
        
            
                
            
        

    
She Called Me Her Baby, Then Made Me a Man.

A Mommy Dom Age Gap First Time Tale.

By S (issy)  Joey


Disclaimer

All characters depicted in this work are fictional, consenting nonrelated adults aged 18 or older .

This story contains themes of MDLB (Mommy Dom/Little Boy)  dynamics, including age play, soft femdom, breast worship, and roleplay-based submission . These are fantasy elements  intended solely for entertainment and erotic exploration.

Nothing in this story is intended to depict or encourage non-consensual behavior. 
The dynamics explored here are between adults engaging in consensual roleplay , with mutual respect, care, and trust at the core of every encounter.

Please enjoy responsibly. 
If these themes don’t suit your tastes, this book may not be for you.

~

Checkout my other works here; in this link

.

Sign up for my mailing list  to stay updated about my newest releases. I promise, there’ll be no spam!

…

Author’s Note 

Hi sweethearts 💋 

Welcome to Call Me Mommy —a brand-new series of MDLB stories I’ve been aching to write for a long time. If you’ve followed my filthy little worlds before, you know I have a soft spot for boys who just want to be held, touched, praised… and taught. 

She Called Me Her Baby, Then Made Me a Man  is the first story in this anthology, and it’s everything I love: a shy virgin, a confident older woman, slow teasing, emotional surrender, and that delicious blend of affection and control. It’s tender. It’s dirty. And it’s just the beginning. 

Each story in this series will be standalone, with new characters, new kinks, and new ways to explore what it means to be “Mommy’s good boy.” 

Thank you for being here. For reading, for supporting, for craving these kinds of stories with me. You’re the reason I get to keep creating what I love—and I hope this one makes you squirm, blush, and smile in all the right places. 

Stay soft, stay filthy, 
Sissy Joey 

P.S. Want to know what Mommy’s planning next? 
Sign up for my newsletter - https://mailchi.mp/2b73ac11533a/sissy-joeys-newsletter 




CHAPTER I

ELIJAH

"I’m eighteen. I’m not a kid." I said it three times. Maybe four. It didn’t matter.

My parents were already halfway out the door, barely listening, bags slung over their shoulders as they rushed to catch the last-minute flight to visit my grandmother in the hospital. Mom tossed me a half-packed suitcase and said, "You’ll be staying with Mrs. Carter this weekend. We’ll feel better knowing someone’s looking out for you."

Someone? More like her.

Lauren Carter lived next door, and she wasn’t just a neighbor. She was a walking fantasy. The kind of woman that made you feel dirty just for looking at her, but you still looked. Everyone did.

And there she was, waiting for me at the door in black yoga pants and a thin grey tank top. No bra. Of course. She smiled when I stepped out with my bag.

“Come on, sweetheart,” she said, voice honey-sweet and lazy. “You’re staying with me this weekend. No arguments.”

No arguments. Right. My dick was already half-hard just from the sight of her.

She turned and led the way to her front door, walking like she didn’t care who was watching, like she never had. Her hips swayed in a slow rhythm, her bare feet silent on the sidewalk. That tank top clung to her like a second skin, the thin material outlining the soft bounce of her tits with every step.

Lauren was forty-five, but you'd never guess. Yoga had sculpted her into something devastating—tight waist, thick thighs, glowing skin. Her hair was golden blonde, always a little mussed like she’d just rolled out of bed. She didn’t wear much makeup. She didn’t need to.

Her house smelled like fresh linen and something warmer underneath—her lotion. I’d recognize it anywhere. It was the same scent that stuck to my skin after the time I helped her carry groceries inside last summer. I jerked off to that smell for a week straight.

“You hungry, baby?” she asked, already floating into the kitchen like she had all the time in the world.

“Yeah. I could eat Mrs. Carter.” I tried to say it casually, but my voice cracked a little at the end.

She turned her head over her shoulder, smirking as she opened the fridge. “Just call me Lauren, sweetheart. I haven’t been a ‘Mrs.’ in a long time.”

All I could do was just nod, while feeling fully flushed.

She hummed as she moved, her tone light and breezy, like she was just putting on a show without even thinking about it. She bent to grab something from a lower cabinet, and her ass lifted slightly in those yoga pants—just enough to tease without trying. Or maybe it was  trying. With her, I could never tell.

I sat at the table, painfully hard, trying not to make it obvious. But my eyes kept drifting—her waist, the curve of her hips, the soft roll of her shoulders. The swing of her hair. I’d memorized her like this. And now I was close enough to touch.

She plated up two servings of pasta, then brought mine over with a warm smile. She sat across from me, watching as I devoured it, practically inhaling the whole thing.

“You eat like a growing boy,” she said with a smirk, watching my mouth. “Bet you’re still growing in more ways than one, huh?”

I coughed. Nearly dropped my fork. My face was on fire.

After dinner, she handed me a towel and led me to the guest room. The bedding was soft and smelled like her shampoo. I sat there for a minute, trying to calm down. It didn’t work.

I stepped out into the hallway, unsure if I should say goodnight. She was already there, leaning against her doorway in a robe that barely clung to her body. Her cleavage was soft and deep and impossible to ignore.

“Find the bed comfortable?” she asked.

“Yeah. I mean, I think so. Thanks again, Lauren.” I said her name slowly, careful, like it was something forbidden.

She smiled. “Good. But one more thing.” She lifted a bottle of lotion. “You looked tense at dinner. Shoulders all knotted up. Want a little back rub before bed?”

I nodded, not trusting my voice.

She patted the couch, and I sat down, pulling off my shirt. Her thighs slid around my hips as she sat behind me, her knees brushing mine. I felt the warmth of her even before she touched me. Then her hands met my back—warm, slick, soft. My breath hitched. The lotion sank into my skin slowly, her palms dragging heat through my muscles. Every time her fingers moved in slow circles over my lower back, I bit down on my lip to keep from moaning. I could feel every inch of her—the softness of her breasts against my back, the faint shift of her thighs squeezing in closer. Her touch wasn’t casual. It was… intentional. Like she was learning my body one press at a time.

“Relax,” she murmured. “I’ve got you.”

Her fingers worked deep into my shoulders, her touch patient, slow, indulgent. Like she was savoring it. Every press of her palms made my stomach flip. Her breath grazed my ear. Her tits, barely restrained by her robe, pressed lightly into my back with each gentle roll of her wrists.

My cock throbbed in my sweats.

“You’re real tight, baby,” she said in that low, humming voice. “You carry so much tension. Poor thing.”

Her fingers slipped lower, brushing my waistband. Her robe loosened. I felt the soft, heavy weight of one breast rest against me.

I went still. Totally still.

She leaned close, lips nearly touching my ear.

“You’ve got nothing to be embarrassed about, sweet boy,” she whispered. Her voice dropped even lower. “Don’t ever hide that from me again, okay? Good boys don’t hide what they want.”

Her hand settled on my thigh. Warm. Steady. Possessive.

I didn’t move. Couldn’t speak. My skin was buzzing, cock throbbing so hard it hurt. Part of me wanted to run. The other part? Wanted to turn around and kiss her, drop to my knees, beg her not to stop. This wasn’t how I’d pictured my first time touching a woman, but it was already better than every fantasy I’d ever had. She wasn’t just touching me—she was claiming me, and my whole body was screaming not to let it end.

She pressed a kiss to my cheek… soft, slow, like it was nothing.

“Get some sleep,” she said, standing. “Tomorrow’s a new day.”

She lingered for a second, her eyes meeting mine, like she knew exactly what she’d done. Like she was waiting for me to do something about it. But I just sat there, bare-chested and throbbing, drowning in the smell of her lotion and the warmth of where her hand had just been.

Then she walked away. Her robe loose, hips swaying like she knew  I was watching. Like she wanted me to.

I sat there, hard as fuck, the scent of her lotion and her skin wrapped around me like a spell.

The couch still smelled like her. My cheek still tingled from her kiss. And my cock? It was standing straight up like it didn’t care if the world ended. Sleep wasn’t even on the table.




CHAPTER 2

LAUREN

He was trying so hard not to stare.

I could feel it. The way his eyes flicked to my chest, then away. How they wandered back, like his body had more say than his manners. I knew that hunger. I saw it every time he opened his mouth to speak and forgot what he was saying halfway through.

He used to be all limbs and stutters, trailing behind his mom to my door asking if I had any sugar. Now he was eighteen. Taller. Still lean, but not boyish. His face had grown into something earnest, and his hands trembled like he didn’t know what to do with them anymore.

But it was his eyes. That’s what did it. They weren’t curious. They were starving .

It had been years since anyone touched me. Not with meaning. My ex had checked out long before the papers were signed, and the last man I’d slept with didn’t know the first thing about making a woman feel seen. My vibrator didn’t look at me like Elijah did.

He watched me like he was on the edge of something. Like he needed permission  to fall.

So I gave it to him.

We were curled up on the couch, a movie playing low in the background. He smelled like lotion and nerves. Every time he shifted beside me, I could hear the breath catch in his throat.

I waited a few minutes before speaking, letting the sound of the movie fill the space between us. My voice was soft when I finally asked, "You ever bring a girl over while your parents are away?"

He blinked like I’d just caught him off guard, then laughed nervously. "God, no. Never really had a reason to."

"No girlfriend then?"

He gave a small shake of his head. "Nope. Not lately. Not really ever, to be honest."

I turned slightly toward him, resting my arm on the back of the couch, studying the way his eyes darted everywhere but at me. "That surprises me. You’re cute. Sweet. I figured girls your age would be crawling all over you."

That made him smile shyly. "You’d think, right? But I don’t know. I never really knew what to say."

I tilted my head, voice dipping. "So you’ve never..." I let the sentence hang, playful.

He flushed immediately. "I’ve kissed. A few times. Touched a boob once in the back of a car at prom. That’s about it."

I raised a brow. "Just a boob? That’s criminal."

He laughed, but it was embarrassed, soft. "Yeah. Never done anything more. No one ever really wanted to... y’know... go further with me."

There it was. Honest. Raw. Adorable.

My fingers grazed his thigh. Not enough to make him jump—just enough to let him know I heard him. Really heard him.

"Well," I murmured, dragging my nail lightly over the fabric of his pants, "everyone's gotta start somewhere, right?!"

I reached over and laid my hand on his thigh.

He froze.

"Relax," I whispered, turning slightly so I could look at him. His cheeks flushed immediately. So sweet.

"You okay, baby?"

He nodded too fast. Too eager. God, he was adorable.

I let my hand slide a little higher. Just enough to feel the tension. And there it was—hard and twitching beneath his sweats.

I smiled. "I see you’ve got something you’re not hiding this time."

His lips parted, but no words came out.

So I leaned in and kissed him.

His first instinct was to pull back. Not far—just a hitch, like he couldn’t believe it was real. But I caught his bottom lip between mine and moaned softly into his mouth. That did it. He melted. His lips moved with mine, soft and clumsy and desperate. I held his face in my hands and deepened it until I felt him sigh against me.

"Lauren," he breathed when I pulled away, voice shaking.

That was all it took.

I reached for the waistband of his sweats and tugged them down just enough. His cock sprang free, flushed and twitching, so painfully eager it made me ache.

"You’ve been thinking about this, haven’t you?" I asked, wrapping my fingers around him gently. He nodded.

"Good. I’ve been thinking about it too."

His breath hitched again. I ran my fingers through his hair, letting him lean into my palm like he needed it. “You’re mine now, baby. You know that, don’t you?”

He nodded, slowly, eyes half-lidded like he was dazed. God, he was so fucking pretty like this. Flushed, pliant, wrecked from nothing but a kiss and a touch. I could feel it in my chest—this thrill, this heat curling in my belly like power and hunger and something almost tender. I wanted to own this boy.

Then I slid off the couch and dropped to my knees.

His cock bobbed slightly as I brought my face close, licking my lips slowly. I wanted him to see  this. To burn it into his memory.

I pressed a soft kiss to the head and felt him jump. He was hot and smooth on my tongue, the kind of thickness that made my lips stretch just right. The taste of him—clean, a little salty, and so fresh—had my mouth watering. Then I opened my mouth and took him in.

Slow. Warm. Deep.

“You like that, baby?” I whispered around him, stroking the base with my hand while I sucked the head. “Mommy’s mouth feel good?”

ELIJAH

Oh fuck.

Her mouth. Her mouth .

I couldn’t breathe. My hands gripped the edge of the couch like I might float away if I let go. Her tongue swirled around the head of my cock like it belonged there. Like she owned  it. It was warm, wet, impossibly soft—and everything I’d ever fantasized about, only better. So much better. She wasn’t rushing. She was savoring  me.

She looked up at me as she took more, eyes locked, lips stretched around me, cheeks hollowing with every pull. Her moans vibrated straight through my cock and into my chest, and it felt like I was being unzipped from the inside out. I shouldn’t be watching this. I shouldn’t want this this much. But I couldn’t stop. I didn’t want to. She looked so fucking beautiful with her lips around me. Like she’d been waiting her whole life for this. Like she was hungry, and I was the only thing she wanted.

I was already shaking. My thighs tensed, my toes curled. My breath came in these pathetic, short bursts, and I couldn’t even think. I didn’t want it to end. I wanted to last. I wanted to make her proud. Be her good boy. She wasn’t just giving me a blowjob. She was worshipping me. Like I was something she’d waited to taste. And I didn’t feel like a stupid virgin anymore—I felt like I belonged to her mouth.

But I couldn’t. Not with that  mouth. Not with her tongue doing that . Not with her hand stroking my base while she sucked the tip like it was candy. Not with the way she moaned like I was the best thing she’d ever tasted.

LAUREN

God, I’d forgotten how good it felt to make a man unravel. The way he twitched in my mouth, the way his thighs trembled—fuck, it turned me on more than I’d admit. Every little movement, every strangled sound made my pussy clench with want. I felt him throb against my tongue, and I didn’t stop. I moaned low in my throat and watched his head fall back, mouth open, eyes wide.

His cum hit the back of my throat in hot, desperate pulses. The sheer force of it—how fast he came, how much—made my pussy throb with pride. I swallowed around him, slow and deliberate, letting him feel how deep I could take him, my lips staying wrapped around him just a little longer than needed. God, it felt so  good to know I could pull that kind of reaction from him. That I could break this beautiful, nervous boy so easily. I let the taste linger on my tongue as I pulled off with a soft pop, licking my lips slowly so he saw every second of it, watching the way his eyes widened like he couldn’t believe what he’d just seen.

I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand and looked up at him, smirking when I saw the way he was still panting, his chest rising and falling like he’d just been wrecked. His cock was still twitching. Flushed. Wet.

I leaned in, pressed a warm kiss to his cheek, and let my lips brush his ear.

"You came fast," I whispered, voice dripping with approval. "But you taste so sweet, baby. You’ll get better at holding back soon. I’ll train you."

I wrapped my fingers gently around his shaft again, stroking the mess I'd left behind, slow and teasing, like I wasn’t done. Like I never would be.

"Next time, baby? You ask Mommy before you even think  about cumming. Got it?"

His breath hitched again. His eyes fluttered. He looked dazed, needy, like he would’ve nodded if he still remembered how.

Another Rule, and he’d just learned it the fun way. He had no idea what he’d just unlocked. And I had no intention of letting him go until I’d wrung every drop of innocence from his perfect, trembling body.




CHAPTER 3

ELIJAH

I woke up hard. Not just morning wood— aching.  The kind of hard that pulsed against the sheets and refused to be ignored.

I didn’t sleep much the night before. How could I? After what she did. After the way her mouth felt wrapped around me, slow and deep, like I was the only thing she wanted in the world. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw her there—on her knees, moaning around my cock like I was hers.

I shuffled into the kitchen a little after nine, still half in a daze. Lauren was already up, moving around like nothing had happened, wearing a thin robe tied loose at the waist and sipping her coffee.

“Morning, baby,” she said, voice warm and drowsy.

“Morning.” I tried not to sound wrecked. Failed.

She stepped past me at the counter to grab a plate, and her chest brushed my arm—soft and deliberate. I froze.

She leaned in, close enough to kiss, and whispered, “Still thinking about last night?”

I swallowed hard. “Yeah.”

She smiled. “Good.”

I sat down, hoping to hide how hard I still was. She set a plate in front of me, eggs and toast, like we were just any other pair. But the way she moved—slow, graceful, swaying slightly when she reached, stretching with no shame—kept me right on the edge. Her robe slid open just enough for a hint of thigh, the lace of her panties peeking out. And she knew  it. She kept catching me staring.

I finished breakfast in silence, my cock aching against my waistband the whole time.

Later, I was lying on her guest bed, scrolling mindlessly, when the door opened.

I looked up—and forgot how to breathe.

Lauren stood there in a loose, sheer black negligee and matching panties. No bra. Her nipples pressed soft and dark against the fabric, and her hips swayed as she stepped into the room like she owned it.

“Hi,” I managed.

She smiled slowly. "Hi."

She climbed onto the bed without a word, crawling over my legs until she straddled my hips. Her heat settled right against my abs, and I could feel everything through the thin fabric.

She leaned down, brushed her lips against mine, and said it low, like it was just for me:

“Today, I want you  to make me  feel good. Ever eaten a girl before?”

I froze. My heart skipped. My dick pulsed.

I shook my head. “No. But... I want to.”

She smiled like that was exactly what she wanted to hear. “Good. You’re going to learn.”

She slid back and reclined against the pillows, letting her thighs fall open. Her panties were soaked. She pulled the negligee up just enough and hooked her thumbs into the waistband, dragging the lace down her legs, slow and teasing.

“Come here, baby.”

I moved between her thighs, nervous, excited, terrified.

She reached for my hands and placed them on her hips, then threaded her fingers through my hair.

“Kiss me here,” she whispered, guiding me down to her inner thigh.

I kissed softly. Then again, higher. My lips trembled.

“Now here,” she breathed, guiding me right to her slit.

She was right in front of me—warm, soft, glistening—and I felt like I was kneeling before something sacred. My hands shook as I held her thighs, not because I was afraid, but because I wanted to get it right. I wanted to make her moan for me the way I had for her. I licked once. Tentative. Unsure.

She groaned. “Slower. There you go, baby. Just like that. Suck my clit. That’s Mommy's spot.”

I followed her voice, let her guide me with soft moans and tight grips in my hair. Her thighs closed around my ears. She started grinding slowly against my face.

I licked, sucked, circled her clit with my tongue until her hips rolled up and she moaned loud, head thrown back.

She gripped my hair and rode my mouth hard. I heard her voice falter, not with control, but with need. The rhythm of her hips stuttered, and for a second, I wasn’t her student anymore—I was the one making her unravel.

“Ohhh, baby—fuck, yes. That’s it. Don’t stop. Mommy’s gonna cum on this pretty face.”

And she did. Loud and hot and dripping onto my tongue.

She kept her thighs tight around me, holding me there as she rode out every last twitch.

Then she pulled me up, cradling my head against her chest.

Her nipple brushed my cheek, soft and full, and I paused. She was watching me. Her hand cradled the back of my head, and she whispered, “Go on, baby. You’ve earned it.”

I didn’t even think. I latched on.

She stroked my hair while I suckled, my cock throbbing in my pants, the taste of her still on my tongue.

She kissed the top of my head, fingers in my hair. “That’s my good boy,” she whispered. “Now you know—Mommy always finishes first.”

LAUREN

He curled against me, lips warm and eager on my breast. His cheeks were flushed, damp from where he’d just buried himself between my thighs.

I held him close, fingers stroking through his hair slowly, gently rocking him in my arms like the precious thing he was. His breath was soft against my skin, his mouth still latched like he never wanted to let go.

Something tugged at me—deep, possessive, real.

It had been a long time since anyone touched me like that. Since anyone listened  to my body, responded to every moan, every twitch, like it mattered. But he had. My baby boy had done exactly as I told him. He'd pleased Mommy first. And the pride I felt... it lit me up inside.

This wasn’t just about control anymore. It wasn’t just about teaching. It was about the way his body relaxed when I held him. The way he sighed into my chest like he was finally home. He didn’t just obey—he devoted  himself. And with every worshipful kiss, every needy suck, I felt something flicker back to life in me I thought I’d buried years ago.

He wasn’t just learning. He was becoming mine.




CHAPTER 4

LAUREN

After he’d buried himself between my thighs and licked me to the most intense orgasm I'd had in years, I didn’t say anything for a long moment. I just held his head against my chest, stroked his hair while his lips suckled softly at my breast, and let the silence hum between us.

When I felt his cock twitch against my leg again, I smiled. I kissed the top of his head and whispered, "Come on, baby. Let Mommy take care of you now."

I led him by the hand to the bathroom. The lights were low, and the tub was already filling. I added a splash of lavender oil, stirred the warmth with my fingers, and turned back to him. He watched me with wide eyes, still half-wrecked, still so needy.

He was sitting on the edge of the tub now, looking at the rising steam like it held answers. His skin was flushed from the warmth of the room, the tips of his ears red. That same pink bloom dusted his cheeks, his chest, and I swore even the tops of his thighs.

"Get in, baby," I said gently, tapping the water’s edge.

He stood, stepped out of his clothes shyly, and slid into the tub. He didn’t speak—just looked up at me like he was trying to memorize every second.

I knelt beside him, dipped the sponge in the warm water, and dragged it over his chest. Slow. Careful. Like he was made of glass.

His breath hitched as I traced the soft trail of hair that ran down his stomach, letting the sponge swirl lower. I reached for the shampoo and massaged it into his hair, my fingers curling through the strands while he closed his eyes and leaned back into the touch.

“Relax,” I murmured. “You’re doing so well for me.”

I rinsed him slowly, letting my hands roam more freely now—his thighs, his hips, his cock.

He twitched beneath the water.

I leaned in close to his ear and whispered, “Ready to be inside me, baby?”

He nodded so quietly. But his body said more. His cock was already thick in my palm.

I dried him off with the towel he liked—the one that smelled like me—and paused. I didn’t rush him. I wanted him to feel every step. I kissed the tip of his nose, the curve of his shoulder, whispered praise into his damp skin.

Then I took his hand and led him into my bedroom now.

The lights were dim, a soft amber glow kissing the walls. Candles flickered gently on the dresser, filling the room with the faint scent of vanilla and clean linen. I’d turned the sheets down, fluffed the pillows, laid his favorite blanket over the foot of the bed. The music I’d queued played low in the background, something slow, something warm.

I could feel the way his pulse raced through his fingers as I held his hand. He was quiet, breath shallow, completely wrapped up in the moment. I was going to make this unforgettable. Not rushed. Not just hot. His first time deserved to be worshipped.

Because that’s what he deserved.

I pushed him gently back onto the bed and straddled him slowly, letting the silk of my robe fall open. I didn’t rush. I wanted him to see everything. My body. My want. My control.

He looked up at me like I was something he’d dreamed about for years but never believed he’d get to touch.

I leaned down and kissed him, slow and deep, letting him taste how ready I was. My fingers trailed down his chest, traced his ribs, felt his heartbeat fluttering fast and unsteady. I kissed the corner of his mouth, then lower—his jaw, his throat, the center of his chest.

When I reached down and guided him to my entrance, his breath caught. He gasped when I brushed the head of his cock against me—hot and slick and throbbing.

“It’s okay,” I whispered, brushing his hair from his forehead, kissing his temple. “Mommy’s going to take care of you.”

I held his eyes as I eased down, slow and deep, inch by inch, feeling him stretch me open for the first time.

His mouth fell open like he’d forgotten how to speak. His hands flew to the sheets, clutching them tight. His thighs tensed beneath me, struggling not to move, not to buck.

His eyes were wild with sensation—like he couldn’t believe this was happening. Like he couldn’t believe how good it felt. I held his hips down with mine, calming him with my weight, keeping him from doing anything but feel.

And when I finally sank all the way down, burying him inside me completely, I moaned— God,  he felt good. He filled me perfectly. So thick. So eager. So mine.

His head tipped back like he was offering himself up completely, body taut and shivering. I saw it in the squeeze of his eyes, the way his mouth opened in silent awe. I could feel him trying to hold on. Trying to be good. But he was so new. So beautifully  unprepared for how much.

He gasped, his hips jolted, and he came. His whole body bucked beneath me—helpless, trembling, completely overwhelmed. He let out a quiet, broken sound and mumbled, "Sorry Mommy..." like it stung, like he'd disappointed me somehow. But I could see it wasn’t shame—it was the sweetness of wanting to be perfect for me.

I cupped his face in both hands, kissed the center of his forehead, stroked his chest while he panted through the shock of it.

“Shhh, it’s okay,” I whispered. “That’s normal, baby. You did so, so good for Mommy. I’m so proud of you. My sweet, sweet boy.”

His eyes fluttered up at me, dazed, glassy, open. Like he didn’t know what just happened, only that he never wanted it to stop.

I leaned in close, kissed him again, and whispered, “I’m not done with you yet.”

Then I rolled my hips slowly, felt him twitch back to life inside me, and smiled. God, it was good having a young man in my bed again—so quick to respond, so full of energy. I barely had to move and he was already getting hard for me again, like his body was wired to serve mine. It made me feel powerful. Wanted. Alive.

He was ready.

I moved slowly, letting him get used to it—letting him watch me.

Then I grabbed his hands and pulled him up into a seated position. We faced the mirror at the edge of the bed.

“Look,” I breathed. “Look how good you’re doing.”

He stared. At the way my body rolled against his. At how deep he disappeared inside me every time I dropped my hips. At the way my breasts bounced, my mouth parted in a moan.

“You’re doing so well for Mommy. You feel so good inside me, baby.”

I bounced harder, faster, riding him while he watched everything.

ELIJAH

I couldn’t stop staring.

She looked like something out of a dream—hair messy, lips parted, tits bouncing with every stroke of her hips. My cock disappeared inside her again and again, and every time I watched it happen, I felt myself fall apart just a little more.

Every sound she made—every breathy moan, every whispered praise—lit my nerves on fire. Her skin glowed in the candlelight, her body rolled like it was made to ride me, and the mirror didn’t lie. I could see how much she was taking from me, how much she was giving  me too.

It didn’t feel real. It felt like something out of a fantasy I’d never even dared to have—because no fantasy could’ve captured the heat of her skin, the slick tightness of her wrapped around me, the way she looked down at me like I was hers. Like I belonged to her.

And I did. God, I did.

I didn’t feel like a boy anymore.

I felt owned.  I felt wanted. I felt claimed.

Every time her hips came down and I sank back inside her, my vision blurred. Her moans, those soft filthy words in my ear, the way she whispered how good I was, how full I made her— it was too much.

She gripped my shoulders tighter, anchoring herself to me, but really, it felt like I was the one being held together by her. My moans weren’t mine anymore—they were hers. She pulled them from me with every grind of her hips, every clench of her pussy. I couldn’t think. I couldn’t breathe without her in my lungs.

“Fuck—Lauren—”

“Mommy,” she corrected, panting against my mouth, her tongue flicking out to taste my lip.

“Mommy,” I gasped, almost sobbed. “I’m gonna—”

“Not yet,” she said, breathless but firm. “Watch. Watch Mommy take it.”

And I did. I watched her take everything.

LAUREN

His whole body shook under me. He was wide-eyed, lips parted, completely undone—and still, he obeyed. My sweet baby boy, trembling and teetering on the edge, held it in for me. His thighs quaked beneath mine, his hands roamed helplessly over my back, like he needed something—anything—to ground him as I took every inch, slowly, deeply, like he was made just for me.

I leaned in until our foreheads touched, letting our breaths mingle, our skin damp and flushed. “Good boys watch Mommy while she uses them,” I whispered, my voice thick with need and pride.

And he watched. Eyes wide, locked to the mirror, to the sight of me riding him with a steady rhythm that was equal parts worship and ownership. Every long grind of my hips dragged a moan from deep in my chest. I made sure he saw how my breasts bounced, how my mouth opened in pleasure, how my eyes never left his.

“You're doing so well for Mommy,” I panted. “So full... so deep... oh baby, you feel perfect.”

I bounced harder, squeezed tighter, letting the pressure build slow and relentless. My nails scored down his chest as I threw my head back, riding him like he was mine to devour. And he was. Every gasp, every twitch of his hips—mine.

The wave crested, and I cried out as I came, the intensity shaking through me like a fever breaking. I clung to him, buried my moans into the curve of his neck, my pussy pulsing around his cock as I let the orgasm wash through me.

Only when the last tremor left my thighs did I release the grip I had in his hair. I cupped his cheek, made him look at me, made sure he saw the raw satisfaction on my face.

“Now, baby,” I whispered, licking the salt from his upper lip.

He came with a strangled cry, his whole body convulsing under mine. It wasn’t just a climax—it was an unraveling. A breaking open. He buried his face in my neck, his arms crushing me against his chest like he never wanted to let go.

I held him through every spasm, rocked him gently, praised him as he emptied himself inside me with shuddering gasps. It was beautiful. Pure. Honest.

I kissed his cheek, his lips, the thrum of his pulse in his neck. I whispered soft things against his skin while he panted and clung to me like I was the only safe place he’d ever known.




CHAPTER 5

ELIJAH

I woke to the scent of her sheets.

Warm. Soft. The faint trace of lavender and something sweeter—her skin.

And her breast.

My lips were wrapped around her nipple, already suckling like I belonged there, like I hadn’t stopped all night. Her fingers moved slowly around my cock under the blanket, warm and slick, like she’d been there for hours.

I whimpered against her chest. She hushed me.

“Shh, baby,” she whispered, stroking my cock with slow, patient pumps. “Let Mommy wake you up the right way.”

My hips twitched but I didn’t dare thrust. I just held her breast tighter in my mouth, tongue flicking the soft peak, moaning into her skin as her hand worked me.

She kissed my forehead. “That’s it. Suckle. Let Mommy feed you.”

I could barely breathe. Her touch was so perfect. Her voice so soothing. It didn’t even feel like I was awake yet—like I was still in some perfect dream where I belonged to her completely.

She pulled the blanket back, her hand still working my length as she shifted down to kiss my chest. My whole body tensed, cock pulsing in her fist.

“You’re so hard for me, baby. Already full. Already mine.”

She kept stroking until I thought I’d explode again. But she stopped, just before I tipped.

“Not yet,” she whispered with a teasing smile. “Mommy’s not done with you yet.”

She got up, the silk of her robe brushing my thigh as she stood. “Come on. Let’s get you cleaned up.”

I followed her on shaky legs to the bathroom, every step still humming with the echo of her touch. Steam blanketed the mirror, thick and curling beneath the golden glow of the amber vanity lights, wrapping the room in warmth and secrecy.

The shower started running—hot, misty, inviting. She stepped in without a word, glancing back at me with that knowing, sultry smile. Her hand reached out, fingers curling around mine, and pulled me in behind her.

The heat struck us in waves. The first contact of water sent a shiver through my spine, but it was her body I felt more—her skin slick and hot against mine, her presence cocooning me completely. She turned me to face the wall, and then I felt her.

Her breasts pressed softly against my back, heavy and warm, her arms slipping around me as she reached for the soap. She lathered slowly, almost ritualistic, as though cleansing me was an act of worship. Her hands slid up across my chest, spreading heat in slow, reverent circles. Her fingers worked over my pecs, down the curve of my stomach, lingering at every sensitive dip and ridge like she was learning me by touch.

She kissed the back of my neck, lips gentle, breath teasing. “You’re so beautiful, Elijah. Every inch of you.”

I whimpered, eyes fluttering closed. I didn’t know what to say. I didn’t even want to speak. I just wanted to feel her.

Her hands drifted lower, tracing the fine line of hair beneath my navel before curling deliberately around my cock. The slickness of the soap made her strokes effortless but devastating. I gasped, catching myself against the wall, my body already aching from how tender and full everything felt.

“Doesn’t it feel nice,” she whispered, her lips brushing against my ear, “when Mommy takes care of you?”

I moaned, hips giving the tiniest thrust without meaning to. Her grip tightened, slowing.

“Sshhh,” she purred. “Let Mommy do everything.”

She washed me like I was fragile, cherished. My shoulders. My arms. Each finger. Down my legs, behind my knees, between my thighs. Her fingers never hurried. Every pass of her hands was patient, practiced, as if memorizing the feel of me again and again. I had never felt so seen.

When she turned me around to face her, I saw it in her eyes—how proud she was of me. How much she adored what she had made. She rinsed me with her hands, palms gliding across my wet skin, dragging heat and longing in equal measure.

She knelt briefly, rinsing the soap from my thighs, and her lips brushed the base of my cock before she stood again. No words. Just a soft, satisfied smile.

She wrapped me in a thick towel, holding me still as she dried me like I was the most precious thing she’d ever touched. Her fingers lingered on my chest, belly, hips. She kissed my temple and whispered, “All clean, sweet boy.”

Back in bed, the covers still warm from our bodies earlier, she slid in and opened her arms.

I went to her without hesitation. Nestled against her chest, her arms wrapped tight around me, I breathed her in—felt her heartbeat against my cheek.

“You’re mine now,” she whispered, brushing my damp hair back, her lips brushing my forehead. “All mine.”

I looked up at her, my voice a whisper. “I don’t want to go back.”

Her smile deepened, eyes soft and endless. “You don’t have to. You just have to be good. Be Mommy’s baby. Her man.”

She held me tighter, and I melted. Her hand trailed down my stomach again, slow as ever, until her fingers wrapped around me one last time, firm, possessive.

“You’re being such a good man for Mommy, baby.”

She stroked me in long, lazy strokes, her mouth brushing against my ear, her breath warm and commanding.

“Mommy’s boys always come when she says so.”

I whimpered, my hips lifting into her palm. My whole body trembled from how much I needed it.

And when she finally gave the word—

“Now, baby.”

—I shattered.

Everything inside me poured into her waiting hand, and I collapsed into her embrace—helpless, overwhelmed, and utterly hers.




CHAPTER 6 


LAUREN

He was still asleep when I opened my eyes. 
The sheets still smelled like skin and sweat and something sweeter—him. The night lingered in the air like a secret only we shared. Curled into my chest like he was made to fit there, his lips parted slightly, breath warm against my breast. One hand was resting against my stomach. The other, lazily draped across my hip.

The morning light was soft against the window, golden and low, touching his skin like I wanted to.

I stayed like that for a long time. Just watching. Just breathing him in.

I’d forgotten how quiet mornings could feel when someone was beside you—when someone belonged  beside you. I’d spent too long waking up alone, pretending I liked it. Pretending my fingers were enough. Pretending no one could touch me in the places I needed most.

But then he came along. Sweet, awkward, eager Elijah. 
And now he was tangled up in my sheets like he was mine.

Because he was.

I slid down beneath the blanket, careful not to wake him. My lips brushed against the inside of his thigh first. Soft. Warm. His scent still lingering from the night before.

I nuzzled his cock gently, brushing my lips over him like I was saying good morning with my mouth. A kiss to the tip. A swirl of my tongue along the soft underside, tracing the veins I’d come to know like lines on my palm. He twitched in his sleep—barely—but I felt it. I felt him .

And then I welcomed him in.

Slow. Deep. My lips stretched around him as I took him to the hilt, inch by inch. My mouth moved with reverence, like this act was holy, like there was no better way to worship him than by holding him inside me. He let out a soft sound, a moan caught between dream and reality, his hips shifting helplessly against the sheets.

I kept going. Drew back, then sank again, letting the rhythm build like a secret between us. My hands clutched his thighs, warm and trembling, fingers kneading gently into his flesh. His scent filled my nose—clean skin, heat, that faint trace of last night’s release.

He was hard within seconds. And still dreaming.

I pulled back just enough to whisper against his slick, pulsing tip, my voice low and indulgent. “Mmm, you taste even sweeter this morning, baby.”

He stirred. A flutter behind his lids. A tiny gasp.

And then those hazy, beautiful eyes blinked open and looked down at me.

“Mommy?” he breathed, voice so soft, like he was afraid to wake himself from whatever dream I had become.

I smiled, slow and sure, my tongue giving him one more lazy lick. “Good morning, sweetheart.”

Before he could say more, I took him again. Deeper. Slower. My cheeks hollowed, my lips sealed around him, my tongue caressing him from underneath as I sucked. I hummed low in my throat, letting the vibrations tease every sensitive inch. He gasped, head falling back into the pillow, his hips starting to rise before I pressed him back down.

My hands stayed on his thighs, but I let one trail up, over his hipbone, resting possessively over his stomach like a reminder—I was in  control.

His moans became soft whimpers. His body arched and trembled. He didn’t know where to hold, what to say, how to breathe.

He didn’t need to.

I knew him now.

And when I felt him start to unravel, I didn’t stop. I sucked harder, deeper, stroking him with my tongue until his fingers found my hair and curled in tight.

When he came, it was quiet but overwhelming—like a wave breaking in slow motion. His body shivered, his mouth slack and parted, every bit of tension pouring into me.

I swallowed him down. Let nothing go to waste. Then I licked him gently, tenderly, until he twitched from the oversensitivity and whimpered my name.

I crawled up his body, kissed the corner of his lips, then his cheek, then finally his mouth—deep and warm.

“Mmm,” I whispered, brushing his damp curls back, “I needed that.”

His eyes were still half-lidded, his chest rising and falling like he couldn’t believe where he was.

He looked like he was still floating.

We lingered. We are always going to from now on. I let him rest in my arms while I played with his hair, kissed his temple, ran my fingers down the soft curve of his back.

But eventually, the clock started whispering again—soft but urgent. His parents would be back any minute. And reality, with all its sharp edges, was already tapping at the edge of our little world. The spell of the weekend was starting to slip, and we both knew it couldn’t stretch forever.

I stood in the doorway of my room as he got dressed. He moved like he was wading through water, slow and thoughtful, eyes flicking to the bed like it still held something sacred. Maybe it did.

I packed him a little snack. Slipped it into his backpack. Then I walked to my dresser.

Pulled open the laundry hamper.

Found a pair of lace panties from the night before—delicate, damp, and still marked with what he’d made me feel. I folded them gently, like they were a note I couldn’t write out loud.

I walked back, met his eyes, and tucked them into his bag.

When I zipped it closed, I leaned in close, lips brushing his cheek.

“Don’t you dare cum on them unless you’re thinking of me, baby.”

He nodded. Quiet. Pink in the face. Holding his breath like he wasn’t ready to leave either.

I opened the door, but I didn’t say goodbye.

Because whatever we’d started… it wasn’t done.

Not when he walked the way he did—as if his body still remembered my hands.

Not when he kept turning back for one last glance.

I stood in the frame, wrapped in my robe, heat still pulsing beneath my skin, already counting the hours.

And the moment the door closed, I reached for my phone.

I snapped a photo—lace snug across my chest, soft morning light making everything glow.

“Which color should Mommy wear next time you’re here?”

Final Rule: Mommy decides when it ends. And he knows Mommy’s not done.

***
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