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PROLOGUE

Mommy Claire

I received the news via a Facebook post but it didn’t really matter how it arrived, the message it carried absolutely broke my heart.

My favorite professor from graduate school passed away and it had been some time since we last spoke. It hit me hard, particularly the nagging feelings of regret.

Professor Whitmore was a kind and learned soul and he taught me so much, particularly about the depth and breadth of the human mind. I definitely would not be the woman I am today without his teachings and influence and for that alone I mourned his loss.

Some might raise a glass, imbibing alcohol in memory of their friend. Others might pen a poem, gathering their feelings in word or song, but I knew just what I needed to do to pay tribute to my dear old mentor and friend. I needed to get away, to a new space, a new time, to look at life from a new perspective, and seize that which truly makes it special.

It was exactly what Professor Whitmore would have wanted and I owed him as much, a kind repayment for his many years of guidance, service and love.


SCENE 1

Mommy Claire

I gathered all of my live-ins for a conference, a meeting of my submissive littles, to let them in on the news.

“Good afternoon, all,” I said, “I wanted to let you know that mommy is going to be taking a trip, and I want one of you to come along.”

As expected, an excited murmur raced through the group. Everyone was desirous of a one-on-one vacation with Mommy Claire but that was not what this was, and I needed to set proper expectations before imaginations started to run wild.

“I know what most of you are thinking,” I said, “but this trip isn’t like the others, this one is different. Whoever travels with me won’t be my little, you’ll be my assistant, helping mommy seduce.”

The moment I said those words, more than half the group hung their heads low, sulking in disappointment before slithering away. It was ok, I only needed one. Unfortunately, of the six still remaining, three were boys, another non-starter for me and my needs.

“Sorry, boys,” I informed them, “for what I want to do, the little ladies will be better bait.”

Once again, my numbers got cut in half, which was just as well, if nothing else, it simplified the decision-making process.

Before me were three of my most loyal subs. There was Kelly, the mature seductress; Linda, the hard body assassin; and Alyssa the flirty youngster. For my purposes, I needed the proper bait to lure men in, and all three could have served that objective quite well, the only question was, which of my delectable beauties would provide the best results?


SCENE 2

Alyssa

Mommy Claire made it clear that I would not be receiving her motherly attention on the trip but I still wanted to go. First off, the destination was Hawaii, a beautiful island paradise. Second, Mommy Claire always travels first class, the very best of everything. Third, and probably most important of all, she wanted someone to assist her in seducing and dominating men, and one thing I have learned in my time at the estate, is that men who are under Mommy Claire’s control, will do anything and everything that they are told.

That may seem trivial to some, but to me, a girl who likes to be on the receiving end of loving attention and stimulation, this was my one-way ticket to la la land.

There was no doubt in my mind that if I hung out with Mommy Claire long enough; there would be grown men longing to do her will, and it wouldn’t be difficult manipulating that situation to get a little something extra just for me.

I don’t think Mommy Claire understood my motivation when we were preparing to leave but that was ok by me.

“You know,” she informed me, “any boy you choose, any boy you bring home, his energy belongs to me. I get first play.”

“I know,” I answered.

I understood exactly what was going to happen, I was planning on it.

“And you’re ok with that?” Mommy Claire pressed.

“Oh, yes,” I replied.

I was ok with it. I was also ok with how those boys would yearn and beg for more, and had plenty of ideas on what I was going to make them do, all for the opportunity to get what they wanted.


SCENE 3

Hilo

I live in Hawaii, on the big island of Kona, and once I graduated from high school, I was in a state of limbo, unsure what I wanted to do next. Of course, the nerds went off to college, and the grunts found local jobs, but I didn’t consider myself to be either, creating a wasteland in between.

I wanted to enjoy one last summer of youth before having to go out into the real world but my tyrant dad had other ideas. The moment school let out, he put me to work for the family business, cleaning pools and other odd jobs at the rich estates.

It wasn’t all bad, especially when a new girl moved into one of the properties. She made a very big impression and she made it fast.

The first time I saw Alyssa she was washing her white Jeep Wrangler out on the street, rocking a tiny pink bikini. Her bod was totally awesome and I was on her for her digits before anyone else could make the scene.

“Mahalo,” I greeted her, “How you doing?”

She turned to face me and I was stoked, the grill matched the rack. She was hot.

“Oh, hey,” she said.

I introduced myself. “I’m Hilo, I take care of the property. Why are you washing your truck in the street when you have a big driveway?”

Her answer went a long way in letting me know just what kind of girl she was.

“So, I can meet cute boys,” she replied with a wink and a smile. “No one would even see me if I stayed up there.”

She was right about that and damn, I was glad she was such a cool chick, but now that I had found her, I didn’t really want her out on the street, not where any of my boys might see. I needed to lock this shit down before anyone got wise.

“Now that you’ve achieved your goal,” I offered, “what would you think about moving your Jeep back up to the house?”

She laughed at that.

“You think it’s that easy?” she said with a giggle. “We met and now I don’t need to meet anyone else?”

Damn! She was hot and smart.

“It’s not like that,” I tried to explain, “I just thought maybe we could get to know each other.”

My words worked. Her tune changed.

“Oh,” she answered, “you just want to hang out?”

“Right,” I agreed.

“That’s cool,” she said, “we have a patio out back, and a pool, but my mom has to meet any boy before he can come over.”

Ugh, her mom. Alyssa was hot but meeting the parents was a major road block. I wanted to hang out but if her mom was going to be there, watching over us, what was the point?

“I don’t know. I’m not really a meet the parents kind of guy,” I replied, still wanting to hang out, but hoping there was another way.

Alyssa’s flirtatious response went a long way in convincing me it would be ok.

“You afraid she’s going to be too much for you to handle?” Alyssa joked. She followed with a clucking sound, like I was chicken.

I knew what she was doing, teasing me, and even though we had only just met, I kind of liked it.

“I’m not afraid,” I responded.

Her answer was quick and to the point.

“Prove it,” she replied.


SCENE 4

Alyssa

Mommy Claire was very clear about my objective. I was to find a boy, eighteen plus, and bring him to meet her. What happened from there would be entirely up to her, but if I knew Mommy Claire, it was going to include a lot of physical stimulation, some mental manipulation, and a whole lot of lust filled fun.

I was actually jealous of Hilo as we walked toward the front door. Mommy Claire wasn’t just going to seduce him, she was going to overwhelm him, to the point he would be begging for more.

God, how I wished that it could be me, that I could go back to my first time. That was a glorious experience and I envied Hilo as he took those steps, completely oblivious to what was about to befall his world.

As we approached the door, I turned to him to offer one last piece of advice.

“Mommy can be very dominating and direct,” I said. “If you do everything she says, I promise, I’ll be waiting for you when you’re done.”

Every word I said was true, and I really hoped he would follow through, not just for his sake, but for mine as well.


SCENE 5

Hilo

When Alyssa first mentioned meeting her mom, I thought it was going to be a quick hey before she and I went to hang by the pool. Unfortunately, it wasn’t like that at all.

“Mommy can be very dominating and direct,” Alyssa said. “If you do everything she says, I promise, I’ll be waiting for you when you’re done.”

“What do you mean, you aren’t going to be with me?” I asked.

“I can’t,” Alyssa replied, “but you don’t have to worry, I’ll be waiting for you when you’re done. It’s not like she’s going to bite. My mom’s not like that, she’s more likely to smother you in kindness.”

I heard what she was saying but that didn’t change the fact that I still had to meet her mom, alone, and that had me shaking in my Birks.

Alyssa left me there and I have to admit, I contemplated running away. Standing on the front step, waiting for her mom to answer the door, I wondered just what she was going to be like and how long would we be alone before Alyssa would save me from the ordeal?

Those ideas were racing through my head, contemplating just how hot Alyssa had to be to make me take this gigantic step, when her mother opened the door and completely changed every one of those thoughts.

Damn!

Alyssa’s mom was hot.

I guess I should have figured, hot daughter hot mom, but I was blown away when the woman opened the door and I got to check her out. Alyssa’s mom wasn’t just pretty in the face, she had a rocking bod. For more than a moment, I was caught off guard, unsure what to say.

“Uh, uh, uh,” I stammered.

“You must be, Hilo,” Alyssa’s mom said, “well come on in, don’t just stand there.”

I stepped inside and I must admit, standing next to her, she was even hotter up close, and then she said something that really put this meeting in new territory.

“Hilo,” she said, “I don’t see any point in beating around the bush. You want sex and you’ve been eying Alyssa, thinking she’ll be a fun time. Now, you want my permission to hang out with her alone and you’re going to have to do everything I say to get it.”

Needless to say, her words shocked me.

I had no idea the meeting was going to turn, not like that, and for more than a moment; I was at a loss for words. That’s when Alyssa’s mom added something that pushed things even further, putting me on the defensive.

“I know how boys your age are,” she said, “always horny, always looking for sex.”

“It’s not like that,” I objected.

That’s when she challenged me head on. “What are you saying?” she asked. “Are you saying you don’t like sex? Do you not like having your dick rubbed?”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing and even more unbelievable, the moment Alyssa’s mom made the comment about rubbing my dick, I actually felt a tingle of excitement.

“Uh,” I answered but I didn’t know what else to say.

“That’s what I thought,” she replied.

I wanted to explain the situation but it was no use. She wasn’t waiting for excuses, she wanted a confession, for me to admit that I wanted to have sex with her daughter. And the worst part? She wasn’t going to let me hang out with Alyssa if I didn’t comply.

How could I confess to something like that? Or, more importantly, how could I avoid it and still get time with her daughter?

I searched for any way out of the predicament but found none.

“Listen,” I said, “of course, guys like sex.”

The moment I said those words, her eyes lit up.

“Ok, ok,” she replied, “you’re admitting it but you don’t want me to tell Alyssa. I get that. But if I’m not going to share this news with her, how can I be sure you’re not going to be hounding her for sex? What are you going to do so I know my daughter is safe?”

I had only known Alyssa a short time but I liked her and would never do anything she didn’t want to do, but I didn’t know what she expected, my options were few.

“Please?!?” I replied.

Alyssa’s mom looked at me, I mean really stared me down, before finally making her offer.

“I’ll tell you what,” she replied, “I need to think about this. How about I put you in time-out until I figure out what to do?”

Time out? Was she serious?

I didn’t want to do it but what choice did I have? I really wanted to hang with Alyssa.

“Ok,” I agreed reluctantly.

What happened next, completely changed my mind about whether agreeing with her was really the best path forward.

“Great,” she replied, “now take off all of your clothes and I’ll get the stool.”


SCENE 6

Mommy Claire

When I told Hilo what I needed him to do, the look in his eyes told me everything I would ever need to know. Despite not wanting to do what I asked, he complied with my request, ensuring that I could coerce him into many more submissive acts.

The reference to putting him in time out was intentional, setting a distinct tone in our relationship, and his jaw literally dropped from the shock, but the moment I told him he had to take off all of his clothes, I knew exactly how things were going to play out between us.

“Take off all of your clothes and I’ll get the stool,” I said.

Hilo didn’t just freeze at my statement, he balked.

For more than a moment he stood there quaking, shivering in his sandals, unsure what to do. He might have stayed that way forever but then I returned to the kitchen with a stool in my hand and all of a sudden, he was trapped between his uncertainty and my lofty expectations.

Fortunately, the weight of my expectation can be extremely heavy and it proved to be more than he could endure. Without another word from me, Hilo began to disrobe, revealing every sinewy muscle of his tight little body.

I loved how easily he crumbled under my pressure, letting me know I could coerce his every move.

Now, I already knew that Hilo had a nice body. I had watched him when he was working around the property and when he was flirting with Alyssa. The way he showed off, presenting himself in nothing but a bathing suit, there was no doubt I would enjoy him immensely. There was also something about watching him undress, the distinct shift in power that ensued from observing him as he performed that obedient act. I’m not sure what I liked more, seeing his naked flesh or knowing that I could make him do anything I wanted.

Regardless of the answer, we were both in for a wild ride, with an obedient little boy to guide every step of the way.


SCENE 7

Hilo

I was nervous as hell taking off my clothes in front of Alyssa’s mom but I did it, the lure of time with the sexy young girl guiding my every step. The moment I was down to just my boxers, I set my ass on the cold wooden stool she brought in for me. I didn’t know what to expect, but I knew the decision wasn’t mine.

It was while I sat on that time-out stool that I had a moment to take stock of my life as well as my current situation. Would she bring Alyssa in to see me like this? Or did she have a different plan in mind? And was I ok with either in exchange for time with the sexy young girl?

I wasn’t sure and while I contemplated the options Alyssa’s mom came up behind me, placing a delicate hand on each shoulder.

I jumped at the initial contact, the feel of her fingers against my skin, but I calmed as she slid those fingers ever so lightly up to my neck and into my hair. When she began to rub my shoulders and massage my scalp, I actually relaxed, enjoying her tender touch, and when she expanded her reach, I purred aloud, anxious for the next step.

I’m not sure if I was meant to enjoy what she was doing, or how long she was going to keep it up, but I was well aware the moment she leaned forward, gathering close to whisper in my ear.

“You’ve been trying to have sex with Alyssa,” she cooed, “and I understand, but I can’t allow it.”

She was right but I tried to defend my actions.

“I’m not,” I answered feebly although it came out so weak, I couldn’t even convince myself that it was true.

That’s when she raised the stakes, presenting me with an option I wasn’t prepared to hear.

“If that’s true, then you won’t mind if I take away all of your sexual energy,” she said, “to make sure you don’t go breaking the rules.”

It was an odd thing to say and I didn’t know what it meant but given the circumstance, I was afraid to ask.

“Fine,” I replied.

The instant the word was out of my mouth, Alyssa’s mom’s hands slid out of my hair, over my shoulders and down the sides of my body. That tantalizing touch sent tingles racing up my spine but that was nothing compared to what happened when her delicate fingers reached my hip and then slid around to the front of my body. That advance found no resistance whatsoever, sliding unrestricted inside the waistband of my boxers and taking my penis in hand.

Holy shit!

I wasn’t a virgin. I had had sex, and yet prior to that moment, no woman had ever touched me like that, and the moment she did, I swear every bell and whistle inside my head went off like the largest casino jackpot.

“Oh, God!” I groaned, many more involuntary grunts and moans escaping at the exact same time.

My response was awkward and uncontrolled, making it sound like I didn’t want to continue, but the truth was, I had never felt anything so wonderful in my entire life and when she expanded her touch, adding my balls, taint and ass to the mix, I thought I had died and gone to heaven.

I don’t know how she did it, but in no time at all she had me on all fours in the middle of her kitchen floor, grunting and humping in time with her strokes, her supple fingers fondling my cock inside the confines of my boxers.

For her part, I think she knew the effect her touch was having on me, and once things really started to escalate, she shifted our bodies, so she could look into my eyes as she continued to fondle and play.

“From now on,” Alyssa’s mom explained, “if you want to hang out with my daughter, you’ll have to first let me take all of your sexual power and energy.”

Now, her words still sounded foreign to my overworked brain however the instant I experienced that incredible touch, the moment that euphoria filled my brain, I wanted to be a permanent fixture in her household. It was everything I had ever dreamed of and even though I struggled to make a single word come out, my desire was crystal clear.

Fortunately, Alyssa’s mom wasn’t waiting for my response. Instead, she kept tickling my penis until the excitement reached a boil and I felt like I could explode. Once I reached that heavenly space, she was quick to get in my ear one more time, to guide me on my way.

“Beg to be a good little boy,” she said, “beg to turn over all of your power.”

Her words didn’t make any sense to my over excited brain but that doesn’t mean I didn’t comply with every word, nodding aggressively, letting her know I agreed, and the moment I gave in to her demands, she rewarded my weakness, sending me over the edge.

“Please!?!” I wailed. “Please can I be your good little boy?”

I couldn’t believe I said the words out loud but even more surprising was the extreme ecstasy I felt when she responded by giving my penis several rapid rubs, targeting the most sensitive spot. It was amazing, literally taking my breath away. The eruption quickly followed, starting in my balls as that unmistakable tingle, racing up my shaft in an unstoppable rush, and sending a wad of goo spewing from the tip of my cock, filling my bathing suit with my sticky goo while fully exhausting my body and mind.

“Ungh!” I grunted with the release.

My hips continued to jerk as more and more of my seed spilled helplessly from my body, filling my clothes. It made the fabric cling warm to my skin and when she called me a little boy, I hardly had any grounds to object.

“That’s it, little boy,” she cooed, “let it all go.”

It was true, my body did let it all go and when I was done, it was mentally debilitating but I also felt thoroughly relaxed, sated to the core.

Admittedly, the feeling of embarrassment that accompanied my weakness was tough to take but Alyssa’s mom put me at ease when she offered, “How about we keep this our little secret?”

I was thrilled that she didn’t want to tell anyone but then she made the offer even better.

“Each time you and Alyssa are going to get together, we can meet privately beforehand,” she said.

The mention of getting together again, before my next meeting with Alyssa, brought my excitement to pique, to the point I wanted it to happen in a very real way.

That was the first sign that there was a serious exchange of power taking place between us although I wouldn’t truly recognize it, or understand it’s importance, until it was much too late.


SCENE 8

Mommy Claire

I knew what I was doing and the effect it was having on Hilo and yet I didn’t stop. It was too much fun and the power I was gaining was positively electric.

The first little tickle took his breath away, the next couple of minutes of that tantalizing touch absolutely broke his connection with the real world but it was the relentless teasing that followed that would have the real lasting impact, severing his last connection to confident, independent thought.

Those simple acts, delivered with targeted precision and loving care, ensured that Hilo would be forever mine. Never again would he be able to look at me without getting horny beyond belief and that alone made me feel like the most powerful woman on the planet.

Relentless edging has a way of doing that. After a certain amount of time, the unending euphoria takes root, separating the feeble male mind from the demands of his penis. The moment Hilo reached that state, that point of no return, he was quick to let me know.

“Oh, God! Oh, God! Please, I’ll do anything you want!” he pleaded.

He wasn’t faking, every word from his lips was real, meant from the bottom of his heart, and all because I was giving his cock, and more importantly his brain, the most intense ecstasy he had ever known.

Tease and denial, that glorious ride on the edge of delight, it takes the breath away that is true, but it also does a whole lot more than that. In this instance, it made Hilo look at me as his savior, the key to a life of unlimited fulfillment.

The truth was, I had intended to seduce and turn him, as part of a fun little game, but what started as a little turned into a lot, and before I knew it, the exchange of power, from him to me, became absolute until there was only one-way things could possibly end. Hilo would never be able to think for himself, he would never regain independent thought.

It was particularly effective with a boy of only eighteen, a boy who had yet to discover the full scope and power of his sexual desire. Performed upon that untrained mind, the edging, the tease and denial didn’t just grant a level of physical bliss, it actually rewired his brain, until lust became his only stock in trade.

I loved watching the transition and savored even more, the look in Hilo’s eyes as he gazed at me with complete adoration, accepting my control over him and his life.

Hilo didn’t know it but I intended to inundate his body and mind with overwhelming sexual euphoria, so much so, that when I finally let him release, all of his sexual energy would belong to me, mine and mine alone. It was a calculated plan, one that required me to be ruthless in the execution, but in the end all of us would be happy and that was all that really mattered.


SCENE 9

Hilo

It took a while after my orgasm before I could collect my breath and even longer than that before I had enough strength to put on my clothes. In that time, Alyssa’s mom let me in on a few of her rules.

“From now on, all of your sexual energy belongs to me,” she said. “Do you understand?”

I was still in a bit of a daze but not only did I understand, I was actually grateful. She gave me the greatest orgasm of my life and I definitely wanted to do it again. That’s when she added even more to my education.

“And you can call me ‘Mommy Claire’” she informed me. “Each time we get together, I’ll be your mommy domme and make you beg to be my good little boy.”

This may sound odd, but I had no problem with that. The truth was, when she first asked me to beg to be her good little boy, I thought it was strange, but the moment I did it, the pleasure was intense. More than I ever could have expected, making me want to try it again.

“Ok,” I replied.

“Good,” Mommy Claire answered, “why don’t you go out back, Alyssa is waiting by the pool.”

I had no idea Alyssa was already back or for how long? Did she know what had just happened between me and her mom? I have to admit, I was sheepish heading outside, wondering just what was on her mind.

My new friend put everything to rest with her very first words.

“Did Mommy Claire dominate you?” she asked with a sly smile.

Oh, shit! She knew!

I couldn’t believe she was being so direct, or that she already knew, but it did take away any incentive to lie.

“Yeah,” I admitted.

That’s when Alyssa showed another part of herself, one that I was never expecting.

“Did you love it?” she asked. “Because most of my boyfriends love it.”

What?!? Was she being for real? They had done this before?

“Does she dominate all of your boyfriends?” I asked.

“Uh, huh,” Alyssa replied. “It’s kind of her thing. She likes to be in control.”

OMG! I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.

“And you’re ok with that?” I asked.

“We’ll, it’s not like I don’t get something out of it too,” she replied.

“What do you get?” I asked, really wanting to know.

“You, silly,” she replied, acting as if it was the most obvious thing in the world.

“What does that mean?” I asked. “I can’t have sex.”

Alyssa looked at me and laughed.

“It means you’re going to lick my pussy,” she replied, “and if you don’t do a good job, I’m going to break up with you and introduce Mommy Claire to a new boyfriend tomorrow.”

Oh shit.

All of a sudden, her words made sense.

Mommy Claire gave me the greatest experience in the world but if I wanted it again, Alyssa held the key.


SCENE 10

Alyssa

I know exactly what Mommy Claire is all about which is how I knew she was going to seduce and dominate whoever I brought home. I also knew that once that man was turned, he would do anything and everything to get back under her delicious spell, no matter the ask.

That is exactly why I agreed to go on the vacation with Mommy Claire even when she made it clear right from the beginning that I would not be her special little on the trip. It was a trade-off, one I was more than willing to make.

Did that make me an opportunistic bitch? Maybe, but I rationalized my decision.

If I planned to truly exploit Hilo, where I got everything and he got nothing in return, then the answer to that question would have been a definitive yes, but since my goal was to foster a win-win environment, where he could be happy and content and I would be giddy as well, then I was actually an angel on earth, sent to guide the little boy’s entrance into heaven.


SCENE 11

Hilo

Alyssa took me to her pool house, where we could be alone. The moment she closed the door to the outside world, she let me know exactly what it was going to take if I wanted to get back with Mommy Claire, under her spell.

“Listen,” Alyssa said, “I know what just happened with Mommy Claire and I know you’re satisfied now, but when your energy starts coming back, it’s going to hit you hard, and you’re going to beg for more.”

Her words were very direct and I knew they were true. My mind was already desirous for another turn and it had only been a short while. I could only imagine how I would feel once my full sexual energy was back.

“She’s done it before?” I asked, wanting to understand just what I was getting into.

Alyssa giggled at my question.

“Loads of times,” she replied, “and every guy comes back begging for more.”

It was very important news. Information I was still trying to process but definitely needed to know.

“And what does the guy beg for? What does he have to do to come back?” I asked.

Alyssa answered with a wry smile, pausing a moment before extending her reply.

“I know your orgasm belongs to her,” she said, “so I have to stay within those constraints. I hope you’re good with your hands and tongue.”

I’m not sure why, but I wasn’t shocked when she said it, and when I contemplated the full scope of the situation, in a weird way it kind of made sense. Mommy Claire took care of me, now it was incumbent on me to take care of Alyssa.

Despite having never performed oral sex before, I set to the task, determined to satisfy Alyssa’s need. I can’t tell you that I was skilled, I imagine first timers hardly ever are, but I can tell you that I had an eager attitude and a willingness to learn, incentivized by my growing desire for a repeat visit with Mommy Claire.


SCENE 12

Alyssa

Hilo pulled off my shorts with delicate fingers and set up shop between my thighs, nibbling on my skin with very sensitive lips. I must admit, I was highly excited. Having your pussy licked by a master at the craft is the pinnacle experience and I was ready for my turn, ready to fully let go. I may have only been nineteen, but I knew what it meant to be on the receiving end of ecstasy. I had come to know that bliss very well.

Back at Mommy Claire’s estate, more than one resident was skilled in that department but being on the receiving end of that targeted bliss was the rarest of treats. I was excited to have a sub of my own, to service me on the regular.

Hilo was my hot Hawaiian friend and I was so looking forward to him being my vacation fling, so much so, that it was difficult hiding my disappointment when he first began to lick my slit and came up lame in the pussy eating department. He was inexperienced to say the least, an absolute rookie when it came to worshipping my flower.

I’m not exaggerating when I say he actually fumbled about, like an incompetent fool, licking and tickling but with no clear purpose or direction. At one point, I thought he was confused, wandering close but never quite finding the right spots.

I can admit, what he lacked in education he tried to make up in enthusiasm but the experience fell short, and by the time he was done, I knew I had my work cut out for me.

What followed was an education, with a student who wasn’t quite ready for the class.

I directed Hilo on what I wanted, using my fingers to point the way, showing him just where to go and how I liked to be touched. He followed every command like an obedient child and after a short while, brought me to several nice albeit small orgasms. They didn’t exactly curl my toes, or arch my back, but I did get off and for that I was grateful, leading me to believe that perhaps things could get better if I gave him more time.


SCENE 13

Mommy Claire

The following day, when Hilo returned to my door, all wide-eyed and unsure, I knew exactly how he felt. He was eager to indulge another round of Mommy Claire delight, a state of happy lust. It was all well and good but I wanted more than just a horny little boy. I wanted a submissive man, one who was willing to surrender everything that made him strong, all for the sake of me.

The moment Hilo crossed the threshold into my world, I didn’t waste any time setting the stage.

“If you want to see Alyssa again, you know what you need to do,” I said.

He immediately set to the task, removing his clothes, sitting his little bottom on the time-out stool without me having to say another word. I liked his obedience but it was just that, willing compliance. Hilo would soon learn that submission is different than going along, and in that difference salvation lies.

I kept him there, alone on the stool, for more than a minute or two. The time was meant to build anticipation in his brain and it worked, his arousal at full mast by the time I returned. When my hands finally came in contact with his skin, he jerked but when I slid my fingers over his shoulders and began to caress, he offered no resistance whatsoever.

Hilo leaned into my touch like he wanted to cuddle but this wasn’t going to be a bonding moment. This was something different, this was going to permanently define the lines of power between us.

His boxers were still on and when my fingers slid beneath that silky fabric I got into a groove, tickling and teasing away. It only took a moment of that targeted stroke to get his full and complete attention but I continued much longer, until every ounce of his focus was squarely on me. He would buck, he would groan, but when things got too hot, I dialed it back, leaving him to wonder why.

At first, I loved watching Hilo squirm, the way he indulged the helpless lust, but then he started to lose his mind and that feeling went from good to great. Hilo’s body yearned, thoughts were no longer his own and that was my objective all along.

Now that the needs of his body were dictating all of the action, it was time to press for more.

“Don’t you dare make stickies in your panties,” I warned, “only a little boy would do that.”

The instant he heard my words, he wanted to obey, although the temptation was too high. He struggled, he strained, but at no point did he try to slow things down or even get away.

I pressed further. “If you make a mess of your panties, we’ll have to make a change, put you in a diaper from now on.”

His reaction to that statement was priceless. Hilo flinched at the sound of diapers but he did not relent, content to let me push him over the edge.

I decided to test that resolve, stroking his cock with renewed vigor, pushing him closer and closer to the brink. He began to moan and groan but still made no effort to slow my advance. I knew he was enjoying himself so I decided to push him to the end.

“Little Hilo,” I cooed, “I’m ok if you make a mess, but you really will need to wear a diaper from now on.”

For the briefest of moments, I thought I saw a glimmer of resistance in Hilo’s eyes but then it changed, the last glimpse of independence broken and gone.

With a dazed mind and glazed eyes, he nodded his consent, agreeing to my terms.

At that point, Hilo thought he was about to cum but I had a different plan in mind, one that would challenge his understanding of control.

When I took him closer to the edge without climax, he wiggled and squirmed but did not try to get away. He was ready to submit, mind, body, and soul. When I pushed him even further, teasing his desire until he lost connection with rational thought, he drooled and groaned while pleading for more, letting me know he didn’t want to stop. And when I finally pushed his orgasm over the brink, filling his underwear with his hot and sticky goo, he let out an exhaustive sigh but did not try to resist, giving up all sense of self in the process.

With each action, Hilo proved himself to be a willing participant, and yet the sum total of all things combined ensured his decisions were no longer his own, and he would be forever mine.

There’s something about that intense physical bliss, the way it ensnares the mind. It has the power to change a man’s way of thinking but Hilo was just an eighteen-year-old boy, and in his world a long stretch of lust induced euphoria was capable of even more, granting me complete control over the little boy’s desire.

Was it fair that I manipulated his lust to take control of his brain? I’m not sure but it sure was fun and a great way to start my vacation time away.


SCENE 14

Hilo

As expected, the next time I made arrangements to see Alyssa, I had to first meet with Mommy Claire. Despite the fact that I knew what was going to happen, I was nervous as hell walking up to the door.

Ding dong.

I rang the bell and waited on the front stoop, shifting side to side.

Was it normal to get jerked off by your friend’s mom before hanging out? I didn’t think so, however that is exactly what was running through my head as I waited for her to come to the door and then the door swung wide, and I saw Mommy Claire, and my entire disposition changed.

OMG!

She was so hot! Gorgeous! Was she always that sexy? My previous level of excitement spiked and my pants grew tight. Over the course of a single night, and of course our previous incredible experience, Mommy Claire now looked different to me, and the way she looked had me rock hard and ready to cum.

To add to the moment, she made no delay in getting to exactly why I was there.

“Come on in,” Mommy Claire said, “let’s get you tamed before Alyssa gets home.”

The way she said it, as if I was a wild beast needing to be tamed, actually excited me, and when she told me to strip bare, I did not delay.

“Out of those clothes and onto the time-out stool,” she said.

I didn’t realize we would be using the stool again and I have to admit, there was something about sitting on that little stool, faced towards the corner, that made me feel small, and when she came up from behind me, slid her hands over my shoulders, down my sides and then proceeded to stroke my cock, I knew I would be wanting to visit Alyssa every day from now on.

The second time on Mommy Claire’s time-out stool proved to be quite educational. This time around, she did a lot more talking, and the things she had to say really challenged my place in her world. She kept referring to me as her good little boy and the more she said it, I began to accept it, right up until she introduced the idea of diapers.

“Don’t you dare make stickies in your panties, only a little boy would do that,” she informed me.

I understood what she meant. I had done it the day before and it made me feel weak. I didn’t want to cum in my pants again but I also didn’t want her to stop what she was doing.

She kept right on with her tickle and tease, adding, “If you make a mess of your panties, you get a diaper from now on.”

I thought they were just words but to be honest, I wasn’t sure. She had me calling her mommy, was a diaper that far off? Still, her touch felt so good so I decided to take the chance.

Her strokes continued and maybe even got more aggressive and before I knew it, my body began to heave and a long guttural groan escaped my lips.

“Ungh!??” I wailed.

God, did that feel good.

She was pushing me towards the edge, we both knew it, and as I really began to bloom with the effect, she got right in my ear, cooing her last words of wisdom before my fall.

“Little Hilo. I’m ok if you make a mess, but you really will need to wear a diaper from now on,” she informed me.

Up until that point, the entire event was build-up without release and it was an amazing experience. What started with gentle strokes and tickles quickly evolved into extended teasing, and that was mixed with perfectly timed withdrawal, the kind that had me yearning for more.

To say she had me desperate would be an understatement and when she finally pushed me over the edge, sending my orgasm flying, I spilled a gallon of sticky seed all inside my boxers, sealing my fate.

“Ungh!” I grunted with the release.

“You see that,” Mommy Claire explained, “there’s so much because of the build-up. You should be sufficiently drained.”

She was right about that. I felt completely washed out.

“And next time, you’ll really like the diaper,” she added.

I had plenty of time to get dressed and even complete a few jobs around the house for Mommy Claire before Alyssa got home. It was enough to keep me busy but not enough to distract my mind from what was happening with Mommy Claire.

In so many ways, it was fucked up, and the biggest surprise of all, was how much I wanted it to go on.

When Alyssa got home, we went straight out back, to the pool house to hang out, so I could service her. I didn’t mind. In fact, I was excited to put my education to use, wanting to earn another meeting with Mommy Claire.


SCENE 15

Alyssa

The pool house provided the perfect venue for alone time with Hilo. Of course, I could have been content fooling around in the main house, in front of Mommy Claire, but that would never work for him. He viewed her as an authority figure and would not be able to function under her watchful eye.

That is what I expected. That is why I led him to the pool house for us to be alone, but as it turned out, the location of our escapades didn’t make much of a difference, at least not in relation to his performance.

Not to be rude, but when it came to his oral skills, Hilo was out of his league.

Things started out well enough on his second time around, the way he separated me from my clothes, the way he fondled and caressed my skin with the removal of each garment. It made things mega hot, causing every nerve ending to tingle in anticipation, truly setting the table for a monumental event.

Unfortunately, all of that wonderful foreplay created a certain level of expectation in my head, an understanding of what was going to happen next. Once the excitement was sky high, I thought for sure it would continue, however that did not turn out to be the case.

The instant I was naked and Hilo shifted between my legs, bringing his mouth close to my kitty, that is when everything started to fall apart.

There’s a saying that even a blind squirrel can find a nut on some days and that is an accurate analogy for what happened next, the tip of Hilo’s tongue finding and arousing certain sensitive spots. While I thought it was a good sign that my training from the day before had paid off, what followed next did not live up to the expectation.

I started to get aroused, my body opening up and my excitement quickly rising but he could not maintain that level of interaction. He literally fumbled with his tongue, wandering with no direction or purpose. The excitement that surged in the beginning soon faded and the next thing I knew, I was doing everything in my power to help him along.

With every ounce of energy I could muster, I fantasized about my greatest encounters, the sexiest events from my past. I thought if I contemplated erotic things, the kind that excited my sensibilities, that I could keep the moment alive.

Unfortunately, that did not turn out to be the case and once I lost the feeling, I had no choice but to make him stop.

“You can stop what you’re doing,” I said in frustration. “The moment is gone.”

He looked at me with big puppy dog eyes, pleading for me to take pity on him, still hoping I might grant him reward. The only thing I had to barter with was his time with Mommy Claire, however if he had nothing to offer in return, there wasn’t much we could do.

The truth was, my vacation time was limited and if Hilo couldn’t satisfy me down below then I needed to move on, to make the most of the opportunity. I had to let him know, it was only right, and yet I can’t deny it wasn’t easy, his heart breaking with each and every word.


SCENE 16

Hilo

Alyssa gave me the bad news, that she was breaking up with me. It was hard to take, especially after everything that had happened so far. Despite the news, I decided to go back and see Mommy Claire one more time, even though Alyssa made it clear I was no longer her date.

I desperately wanted more attention. What did I have to lose? I asked myself. The worst she could do was send me away.

Once I experienced incredible time with Mommy Claire, I had every incentive to want to see her again and again, every day of the week, and I intended to see that through.

The moment I arrived for that third visit, I knew things were going to be different, I only hoped I could get away with it.

“Hi, Mommy Claire,” I said, “I’m here to hang out.”

Obviously, I was hoping she hadn’t spoken with Alyssa, or at least that they hadn’t shared specific details. If I could just get past the initial hello, I might get time with Mommy Claire. It was difficult keeping my penis from showing how excited I was and Mommy Claire giggled when she saw the way my erection tented my pants.

“It looks like you’re excited but I’m sorry to tell you, Alyssa isn’t here today,” she informed me.

“What?!?” I exclaimed.

I had taken a chance, knowing Alyssa wasn’t going to be around, hoping I could work the situation into an opportunity. I was about to say something but then Mommy Claire made an excuse, placing the blame squarely on me.

“You must have gotten your wires crossed,” she said.

I hadn’t gotten anything crossed. It was all intentional, hoping for a chance. I stood there trying to act stupid, hoping she would take pity on me.

“How could I have made that mistake?” I said in feigned surprise.

It was devastating, mainly because of the expectation I had built up in my head. I was about to walk away, when Mommy Claire said the words I never thought I would hear.

“You know,” she said, “since you’re here, I do have a few jobs that need doing.”

It was music to my ears, not because I was looking for work but because it gave me an opportunity to hang out with Mommy Claire, and hopefully more.

The first few jobs were easy, moving some heavy boxes, taking out the trash, but then she had me putting together a book shelf, the kind with a thousand instructions, and that was quite a challenge. The worst part? She didn’t even hang out with me while I did it, leaving me alone in her home office while she went about her business.

By the time I was done, I was actually kind of frustrated, right up until she saw the fruits of my labor. The moment she saw the completed bookshelf, she couldn’t have been more appreciative.

“You did such a wonderful job,” she cooed, “I wish Alyssa were coming so I’d have an opportunity to show you how grateful I am.”

There it was, the sliver of chance I needed to open the door.

“I’d be ok with you taking my energy if you’d be up for it,” I said, nervous but hopeful of her response.

The way she reacted was not at all what I expected but it also didn’t close the door.

“Hilo?!?,” Mommy Claire said, “I know you like when I rub you, but I only do that so you won’t get urges when you’re with Alyssa.”

“I know, I know,” I replied, unable to hide my disappointment.

I thought things were done there but then Mommy Claire said something I never expected.

“But maybe I could offer you a deal,” she said, the twinkle in her eye letting me know I was going to like what she had in mind.

She looked deep into my eyes and said, “There will be times where I might not be here to take your energy, where you’ll have to demonstrate restraint. If you promise to be a good little boy, and save your release for me, I could take care of you at other times, when Alyssa isn’t around.”

Now, I already told you that having her rub me was awesome but the mere concept of regular service, getting attention not just once but ongoing, was more than I could fully process. Of course, I said yes, what guy wouldn’t, but I had no idea what I was getting myself into.

The truth was, I would make the same decision a hundred times out of a hundred, and once I was on that path, things would get much more complicated and very very fun.


SCENE 17

Mommy Claire

The prior night, before we went to bed, Alyssa told me she was done with Hilo. She said something about him not being what she was looking for and that she was ready to move on. That was all well and good for her, she was free to make her own decisions, however for me, after multiple sessions with my latest subject, I started to develop feelings, to take a shine to the youngster. I found his curiosity, as well as his lust and enthusiasm, to be highly tempting, a delectable treat.

As a result, I sent Alyssa away for the day, so she wouldn’t be there when Hilo showed up at my door, hopeful of some more of my intense mommy love. Her absence would allow me to feign innocence, to pretend I was still defending my precious girl’s honor when I took that little boy’s body for a joy ride one more time. It would also give me opportunity, to capture his imagination and illuminate his path right into my arms.

From a physical perspective it would be debilitating and in an emotional way it would be emasculating and yet Hilo was going to love every minute of the experience, submission to me the most enjoyable defeat any man could ever endure. I intended to show him the full depth and breadth of mommy love, my raison d’etre, and I had no doubt he would enjoy the ride.

If I played my cards right, by the end of session number three, it wouldn’t matter that Alyssa was done with Hilo, he would be so tied up in his connection with mommy, he’d never want to leave.

It was a magical time and as I prepared to take control of his lust once again, rendering him submissive to a desire he wouldn’t understand but would savor to his core, I tingled with every fiber of my being, the anticipation of another conquest feeding my hungry soul.


SCENE 18

Hilo

There was a part of me that felt guilty agreeing to Mommy Claire’s request. She offered to take my sexual energy, which is exactly what I wanted, only I was leading her down that path under false pretense, Alyssa wasn’t really expecting my call. It was devious, and as much as it was going to be successful, I couldn’t bring myself to deceive her that way.

“Mommy Claire,” I said, “I have something to tell you.”

“Yes, dear,” she cooed in that heavenly voice of hers, “what is it?”

I steeled my nerves, knowing what I needed to say, hoping it wouldn’t cost me the opportunity at heaven that was right in front of my eyes.

“I…I…I…I don’t have a date with Alyssa,” I confessed. “She broke things off yesterday.”

It was a lot to get out but I did it. I scuffed my foot against the floor, releasing an anxiety over what I had just done, hopeful of how it would turn out. It was the right thing to do, but knowing what I was giving up, it wasn’t easy.

Much to my surprise, Mommy Claire already knew.

“You just passed the test,” she said. “If you had tried to trick me, I was going to tease you and leave you desperate but since you told the truth, how would you like the full mommy treatment?”

Was she being serious?

My eyes went wide, my jaw dropped and my head bobbed up and down, happily agreeing with the thought.

She laughed at how stupid I got in the moment.

“Is that a yes?” she asked. “Do you want mommy to take control?”

What she was asking was beyond belief. Of course, I wanted her attention, and yet I still struggled to get the word out.

“Uh, huh,” I finally managed.

“Excellent,” Mommy Claire replied.

The next thing I knew, my hand was in hers as she led me through the kitchen and the living room, down the hall, to her master bedroom in the back. The moment we crossed the threshold into that world, she was quick to define the parameters of our engagement.

“While you are in mommy’s world you must obey and submit,” she informed me, “as long as you are back here, mommy is in charge of everything or you must leave. Do you understand?”

It was a lot to process, full and complete submission, but I was ready to proceed.

She was going to let me stay even though I had lied about Alyssa and that was more than I deserved. That had me overjoyed, ready to grant anything she wanted in exchange.

“Yes, mommy,” I replied eagerly.

She was quick to clarify.

“I mean everything,” she confirmed. “Now, you are my precious baby boy, and you rely on me for everything a baby would.”

I looked at her to verify and she was quick to confirm.

“Everything,” she said, “but trust me, the moment mommy has to take care of your sticky mess, you’re going to think you’ve died and gone to heaven.”

Now, I don’t know what anyone else might think when hearing such a thing, but I thought I was being fucked with, playing a trick on the guy who dared to come back, even after Alyssa said no. Thinking back on the situation, I never should have agreed, yet there was something about her, something that had me wanting to believe, forsaking common sense in pursuit of an impossible dream.

What did I really think was going to happen if I soiled myself? Did I think we would instantly return to the teasing sex I liked so much? Or, more likely, were there hidden cameras waiting to capture my every move, every degrading moment?

I still can’t explain why I continued and yet I felt it at my core, with every fiber of my being. I trusted Mommy Claire; in a way I can’t explain but felt very dear to my heart.

Sure, she had teased me before, and it was heaven on earth, but was that enough to completely surrender, giving up all dignity? For more than a moment, I wasn’t sure, right up until she leaned forward, offering me a bird’s eye view of her wonderful breasts and incredible cleavage. That amazing visual proved to be the perfect trigger, rewiring my thinking.

“Oh, God!” I let out, amazed at how that simple sight titillated every corner of my mind.

Up until that point, I was contemplating the feel of Mommy Claire’s touch, and the way she could please my sex, but with that one symbolic gesture, she introduced a new element of temptation, one that was mine for the taking should I wish to proceed. I must admit, it was more than enough to tip the scales and I found myself leaning in, eager to take the next step.

Her constant reference to her as mommy and me as little boy had me considering all sorts of options but the instant the idea of nursing was introduced, seeping into my conscious thought like a burglar in the night, it was all I could do to keep from begging aloud. I wanted to experience it, not just the physical bond but also the intimacy of the connection, my attraction to Mommy Claire very real.

Before I knew it, I was actually trying to figure it out, how to pee, or maybe even poo, in my pants. It was extreme, I knew, but I wanted that reward and she had me all crazy in the head.

As if she could read my thoughts, she coaxed me on what to do.

“Trust me,” she cooed, “making stickies will be fun.”

How fucked up was that? Not only her saying it in such a sexy voice, but me actually considering it, like it was an everyday thing.

I didn’t just consider it. I was committed without her having to ask a second time. The truth was, I was on borrowed time. The moment Alyssa broke up with me, I thought my chances with Mommy Claire were through. As extreme as it may have seemed, this was my opportunity for more time in her realm and I wasn’t going to pass it up.


SCENE 19

Mommy Claire

For two glorious sessions I teased Hilo, relentlessly stretching out the moments of excitement, allowing him to savor the full depths of sensual delight. Once was enough to forever mold his brain, educating his brain on what was possible; twice was sufficient to ensure my permanent place in his mind, an undeniable influence pressing ever deeper; but it was the third ride on the Mommy Claire express that would complete the transition, finalizing his journey into my open and welcome arms.

Nothing was left to chance, the methods tested and proven. It was just a matter of time and execution.

Hilo wasn’t the first, he wouldn’t be the last, but he was still special, an erotic treat to seduce, manipulate and overwhelm.

There’s something about exploiting the weakness of a man’s sex, manipulating and controlling every facet of his mind. It gives me a thrill, particularly when he surrenders all that makes him a man in search of more and more of my tender mommy love.

We were just about at that point, Hilo and I, and the moment he crossed the line, making the choice to enter my world, I would add him to my list, my growing stable of healthy and submissive, adult baby males, ready, willing and able to do my will.


SCENE 20

Hilo

All I had to do was pee in my shorts and I was going to have the most incredible sexual experience, yet I couldn’t do it. How messed up was that?

I guess it makes sense, we spend years learning not to pee in our clothes, but when opportunity is knocking on your door, you desperately want to let him in, even if it means giving up a part of your grown-up, adult self.

So, I tried, and I tried, and I tried some more, and I guess you already know that every one of those trials ended in failure. At first, I understood, the pressure wasn’t that great, but even as my bladder filled and that all too familiar feeling surged, I couldn’t get my body to comply. He was working against me, and the more Mommy Claire came to check, the more I felt it was never going to happen.

“You’re thinking too hard,” Mommy Claire offered, “why don’t we do something to take your mind off of it.”

It probably was good advice except for every thought that came to my mind from that point forward. All of my interactions with Mommy Claire were about sex, about her rubbing my pee-pee, about me suckling at her breast, but those thoughts caused my dick to grow hard and once that happened, I was even further from wetting my pants.

“No, uh, uh,” I said in reply.

I moved to another room, for a little privacy, hoping that would be the key.

Is it this hard for everyone to pee? Initially, I thought it was just me, but then I related it to sleeping, and what every single person goes through to remain dry through the night. That takes years to develop, I guess it made sense it wouldn’t unravel in a single afternoon.

There was something about that thought, the way it put my mind at ease, no longer afraid that a life’s worth of training would wash away with a single event, and the first little bit of tinkle escaped my body.

It wasn’t a lot, a piddle really, but it happened and I took it as a certain accomplishment, a feeling of pride pushing me to achieve even more. I had succeeded, once, even if it would be a struggle to produce some more, I did it and therefore it could be done.

I can’t explain why it took so long. I have no doubt if I had dropped my pants I would have peed on the spot, no problem releasing my pee, and yet with my shorts and boxers on it was impossible, right up until that moment when it wasn’t.

I was just sitting there, marveling at the tiny wet spot from my first little pee, when my body relaxed a little more, actually opening up. In the moment, something dribbled from the tip and I wasn’t sure if I did it, or if it just happened, but it did. No sooner did that thought cross my mind and my body tightened, an automatic response I could not control.

The involuntary reaction worried me, wondering if I would ever be able to overcome that deep rooted thought but then I realized it happened, and I wasn’t the only one.

From her place in the other room, Mommy Claire called out, “I smell that. You’re such a good little boy.”

There was something about hearing her say that, not just calling me her good little boy, but the fact that she could smell my pee. It wasn’t a lot, but she knew I did it, and that gave me a strange sense of pride.

When she appeared in the doorway, I looked up at her from my place on the floor and she looked so big and I felt so small. It was an incredible juxtaposition, one that caused my body to open up and a stream of warm urine to flood my pants.

OMG!

I didn’t mean for that to happen, not then, and the feeling made me think I was breaking down from within.

What was happening?

Did her domineering presence add to my weakness?

When the idea was first presented, I was ok playing baby games in exchange for sex but this was no game. I didn’t have control when my body opened up and that had me scared.

Fortunately, Mommy Claire wasn’t confused in the slightest and the moment she realized my predicament, she set to the task of cleaning me up.

You might think that was angel’s work, and I did think she was sent from heaven, but as I would quickly find out, every act was designed to separate me from my old life, pushing me directly into her adult baby world.


SCENE 21

Mommy Claire

Hilo wanted my attention. He wanted me to rub his dick and make him feel real good. The truth was, I wanted that too, I enjoy that feeling of omnipotent control, only there was something I needed to do first, something that would cement our positions in stone.

If Hilo was truly desperate, and I expected that he was, he would be willing to make considerable sacrifices to move on, and I knew just the test to see where he might draw the line.


SCENE 22

Hilo

Mommy Claire lifted my lower body with ease, removing the wet and sticky clothes from my legs. It was kind of gross but she made quick work of wiping every inch of my skin, ensuring I was clean. I kind of expected that she would be good at the tender loving care and she did not disappoint.

The instant the cleaning was complete, her right hand found my genitals and she began a slow rhythmic rub. It didn’t take but five seconds of that heavenly fondle and I was glad I had peed my pants, ready for my reward.

“Hilo,” Mommy Claire said, “you were a very good boy peeing in your pants. I know that wasn’t easy. But you’ll get better the more you practice.”

Her words were tough to process, the thought I would be peeing in my pants over and over again, and yet the way her supple fingers felt, plying my penis with happy bliss, I was happy to go along.

That’s when Mommy Claire added to how things were going to be.

“Before I can rub your pee-pee,” she said, “and give you time at mommy’s teat, I first need to give you congruence, so you will look like you feel inside.”

She leaned forward as she said those words and when she did, her blouse fell open, revealing an incredible view of her hanging bosoms. I don’t know if it was intentional, but one look at that and I was all-in.

“Yes, Mommy Claire,” I replied but I’m not sure which had me more excited, the hand job or the nursing?

The answer to that question would have to wait, for the moment I granted my consent, Mommy Claire went to work, lathering my genitals with cream before using her super sharp blade to take away a large swath of my genital hair. In an instant, all of my thoughts changed, transitioning from the impending sex, to the current infantilization that was taking over my life.

Oh, my God!

The newly shaved skin felt so incredibly soft. One touch was amazing, two was out of this world, and by the time Mommy Claire had to warn me about playing with myself, it was too late. I was hooked.

“Little boys aren’t supposed to play like that,” Mommy Claire warned.

I heard what she said but I don’t think I was able to process her message because I went right on stroking, touching that super soft skin, unable to get enough. That’s when she added to her directive.

“Does Mommy need to put you in a cage?” she asked and the stern look on her face let me know she was being serious.

I didn’t know what kind of cage she was referring to but regardless I knew I didn’t want it and so I pulled me hands away, even if that super soft feel was highly tempting, making me glad I was playing her little boy games and wondering what surprises she would reveal next.

It was a total shock twist in my head.

From the beginning, I sought out Mommy Claire for sex, but with this new revelation the little boy time started to have its own appeal, and while I didn’t immediately recognize it, that would prove to be a pivotal moment in my understanding of her world and my place in it.


SCENE 23

Mommy Claire

Introducing Hilo to age play was a step-by-step process. Little by little I would regress his body and his mind, taking his once confident self and turning it into something submissive, compliant. He would be happy that way, no longer concerned with decisions or thought, and I would take care of him, my precious little boy.

Many of the men who cross the threshold into my world must pay a tribute, a token of his commitment, a sacrifice of his own. Those men continue to contribute, their continued attention contingent on the strength of those offerings, but Hilo was different, with him I just wanted to nurture and tend.

Perhaps it was his dashing good looks, his bronzed skin and his rippled abs, but no matter the reason, his participation was my reward.


SCENE 24

Hilo

After being shaved bare and feeling that incredibly soft skin, the baby play took on new meaning. Mommy Claire wanted me submissive, and I was ok with that, but I think she also wanted me regressed and I was starting to come to grips with that new state of reality as well.

Would it be so bad peeing in my pants if Mommy Claire was going to reward me afterwards? I didn’t think so, and then things got even more complicated when we emerged from her bathroom, my nether region bald as the day I was born, and she proceeded to wrap my lower half in a diaper, removing any doubt as to the role I was meant to play.

Things were quickly spiraling out of control and yet every time I felt like the whole world was spinning too fast, she would squeeze my pee-pee through the thin cloth of the diaper, giving me an anchor in the middle of the tempest overwhelming my life.

That is exactly what that hand became, my tether to the rational world, and as it began to fondle and rub, driving my excitement one more time; I curled myself into a fetal ball, around mommy’s hand, revealing my weakness one more time.

I was quite content for the next soiled diaper to come from my orgasm and Mommy Claire complied, squeezing and caressing on my shaft, using the softness of the diaper cloth to add to the stimulus, and when I approached the inevitable end, she got in my ear, to guide my fall.

“First you peed, now, you’ll cum, but from now on the diaper catches it all,” she whispered.

The words cut straight into my brain. I knew the orgasm would be me agreeing to her terms and yet I couldn’t stop. My hips had already started to grind, seeking out more and more of her touch, and my balls were tight, ready to explode. I wouldn’t last long under any circumstance but with her tantalizing touch driving the tempo, I had absolutely no chance.

You might think I held out because I didn’t want to be Mommy Claire’s diaper boy, but I had made the decision much earlier that I would do whatever she asked if she would continue to see me, and it turned out, the diaper play wasn’t all bad, even the parts you might think.

The longer the tease went on, the more I enjoyed it, and when Mommy Claire turned me over, one hand still squeezing and rubbing my shaft, taking me closer and closer to the edge, while the fingers of her free hand explored my anus, stroking my sphincter and teasing every sensation to the brink of delight, I knew I would cum in the diaper, I knew I would agree to her terms, and I also knew I would enjoy every moment, submissive to this incredible woman.

That is exactly how I felt as she continued to fondle and rub, as my body began to hump and jerk, involuntarily rising up to meet every touch, no longer in control of my own actions.

She got right in my ear, inserting another twist just when I was least ready to accept it.

“From now on,” she cooed, “you’ll be mommy’s precious little girl, and I’ll take care of all of your needs.”

As she said that, calling me her precious little girl, the fingers of her free hand became even more active around my anus, pressing and cajoling, and it started to feel really good, until something crazy happened down there.

I opened up.

My body responded to her touch, not to poop, but like it was desirous of more touch, and the moment that it did, she seized on the situation, slipping inside of me with the deftest little tickle.

Ooh!!!

Ah!!!

That initial touch was so intimate, right at a spot that made me coo and I allowed her to touch me there, to stay there, longer than I should have. It went on, that gentle tickle, until my entire body began to hum and I lost perspective on the real world. It got to the point I didn’t want it to stop, and I began to grind in time with her heavenly rub.

Mommy Claire conquered me in that exchange, and by the time my body reached its orgasmic peak, I knew I would be obeying her every request, no matter the ask.

“It’s time little girl,” mommy cooed, as she pushed my excitement to and over the edge.

The build-up was intense; a quick physical rush. My back stiffened and my hips jerked as the first spasm raced up my shaft, depositing a load of my sperm inside the confines of the soft diaper. My body recoiled but when it did, mommy’s finger in my ass tickled and teased, causing that first spasm to be followed by another, and another still, until all of my seed was spilling out of my body, clinging between my skin and the now saturated cloth.

“Ungh!” I grunted.

The release felt amazing but more than that, her finger between my cheeks, gently tickling my anus, made me feel owned and that was a feeling I cherished even more.

I can’t explain it. All along; I wanted the sex, to receive her stimulation, but now that I had released, my focus was squarely on her and the connection I felt as her good little boy. It was transcendent, and I was ready to evolve.

“Such a good little girl,” mommy cooed as my breathing settled.

It might have been an opportune time to express my desire, to remain her boy and not her girl, but in that instant, she introduced me to her breast and I can tell you that everything else immediately took a back seat.

The softness of mommy’s bosom pacified all of my concerns but it was the feel of her firm nipple, first as it tracked across my skin and then as it formed between my lips, that let me know it was exactly where I was meant to be. Never in my life had I ever felt more at peace and as I suckled at her teat, I accepted my role as her precious little girl, if that is who she wanted me to be.


SCENE 25

Mommy Claire

Initially, it wasn’t my intent to feminize Hilo. I was quite content to regress and infantilize the young man, making him submit as my precious little boy.

But, in order to truly take control, it’s necessary to find a point of resistance, one you can shatter and destroy, severing the last connection to hope. Up until that point, Hilo fully agreed, happy to take every step, but the moment he feared being turned into a little girl, his defenses rose, even if they were gone before he knew it.

It didn’t matter that Hilo collapsed faster than a dilapidated building struck by a ten-ton wrecking ball, the moment of conquest would still hold firm in his head, reminding him of the monumental shift.

The foundation of our relationship was set, in his mind as well as mine, and we would grow from there, the parameters clearly defined.


SCENE 26

Alyssa

Mommy Claire sent me out for the day with specific instructions not to return before five. She intended to seduce and dominate Hilo, turning him into her submissive little, and for that I needed to stay away.

I chose to hang out by the resorts, eying a replacement now that Hilo would no longer be servicing my needs. It didn’t take long to identify some potential options, every boy at the resort eager to look my way, but after the fiasco with Hilo and his performance between my thighs, I wanted something more this second time around.

The guy I chose could be described as old and grey, he did have a distinguished look that anyone would equate with maturity, but more than that he showed experience and that is exactly what I was looking for in the next guy I brought home.

“Hey, mister,” I said, “how would you like to play a game where you’ll thank God to be alive and your balls will be completely drained?”

It was forward, I knew, and direct, but it wasn’t a lie and I didn’t see any point in hiding the truth. The quickest way to getting what I wanted was a straight line and I was placing myself directly on that path.

The wide-eyed expression I received in response let me know he was the one. He wasn’t shocked, or appalled, he was thrilled at the offer which only left one more item to address.

“Are you good at oral sex?” I asked, needing to confirm one last detail.

“You bet,” he said with a smarmy grin and I must admit, it was that deviant look that convinced me that it was true.

Before long, we were headed back to my place, where I intended to introduce him to Mommy Claire for the first part of my offer.


SCENE 27

Mommy Claire

After my time with Hilo and the results of that dominating event, I was feeling fully refreshed ready to put an end to the vacation and return home. Getting away is nice but there always comes a time where you just want to return home, a comfy place to call your own.

I would have told Alyssa the moment she came back but she was not alone, and the man that was by her side, presented a very interesting challenge for my excited mind.

All at once, opportunity was at my door, a new and potentially challenging opponent. Alyssa brought an older subject to my lair, an alpha male to charm and seduce. My prior focus may have stayed with my young Hawaiian friend but this new temptation could not be denied.

Hilo would have to wait. Mommy Claire had her sights set on very special prey.


SCENE 28

Tom

I thought I was being seduced by a sexy young co-ed, and I figured I’d have to pay, money her sole goal, but when she brought me home to her cougar mom, and I realized just what they had in store, I was all-in, ready to make it a day.

“Fuck yeah,” I said when Alyssa’s mom asked if I wanted to have sex with her daughter.

I didn’t see any point lying and to look at her, I thought she just might join in. As far as chicks go, she was hot and as far moms go, she had one incredibly rocking bod. She had one phenomenal hour glass, one that had me drooling before she even said hello.

Her answer, when it came, wasn’t what I expected but I sure as hell didn’t mind.

“You can visit with Alyssa,” she said, “but your sexual energy stays here.”

I had heard other chicks talk like that, the hippies, the ones into tantric sex. They were all about the energy of the moment but they also knew their way around a cock so I was happy to go along.

“Sure,” I replied. “Do you want me to give you my energy or do you want to take it?”

I feigned undoing my belt but when I shifted my hips forward, dramatically showing off my crotch, she grabbed my bulge and started to rub. She was fast and it was quick and before I knew it, she started to have effect. Those targeted rubs caused my dick to get hard, tenting the front of my pants.

“Woah!” I exclaimed, pulling away.

“What’s the matter?” she asked. “Are you giving up your sexual energy or not?”

This was really happening. She wanted to stroke my dick. I decided to take a different approach.

“You’re ok rubbing me?” I asked.

“That’s the idea,” she replied.

“And Alyssa’s ok with it too?” I pressed

“Leave your sex at the door and you can hang out all day,” she replied.

It was sounding too good to be true so I decided to put her to the test.

“Great, I want to have sex with you,” I stated.

She laughed and shook her head. “That was never an option. If you’d like to see Alyssa, I take your sexual energy. If you don’t want to give that up, there’s the door.”

It was messed up but it was still a winning proposition.

“But you’ll play with me?” I verified.

“It’s the only way you’re moving on,” she confirmed.

Was I entering the twilight zone? Or was I the luckiest guy on the planet? I was hoping for a chance to seduce Alyssa and here her mom was offering to tend to all of my needs.

As graciously as I could, I accepted her offer.

“I’d like to give you my energy,” I said, trying to use her new-age lingo.


SCENE 29

Mommy Claire

This new friend of Alyssa’s was so smug. He thought he was taking advantage of a lonely housewife. Little did he know, I intended to rock his world. By the time I was done with him he was going to have a new understanding of the power of his life force, and what that looks like under someone else’s control.

It is a monumental lesson for anyone who takes the course but in his case; it was going to have an even greater impact. Alpha males are not familiar with being stripped of their power and this guy was about to enter all new territory.


SCENE 30

Tom

If Alyssa’s mom wanted to get me off, I was ok with that. The moment she welcomed me into her living room I undid my belt and by the time I was sitting on her couch, my pants were around my knees and my dick was in my hand.

“Here’s my energy baby,” I said, “come and get it.”

Now, I didn’t think Alyssa’s mom was the shy type, from the look of her she could make a sailor blush, but I sure as hell didn’t expect her to get so aggressive, moving on me with a speed that belied her maturity.

Damn, that chick could move.

One moment she was stroking my cock, giving the shaft the good ole rub and tug, and the next thing I knew, her finger was up my ass, tickling me who knew where. It wasn’t supposed to happen, and she definitely wasn’t supposed to talk to me while it did.

“Feel that?” she groused, her touch intimate, her nearness overwhelming.

She was close, real close, with a finger tickling my insides, and I can’t deny, I quivered in her presence, breaking down from her touch. She knew the exact moment it happened and let me know my fate.

“Your boy pussy just gave in to me,” she informed me, “you’ve got it bad now.”

At first, I didn’t know what she meant, and then my anus contracted and my body began to pulse, and all at once, I felt like I was being owned from within.

She fucked my ass with her finger, right there in her living room, and all I could do was sit there and take it, that highly stimulating touch. At first it was interesting until it became desirous and then I found myself begging for more. It made me feel like such a slut and yet the more she satisfied that need, that insatiable yearn, the more I cried out, no longer able to contain my joy.

It felt so good and I couldn’t help but feel changed by the experience, desirous for even more.

What was happening to me? Was she turning me out?

I couldn’t be sure, I only knew that she didn’t stop, and by the time she was done using my anus like a carnal playground, I would never be the same.


SCENE 31

Mommy Claire

I started by massaging the muscles around his taint, and then I expanded my area of focus, incorporating more and more of his muscular ass with those targeted rubs. Like all men, his first reaction was to tighten up, but once I got those muscles to relax, it was only a matter of time before he began to really open up.

Tom’s anal muscles didn’t just let go of their strain, they flexed wide, revealing the depths of his weakness. The moment that happened, I dipped my finger inside, finding and stroking his sensitive bulb.

The male prostate is a fascinating organ and the moment my finger came in contact with his, Tom’s entire disposition changed. He was grateful for that heavenly touch, and the more I caressed and stroked, the more grateful he became, until he began to grind back against my hand, seeking more and more of my touch.

“Look at that,” I marveled, “your little boy pussy wants more. You want more.”

At the mention of his boy pussy, Tom contracted his muscles, but it only took a little wiggle to get him to loosen up, and a little more massaging, to get him back to that involuntary grind.

I had his ass riding on autopilot and the longer I stretched out the moment, the more invested he became. It got to the point he literally raised up his ass to meet my strokes, and on one particularly emphatic hump, I slid my free hand under his hip, to finish off his ride.

Tom’s cock was coated in a thick slimy goo, the results of his anal milking, but his balls still needed to release if he was going to find relief. It only took three strokes to have him panting like a dog in heat, and three rubs more to send him over the edge, the remains of his orgasm spurting to the floor.

“Ungh!?!” he grunted.

His body contracted around my fingers and while his penis was spent, the workings inside his ass were still going strong, grinding out the ecstasy, keeping him horny beyond belief.

Tom bucked. Tom jerked. He spasmed and he humped. It went on for quite a while, his helpless bump and grind, and when he was done, he looked at me with a look of utter defeat plastered all over his once handsome face.

“Oh, God!” he exclaimed. “What just happened?”

“You went wild for anal stimulation,” I replied. “You couldn’t get enough.”

“Am I gay?” he asked.

“Well, that act didn’t make you gay,” I explained, “but the way you liked it, I have no doubt you’re going to be begging people, maybe guys, to touch you there again.”

It was no doubt a shock to hear, but I couldn’t exactly lie to him, the truth was plain to see.


SCENE 32

Tom

I had never been fingered in the ass before and had no idea how it would feel. If you had told me I was going to love it I never would have believed you and yet by the time she was done, there was nothing I wanted more.

Anal stimulation is insane. It doesn’t just drive the excitement, it satisfies as well, to the point I would want to do it again and again.

Is that how all guys get started? I wasn’t sure but I did know that I would be doing it again, and who the partner was going to be I really couldn’t be sure.

How messed up was that?

I wasn’t given any time to think things through, the moment my clothes were back on this lady ushered me out the door, to the pool where her daughter, Alyssa, was waiting.

Oh, shit!

In all of the excitement, I forgot about Alyssa, and now that the time had come, there was no way my body would be able to perform for her. Her mom made sure of that, in a very distinct way.

“Sorry,” I tried to say, but Alyssa wasn’t fazed, and the moment she explained, I totally understood why.


SCENE 33

Alyssa

“I’m the only girl in my group that hasn’t received oral sex,” I said, pressuring Tom the moment he came outside to meet with me.

After his time with Mommy Claire, Tom was spent, I could tell by the look in his eye, but I had no intention of letting him off the hook that easily. If he wanted to play in my world, and more importantly, if he wanted more time with Mommy Claire, then he needed to get in line.

“It’s time to show me why I brought you here,” I added, ready to get to the good stuff.

The truth was, I didn’t usually go for older guys, but there was something about Tom that made me think he would be attentive in bed and so I took a chance.

“I…I…I… can’t,” he replied. “Your mom just took all of my energy.”

I knew it was coming but I was prepared.

“She may have taken your lust,” I explained, “but she didn’t take your power to serve and if you don’t prove yourself worthy, I’ll invite someone else the next time around.”

“There’s a next time?” he asked.

“Not if you don’t perform,” I replied.

The look of terror in his eyes said it all. He wanted to return and my threat put the fear of God into his desperate soul.


SCENE 34

Tom

“I can’t,” I admitted sheepishly, and then I said the words that defined exactly who I had become. “Your mom just took all of my energy.”

Guys don’t turn down their girlfriends for sex but that was my life now; as strange as it may have seemed.

First off, what her mom did to me completely zapped away my desire for sex. She didn’t just make me cum, she drained my lust, and by the time she was done I was a feckless mess. Second, her mom made it clear I was to keep Alyssa pure, disobedience not an option if I wanted to return and I definitely wanted that.

Needless to say, it was fucked up. I couldn’t exactly tell Alyssa I needed to save my orgasm for her mom, and yet every other excuse fell flat. What guy didn’t want to have sex with his girl?


SCENE 35

Alyssa

Tom made all sorts of excuses as to why we couldn’t have sex but I already knew the major one; Mommy Claire fucking dominated his cock, making him give up all of his sexual juice, and now he was drained, a slave to his desire. But there was no way I was getting left out of the equation and I was quick to let him know.

“Listen buddy,” I said, “it’s time to show me what you can do.”

It wasn’t by chance that I chose an older guy to bring back with me the second time around. Several of my housemates back home were always going on about their sexual exploits, with particular detail about receiving oral sex. In every one of their stories, they always touted the skills of older men, the lessons gained with maturity, experience and time. I hoped Tom would fit that mold, he certainly had to be better than Hilo.

That thought was proven true with his very first approach, the way he licked my slit with a very fat and pliable tongue.

“Ungh!” I let out as he smothered my kitty in his kisses and licks.

Fortunately, the first lick was just that, the first and he followed it with a barrage of pleasure touches, each one more intimate than the last.

His technique was very direct, plying me with relentless licks from a very supple tongue. It truly smothered my kitty in the softest massage and I felt myself open as a result. Before I knew it, he was lapping repeatedly, bringing all attention to my hot little vulva.

That’s when he narrowed his focus on my button, literally attacking that sensitive nub with repeated kisses and licks. At first, I thought it was only enough to tempt my excitement, teasing me with the idea of sex, but then he clamped down on my clit with pursed lips, sending a burst of energy raging through my core.

“Holy shit!” I screamed, taken by the intensity of it all.

The instant I felt that heavenly swarm on my insides, my entire body bucked and my flower gushed, releasing a load of my juices, coating Tom’s face and the couch. It was intense, mind altering and I allowed it to expand into the deepest recesses of my brain as he continued to make a meal out of my insides.

I can honestly say it was much better than I ever expected, enhanced even more when I told him he had earned a repeat visit with Mommy Claire, prompting him to eat me even more.

I’m not sure how many times Tom made me cum that afternoon, but I can tell you with absolute certainty that he would be back, his oral skills earning himself a place in my world.


SCENE 36

Mommy Claire

Alyssa was out back with her new guy, one I never would have picked in a thousand years and I had to wonder just what they were up to. His sex drive was spent, I made sure of that, so just what could keep them so occupied, locked behind closed doors for close to an hour.

Based on what I knew of my young female friend, Alyssa was putting Tom to work, making sure he was focused on her needs. It was her way of making hay while the sun shines, making the most of Tom and the opportunity the situation presented.

Little did she know, the gravy train was about to come to an end, my need for vacation finding its own resolution. I was waiting until she was done, until after Alyssa had her fun before breaking the news.

It was time to return home, our work on the island done.


SCENE 37

Alyssa

I can’t deny, I was upset with how our island vacation ended. I finally found a guy who could properly serve my needs and Mommy Claire was ready to move on. Suddenly, everything was being put on hold, our vacation lives over, a return to normalcy the only thing on our horizon.

For her part, Mommy Claire was making a sacrifice as well, separating from her latest conquest, her most recent little boy. Hilo provided a great getaway and a respite from the nagging elements of home.

I actually thought it was an incredible sacrifice on her part right up until we returned home to her estate in Las Vegas, to find Hilo already there, working in the yard.

“What is he doing here?” I asked, certain we had left all part of our vacation behind.

“Well,” she said with a smile, “nothing wrong with bringing home a souvenir.”

It was just like her, having her cake while eating it too and I got more than a little jealous, understanding the imbalance of the world.


EPILOGUE

Mommy Claire
 

Sometimes, people need a little break from the everyday, a little rest and relaxation to separate from the relentless pounding that ails the mind and beleaguers the soul. It is a panacea, a cure all for the ills of the 21st century and without it I’m not sure what I would do.

On the other hand, there are times when what is needed is a spark, a little something to reignite the fire, creating a new source of flame.

In my latest vacation getaway I found all of that and more, adult baby play as my escape from the everyday and extensive power exchange as my spark, igniting my passion for another round, allowing me to gear up and do it all again.

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

-          The Huntress, The Awakening – Season 1

-          The Huntress, Hands-On Education – Season 2

For more Mommy Claire fun check out:

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles I

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles II

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles III

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles IV

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles V

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles VI

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles VII

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles VIII

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles IX

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles X

OEBPS/image_rsrcVD.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




