy at my disposal, the answer to all of my dreams.


EPILOGUE

Mommy Claire

The truth is, tending to a horny boy’s lust is a full time job. Tuck’s sexual energy was very high, leading to daily interactions with his penis in the beginning, but with the proper training could be stretched out over time. At first, that meant every other day, leading up to three days and four before finally establishing a regular routine of every Saturday night.

It wouldn’t have been possible without the chastity cage, or a feeble male mind so desperate for sex that he would agree to anything to realize his release, including putting a lock on his cock.

It took some time, and there was resistance in the beginning, but with the aid of a weak male brain and lots of intense mommy love, we got there, our submissive little boy, my friend and me.

Tuck didn’t truly appreciate the transition at first but over time he has come to love the attention, as well as the denial, both things leading to a very placid and docile existence for a once incorrigible boy.

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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