

Snowflake Baby

Mommy Claire


The following novel is entirely a work of fiction.  Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead is entirely coincidental.

First published in 2019 by AQT Enterprises

Copyright © 2019.  All rights reserved.  No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise, without the prior permission of the publisher.


Prologue

Mommy Claire

I have dominated many men. I have infantilized and controlled their lives for my own amusement and benefit. Don’t get me wrong, I always reward their submission, and there isn’t a single one of them who wouldn’t readily come back for more. But in the end, I do it for my own pleasure, for what I gain from the experience makes me feel whole, lets me know who and what I am.

Throughout my life there have been very few times where I have ever dominated a man only to relinquish control to someone else. In many ways it goes against the basic principle of domination and submission, but in some instances, it is the appropriate thing to do.


Scene 1

Mark

Have you met Mommy Claire? I have, and let me tell you, it changed my life.

I could tell you that she manipulated me, and dominated me, and completely controlled me, and that would probably scare you. But then I would add that it was the most incredible experience of my life, and I would give anything to go back to that first time, and then you would be intrigued. And both of those feelings would be spot on, because life with Mommy Claire isn’t easy, or predictable, and sometimes it’s downright terrifying, but in the end it offers a reward, a great reward, one you didn’t expect, but one you appreciate, with every fiber of your being, right down to your very core.

You’re probably thinking, what is this magic she wields, that she is able to captivate the hearts and minds of grown men, rendering them submissive, pliant to her every command? And the answer: unbridled mommy love and sex manipulation.

I know, I know, that all sounds so shallow, that the hopes and dreams of a man’s future could be controlled by his next orgasm, but when it comes right down to it, it’s basic fundamentals. Men think with their dicks, and a woman who controls a man’s dick, controls everything about him. But Mommy Claire didn’t stop once she had control of my cock, instead she used that as the gateway to my brain, the super highway to absolute dominance.
 


SCENE 2
Mommy Claire
 

Have you ever seen a sad sack? The kind of guy that’s absolutely hopeless, a slovenly mess with no vision or direction in life, a derelict? I have, and under most circumstances I just walk on by, too busy to get caught up in the aimless wanderings of a lost soul. But one time, just once, I looked upon one of those lost souls and saw something deeper, a hidden gem beneath a pile of rubble, and so I set out to see just what some good old-fashioned mommy love could do for the broken hearted.
 


SCENE 3
Mark
 

I know what Mommy Claire said about me but it wasn’t true. Sure, I lived in my step-mom’s basement, and didn’t own a suit or a car, but I at least had a job, and the comic book store was a pretty cool place to work all things considered. But she didn’t see me there, the cool guy among the nerds of DC world, if she had her opinion would have been totally different. Instead she saw me at the DMV, trying to get a non-drivers ID, and there I was a fish out of water.

“You look like you could use some help,” she said. Those were the first words she ever spoke to me.

I turned to see who was looking at me and much to my surprise it was a very attractive older woman. I don’t say that lightly, I’m generally not attracted to older women, but this one was hot, from her pretty face to her stacked body.

“I...I...I’m ok,” I stuttered. I shouldn’t have had any problems with the machine, I’m a millennial for Christ’s sake, but she had me all sorts of confused just with a smile and a few simple words.

She stepped towards me.

“I think you could use some help, and I know just the person to give it to you.” She gained closer; her face next to my ear as she pointed at the screen. Then she whispered, “Would you like me to play with your pee-pee?”

Did she just say that? In the middle of the DMV? I shot her a glance, just to make sure.

She left no doubt with her reply.

“You heard me,” she said in an even lower tone. “Walk out of here with me right now and I will change your world.”

Now I don’t know if there is any circumstance in which I would have said no, but with this attractive woman staring at me, waiting for a response, there was only one thing I could think to do. “Ok,” I replied, and together we left that place.


SCENE 4
Mommy Claire
 

My sad sack agreed to my offer and together we left the DMV, me heading to my car, him waddling behind me like a horny little boy excited for his first hand job. There’s a unique power there, holding the key to a man’s sexual gratification, every woman knows it, and wrestles with just how much she is willing to exploit it to get what she wants. In most cases the choice is easy, girl wants guy, girl thinks guy is out of her league, girl uses sex to even the playing field. Or better yet, guy wants girl, girl needs money, a financial deal is arranged. It’s a story as old as time, or at least as old as the oldest profession, just as true today as when it all began.

But in this case the tables were about to be turned. I was out of his league and didn’t want his money, so why exactly was I going to manipulate his sex and dominate his mind? Perhaps I felt sorry for him, the sad sack who could never get a girl. Or perhaps I saw something deep inside, a diamond in the rough. Or maybe, just maybe, a woman does things just because she can, to demonstrate to the world, and to herself, just how dominant she can be.
 


SCENE 5
Mark
 

I followed the woman out of the building and to her car. I should have known by how she dressed, fancy clothes and shiny jewelry, that she was rich, but when we got to her vehicle, a black Cadillac Escalade, there was no doubt. I had never sat in a seat so comfortable in all my life. It felt like I was melting into a cloud. Sleep could have come so easily in a seat like that, but her next words completely changed the mood.

“You stink,” she said. “I didn’t realize it inside, I guess there were a lot of other odors, but you need to be bathed.”

I’d say I was insulted but I couldn’t really argue with her. I probably did smell. Showering wasn’t part of my daily routine. “I’ll take a shower or do whatever you want,” I said, hoping my hygiene wouldn’t stop her from playing with me.

“Change of plans,” she said.

Just like that my heart jumped into my throat. I went from thoughts of an impending hand job to being left on the side of the road. I was devastated.

“I’m not going to play with your pee-pee,” she announced. “I’m going to take you back to my house and treat you like a baby. Do you still want to go?”
 


SCENE 6
Mommy Claire
 

Pretense aside, it was time to see just how far this sad sack would go. “I’m not going to play with your pee-pee,” I told him. “I’m going to take you back to my house and treat you like a baby. Do you still want to go?”

The look on his face was priceless. He went from the pinnacle of joy to the depths of depression in an instant. I thought he might cry when he blubbered, “You’re not going to play with my pee-pee?”

I loved how he used the word, pee-pee. His infantilization had already begun and he didn’t even know it. I could have made him do anything for that sweet reward and I intended to find out just what “anything” included. “Ok,” I agreed, “I’ll still play with you, but first you have to play a little game, you have to completely give in to age regression, to baby play.”

The awkward, constrained look on his face let me know he didn’t understand what I was talking about. He truly was a newbie and it would be my pleasure to introduce him to my world, and all of the fabulous joys that come with it.
 


SCENE 7
Mark
 

First, she told me she was going to play with my dick, then she said she wasn’t going to, then she said she would again. I had no idea what to believe but I was still in her car, driving to wherever she intended to take me. She insisted I call her Mommy Claire, and used a whole bunch of words I wasn’t familiar with, but that didn’t stop me from going along, the lure of potential sex all my mind could focus on.

What exactly is age regression? And what does infantilization mean? I wasn’t sure on either account but I did see that somehow the top two buttons of her blouse had come undone and for the first time I had a view of her wonderful cleavage. The shape of her breasts in the shirt was phenomenal but the softness of her skin had my mind whirling. It was a subtle act, to get me thinking about sex, and it worked. The sight of those luscious bosoms got me aroused, a state of being that would not go away in all my time with Mommy Claire.

We pulled up in front of a beautiful house, a mansion really, and walked up the steep front steps into her home. No sooner had we crossed through the doorway than Mommy Claire laid down her rules.

“As long as you are in this home you give up all control, you are my baby, and in exchange, I will give you the greatest sexual experience of your life,” Mommy Claire said. “Do we have a deal?”

I didn’t understand half of what she said except for, “the greatest sexual experience of my life.” Those words rung in my head and it was all I needed to hear. “Yes, please,” I agreed, and just like that my whole world was turned upside down.

Mommy Claire took me by the hand and led me up the sweeping staircase towards the second floor. “The sooner you are out of those clothes the sooner we can get to the fun,” she said.

It was all I could do to keep from shedding my garments right there in the hall.

We hadn’t even gotten through the bedroom and into the bath and my clothing was gone, my erection bobbing side to side, desperate to be touched. I had never been naked with a woman before and I might have thought I would be nervous but I was too excited to think about anything other than this gorgeous woman and the acts of pleasure she was about to perform on my body.

And then she didn’t.
 


SCENE 8
Mommy Claire
 

I had Mark exactly where I wanted him, naked, horny, and willing to do anything in exchange for sexual gratification. Usually I would have to tease a guy’s lust for a while, build up his anticipation, separate him from his feelings of control, but Mark was already there, ready to submit to my every whim. His situation was unique, and I intended to take him on a very special journey.
 


SCENE 9
Mark
 

Ok, I had never been more aroused in my entire life. My cock was so hard I could have cut diamonds, my hips began to buck at the gentlest breeze, my desire reached unprecedented levels. I was ready for the stimulus, but for some reason Mommy Claire wouldn’t touch me.

That’s not exactly true, but that is how I felt. She was touching me, just not where I wanted to be touched.

Mommy Claire’s hands washed me in the shower, lathering every square inch of my body before hosing me down. I say every square inch, but that wasn’t quite it, she caressed everything but my cock, the one place I wanted her attention the most.

It was infuriating the way she neglected me there and I finally got to the point where I needed to take matters into my own hands. When she turned to gather a wash cloth I used the opportunity to grab my shaft and stroke it furiously. If she wasn’t going to play with me like she promised, I was going to do it myself. The combination of my excitement and the smoothness of the soap in my hand had me ready to ejaculate in seconds, but the moment Mommy Claire saw what I was doing she set out to stop me.

Her right hand touched the back of my calf and slid up my thigh, the tips of her fingers winding their way just beneath my balls. I thought she was finally going to fondle me but what she did instead not only stunted my excitement but made me yelp aloud. With her finger and thumb she grasped a single hair from around my anus and yanked until it was free from my body. It only hurt for a moment but that instant of pain completely zapped all thoughts of sex from my brain. My cock went limp, a tear formed in my eye.

I looked down at her, to understand why she had done that, and when I did, I got a gaping view of her beautiful cleavage and the thin fabric of her shirt, now wet from the shower, clinging to her magnificent breasts. In an instant I was hard again only this time her hand was on me, gripping the shaft lightly, her thumb stroking the sensitive front. Up and down, up and down her hand slid. She did it for a while, until all sense of self was gone and all that was left was my throbbing penis and the beautiful woman who was making me see God. I had never felt anything so wonderful in all my life and a stream of uncontrollable groans escaped my lips.

She kept it up, that blissful stimulation, for several minutes and then, all at once, pulled away. I was shocked at the sudden change, dismayed at the loss, and I told her so.

“Please don’t stop,” I said, trying to make my words sound confident when really, they were the desperate pleas of a man wanting for more.

Mommy Claire’s response was quick and direct. “You will not touch yourself and you will obey mommy completely, or else. Do you understand?”

In an instant I understood. Usually those words, “or else”, were accompanied by a threat of punishment, and in this case that was doubly true, for I could think of no greater threat than the denial of such incredible bliss.

“Yes, Mommy,” I replied, realizing that if I wanted her to touch me again I needed to play by her rules.
 


SCENE 10
Mommy Claire
 

The “yes, mommy” that flowed from Mark’s lips after the brief edging session was much more in line with my expectations. I wanted him submissive, not just playing a game, but in a real and desperate state of need. Introducing him to extended mind altering physical bliss was the first step, taking it away the second.

Mark may not have known it, but he was more than half way there, not just playing along, but fully giving in to the moment. His body and his mind wanted to get back to that place, of heavenly stimulus on his dick, and he was going to do anything for the opportunity. He was right where I wanted him, and the best thing? He wanted it too.
 


SCENE 11
Mark
 

Holy cow!!! I’ve jerked off a million times but I could never do it as well as Mommy Claire. Her hands were magical the way they rubbed me, and I knew right away that I never wanted to leave her side.

She wanted me to be her baby?

Hell, I’d go all in as long as she was willing to play with me like that. And those tits! Oh my God, big and lush with skin so soft and smooth. Would I get the chance to suck those titties? If so, that was icing on the cake.

Mommy Claire scrubbed me in the shower, and then proceeded to dry me off with a big plush towel. She was very liberal with her hands now, rubbing up my thighs, curling between my butt cheeks. It wasn’t as erotic as it was domineering. She could put her hands anywhere and could do anything, and that experience made me feel weak and calm all at once. And then she told me what she was going to do next, to which I had no choice but to agree.

“Babies don’t have hair,” she said, “at least my baby doesn’t. What do you say we take care of that?”

There are a lot of things I would do for sex but when Mommy Claire took out a long straight blade and pointed it right at my junk I said, “Uh uh, no way!” That thing was too sharp and my dick too fragile.

Mommy Claire seemed to expect my hesitation and responded by slowly undoing the next button on her blouse. The beautiful vision caught my eye and distracted my mind. What the fuck? She caught me looking, staring really, and in that momentary lapse she moved in on me and began rubbing my junk. That took me off guard and in an instant, I felt like I could cum.

I wasn’t about to stop her pleasure assault on my cock, not with how good it felt, and the next thing I knew things escalated. Mommy Claire ramped up the stimulus until I was panting like a dog, grunting and groaning in search of my next orgasm. I had no idea the feeling could be so overwhelming but it was, consuming every thought, controlling every action. I looked to her, for guidance, for relief, and she was quick to lay down the law.

“You are a desperate little boy who longs for his mommy to take care of his pee-pee,” she said, “admit it.”

It was true. I couldn’t deny it, nor would I. It felt that good. “Ugh,” I grunted, trying to form the words she wanted me to say, trying to admit she was right. It was a struggle. The way she stroked my cock was absolutely paralyzing, in the most incredible way.

“And what will you do for Mommy after she takes care of you?” she asked.

It was a simple question really, and I answered the only way my dick and my brain would allow. “Anything you want,” I huffed in between gasps, and I meant those words with every fiber of my being. She was making me feel better than I had ever felt before, I really wanted to do anything for her.

Mommy Claire quickly transitioned those words of submission into my compliance, my agreement to be shaved. She slid her body between my legs, lathered my cock and balls with a dollop of shaving cream, and began the frightful task of removing my hair.

It was scary as hell.

And also enlightening.

I never associated my pubic hair with my independence but as she swiped every last hair away, I felt a regression inside, a departure from adulthood that if I’m being honest, I was ok to let go. By the time she finished removing the last of my hair I was a quivering mess, and when she held me close, pulling me next to her soft, smooth skin, I knew I had found my rightful place in the world.

Next, Mommy Claire diapered me. I know what you’re thinking but the messed-up thing was, I liked the way the softness of the fabric felt against my skin, and when she swaddled me, I really liked the way the blanket held me tight. And then came the nursing, which I absolutely loved. The way her skin felt against my cheeks and the way her nipple formed between my lips, it was all so incredible. How had I waited so long to experience baby play? And why, now that I knew how wonderful it was, would I ever give it up?
 


SCENE 12
Mommy Claire
 

Mark loved every minute of baby play, regressing much more quickly than I had expected. In fact, he held no reservations whatsoever, donning the diaper, nursing at my breast, releasing years of bowel training. In some ways he was an age play savant, and yet I sensed there was something deeper at play, and so I began to delve.

“So, tell me about yourself?” I asked, my new little boy splay in my lap, suckling at my teat while I fondled and caressed his most sensitive appendage.

“I work at Dragons and Dungeons,” he boasted, adding, “the comic book store,” so I knew what it was that he did. “And I live with my mother, I have the whole lower floor to myself.”

Now I love all of my little ones dearly but I do have standards, minimum requirements to play in my world. Every one of my submissives brings something to the table, his or her own contribution to the greater whole. For some that is cooking, or cleaning, or technology, or beauty, or maybe even an openness to sexuality and their body, but with Mark it was different. He had none of those things. And to add insult to injury, even after hours of primping and cleaning, he still appeared unkempt, disheveled, and the odor I thought was from a lack of bathing, still persisted. It wasn’t my intent to introduce him to sensual bliss and then take it away, but I couldn’t bring myself to add him to my stable. There had to be another way.

“Tell me about your mother,” I asked, hoping there might be some redeeming quality in this man child.

“Her name is Terry,” he replied, “and she doesn’t like me much. She wants me to get a better job and to move out.”

“I bet,” I said beneath my breath before adding, “She’s your mother, I’m sure she loves you with all her heart.”

Mark corrected me. “She’s not my mom, she’s my dad’s second wife. He married her just before I turned eighteen and he died a year later. It’s a messed-up situation. She shouldn’t even be there. It should be my house.”

Things were starting to make sense, to fall into place. Mark felt entitled, like the world owed him something, and worse yet, this poor woman, his step mother, had to put up with all of it even though he wasn’t even her son. And just like that, a plan came into my head, one that would take Mark off my hands, while giving him exactly what he needed.
 


SCENE 13
Mark
 

Mommy Claire played with my pee-pee all afternoon but only once did she let me cum. All the rest of the time she would build me up, get me super excited, string me along, and then make me beg for her control. It was weakening the way those feelings took command, but I have to admit I liked it. Mommy Claire dominated me with sex and I was ready to turn over every last decision to her and her magical hands.

She pressed up against me in the center of the bed and began stroking me once again. She was a master at knowing exactly where to touch and how to rub to stimulate every nerve ending and drive me insane with lust. I loved every second of it and there wasn’t anything I wouldn’t have done to keep that feeling alive. I say that, but then she came up with the words to put that notion to the test.

“I think we should go visit your mother,” Mommy Claire said, “I think she and I should meet.”

My initial reaction was, “No fucking way.” My step-mom hated me and I hated her, nothing good could come from Mommy Claire meeting that wench, and I held firm in that decision right up until she stopped playing with my dick. The fall from pre orgasmic bliss to no contact whatsoever was crushing and my body and my brain bucked in response. That’s when Mommy Claire looked deep into my eyes and said, “Are you going to obey Mommy?”

When she put it in those terms, I was helpless to do anything more than nod my head and submit to her will.

“Good boy!” Mommy Claire exclaimed, and before I knew it, we were gathering my things and heading for the car.

On the ride over I began to play out the scenario in my head. What would Mommy Claire tell her? Would she out me as an adult baby? Or was she about to claim me for her own, rescuing me from the control of my evil step-mom, creating a new life for me in Mommy Claire’s mansion? Those thoughts filled my head as I guided each turn on the drive to my step-mom’s house. I really hoped for the second option but how it would turn out was anyone’s guess. 
 


SCENE 14
Mommy Claire
 

I had no idea what to expect at Mark’s mother’s home, I only knew I couldn’t keep him at my place and now that I had unleashed his primal beast, leaving him stranded wasn’t an option.

Their neighborhood was nice but when we pulled up in front of Mark’s house, I got a very good idea of just what I was dealing with. You know how every area has the one neighbor that let their place get run down, that you wished would move? It would take a thousand hours of labor to get this house up to that level. The lawn wasn’t cut, the gardens were overgrown, the paint was all chipped and pealing and there were full grown plants growing through the cracks in the sidewalks and driveway. To say it was a mess would be an understatement, and an insult to people who lived messy lives. I could only imagine what I would find when I stepped inside.

For his part, Mark didn’t seem to notice any of it. The moment I parked he sprang from the front seat, bolted across the weed filled front lawn, flung the door open and called out, “Terry, I’m home.”

I followed behind, careful not to step on any of the sundry items scattered about. I couldn’t imagine how anyone could live that way and then I crossed the threshold into their home.

Terry, Mark’s step-mother, was there to greet us and she was nothing like I expected. Not only was she a well-dressed and handsome woman, but the interior of her house was immaculate, a complete reversal of what I had seen outside.

“My name’s Claire,” I said, offering my hand to shake. “It’s nice to meet you.”

She took my hand but I could tell by the look on her face that she was skeptical of my presence. I could only imagine the things she had to endure with a step-son like Mark.

“Nice to meet you,” Terry replied, but she had no idea how true those words were, at least not yet anyway.

“You and I need to have a chat,” I informed her. Before she could even utter a response, I turned to Mark and said, “The outside needs some attention, be a good boy and go mow the lawn.”

Mark was desperate to please me. He wanted to get back under my control and was quick to comply with my command, heading out to do his task, a bounce to his step.

Terry was shocked, her jaw literally dropped as she watched her normally lazy step-son get to work.

“How did you...?” she asked in disbelief.

I just smiled and replied, “Like I said, you and I need to have a chat.”
 


SCENE 15
Terry
 

Life is an unpredictable whirlwind. At no time had that ever been more true, than when I married my husband, Alan, moved in with he and his semi-adult son, and he had a heart attack and died. Not only did I lose my best friend and the love of my life, but I gained a gigantic pain in the ass in the process.

It wasn’t that Mark was mean or nasty or anything like that. Those things would all be bad but, as it turns out, his transgressions were so much worse. Mark may not have been violent or abusive but he was lazy and filled with a sense of entitlement, a sense that went way beyond anything he had earned.

In the beginning, I felt sorry for him, he had just lost his father and was at that awkward age where he was no longer a boy but not yet a man. And so, I allowed him his leeway, to find his own path and discover who he was meant to be. That was fine at first but then one year turned into two and two turned into a decade, until I had a lazy slob on my hands, one that wouldn’t do any work but still expected to be fed, with a roof over his head and internet for his favorite devices.

At one point I put my foot down, insisting that he get a job, at least to pay for his own entertainment, but that turned into a turnstile of work, each tenure shorter than the one before. That’s why when he showed up at my door with a sharp dressed woman who looked to be a potential employer I was thrilled beyond belief. And when she directed him to go mow the lawn, and he agreed, I was beside myself.

“How did you...?” I asked in disbelief.

Her reply was curt, “Like I said, you and I need to have a chat.”

Needless to say I was all ears. “Can I fix you a cup of coffee, or tea?” I offered.

“Tea would be lovely,” she replied and together we moved to the kitchen.

While I prepared the kettle, Claire began her explanation. “You’re probably wondering how I got him to work?” she asked.

“That’s for sure,” I replied, still giddy at the prospect that Mark was actually doing chores around the house. No sooner did I lay out two cups of hot tea than she began to explain.

“I met Mark at the Department of Motor Vehicles,” she explained, “he looked so disheveled and out of sorts.”

“You like that?” I questioned, “than you two will be very happy together.”

“Oh, he’s not my type,” Claire said, “but I realize now that I have an opportunity for you, one that can get you everything you want.”

I was intrigued, impressed by the fact that my lazy step-son was out mowing the lawn, ready to hear more. “Go on,” I said.

“I have trained Mark to be submissive and obedient,” she said. “He will do everything you ask, provided he is properly rewarded.”

“Properly rewarded?” I questioned.

Claire’s response was slow in the making.

“I don’t know your background,” she said, “so I’m not exactly sure the best way to say this.”

“Go on, out with it,” I prodded, “you obviously have some kind of magic, because I’ve tried everything and I’ve never even been able to get him off the couch or away from his stupid video games. Is it drugs?”

Her next words blurted out.

“I treat him like a baby and I jerk him off,” she said, “as a reward for doing what I tell him I play with his pee-pee until he can’t take anymore and then I make him cum.”

Oh my God! This woman, my age, just walked into my house and told me she treats my son like a baby and gives him hand jobs. What kind of world is this? I had never experienced anything like that in all my life and while I should have been appalled, the one thing that kept coming back to me was the sound of the lawn mower and my lazy-ass step-son actually doing some work around the house. How many times had I pleaded with him to do the work? I offered money, I threatened with punishment, nothing could get him in to action. And here was this woman telling me she had achieved the impossible with nursery play and a hand job? I wasn’t appalled, I was flabbergasted, only just like at the scene of an accident, I couldn’t look away. I wanted, no, I needed, to see and hear more.

I could have gone in a million different directions, outraged, disgusted, confused, intrigued, but instead I invited further discussion with just one word. “How?”

Her face lit up. It was like she knew she had captured my attention, that she had baited me into wanting to know more. Perhaps I should have seen that as a turning point but I was too caught up in the moment; and her excitement, to do anything but go along.

“I can show you,” Claire replied, “in fact I can teach you, so Mark will be your good little boy.”

Was she suggesting what I thought she was suggesting? “Oh, I couldn’t,” I replied, “he’s my son.”

She seemed to know quite a bit about my life and our situation because she was quick to reply.

“He’s not really your son, there’s no blood relation and you never adopted him. You didn’t even meet him until he was almost a man.”

Of course, those things were true but I was married to his father. “You don’t understand,” I said.

“I do understand,” Claire replied, “I understand that you have an opportunity to make your live-in step-son a submissive and productive boy.”

I shook my head. I knew what she was saying but the thought of it was just too much. “I can’t.”

She looked at me with those big brown eyes of hers and said, “When he comes back in here, I will play with him, because he understood when he went out to do the job that there would be a reward for his submission. But after that I am going to leave and he will be under your roof. You can go back to the way it was, the way he lived, or I can teach you how to control him and he will be obedient and eager to please you as long as you desire.”

Her words sunk in. Was it crazy that I was actually considering this? She showed results, Mark was still outside mowing, but could I do that to Alan’s son? What would he think?

“I understand you have questions. What if I set it up so you can watch without him knowing?”

“I couldn’t do that either,” I replied.
 


SCENE 16
Mark
 

The yard was pretty overgrown so it was no easy task mowing the lawn, but I did it knowing every step of the way that Mommy Claire was going to reward me in the end. When I finally shut off the mower and put it away in the garage, I was excited beyond belief.

I bounded into the house, ready to get to my reward only to realize that Mommy Claire was with my step-mom in the kitchen. That created an awkward situation. I wanted Mommy Claire’s attention, but I didn’t want to go baby mode in front of my step-mom. I hesitated for more than a moment, trying to figure out what to do.

“Mark,” Mommy Claire called, “is that you?”

Dang, she heard me. I had to step out. “Yeah, it’s me. I just finished the yard.”

“Be a good little boy and get out here, I want to talk to you,” Mommy Claire said, and the way she said it left little to the imagination as to who held the dominant position in our relationship.

I scurried out to her side. I didn’t want to make any public displays in front of my step-mom but I also didn’t want to do anything to risk losing my reward. The moment I got there I realized there would be no hiding my true role.

“Did you do a good job on the lawn?” Mommy Claire asked.

“Yes,” I replied.

“Yes, what?” she prodded.

“Yes, Mommy,” I said and when I did, I heard a combination gasp and giggle come from my step-mom. She knew.

“Good boy,” Mommy Claire said and her hand touched my shoulder and slid to my neck. I may not have wanted to show anything in front of my step-mom but that simple act felt really good, not just the feel of her skin against mine, but the intimacy of the connection. Mommy Claire was claiming me as her own in front of another woman and it felt incredible. I wanted to be owned and I snuggled into her touch. Soon I was by her side, cuddled at her bosom.

“Would you like a reward for your good job?” Mommy Claire asked, but of course she already knew the answer.

“Yes please,” I replied eagerly.

“And what reward would you like?” she asked.

Oh shit! She knew what I wanted, was she really going to make me say it? I looked into Mommy Claire’s eyes and she looked right back, offering only a slight raise of the eyebrows to signify, “Well?”

“I want you to play with me,” I whispered, but Mommy Claire wasn’t having it.

“Speak up little boy,” she said, “and you better be specific.”

She had me in a tight spot. I didn’t want to say it in front of my step-mom but there was no way I was missing out on my reward for mowing the lawn. It was hard work and I wanted attention. “I want you to play with my pee-pee,” I said, “and I don’t just want you to tease, I want to make sticky spurts.”

My step-mom gasped. “Oh my God!”

I didn’t look her way, instead my eyes never left Mommy Claire, who smiled. It was a natural smile, one I knew meant she was pleased with my overt act, with my loyal submission. I would be rewarded, and that pleased me as well, but I could only imagine what was going through my step-mom’s mind.
 


SCENE 17
Step-Mom Terry
 

The sound of the mower cut out. Mark was done his job. It would only be a moment before he would be back inside. I looked across the kitchen table at Claire, this woman I had only just met, the one who dropped an absolute bombshell in my lap. I wondered what she would do next.

Claire directed her next words down the hallway to the side door. “Mark, is that you?”

He didn’t answer at first but then I heard him, “Yeah, it’s me. I just finished the yard.”

Claire was quick to reply and the way she spoke was very domineering, like a mother to a small child. “Be a good little boy and come out here, I want to talk to you.”

Not only did Mark mow the lawn like Claire instructed but he scurried out to her side quicker than he would move to grab the last cupcake on the tray.

“Did you do a good job on the lawn?” Claire inquired.

“Yes,” he replied.

“Yes, what?” she prodded.

“Yes, Mommy,” he said.

I couldn’t hold back my laugh. Did he just call her mommy? And not just that, but he said it like a little boy, like he was buying into the role.

Mommy Claire moved closer to him, placed her arm around his shoulder and drew him in to her ample frame. “Good boy,” she said and I could see by the way he melted into her embrace that Mark liked it. He liked the attention, he needed the attention, and he was willing to do anything to get it.

Just as a bit of normalcy was beginning to seep into my view on the whole situation, Claire pushed out the edges of the envelope one more time. “Would you like a reward for your good job?” she asked.

Mark was very eager in his reply, “Yes please.”

“And what reward would you like?” she asked.

I sensed by Mark’s response that he was reluctant to say, or at least he didn’t want to say in front of me, but just like every other scenario with Claire, she was going to get what she wanted.

Mark’s first reply was barely a whisper and Claire quickly pounced, “Speak up little boy, and you better be specific.”

I had no idea what was going to happen next and if you had given me a thousand guesses I still wouldn’t have come up with the right answer.

Mark steeled his nerves, looked directly into Claire’s eyes and said, “I want you to play with my pee-pee, and I don’t just want you to tease, I want to make sticky spurts.”

His words were loud and crystal clear and I have to admit took me off guard. What kind of power did she have over him? Maybe I wanted to learn more about this after all.
 


SCENE 18
Mommy Claire
 

I have dominated many men. I have infantilized and controlled their lives for my own amusement and benefit. Don’t get me wrong, I always reward their submission, and there isn’t a single one of them who wouldn’t readily come back for more. But in the end, I do it for my own pleasure, for what I gain from the experience makes me feel whole, lets me know who and what I am.

Throughout my life there have been very few times where I have ever dominated a man only to relinquish control to someone else. In many ways it goes against the basic principle of domination and submission, but in some instances, it is the appropriate thing to do. With Mark and his step-mom I really felt the best fit was for her to take command, and I wasn’t going to give up until she came to my way of thinking.
 


SCENE 19
Mark
 

Mommy Claire took me by the hand, leading me toward the basement steps and my bedroom. It was finally happening and I couldn’t keep the erection from growing in my pants. That excitement might have continued except that the moment Mommy Claire reached the bottom of the steps, and saw and smelled the mess of my living quarters, her entire disposition changed.

“Oh no,” she said, “this is unacceptable. I’m not going to stroke and caress your pee-pee in a place that looks and smells like this. I want you to clean this entire place, including new sheets on the bed, and air it out. I want it all nice and clean for your sticky spurts.”

I wasn’t happy to learn I had to clean my room before I was going to get attention but when Mommy Claire mentioned my sticky spurts, I got all sorts of motivated. She wasn’t even half way up the steps and I was already hard at work.
 


SCENE 20
Step-Mom Terry
 

“And take a shower and get yourself cleaned up when you’re done,” Claire shouted down the basement steps before closing the door.

“Hah,” I exclaimed, “I’ve been trying to get him to clean his room for years.”

“Oh, he’ll clean it,” Claire said, “and he won’t be rewarded until he’s done. That place was a mess.”

I was shocked all over again. “You have him cleaning his room?”

Claire smiled. “You really don’t understand what I’ve been saying. I’ve already trained him. You can make him do whatever you want.”

“Anything?” I asked. I couldn’t believe I was delving further into this, but her results were amazing.

“As long as you reward him,” Claire added, “anything.”

There was the catch. It required hand jobs and, it seemed, some form of Mommy play. I couldn’t do that, I thought to myself, or could I? I thought about all the ways Mark and I interacted now, and how I already had to mother him; waking him up in the morning, cooking his meals, doing his laundry. I did all that like the selfless mother only I didn’t get any of the good, no chores around the house, no helpful support of a loved one. Was that all that I was missing? Could I step over that gap and into a world where I took care of his physical needs in exchange for obedience and submission? It wasn’t sex I rationalized. It was just a hand job.

Every time I was certain the answer was an emphatic no, Claire would produce even greater results, letting me know there had to be some merit to her methods.

Claire and I enjoyed another cup of tea and some get-to-know-you time while Mark cleaned his room and showered. Somehow, she got me to share my entire life story, including my time with Mark’s dad, Alan. It was cathartic, getting all of that out, and I couldn’t help feeling a bond with her, a connection.

And then, after I had vented and shared about my life, she opened up about hers, her background, her history. Claire’s experiences with men, and her success in taking control of those interactions, was fascinating, as were her explicit instructions on how to manipulate the pinnacle of bliss to get a man to do whatever you want.

I always knew men were desperate in their desire for sex but I had no idea that lust made them weak, to the point of submission. It was all so amazing to me and by the time Mark came back upstairs, and took his new mommy by the hand to lead us both down to see what a good job he had done, I was convinced that there really was something to what Claire was offering.

Then I walked downstairs.

All the time we had been living together I gave Mark the benefit of the doubt, he lost his father, he was never quite all the way there. But the job he did cleaning the basement put all that to an end. The place was spotless, and neat, and actually decorated with style. Claire was impressed, but I was blown away.

“Did I earn my reward?” Mark asked Claire.

Seeing the pride in his eyes, feeling his want for acceptance and approval, changed my perception of Mark. He wasn’t the boy who refused to become a man, he was a blossoming young man ready to take on the world. He looked different to me in that moment, different in a way that made taking control of him a much more realistic opportunity.

Claire moved about the room, inspecting small corners, really giving it the once over. Her hems and haws put Mark on edge. She was masterful in the way she played him, and the way she accentuated the moment. When she finally completed her inspection and returned to face him, Mark was quivering like a little boy, desperate for her approval.

“There’s still more to be done,” Claire said, “but you’ve done well, you’ve earned your reward.”

The relief on Mark’s face was evident, “Thank you Mommy,” he gushed.

He might have stripped naked on the spot had I not been standing there, as it was his erection tented his pants, the smile on his face and the gawking look of his eyes making it evident that he was ready for his reward.

“Sit down on the bed and wait while I see your step-mom upstairs,” Claire instructed.

Mark was quick to obey.

I liked the control she had over him, and was slowly beginning to see the light, there was great value in what Claire was offering. By the time we reached the top of the stairs my mind was made up, I wanted to learn more.
 


SCENE 21
Mark
 

Mommy Claire had me wait while she escorted my step-mom upstairs. I was finally going to get my reward and that thought had me excited beyond belief. By the time she returned it was a struggle not to rub myself but I knew better, I was a good little boy and I was ready to prove it.

“This time we’re going to do things a little different,” Mommy Claire informed me. “Take off your clothes and I’ll show you what I mean.”

She didn’t have to ask me twice. In an instant my clothes were in a ball on the floor and I was in the center of the bed, ready for my reward. Unlike our previous sessions Mommy Claire wanted me blindfolded for this experience, a submissive position I readily accepted in my quest to receive her attention. She followed the padded blindfold with a pair of noise cancelling headphones that quickly shut out all perception of the outside world.

I might have been nervous in that situation but the moment Mommy Claire’s silky hands wrapped around my shaft nothing else mattered. In seconds she had me fully erect, a minute later I was pulsing on the brink of orgasm. With anyone else I might have worried about a premature ejaculation but not with Mommy Claire. She was an expert at teasing the pleasure out of my pee-pee and I was so lucky to be on the receiving end of such bliss.

She teased me over and over again, bringing me incredibly close to release only to pull back at the last possible moment. It was absolutely thrilling right up until the moment that my brain and body could take no more, at which point everything changed. I had to cum. It wasn’t just a desire, my body needed it, and despite how desperate the feeling made me, Mommy Claire just wouldn’t let me fulfill the moment.

“Please,” I whined, but I was quite certain it didn’t matter what I said or did, Mommy Claire wasn’t going to grant my wish until she was ready, and how long that would be I couldn’t be sure.

Several more times she built me up, only to leave me dangling in lust filled desire with no hope of release. “Please,” I moaned, louder this time, no longer caring if I could be heard upstairs. “I’ll do anything, I need to cum.”

Once again Mommy Claire’s fingers teased me only now, I could no longer enjoy it. The journey towards orgasm was wonderful when I knew I would get to release, but now it bordered on torture, an experience I didn’t want to have, an experience I would give anything to avoid.

“I’ll do whatever you say,” I pleaded, “Please Mommy, please let me cum.”
 


SCENE 22
Step-Mom Terry
 

I waited at the bottom of the stairs in silence. I couldn’t believe I was going to go through with this, that I was actually going to watch this woman give my step-son a hand job.

Claire instructed me to stay quiet in the shadows until she gave me the ok. So, there I stood, as she helped him out of his clothes and covered his eyes with a blind fold. I liked that he wouldn’t be able to see that I was there, but still had concerns about the drastic step I was taking in our relationship. Was it really necessary for me to see this? To do this? Just as those thoughts began to take root in my mind, Claire signaled for me to approach.

The moment I stepped forward, and saw her oily hands sliding up and down his hairless cock, I knew it was too late to back out. I had seen too much to pretend it didn’t happen, and a part of me didn’t want to disappoint Claire. Even though we had only just met, for some reason her opinion mattered to me.

Claire began to relay her instructions as to exactly what she was doing, the headset over Mark’s ears keeping him from knowing that I had entered the room.

“A little bit of oil is good,” Claire explained, “so you can take a firm grip without being rough. And when you stroke,” she added, allowing me to see exactly what she was doing, “you want to caress all the sensitive spots, from the base of the shaft to just below the head.”

Claire provided several rapid strokes to Mark’s dick and he began to moan and groan in delight.

“With Mark you want to stop before your hand gets over the rim of the head,” Claire said. “That’s a sensitive spot and will take away from his enjoyment. And with your other hand you want to gently stimulate his testicles. He really likes that.”

Claire repeated her motion with great effect, causing Mark to pant in excitement, causing him to call out for more and more. And the more she rewarded him, the more submissive he became.

“Please,” he whined, and I could tell that he was bordering on desperation. He really was under her control.

While Mark was groaning and begging for relief, Claire turned to me and directed me to join her efforts. I hesitated at first, but the moment she looked into my eyes I couldn’t deny her. Before I knew it, my hand was next to hers, sliding up and down on Mark’s cock.

We did that for a while, jointly rubbing his dick, Claire showing me how to touch, how to rub and when to pull back. It seemed impossible at first, like I would never master the process like she had, but over time the work being provided by her hands receded and my own efforts took over, right up until she was no longer touching him, and it was my hands that were controlling Mark’s desire.

“Bring him really close to cumming and then stop,” Claire instructed me.

I did as I was told, building up Mark’s excitement until his testicles were really tight and he was dripping pre-cum, and then I withdrew all stimulus.

As expected, Mark was not happy, his former moans of ecstasy turned into pleas for help.

“Please,” he moaned, much louder now. “I’ll do anything, I need to cum.”

I turned to Claire and asked, “Isn’t this cruel? He looks like he’s desperate.”

Claire motioned for me to continue my efforts while she laughed and said, “He is desperate, and a little more teasing and he will do anything in exchange for relief.”

“Anything?” I questioned.

“Are you ready to find out?” Claire asked.

I took him to the brink of orgasm once more only this time when I pulled away Mark I instantly began to beg. “I’ll do whatever you say. Please Mommy, please let me cum.”

Claire gave me a knowing smile and said, “I want you to build him up one more time, only before you make him cum, we’re going to take off the blindfold and you’re going to make him agree to your demands.”

We had already talked about what it was that I wanted from my relationship with Mark, and how we were going to get there. Upstairs Claire had me repeat the words she wanted me to say until they were ingrained in my head, now we were about to find out if those words and my strokes could forever seal his fate.
 


SCENE 23
Mark
 

I pulsed all over, my penis throbbed, my body floated in suspended animation. It was the most intense pleasure of my life and I absolutely loved every minute.

“Please,” I moaned, “I need to cum.”

I don’t know if Mommy Claire heard me because her hands never stopped, continuing the same erotic dance, massaging me to the brink, stimulating and caressing me every moment, taking me to the edge and then gently bringing me back. It was maddening the way she brought me so close but wouldn’t let me finish, it couldn’t have been an accident, she had to be doing it on purpose.

“Please,” I moaned, louder this time. “I’ll do anything.” I added those words and meant them. I needed to release, my body needed it, my dick needed it, and most of all my brain needed it. And yet she continued with her delicate ministrations, enough to excite me immensely, but not enough to complete the act.

I was about to plead my case once more when all of a sudden, I felt her hands by my head. It didn’t make sense. She was still fondling my cock, how could her hands be by my ears? Then, in an instant, I was blinded by a bright light as the blindfold was removed. So were the headphones. All at once I was face to face with my reality.

And, it wasn’t at all what I expected.

Mommy Claire didn’t have control of my cock, driving me insane with pleasure, my step-mom did.

My initial reaction was, “What the fuck?” but as appalled as my brain was, I couldn’t get my cock to go along with that notion. The way Terry stroked me had my muscles frozen in a combination of insane euphoria and desperate desire. I needed to cum, and despite the shock to the system of seeing my step-mom controlling my cock, that didn’t change. And now I was in the awkward position of needing her to finish me off.

“Please,” I said, looking to her for help, hoping for relief.

The way she smiled let me know this was no accident. Mommy Claire and Terry had planned this. Why? I wasn’t sure. All I knew was that I was in a precarious position and my step-mom held all the cards.

I might have been ok if she had just let me cum, but just like Mommy Claire, Terry enjoyed drawing out the pleasure, to the point of maddening delight. To be honest, I’m not sure how long she teased me, but I knew the exact moment I reached my limit, when I could take no more. But then it was too late.

“Tell me what you want,” Terry said. Her hands continued that magical slide up and down my shaft.

I didn’t want to give in, not to her, but it wasn’t easy. My body was piquing in physical bliss and that incredible lure was impossible to resist. I needed to climax so I could finally get some semblance of rational thought back. Despite how weak I knew it made me, I conceded to her dominance.

“Please can I cum?” I moaned, trying to maintain what little composure I still had left, but with little success.

Her response was near instantaneous. “What will you give me in exchange?”

Oh shit. This is why I couldn’t give in to Terry. As it was, she was constantly nagging me to do chores around the house, if I gave in to her on this who knew what she would make me do.

Those were the thoughts that coursed through my head, and they were all well-reasoned and realistic, however in reality Terry was still stroking my cock, and nothing was certain in my world until my penis erupted and I was free of that powerful control.

It’s difficult to describe what it’s like, to be kept in that place, on the brink of orgasm, for hours on end. At first, it’s amazing, pulsing in ecstasy at every turn, and then, all at once it becomes too much to handle, overwhelming, taking over every thought, influencing every action. At one point I realized how absolutely helpless I was, how susceptible. I tried with all my might to bring it back, some level of self-control that would make everything make sense. But it was too late. Lust had taken root and its grip was way more powerful than anything I had ever imagined. It emanated from somewhere deep within, central to my core, and it drove every part of my being until I was riding on auto pilot, following a path that was impossible to resist. And to make things even more insane, deep in my mind I knew of the wonderfully sweet reward that awaited my submission.

I reached that point with Terry.

I could no longer deny it.

I didn’t want to give in, that was certain, but there was no other option. “Ok,” I agreed, “I’ll do whatever you want, please let me cum.”

I did it, I gave in. All that was left was the completion, the magnificent orgasm that would let me come down from the high and think normal once again. But somehow Terry had a different plan, one that required more from me, a deeper commitment, a stronger tie.

“Gaze into my eyes and repeat after me,” Terry said. All the while her glorious fingers never stopped driving my lust, teasing my desire.

I did as I was told, gazing deep into my step-mom’s blue eyes while she told me what to say.

“Repeat after me,” she prodded, “I want Terry in control, I need Terry in control.”

As much as the needs of my body were driving me to comply, I still held out hope in the back of my mind that I could escape with my freedom. I could agree now, to get what I wanted, and then revert to my old self once Terry no longer had control of my orgasm. With that thought in mind I agreed to her request, repeating her words exactly as she instructed.

The words flowed from my lips and I thought that meant I would finally get to release but Terry didn’t comply, instead she kept the moment alive, stringing along my desire, driving me even further down the path of lust filled insanity. Her eyes held my stare, and in that connection, I felt a bond between us like I had never experienced before, a joining of our souls that scared me deep inside. As much as I was thinking I would be able to rebel against her later, the look in her eyes, and the feeling in my penis, let me know this would not be a one-time event. If I gave in to Terry’s control, she would become a permanent fixture of dominance in my life.

From that point forward I made it my undeniable goal to maintain my independence, to resist her control. And for more than an instant I thought I might have success, right up until she popped open her blouse and allowed her bare breast to dance against my cheek.

The act of resistance requires dutiful focus and concentration. The wonderful softness of her bosom distracted me, and the firmness of her nipple against my cheek begged me to give in to the moment and to her. I swear I only lost my concentration for an instant, but in that millisecond of indecision my strength vanished and all that was left was the helpless little boy under Terry’s control, the one being relentlessly teased while he suckled at his mommy’s teat.

“Do you like the way this feels?” she asked, knowing damn well the answer to that question.

I was in heaven, feeling better than I ever had before. “Yes,” I grunted.

“Do you want me to do this for you again and again?” she added.

There it was, the scenario I feared most and yet the request I could not deny. “Oh, God yes,” I huffed.

“And will you promise to be my good little boy?”

Any sense of resistance was gone. I gushed my compliance. “Yes,” I pleaded, “I’ll do whatever you want.”

I don’t know if Terry felt it as well but it was a powerful moment, the irreversible transfer of power from me to her. She emphasized her dominance by holding my gaze through every second, right there, deep in my head, all the way to and through my orgasm.

My penis erupted and semen splattered everywhere. I had never cum so hard or so much in my entire life and I couldn’t help feeling a certain gratitude to Terry for granting me that experience. It was highly intimate, holding Terry’s gaze through my weakness, and I have to admit my feelings for her changed in that extended moment. She may still have been the nagging step-mom that was always telling me what to do, but now those commands were accompanied by pure physical bliss, a fact I would never be able to forget or ignore.

I couldn’t deny the change in our relationship, secured in an instant and sealed with her very next words.

“Look who made a sticky mess,” she cooed.

The combination of her well-chosen words, designed to remind me of my baby like state, and the way she said it, with a soft motherly tone and a gentle coo to her voice, put me at ease. I may have already had my orgasm but I still felt connected to Terry and what she had done for me, so despite all the rational thoughts that told me I should not give in to her, the next words that spouted from my lips told the exact opposite story.

“I love you mommy, I’m your good boy,” I said.


SCENE 24
Mommy Terry
 

I wouldn’t have believed it if I hadn’t seen it with my own eyes but Mark completely collapsed under the weight of the stimulus and succumbed to my control. And as much as a part of me thought he was just saying the words just to get what he wanted, when he agreed to be my good little boy, even after his orgasm, I knew our lives had just gone through a dramatic and drastic change.

Claire provided some additional instructions before she left, including not to have sex with him and to also not let him go too long in between sessions, but I didn’t think they were necessary. First, I had no intention of having sex with Mark, quite content to control him with my hands, and second I felt empowered like never before. I held the key to Mark’s lust and I doubted very highly that he would do anything to put that at risk, even if I did withhold service for an extended period of time.

Mark and I fell asleep on the couch in front of the television that night, cuddled close to one another, him nursing at my breast, me fondling his cock and balls. All the while I whispered in his ear, telling him what a good boy he was, and all the jobs I wanted done around the house. If there was any doubt in my mind about the level of control I had over him, it quickly vanished when I awoke the next morning to find him out in the yard, completing many of the tasks from my list.

Mark would have to be rewarded when he finally came in, but that was a small price to pay for my new productive and submissive little boy.


SCENE 25
Mark
 

I finished the jobs on mommy’s list before racing inside for my reward. The previous night I was hesitant to give in to her control, but after a night of nursing at her breast, and the knowledge that Mommy Claire would no longer provide the intimacy I wanted, submission to Terry came easy. What I didn’t know at the time, was exactly what kind of submission my step-mom would require going forward.

Terry made me shower before she would play and I was quick to dispense with that obligation. Regular showers were now a part of my normal routine and I was getting good at finishing them quick. When I popped out from the bathroom, Terry was right there to help me get dressed.

“These are your big girl panties,” she said, handing me a frilly pair of underwear. “I want you to try them on so I can see how they look.”

Now I have never worn women’s clothing, nor ever even considered it, so when she proposed the idea, I was hesitant at first, a hesitancy that quickly disappeared the moment she made it clear there would be no reward for the little boy who did not cooperate. Slowly I slid the panties up my legs, and when they finally reached their position on my hips, my raging hard-on stretched the thin material to its brink.

“These are your big girl panties,” Terry informed me, “whatever you do, don’t make a mess in them. If you do there’s no play time for a week and you need to lick them clean with your tongue.”

Holy shit! That was quite a challenge.

Most people would never know it unless they had actually tried them on, but the fabric of the panties is extremely soft and the act of pulling them up your legs and into position is highly erotic. I wasn’t at the point of cumming just yet, but as excited as I was, it wouldn’t take much to send me over the edge.

“Are you ready for your reward?” Mommy Terry asked.

“Yes, please,” I replied, then I started to remove the under garment.

“Leave your big girl panties on,” Mommy Terry said, “I want to play.”

Needless to say, I was worried about her playing with the panties on. Of course, I wanted her to stroke me, and I wanted to cum, but the last thing I wanted was to go a week without attention, and I definitely did not want to have to lick my own panties because I couldn’t control myself.

Mommy Terry set to work on my dick and she got rather aggressive, rubbing me through the soft fabric, squeezing and caressing until I was throbbing beneath the thin layer. I realized right away what she was doing. She wanted to stretch my limits, to see just how far she could push me before I would give in. Under any other circumstance I would have submitted right away, forgotten about resistance and let her have her way, but the thought of a week without her touch was too much, keeping my big girl panties clean became a priority.

“Wow,” Mommy Terry marveled, “you must really like those panties. Perhaps you should start wearing them all the time?” And with that she stopped her assault altogether, removing all stimulus from my pulsing cock.

It all happened just in the nick of time, I didn’t know how much longer I could have held out. I was proud of my accomplishment, right up until Mommy Terry instructed me to get dressed and do more chores, my reward would have to wait. In an instant I had mixed feelings. I didn’t want to soil my new panties, but I also didn’t want to miss my orgasm.

“Please mommy,” I whined, desperate for relief, hoping beyond hope that she would show me mercy.

Mommy Terry steeled her glance and spoke her next words softly but with great authority. “Mark, it’s time to make a decision. Are you ready to go all in on this new arrangement? Where you belong to me and me alone? Where you obey everything I say in exchange for my attention?”

I needed to cum in the worst way and would have agreed to anything however the panties had me worried. If I said yes would she gratify me and then it would end there? I thought not. If anything, I sensed the panties would only be the beginning, what might Mommy Terry have in store for me if I completely submitted?

Those thoughts might have been enough to sustain my resistance however at that exact moment Mommy Terry slid one hand up my bare thigh while the other undid the top buttons on her blouse. In an instant the one hand reached my cock and began to caress once again while the other revealed the wonderful flesh of her bosom.

Despite the conflicting feelings, and knowing the risk that was posed by submission, I gave in, the temptation too great. I needed to feel her attention, I wanted to suckle that breast. And so, I did the only thing that made sense, leaning forward to take her nipple in my mouth, saying the words I knew she wanted to hear.

“Yes mommy,” I said, “I will obey you completely.”

That should have been the scariest moment of my life but the way her fingers slid up and down my shaft removed all other thoughts from my brain. Terry was masterful in the way she stroked my pee-pee to the brink. She had a way of teasing the moment of pre-orgasmic ecstasy, extending that bliss until nothing else mattered. She kept me there, writhing and moaning, so grateful for her attention, so grateful I had chosen to turn over my life to my step-mom. My penis throbbed, my balls pulsed and all the while Mommy Terry’s nipple danced in my mouth. I loved that feeling up to and including the moment when I could take no more and my balls exploded, cum spouting out of the tip and spurting all over my stomach and my chest.

I was very grateful that she didn’t make me soil my new panties, right up until her next move.

Mommy Terry took her nipple from between my lips, rubbed it in the gobs of goo on my chest, and then promptly reinserted it in my mouth. I didn’t want to suck my own cum from her breast but I couldn’t bring myself to resist. It felt glorious, not just the physical release, but also the submission. I learned something about myself in that moment, I liked giving in to Mommy, I really liked having her in control.


SCENE 26
Mommy Claire

A week had passed and I decided to pop in on my latest conquest and his step-mother, Terry. I was curious to see how they were getting along and happy to provide assistance if some course correction was required. When I pulled up in front of the home, I was surprised at what I saw.

The house that was once the eye sore of the neighborhood now just blended in among the suburban landscape. The exterior was cleaned and painted, the lawn mowed and the gardens tended. It was a huge upgrade over what I had seen just a week earlier, and I had no doubt it was a result of Terry’s new position of dominance over Mark.

I rang the doorbell and waited. It didn’t take long for Terry to appear, the smile on her face, all natural and calm, let me know that things were different now. She was in control, of Mark and of her life, and that made all the difference.

“Claire, it’s so nice to see you,” Terry greeted me, stepping out on the porch, wrapping her arms around me for a big hug.

“I don’t mean to intrude,” I replied, “I just wanted to see how the two of you are getting along.”

“Things are fantastic,” Terry replied. “Mark does everything I ask and, if I’m being honest, I’ve started to really like playing with his pee-pee, like I would want to do it even if he weren’t begging me to. It makes me feel so powerful, so in control.”

I smiled, because Terry was learning what I had known for years, that men are submissive when properly trained, and that there is no greater feeling of empowerment than a grown man, desperate for your control. “Can I see him?” I asked.

There was a hesitancy in Terry’s response and I knew why. She had control over Mark now, but would that still be the case when he saw me again? I was curious too, which is partly why I had made the trip.

Reluctantly Terry agreed, calling down the basement steps for Mark to join us. The moment of truth would soon be upon us.

Mark bounded up the steps and the moment he saw Terry and I together he froze. I waited to see how he would act but Terry was quick to affirm her position.

“Mark,” she said, “look who stopped by. Be a good little boy and say hi to your Aunt Claire.”

In one simple phrase Terry established her own dominance while relegating me to the role of Aunt. I understood why she did it, but that didn’t mean I wanted to accept it. As much as I had made the conscious decision to turn Mark over to her control, there was a part of me that regretted giving up that power, especially over a man I had worked so hard to conquer.

“Hi Aunt Claire,” Mark said, “it’s nice to see you again.” He extended his hand to shake.

“Handshakes are for strangers,” I said, “come give your Aunt Claire a hug.” The words sounded funny coming from my lips, I had never been ‘Aunt Claire’ before, but the moment he stepped forward and opened up his arms, I was right back in that position of power and control. Mark’s erection tented his pants. When we hugged, I held him close, allowing my breasts to linger, to form against him while my lower body snuggled close to his growing member.

Excited but still loyal to his new mommy, Mark broke from my hug and returned to sit on the floor next to Terry. He cuddled next to her, insecure, confused, desperate for her control. Watching him like that caused an unusual stirring deep inside of me. I didn’t want Mark back, but seeing him like that, submissive to another woman, created pangs of jealousy, a feeling I didn’t like and just wouldn’t go away. By the time Terry began to wind her fingers through Mark’s hair, and he began to purr like a contented kitty, I couldn’t take any more.

With Terry and Mark snuggling closer and closer, I turned to my hostess and said, “Would you mind making me a cup of your fabulous tea? I’m absolutely parched.”

Terry was slow to depart but the moment she left the room I went to work on Mark and his submissive little mind. I got down on the floor and crawled over to him. My right hand dropped down, sliding up his leg and under his shorts. I continued the motion until I found his hard cock which I gently rubbed while my other hand cupped the back of his head, pulling his face to my chest and in between my bosoms. “Be a good boy for mommy,” I said.

In our new position it only took a moment to have him gasping for breath and pulsing in ecstasy. It was always so easy to manipulate a man’s sex drive and Mark was particularly susceptible to my ministrations. In a matter of seconds, I had him prostrate on the floor, his legs spread while I vehemently stroked his rod. I intended to string him along, to the point of desperation, but was shocked when he began to resist.

“No,” Mark cried, “I don’t want to make a mess, not in my big girl panties.”

It was quite a revelation, not just that Terry had him wearing women’s panties, but that Mark was able to resist my advances. Despite the initial setback I continued my ministrations, fondling, caressing, coaxing the semen from his testicles and up his shaft, readying him for release. The impending orgasm completely washed away his resistance. Mark spread himself out on the floor, drooling from his lips, writhing and moaning beneath my touch.

“Oh God,” he groaned.

He was close.

I wasn’t exactly sure why I needed to take control of him, I only knew I could not leave that house until everyone was well aware of who the real domme was. Several times I built up his desire, closer and closer to the brink, until he was beside himself, lost in the feelings of ecstasy that started in his pee-pee but now consumed his entire being.

Mark was helpless, in the truest sense of the word, and I was the one who put him in that state.

Terry must have heard his moans and groans. She returned from the kitchen just in time to see Mark splay on the floor, begging not to make a mess in his big girl panties. I might have shown some mercy in any other circumstance, but I felt jealous, over the control Terry now had, over the power that I had given up. And so, I stroked him over the edge, causing Mark to lose control.

“Uh, uh, uh,” he pleaded. He tried to hold out but the orgasm could not be denied. His penis pulsed repeatedly and then all at once exploded with a burst of semen. It was magnificent watching him shoot his seed inside the soft fabric of his lace panties. My only regret was that he passed out. I really wanted to see his reaction over making a mess and submitting to me.

“Why did you do that?” Terry exclaimed, rushing to Mark’s side to check on him. “I thought you wanted me to be his mommy?”

A part of me wasn’t sure how to respond. I did want her to take responsibility for Mark, but somewhere along the way I became jealous and couldn’t live with someone else being in control. I was about to explain that to her, but I looked at Mark, unconscious on the floor, semen seeping through the fabric of his panties, a satisfied smile on his handsome face, and I changed my mind.

Instead, I looked Terry right in the eye and said, “He will always be submissive to me, and you will not try to do anything to stop that or the next time I come to visit it just might not be him that I decide to dominate, it might be you.”


SCENE 27
Terry
 

I returned with the tea to find Mark laid out on the floor, Claire stroking his dick beneath his shorts.

“Please don’t make me make a mess in my big girl panties,” he whined but Claire did not heed his request, stroking him with even greater fervor, piquing his lust and then lording over him in his helpless state.

I wasn’t sure what to do. Should I step in and stop her? Should I save my little boy from what she was doing? In that moment of hesitation Claire made the decision for me, stroking Mark over the edge, making him soil the big girl panties he had sworn to keep clean. I might have wondered how much he enjoyed it except for the wad of cum seeping through his pants and the broad contented smile plastered across his face as he drifted off to a contented sleep.

“Why did you do that?” I asked, rushing to Mark’s side, seeing if he was ok. “I thought you wanted me to be his mommy?”

Claire stared right in my eyes as she said, “He will always be submissive to me, and you will never be able to do anything about that, or, the next time I come to visit it just might not be him that I decide to dominate, it might be you.”

She left soon after that but not before giving me something considerable to think about. Claire had dominated Mark so easily, stringing along his desire until he was pulsing in ecstasy and submissive to her every whim. Could she really do that to me as well? Could she dominate me and take away all of my power? And if she tried, would I be able to resist? Would I want to?

Those thoughts remained in my head long after she left, and would stay there, in my brain and in my loins, right up until her next visit, when I would learn the answer to those inexorable questions.


SCENE 28
Mommy Claire 
 

Seeing Terry with Mark made one thing abundantly clear, I like being in control and there’s no room in my life for anyone who doesn’t accept that.

I found time to go back and visit Terry, with one specific goal in mind, pure domination. I had to. It was a moral imperative. I couldn’t leave someone out there who thought she was in some way my equal. Terry would never be at my level and several hours of relentless teasing and lust manipulation had her begging for my strong hand. It was a wonderful afternoon complete with nursing and diapering my lovely little, but alas that is a story for another time.

My relationship with Mark came to an end. He was my first encounter with a snowflake baby, the semi grown adult who just refused to grow up. I like to think I helped him on his way, preparing him to leave the nest and head out on his own, or at least accomplish more with his life than a momentary escape in a virtual video game world. And I did it all through lust manipulation, making me wonder if the real answer to generation Z malaise wasn’t just some good old-fashioned mommy love.

And so, I continue on my quest, to make the world a better place, one adult baby at a time.

For more Mommy Claire fun check out:

-       #HimToo: Correcting His Point of View

-       Sorority Baby

-       Taming the Ultra Male

-       Frenemies

-       Billionaire Alpha Baby

-       Beer Money Babies

-       The Mommy Claire Chronicles I

-       The Mommy Claire Chronicles II
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