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Chapter 1 - Josh

Everytime that I went to the gym, she was there. I didn’t know her name, I just knew how badly I wanted to be dominated by her. The woman was blonde, probably around forty, and as fit as they come. She usually wore yoga pants and a sports bra, showcasing her well developed physique, massive augmented breasts, and rock hard abs. I wished I could look half as good as she did, even though she was twice my age.

I tried my best to keep my eyes off of her, but it was a constant struggle. She caught me checking her out on several occasions, and would grin at me until I looked away. Her presence was intimidating, and I never had the guts to even say hello to her. In my eyes, she was so far out of my league that it was shameful, and I wasn’t worthy of licking the dirt off of her gym shoes, let alone talking to her.

At the time, I was still living with my parents and trying to save up for my first place. They were getting a little fed up with me, and forced me to write out goals on a sheet of paper. One of them was getting stronger, and becoming more confident, so I signed up for the gym and my mom would drop me off and pick me up out front. Needless to say, I didn’t have a lot of dating prospects.

That’s why I felt myself turning red when she approached. There were only a few people at the gym, and she was walking straight over towards me. I quickly grabbed my phone and started messing around on it, my heart rate instantly skyrocketing as she paused a few steps in front of me.

“Ahem.” she said, hands on her hips and staring right at me.

“Oh. Hi. What’s up?” I asked, resting my arm on the end of a racked barbell that wasn’t loaded and nearly flipping it.

“Nervous?” she asked, flashing her grin like before.

“What? No. I don’t think so.” I said, not making a great case for myself. She let out a chuckle, and looked me up and down.

“I’ve noticed you checking me out before.” she said, forcing me to smile and try to play it off.

“Oh, definitely. I’m new to working out, and you’re really fit, so I try to use you as an example. Like a form check.” I said.

“Well, I’ve watched you a little too, and your form is awful. But it’s okay, there’s nothing wrong with admiring beautiful women at the gym.” she said.

“Right. I mean, that’s not what I was doing, but you’re right. I mean, you are beautiful, that’s not what I’m saying.”

“Relax.” she said, seemingly amused by stammering. “What’s your name?”

“I’m Josh.” I said.

“Layla.” she said, extending her hand for a shake. When I reached out to take it, she gripped my hand tight and gave me a yank, making me stumble and bump into her.

“I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be. I did it on purpose.” she said, releasing my hand and giving me another head to toe examination. I felt awkward, as I was still very skinny and didn’t really like having my body judged.

“Well, it was nice meeting you.” I said, trying to get out of there. I thought she was a real life goddess, but the pressure was too much.

“Wait, where are you going?” she asked.

“Uhm, I was gonna go to the locker room. I finished my workout.” I said.

“I don’t think so. Come with me.” she said, motioning for me to follow her as she walked across the rubber gym mats toward the squat racks. I followed behind, unable to tell her no. Walking behind her was its own perk, as her well developed glutes swayed with every exaggerated step.

“What are we doing?” I asked. Layla gave me a quick look back before stepping under the squat bar.

“We’re not doing anything. I’m going to squat this for eight reps, and you’re going to spot me.” she said.

“Oh. I dunno, I’ve never spotted someone before. I don’t know if I’m strong enough.” I said, feeling insecure about my lack of gym experience. I’d only been going for about a month, with no visible results, and I didn’t want to put her in danger. She scoffed at me, lifting the weight off of the rack and stepping back into position.

“Don’t be a little bitch. I’ve got the safety bars set up, and I’m not going to fail. Just stand directly behind me, and make sure that I’ve got it.” she said. Again, I had no real choice but to follow her commands, and I stepped up right behind her. “Closer. I want your dick to be about six inches from touching my ass.”

“Alright. Like this?”

“Good boy. Count mommy’s reps.” she said, lowering herself suddenly and catching me off guard. I followed along, squatting down behind her each time she performed a repetition, and counting them out loud.

“Three, good job, four, good job.” I said, using the up close opportunity to ogle her muscular thighs and calves. I didn’t necessarily have a type, but I was pretty sure I’d found it.

“Put your hands on my hips, but don’t assist with the movement.” she said, pausing between reps. I did as I was told, placing my hands on the sides of her hips and feeling myself lose control of my own blood flow.

“Five, okay, three more.” I said. My head was literally spinning, as I was inhaling her amazing scent and resting my hands inches from her ass. Even her hips were muscled, and felt so firm and unlike any other woman. She finished her set, and racked the weight. “That was great. You’re really strong.”

“Thanks, baby. How old are you?”

“I’m twenty.” I said.

“Still live at home?”

“Ugh, yeah. Right now, but I’m working on it.”

“I figured.” she said, laughing at my expense and pointing at her water bottle. “Grab that for me.”

“Yes ma am.” I said, instinctively grabbing it and handing it over to her.

“No. Squeeze it into my mouth.” she said, looking into my eyes. It was like she was challenging me or something, so I did what she asked. “And don’t call me ma am. It makes me feel old. Call me mommy.”

“Oh. Do you mind if I just call you Layla?” I asked, kind of uncomfortable with her option.

“Yes. I do mind. If a woman tells you to call her mommy, you call her mommy. Do you understand?”

“Uhm, yeah. Of course.” I said, nodding in agreement. She was so pretty, with such a confident aura that I just wanted to be near her.

“I’m a muscle mommy. It’s a moniker I wear with pride.” she said. I wasn’t even sure what that meant, but I still found myself agreeing with her.

Layla performed a couple more sets of squats, with me getting harder and harder in my shorts each time I placed my hands on her hips. Luckily, I’d managed to flip it up into my waistband so she couldn’t tell, but it was making me so horny that I couldn’t think straight. I knew that the moment I got back home, I was going to take a shower and beat my dick like a madman for her.  

“Come here. I need to get your phone number.” she said, pointing at her towel on the bench and then going over to grab her phone. I picked it up and carried it over to her, fighting the urge to smile wide at her request. She got my phone number, and I tried to hand her the towel but she wouldn’t reach for it, giving me a confused look instead.

“You don’t want it?”

“Dry me off. You’re my little helper now.” she said, raising her arms over her head.

“Alright, yeah. Sure.” I said, relishing any opportunity to be near her. I wiped her armpits, cleavage, and stomach, and then she turned around so I could get her back. Her sweat somehow smelled delicious, and I found it intoxicating.

“From now on, I’ll let you know when I’m coming to work out so that you can meet me here.”

“Oh, I don’t know if I can do that.”

“Josh, I need you to understand how our relationship is going to work. I don’t like back talk.”

“I wasn’t back-”

“Hush.” she said, putting her finger over her lips in a condescending way. “I am mommy domme, and you are little boy. I’m mommy domme, you’re little boy. Little boy listens to his dommy mommy, no matter what. Any questions?”

“Yeah. I don’t have a ride, my mom drops me off when she can.” I said, shrugging my shoulders. I really had no control over the situation, and kind of just went to the gym whenever she offered. Layla chuckled some more, making no effort to conceal her contempt.

“That’s so sad. Don’t worry, I’ll come get you. Your mom can be off the hook on this one.” she said.

“Really? I mean, yeah, that would work I guess.”

“Don’t say I guess. Say yes mommy.” she said, giving me a stern look. I felt embarrassed, and hesitated because I just couldn’t bring myself to utter the words in a public gym, to a woman I’d just met. “Say it.”

“Yes mommy.” I said, caving immediately to her request. I wasn’t sure what was happening, but I was so hard that it was making me dizzy.

“Good boy, let’s go to the locker room. Mommy needs a massage.” she said, walking past me like it was nothing. I looked around, and it was less busy than usual, but it’s not like I could go into the women’s restroom with her so I stopped by the entrance.

“I’ll see you in a minute.” I said.

“Get your ass in here.” she said.

“I can’t. It’s the women’s restroom.” I said, glancing over at the front desk because I just knew that it was going to get me kicked out. Layla sighed, smiling and running her fingers through her hair and re-doing her ponytail.

“Get in here, now.” she said.

“I really can’t.” I said, making her smile wider.

“I’m part owner of the gym, sweetie. There are no other females here right now. Come on.” she said, getting me to relent. Everything about her was strong and in control, kind of like how I wished I could be. She was a breath of fresh air, and I was oddly entranced with what was taking place.

We went into the empty locker room, and she had me lay a towel down on the bench.

“Close your eyes.” she said, to which I quickly obliged when I saw that she was about to remove her sports bra. I turned my body away from her, shielding my eyes to make sure my natural urges didn’t take over. “I said to close your eyes, not get in the fetal position.” 

“What do you mean?” I asked, still looking away as her sports bra flew through the air, landing perfectly on my head and making her bellow with laughter.

“Okay, you can look.” she said, having removed her shoes and socks, and laid down flat on the bench wearing only her yoga pants.

“You said you wanted a massage?” I asked.

“That’s right. Start with my traps, shoulders, and lower back.”

“Yes ma am. I mean, ugh, mommy.” I said, with zero confidence in the words.

“That’s better.” she said. I had never given a girl a massage before, but I just kind of went for it and started rubbing. “Use your thumbs, move them in a circular motion.”

“Right. Yeah.” I said, trying to focus. Her breasts were so big that they didn’t fit entirely on the bench, bending around the edges and making me want to see them even more. Still, I was quite content getting my hands on her.

Throughout the massage, she gave me plenty of instructions, and I followed them to the best of my ability. As I became more comfortable, she started making light moaning noises that tickled my senses. Everything about her drove me wild, even her natural vocal tone and speaking voice. I wanted her to read me bedtime stories, and I couldn’t help imagining her sounds as sexual. I completely lost track of time, and had to step away to text my mom that I’d found a ride. It was embarrassing as hell having to interrupt such a great moment, but I didn’t want her to show up and have it turn into a whole thing.

“Onto dessert.” she said. I pressed send on the text message, and when I turned my head in her direction, I was greeted by the sight of her yoga pants being pulled over her ass. My eyes went wide and I couldn’t look away, it was a full moon and I felt myself twitching like a werewolf at the sight of her perfect, bare ass.

“Woah.” I whispered, as she turned and gave me a cheeky smile.

“I’m a little sweaty, but I don’t want to shower. I’d rather have you bathe my ass with your tongue.” she said. It was the single hottest thing a woman had ever uttered in my direction, and I was at a loss for words. A loss for action. I didn’t know what to do, and stood there in place, star gazing.

“I don’t understand.” I said, completely unsure of how to proceed.

“I want you to lick the sweat off of my ass. With your tongue.” she said.

“Right now? What if someone walks in?” I asked, my anxiety shooting through the roof. I didn’t have asthma but I needed an inhaler, as the situation far exceeded my capacity for arousal. Layla didn’t like the way I was acting, and sat up from the bench, covering her nipples with her hands and looking directly through my eyes and into my soul.

“Josh, we need to get a couple of things clear if this is going to continue. And just for clarification, you do this to continue, correct?” she asked.

“I mean, yeah. For sure.” I said.

“In order for that to happen, you have to drop the bullshit. If you can’t be completely honest, then I’ll find another young man to spoil.”

“No, please no. I can do it. What do you want me to do?” I asked, feeling her slip from my grips. Her nipples may have been covered, but her breasts weren’t. They were aesthetic perfection, heavy and round.

“I want you to come clean, and tell me the truth.”

“About what?”

“About your desires. And your attraction towards me. It’s no fun if you won’t even acknowledge it. I want my good little boy to be full of loving adoration for his mommy. I don’t know if you can tell, baby, but I love being worshiped.” she said. Something about her directness put me at ease, as she was telling me exactly what she wanted, and all I had to do was be honest. I smiled, taking a deep breath as my inhibitions washed away in the breeze.

“I think you’re gorgeous. Whenever you’re here, I can’t stop looking over at you. I know exactly where you are at all times, and I think you’re like, I don’t even know. Impossibly perfect. Out of my league. I’ve actually masturbated to you a bunch of times already, like a lot.” I said, laying it all out there for her to hear. Her eyes lit up, actual sparkles appeared and she moved her hands away from her breasts to cover her smile.

“Baby boy. I knew you were the right one, come here. Give mommy a hug.” she said, opening her arms while I soaked in the sight of her breasts. My fantasies paled in comparison to reality, and I wrapped my arms around her waist as she pushed my face into her chest and squeezed.

“You smell amazing.” I said, swept up and away by her feminine charms. I wanted to pull my pants down and fuck her right there, but I understood that she was the one in charge, and I wanted to do everything possible to please her so that our relationship would continue.

“You’re so sweet. My little good boy. Now that you understand, I want that tongue bath.” she said, breaking our embrace and re-assuming her previous position. I felt like a kid who jumped through the portal to Candy Land.

“Yes mommy.” I said, suddenly without a hint of shame. My throbbing cock certainly assisted in relieving my inhibitions, and her juicy, muscular buttocks beckoned me like a siren.

“Get on your knees. I want you to lick every inch.” she said, prompting me to lower myself beside the bench, leaning forward to start literally kissing her ass. She giggled as I pressed my lips down against her soft, tanned skin.

“Thank you, mommy. It’s perfect.” I said, touching the tip of my tongue to her cheek and dragging it along her flesh.

“There you go, just like that. Don’t be bashful, I want you to be a little slut for mommy.” she said, encouraging me as I gripped her ass with both hands, digging in and going crazy. It was an opportunity that eluded me for too long, and I had to take advantage.

“Yes, mommy.”

“Good slut. Now spread mommy’s cheeks, don’t be shy. I want you to make out with my asshole.” she said. I lapped away, gripping her butt and pulling apart. I’d actually fantasized about eating her ass before, so it was a true realization of my innermost desires.

“Mmm…” I moaned, completely unhinged. The moment my tongue found her asshole, it was like a switch flipped that sent me feral. I swirled it around, fighting the urge to touch myself and savoring the filet minion of a booty splayed out before me. I was too aroused to even consider the dangerous risk we were taking, that I was in the women’s locker room, in public, with my face buried in my mommy’s ass.

“Ooh! Good boy, what a deranged little slut you are for mommy.” she said, reaching back and taking a hold of my hair, using it as a handle to force my face into the promised land.

“Mmm!” I moaned, trying to communicate my bewildered approval of the situation I found myself in. Her sweat tasted amazing, a testament to her perfect diet and overall fitness. It was a completely novel act for me, and I found myself in another dimension of obedient pleasure.

I couldn’t stop, and making out would be putting it lightly. My mind was gone, melted into lust-mush that only wanted one thing, to consume my new dommy’s backside like it was the main course at my favorite local grub spot.

“Bury your tongue in that. Fuck mommy’s ass.” she said, her voice laced with passion. I pulled my face away to gasp for air, filled with a burst of confidence.

“I want it, mommy. Can I fuck you?” I asked, my thoughts hijacked by the horny monster.

“No. Absolutely not. You do exactly as mommy says, and you don’t stop until I tell you to stop. Do I make myself clear?” she asked.

“I’m sorry.” I said, smushing my face back into her butt and trying to shove my tongue inside of her.

“Mommy is always in control. That’s non negotiable.” she said. I kept licking, discovering a part of myself I didn’t even know existed. My one and only concern became her pleasure, and I shelved mine for the time being. Her body was far too beautiful for selfishness.

I reached between her legs and started rubbing her clit. I’d been researching the ways to properly pleasure a woman on porn sites, taught by professionals, and it felt like the perfect time to unleash them. Layla didn’t mind at all, lifting her hips to allow my hand to get into position.

“Oh, fuck. That’s my little good boy, that’s a suggestion mommy can get behind.” she said, her body twitching uncontrollably as I furiously rubbed her clit with the pad of my finger. I definitely hit a nerve or two million, because she went nuts in the sexiest way imaginable, thrashing about, reactive to every touch until she was moaning like an animal in heat.

“I want you to cum for me.” I said, sensing her nearing the edge. She arched her back as she arrived, calling out as she climaxed.

“I’m cumming!”

“Yes, mommy. Please cum for me.” I said, begging as I assisted her through her orgasm, aiding to the best of my ability. I wasn’t experienced in that department, but her overwhelming approval made me feel accomplished.

“Ugh! Baby boy, fuck. God damn, that was good.” she whimpered, still jerking beneath my decelerated touch. I slowly rubbed my fingers over her wet cunt until she flattened out, at which point I promptly placed several loving kisses on her behind.

“You’re too beautiful to exist. I don’t understand how you’re possible.” I said, having entered a submissive trance that made me feel alive like never before.

“That is exactly what mama needed.” she said, looking back at me with a satisfied smile before getting up from the bench.

“I needed it too.” I said, still pounding with arousal and hoping that maybe she was going to return the favor. Unfortunately, that wasn’t the case. I stuck around in the locker room for a minute, unable to pry myself away from the sight of her massive thighs and glutes.

I’d never had “a thing” for muscular women, or anything like that, but Layla was by far the sexiest woman I’d ever been with. She was so lean, hard, and so aesthetically pleasing that it was a sensory overload.

She escorted me out of the locker room, and we both had a quick shower. There was no stopping it, I absolutely had to jerk off. It kind of sucked having to do it alone, but the memory was so fresh that I was kind of happy that’s how it worked out because it only took a few minutes of conjuring images of her tanned, jacked physique and I was already cumming like it was my first orgasm in years.

That’s the panic set in. How in the hell was I going to explain Layla to my mother? She was probably only five or six years younger than my mom, and I knew she wasn’t going to take kindly to me suddenly dating a woman twice my age.

We met in the front lobby, getting plenty of stares from other patrons and the guy at the front desk. I assumed they all wanted her, and couldn’t make sense of why she’d picked me. I was in the same boat, and we walked out to her white Lexus sedan before she took me home. Mom was making dinner, and didn’t even notice the hot older woman dropping me off in the driveway. Thank God, because I wasn’t ready to bring it up to her.

Chapter 2 - Josh

It was the equivalent of a sexual awakening, and I went straight to my bedroom after dinner and started texting with my new mommy. It all still felt so novel and strange, but it was addicting like a drug that I wanted more and more of.

LAYLA: You were such a good little slut for mommy today. I haven’t had a release like that in a while.

JOSH: And you were such a goddess. It was a beautiful experience.

LAYLA: The first of many, for my personal little boy toy.

JOSH: Yes mommy! I love this.

LAYLA: I know you do. You’re biologically programmed, and completely helpless. I noticed you checking me out weeks ago, and it kind of planted a seed in my head.

JOSH: It’s kind of hard not to notice you. You have the best body in the whole gym.

LAYLA: Such a sweet little guy. I love how obedient you are. I hate dominant men.

JOSH: Yeah? I didn’t even realize that I could be so submissive, but it feels so natural obeying you.

LAYLA: Keep it up, and I promise it will be worth it. Good boys get rewarded, remember that.

JOSH: Yes, mommy.

She sent me a picture of herself wearing a white robe, with what appeared to be nothing underneath because the outline of her pecs and implants were peeking out, further teasing me.

JOSH: I want you so badly.

We talked about dominance and submission, and she told me that it was painfully obvious from the moment she caught me checking her out that I was a sub boy. I asked her how she knew, and she explained that I obviously wanted her, but didn’t have the confidence or dominant personality type to come up and talk to her first, but kept staring anyway.

It was hard to disagree with her, maybe I was just a submissive person by nature and hadn’t realized it yet. She explained the rules of how our relationship was going to function, telling me that I was no longer allowed to have orgasms on my own, or with other women. If only she knew how little of a problem the latter was.

She wanted me to hold out for days, and for it to really matter and be significant when I reached orgasm. I felt hesitant about giving a woman that much control over me, but I couldn’t seem to muster the willpower to say anything but yes mommy when it came to her.

I didn’t consider myself a kinky person, but that clearly wasn’t the case with Layla. She talked about chastity cages, strapons, vibrators, bondage, and body worship. She talked about smothering me with her pussy, riding my face until I passed out or she got off, whichever came first.

Her words kept me fully erect while we texted, and I wanted to just pull it out and start playing with it because she was being so sexual and forward. I still found her intimidating, both on a personal level, and on a sexual one. Some of the things she was going on about were way out of my league, just like her, but I decided that I wasn’t going to wimp out for any reason.

She was precisely what I wanted, a gorgeous woman who was aggressive enough to make something happen between us. I couldn’t blow the opportunity, because I knew that it was brimming with potential for the most fulfilling sex of my lifetime. And even if she outright wouldn’t fuck me, at least I knew that she would let me worship her muscles and touch all over her. That was much better than I was used to, and it was more than enough to gain my loyalty.

It took everything I had not to jerk one out, especially after she sent another photo of her freshly painted white toes and asked me if I’d like to suck on them.

JOSH: I want to do more than suck on your toes. I want to lick your soles, and proclaim my love for you while using your feet as my object of adoration. I want to rub them on my face, and paint them with hot cum.

LAYLA: Baby! Wow. That’s quite a picture, this is going to work out great. I love a submissive who truly cherishes his dominant.

JOSH: I can’t help it. You were made to be cherished.

LAYLA: I need to get some sleep, and you’re turning me on way too much right now. Good night baby boy, I can’t wait to see you in the morning.

JOSH: Goodnight mommy.

LAYLA: Goodnight my sweetheart. Make sure you’re ready when I get there, I take the gym very seriously.

I tossed and turned for a while, unable to get my mind off of sexual thoughts regarding Layla. Her body was so unique, and I kept thinking about her biceps and rock hard abdominals. I wondered if she could bench press me, and for how many reps.

It was difficult to control myself, because it’s not like she would really know if I beat one out, but I wanted to be able to look her in the eye and tell her the truth. I wanted to impress her, as it was my first time being someone’s submissive, and I couldn’t have been more thankful for the chance.

Chapter 3 - Layla

There were a lot more people at the gym the following morning, and as both a part owner of the gym, and as a self proclaimed gym rat, I knew pretty much all of them. Most of my friends, male and female, were extremely fit. That kind of put Josh in a strange position, being an outsider to the fitness world.

He handled it well, the ribbing from the other gym members when they saw that he was with me. Some of them were close personal friends, and knew me well enough to know exactly what it was that I saw in him.

Growing up an athletic girl, I dealt with a lot of snide comments and misogynistic rhetoric, especially as I grew stronger than most of the guys I went to highschool with. There was always this heir of superiority, even after I’d beaten their ass in whatever athletic event we happened to be competing in.

I found it disheartening, that so many male athletes couldn’t see past their own egos and even give me my damn flowers. Everyone knew how hard I worked, but they wouldn’t acknowledge it. It was always dumb shit like, you’re too muscular, you look like a man, and I just couldn’t go hard on you because you’re a woman. Delusion mixed with excuses, two things that never go well for anyone in the sporting world.

This left me chasing validation, and dating stupid jocks who treated me like a second class athlete. In their eyes, I would never be good enough, even if I was better than they were. It was always about them, and I honestly put up with so much verbal abuse and bullshit because of it.

This culminated in me getting engaged to a fellow fitness competitor when I was in my late twenties, whom I eventually caught in my bed, in my apartment at the time, with one of the other trainers from the gym I worked with at the time. I went ballistic, and actually went to jail for assaulting her in my bedroom. It was a serious wake up call. I needed to do better, and I needed to date better.

Some patterns are easier to break than others, and this one proved challenging. I only found myself attracted to men on my level, but they were all such fucking assholes. It was after breaking up with this guy named Tom, a professional bodybuilder who raged out on me and beat my ass, knocking out multiple teeth in the process that things finally flipped for me.

He went to jail, and I went back to the gym to focus on myself. That’s when I really took things to the next level in terms of my physique, and started winning competitions. I didn’t date for a while, as I started being able to see the red flags beforehand and avoid them entirely. There was no longer anything about those types of so-called men that intrigued me.

In the meantime, and by the meantime, I mean over a period of ten or so years, I became more and more self reliant and in control of my own life. I wanted to devote myself to bodybuilding full time, but I also wanted to be independent. A lot of the troubles I’d found myself in with men over the years, were largely centered around the fact that I was kind of stuck in a lot of ways. It was always a living situation thing, always about me not having enough money to just kick rocks the way I truly wanted to.

At first, I became a couch surfing roommate, and stayed with friends who weren’t male exclusively. It let me save money, and help out my friends at the same time. It was an easy gig, because I spent all of my time either meal prepping, or training, and I always prepped food for them too.

The thing about bodybuilding is diet. It sucks. I’ve eaten enough egg whites, white rice, grilled chicken breasts, canned tuna, and protein shakes for ten lifetimes. So it was fun to add some seasoning and sauces to something once in a while, kind of a way to live vicariously through my roommates. At least they got to taste something with flavor.

Anyway, I started selling supplements, and then started my own supplement company. Once I added a social media presence, things kind of took off and I started really making real money from all of my ventures. That led to my investment in the gym, and things were smooth sailing from then on. By that point, I’d hardened myself in a way that made me less accessible to what I considered civilians. Men in particular.

I just didn’t need them, and it wasn’t a bluff when I said it. Being financially successful as a woman seemed to drive men away, it was sort of crazy but reminded me of how fragile some guys can be when it comes to certain things.

Dating wasn’t working out, even though I was putting myself out there and looking for something serious. That’s when my whole world flipped, seemingly out of nowhere. It was like my tastebuds were replaced, and I suddenly found myself attracted to weaker men.

I mean that physically, financially, everything. It wasn’t a “weaker the better” thing, but I just found a swathe of much better guys once I allowed myself to let them into my purview. It worked because I didn’t need them to have a bunch of money, because I already did. And I didn’t need them to be some macho type guy, cause that was a massive ick for me.

It took a while for me to come to terms with it, because it made me feel like I had some sort of weird fetish. Suddenly I found myself checking out skinny guys, who were much younger than me. I figured I could motivate them, as that’s what I did professionally as a personal trainer. If that’s what they needed.

At forty years old, perhaps because I never got married and had a family, I started craving to serve in more of a motherly role. Right as I’d fully come to terms with how I was feeling, and dug into the world of kink via the internet, I realized that I was a mommy dommy, and I needed to find myself a good boy to use for my own pleasure.

It had been so long for me, and I just wanted to release all of that pent up desire with someone who would never tire of me. I was tired of chasing validation, I wanted it poured upon me. I wanted to be showered with worship and adoration. I didn’t think that was too much to ask, even if it was a different avenue than I was used to.

Right about that time, a skinny, nerdy twenty year old named Josh signed up at the gym, and I felt an instant physical reaction when I laid my eyes on him. I didn’t approach him right away, electing to keep an eye on him and let it be a slow burn instead.

He kept glancing over at me, and it made my confidence swell until I couldn’t take it anymore. He was too cute to resist, so I walked up to him and introduced myself. He was like puddy in my hands, and it was clear he needed a mommy like me in his life.

It’s hard to explain how seamlessly we fit together, or the sensation of my inner dominant coming out in his presence. He couldn’t hide his good boy, helpless nature, and I was very turned on by him trying to better himself in the gym.

That was the start of things, but I had no way of knowing how much debauchery would flow from that initial spark of attraction.

Chapter 4 - Josh

After the gym, she told me we were going back to her place. I had planned on going home afterwards, but it was a welcome surprise and my mind was so in the gutter after having watched her go through her workout.

Layla had worked hard her entire life to build her body, so she liked showing it off. I don’t even know if that’s the right way of putting it, but she was very comfortable wearing skin tight clothing that showed off the fruits of her labor. I found it very inspiring.

I obviously wasn’t ever going to look anything like her, but under her tutelage, I figured that I could develop into having a respectable physique over a long period of time. She played music on the drive to her place, and we mostly sat in silence, holding hands while she whipped the Lexus around like it was a Lambo.

My jaw nearly dropped when we pulled into her long driveway, and up to the black iron fence with her initials displayed in gold letters. After typing in the passcode, she pulled up to what I considered a mansion. I didn’t come from money, and the height of my ambitions were to get an apartment of my own, so seeing this was a major culture shock.

“This is your house?” I asked.

“That’s right. I built it five years ago, I wanted something close to the gym.”

“You built this?” I asked. Layla parked the car and laughed.

“I had it built.”

“It’s badass.” I said, getting out of the car in unison with her.

“Thanks, I’m glad you like it. Come in, it’s even better on the inside.” she said, lowering her sunglasses and giving me a wink. I felt like I was in some sort of parallel reality, where all of my dreams were coming true.

“I bet.” I said, following right behind her so that I could watch her ass as she walked up to the front door. She made my mouth water, and I wanted nothing more than to continue my submission to her perfection.

We went inside, and she wasn’t kidding. The house was insane, with high ceilings, chandeliers, and a foyer, all terms I learned when she pointed them out to me.

“This is so sick. I’m not even surprised, a queen needs her castle.” I said, letting her lead me through the tour. I loved the house, but it was even better seeing how proud she was of it. It made me feel like I knew her better, not that she made anything a secret.

She was unusual in the best ways, and I kept wondering why in the hell she had any interest in me. I never questioned it directly, I wasn’t dumb enough for that. I just followed along, and made the decision that I would literally do anything for her.

Her house had it all, including an amazing saltwater pool out back with a waterfall and a diving board. I was beyond impressed, but the more I got to know her, the more I understood why she was so vastly successful. The tour ended in her bedroom, if you could even call it that, as it was more akin to a small apartment.

“This is where the magic happens.” she said, taking my hand and walking me over to her four post bed. There wasn’t anything in her house that wouldn’t have been the nicest thing I owned, and she backed me up until I fell onto the mattress.

“Are you feeling like a magician right now? Because I am.” I said, looking up at her as she stepped out of her shoes.

“I am. For my first trick, I’m going to make you into a foot slave.” she said.

“Oh?” I asked, propping myself up on my elbows to watch the show of her removing her clothes. She pulled her shorts down in one motion, keeping her legs perfectly straight and wiggling her ass for my amusement.

“That’s right. Mommy worked hard at the gym, and there’s nothing more relaxing than having my little submissive boy wash my stinky, sweaty feet with nothing but his lips and tongue.” she said, removing one of her socks, and then the other.

“Yes mommy.” I said, my penis stiffening in my shorts as she got into bed and stuck her foot right in my face.

“You’ve never done this before, have you?” she asked.

“No. I haven’t.”

“But you’ve thought about it. Be honest.”

“I have.” I said, feeling a tinge of shame at the admission. She wiggled her beautiful toes, and the scent of her sweat invaded my nostrils as I parted my lips and started to lick and suck.

“I knew you were a submissive. Why haven’t you done it before? Too shy to mention that you wanted to?” she asked, pretty much hitting the nail on the head. I’d have certainly done it if a girl had asked, but it wasn’t something I was going to bring up out of fear of rejection.

“That’s right. I was embarrassed.” I said, sniffing as my tongue slipped between her toes, thoroughly exploring every little crevice. Her feet were very vascular, along with the rest of her body, with pronounced veins and an athletic bone structure with a prominent arch.

“Not anymore, baby. You don’t have to repress your desires any longer, not with your mommy.” she said, flexing her big toe and curling the others. It felt so nice finally letting loose, and being open about the things I wanted.

“Yes, mommy. They’re so pretty. I love the way they smell.” I said, seeing no reason to hide my depravity. I started a little slowly, but quickly lost control of myself, truly worshiping her feet and doing everything in my power to ensure that my tongue caressed every square inch of her feet.

“Oh, Josh.” she said, giggling from the sensation as I held both of her feet in my hands, opening wide and trying to swallow all of her toes at once. “There it is. That’s my good boy. You know exactly what mommy likes.”

“Mmm…I love your feet, mommy. I love serving you.”

“Submit to mommy’s feet.” she said. The throbbing pressure returned, only I’d learned to prioritize my own pleasure behind hers. That was my role as her submissive, and she deserved it. This went on for a while, and it was so arousing that I entered a whole new headspace. Even without direct stimulation, my cock still tingled with pleasure as she held the sole of her foot over my mouth.

“This is so sexy.” I said, kissing and sucking in a state of increasing surrender.

“I agree. Don’t move. It’s time for mommy to reward her good boy.” she said, latching her fingers inside my waistband and pulling off my shorts and underwear, tossing them to the ground beside the bed and smiling at the sight of my erection. “Oh, wow. That’s quite a cock you have there, little boy.”

“You make it so hard.” I said. Layla grabbed me by the ankles, spreading my legs and getting on top.

“Here’s another first for you. I bet you’ve never been fucked like this before.” she said, taking my cock and pushing it downward as she scooted closer.

“No, I definitely haven’t.” I said, feeling a rush of excitement as I realized what she was doing. “Oh my God.”

“Fuck.” she grunted, pushing her pussy onto my cock as she took control of the missionary position like I’d never seen before. The sensations that shot through me were unbelievable, and I felt almost vulnerable as she started thrusting against me.

“Oh, mommy. It’s so tight.” I said, amazed by her vacuum seal type of squeeze. It was the epitome of perfection, a truly perfect pussy.

“Yes, that’s right. Take mommy’s cunt.” she said, holding my ankles while I laid helplessly beneath her. It was a complete role reversal, but it felt so good that I could hardly process it. She was dripping wet, her slick lips providing a suction that threatened to make me erupt inside her.

“Oh! Oh my God…”

“You like it when mommy fucks you, don’t you?”

“Yes!”

“Such a little whore for mommy. Only for mommy.”

“Yes, mommy. Only for you.” I said, so lost in lust that I’d have probably signed my soul over to her for free.

“You like it hard?” she asked, pushing my legs wider and fucking me senseless. There was nothing I could do, as I’d resisted the urge to masturbate the night before and was so pent up that I couldn’t hold out.

“Ungh! Mommy, I’m cumming!” I called out as the pressure boiled over, and she powered her way through like a jackhammer, delivering easily the most intense, mind blowing orgasm that I’ve ever experienced. She leaned in, kissing me deep and passionately, continuing to grind against me until she’d milked every last drop of my sticky cum. I can’t even explain it, it was like a euphoria and I had never felt so protected or loved.

“Such a good boy.” she said, rubbing my forehead and kissing me gently. Her lips were soft like butter, melting against mine and making me drunk off her kiss.

“Oh my God.” I whispered as she slipped me out of her, covering herself with her hand so she didn’t drip cum onto her sheets.

“I’ll be right back. I’m gonna clean up.” she said, sliding off the side of the bed and disappearing into the bathroom. I smiled up at the ceiling, knowing that clearly, God was smiling back down at me.

Chapter 5 - Layla

I hadn’t expected him to have such an impressive cock, and it only further added to flames of lust. I’m not the type to dip my toe into something, I dive all the way in, that’s just how I’m wired.

It was still very new, but I had such a good feeling about him and had learned to trust my intuition over the years. Things moved very quickly between us after that, because I was looking for something serious, and he had no real responsibilities.

There was no way I was going to let him keep me a secret, so I told him that I needed him to get a ride to the gym one day, and made sure to be there waiting, so that I could Marla, his mother.

She was a nice woman, and I could tell she didn’t really know how to take me, but it still went well.

“So, you two are dating?” she asked, giving Josh a concerned look.

“We are. I couldn’t help myself, you’ve raised a fantastic son. He really knows how to treat a lady.” I said. After that, he spent more and more time at my house, and I could tell he loved it and preferred being there over his parent’s house.

So I moved him in, showed up with a Uhaul ready to work and everything. That’s when I met Billy, his father, who didn’t seem nearly as hesitant about me as Marla. I kind of figured as much, and the beaming look of pride in his eyes when we spoke told me everything I needed to know. He liked me, and I made sure to go out of my way to make sure that Marla felt good about her son dating me.

I took her to lunch at her favorite restaurant, after getting that information from her husband, and she asked me all sorts of questions about my life, and my intentions for Josh.

Once he moved in, that was pretty much it. I finally had my person, a suitable partner who drove me wild in all sorts of ways. My biggest concern at first was that he might be a little lazy in comparison to myself, and that it might bother me if he just laid around and went swimming in the pool all day. Instead, I found that he was very appreciative of being able to live in such a nice place, and he went out of his way to do extra cleaning, and always kept himself busy.

Josh helped me with my meal prep, and started eating a similar diet to me. I never expected him to get jacked, or to even attempt to keep up my caloric intake, but he was very dedicated.

My basement has an extensive home gym, and he preferred to lift there. My gym was full of bodybuilders and fitness competitors, so it could be a bit intimidating, and I think he wanted to leave that side of things to me. Still, I made sure to lift with him everyday, and it didn’t take long before he started growing and becoming more defined.

You always have your most dramatic results as a beginner, and he’d gained almost fifteen pounds of pure muscle by the time we celebrated our three month anniversary. I couldn’t have been prouder, and decided that it was time for him to receive a significant reward for all of his hard work.

Chapter 6 - Josh

Dating Layla changed my life in every way. She gave me the discipline, routine, and structure that I needed to thrive, and I really wanted to impress her. My dad was shocked that I managed to pull such a beautiful woman, and didn’t seem to mind the age gap at all, and my mom was thoroughly seduced by her once she saw how happy and fit I became.

My friends couldn’t believe it, because most of them were in the same boat I was in before I met her. Chris even asked me if she knew any other muscle mommies looking for a submissive.

I’d just finished my workout and a shower, and expected to have the place to myself for a couple of hours while she was out at the gym as per usual. I was going to do the dishes, and maybe go for a swim.

And then she got home early, and came inside in a rare form. She seemed even happier than usual, and I smiled at my look of surprise when she walked into the kitchen, home early right as I finished up the dishes.

“Look at my good boy, already doing his chores.” she said, walking up behind me and wrapping her arms around my waist and kissing my neck.

“Hi, mommy.” I said, practically purring. She never made me wonder if she was in the mood, and reached into my shorts and took hold of my penis.

“Go upstairs, now. You better be naked by the time I walk in the room.” she whispered, licking my inner ear and sending a tingle down my spine.  Of course I obliged, skipping up the stairs to our bedroom and stripping down. As soon as I was naked, I heard the sound of her footsteps coming up the stairs and was growing erect by the time she appeared in the doorframe.

“Hey you.” I said, studying her from head to toe. I’d spent so much time worshiping her body, but I still longed for more, as there was no amount of knowing her that could ever be enough.

“I want to bend you over the side of the bed.” she said. I could tell by her voice and demeanor that she was in full dommy mode.

“Yes mommy.”

“Do you know why I want you in such a precarious position?” she asked. I was already in position, folded over the corner of the bed in full acceptance of whatever she had in mind.

“How come?” I asked.

“Because I’m really proud of you, and of all the hard work you’ve done since you moved in.” she said.

“Thank you, mommy. I do everything for you, and you alone.”

“I know, that’s why I appreciate it so much.” she said, approaching me from behind. She hadn’t administered any butt stuff, and I wasn’t sure if I was into it or not so it put my senses on high alert. “You’ve been so submissive, just like I’ve asked you to be. I don’t usually do this, but I really think you deserve a reward.”

“Mommy…” I whimpered as she grabbed my ass with both hands, forcefully separating my cheeks.

“Just relax. I’m going to do something submissive for you, something you did for me the very first day we met.” she said. I looked back as she crouched down behind me, and I wasn’t prepared for the intense concentration of pleasure that swept over me when she buried her face in my ass, eagerly lapping away and shoving her warm, wet tongue against my asshole.

“Ugh!”

“Mmm…that’s yummy.” she said, holding my cheeks apart as her skilled tongue circled around my anus, tickling my nerves and reducing me to a puddle of mush beneath her touch.

“Oh my God, mommy. Thank you.” I said, white knuckling the comforter as her tongue delivered the atom bomb of depraved pleasure. “Please, mommy. Ughn, don’t, fuck, stop licking it.”

“That’s my little fuckslut. You’re a slave to your own desires, let yourself go to them.” she said, pausing momentarily before diving back in. No one had ever committed such an intimate act back there, and I was dragged to the absolute core of my primal needs beneath her lapping tongue.

“Yes, mommy. I love you. I love you so much.” I said, lost in the moment as foreign sounds escaped my mouth beyond my ability to control. I heard her spit into her hand before she pulled my cock between my legs and started stroking, licking and tugging in perfect unison.

“Mmm hmm…you better.”

“Ungh.”

“You better cum for mommy.”

“You want it now?” I asked, perfectly able to release at any moment. Most of our intimate time was spent with my head between her legs in some form or fashion, so I was in a constant state of needing release. She said it turned her on, and I didn’t mind one bit. It brought the best out of me.

“Do it, baby. Cum for your mommy.” she said, removing her face from my ass and sucking me off from behind. Blowjobs were a rare occasion from her, reserved only for rewards of the highest order, the ones I worked so to attain.

“Holy fuck, that’s good.” I said, my eyes bulging as she began slurping at my balls and stroking my length right up to the edge of release.

“On my face.” she said, easily lifting me to my feet before crouching down in front of me. She continued rubbing my shaft, biting her lip and looking up at me with the most seductive glare.

“Yes, mommy.” I said, staring down at her beauty as I was overtaken with the ultimate ecstasy. The pleasure tingled before exploding, and I coated her face and tits with hot glaze.

“Oh, yes. Cover mommy’s big tits in your baby batter.” she said, giggling with glee as the strands streaked over her chest.

“Oh my God.” I said, twitching as she milked out the last couple drops, leaning in and licking them from the slit of my cock.

“That’s for being such a good boy around here, and helping mommy out so much.” she said, raising from her crouched position and lifting me into her arms. She sat down on the bed with me in her lap, holding her breasts in my face for me to latch onto. It was the first time she’d held me that way, and I felt instantly comforted as I sucked on her erect nipple, lost in post coital bliss.

Chapter 7 - Layla

We weren’t a traditional couple in any sense of the word. I was twice his age, the breadwinner, and behind closed doors things got even further from the norm. It worked for us, and being a bit older, I knew exactly where I wanted our relationship to progress.

Josh was definitely just enjoying the novelty of things, and definitely not thinking too far ahead as far as we were concerned, which is why I had to bring it up and nudge him in the right direction.

“How serious do you consider our relationship?” I asked. He looked up from his phone, cocking his head and frowning.

“I mean, I live here, right?” he asked. I rolled my eyes, and stared into him.

“So you take us about as seriously as you’d take your relationship with a roommate.” I said, watching his face flush with panic. He was fun to mess with because he was so earnest.

“Layla, that’s not what I meant. I just meant that I take it very seriously. You’re the most incredible woman I know, and I’m still pinching myself that you chose to be with when you could have had any guy you wanted. I take it very seriously.” he said, straightening his back and putting a little bass in his voice. Hearing him talk like that sent a chill down my spine, and I wanted to be closer to him so I went and sat in his lap.

“I was only kidding about the roommate thing. I just wanted to know if it was as serious for you as it is for me.” I said, scratching his scalp with my fingernails and gazing into his eyes.

“Do you wanna get married or something?” he asked. I guess it was the way I audibly inhaled, or maybe the look in my eyes, but he realized that was kind of the direction I was heading.

“Or something.” I said. His eyes went wide, and he chuckled nervously.

“I’d be honored. If you’re serious.”

“That simple? No hesitation?”

“None at all. I mean, I love you.” he said.

“Baby. I love you too.” I said, leaning in for an aggressive kiss. The whole conversation had me feeling hot and bothered, and I loved seeing that his devotion ran all the way through to his soul. Typically, all of our sexual encounters were under the sub and dom dynamic, but this was pure passion and spur of the moment desire.

“I might need a loan on an engagement ring.” he said, right as I pulled his pants down and took hold of his juicy dick. I laughed and gave him a wink.

“Don’t worry, I’ll wear the pants in this relationship.” I said, opening my mouth and plunging it down onto him. I’m not sure if I was just scared of rejection, or traumatized from past relationships, but it was the first time I really gave up the feeling of control that I’d clung to so tightly, both with Josh and in my life in general.

I stripped down in a hurry, and climbed up into his lap. He was unleashed as well, groping and sucking my tits as I pushed his throbbing hardness into myself.

“That’s my cock, now.”

“And that’s my pussy.” he said, grabbing the sides of my face and pulling me in for an open mouthed kiss. My fear had been that he was just down for the free ride and going along with everything because he was getting a lot of ass and I got him out of his parent’s house, but there was zero sense of hesitance on his part at all. I had always sensed it in him, but I knew after hearing his responses that I’d found myself a good one.

Josh thrusted from beneath me, forcing himself deeper as I dropped my weight onto him. There was none of our usual dirty talk, just two horny people in love, mashing their genitals together until there were plenty of cums to go around.

We went ring shopping together the following morning, making our engagement social media official and everything, and set the date for the following summer so that I had plenty of time to plan everything. After spending 40 years without being married, the last thing I was going to do was rush it.

Truth be told, I was never the type who fantasized about some lavish wedding or anything like that. I was a bit of a tomboy growing up, way more focused on crushing boys in sports than marrying one of them. When it came to reality though, once it was finally in my hands, I had every intention of going all out.

That’s where we are now. I told Josh to make a list of the people he wanted to invite, choose the best man, and that’s pretty much it. I would take care of the rest with my friends. And of course, he was absolutely thrilled about that and left it in my hands. As his dommy mommy and fiance, I asked a lot from him. It was kind of my wedding gift to him, letting him avoid all of the stress and girl drama that goes on when planning something so extravagant.

We’re three months out, and I’m training my ass off. I’ve looked so good on stage so many times, but never have I been more motivated to step onto this one looking absolutely stunning.

Josh is everything I could have ever hoped for in a partner, and well worth the wait. His family has accepted me with open arms, and I’ve never felt more secure or excited about what my future holds.







Mommy’s Little Bully

Chapter 1 - Madeline 

It was the beginning of the summer, and I could tell because all of the neighborhood guys in their late teens and early twenties were in the road in front of my house playing football. 

I glanced out from behind my curtains, eyeing their muscular young bodies and reminding myself that they were too young. My curiosity got the better of me, as I’ve never been a shy woman afraid of going after what she wants. It was only noon, but I poured myself a mimosa and went out onto my front porch to watch over them. 

There was my neighbor Nancy’s son Bill, and then Chris and Brittany’s son Michael. Some of the guys must have been their friends, because I didn’t recognize them. And then there was Ryan, my favorite of the bunch. His story was a little different. 

He’d always been a smart kid, full of energy and athleticism. His family lived a few houses down from me, and they were known as the wild, party house of the neighborhood. Long story short, his mother passed away from a drug overdose a few days before his eighteenth birthday, leaving him in the care of his alcoholic father Steve. 

Steve was a decent man, he held down a job doing hard labor at the factory across town, and took his duties as protector and provider very seriously. That’s where it ended though, as he was a stoic, often angry man who struggled to express his feelings, opting for a nightly six pack instead. 

Ryan had a late growth spurt, shooting up to six foot two or three in what seemed like a couple of months. He’d always been muscular, and after his surge in height, he had the body of male model. I had sympathy for his situation, but I was also outright physically attracted to him in a major way. 

After his mother passed away, I kept a close eye on him because I was worried. Unfortunately, all of my fears were realized. It was sad, seeing such a promising young man riddled with trauma and tragedy, struggling to make it through what is already a tough time in life. 

He started drinking with his dad in the garage, and lifted weights all the time. The drinking was worrisome because he wasn’t even twenty one yet, but it didn’t surprise me because it was a way for him to bond with his father. Lifting weights could have been a good thing, but I could feel the anger emanating off of him, and I feared that it was only a matter of time before it got loose from him. 

We had a good relationship, friendly but never flirtatious. Even though he was super hot, I’d never been able to bring myself to engage him in that way because of our age gap, as well as our proximity. Doesn’t mean I didn’t fantasize about it from time to time, always in the context of my mommy kink. 

I doubted very much that he was submissive by nature, but the idea of catering to the needs of a troubled younger man, praising him, punishing him, and helping him learn how to cope with his struggles and fears was a major aphrodisiac for me. 

I had a sneaking suspicion that he had a crush on me, in the way that uncontrollably horny, testosterone laden twenty year olds often do with women older than them, like teachers, friend’s moms, neighbors, that sort of thing. I wished I could see inside of his mind, and find out if he’d ever thought about me inappropriately. 

There was a nice breeze outside despite the heat, and I sat back to enjoy the views. The boys noticed me right away, waving and giving me eyes before going back to their game. I think my presence as a spectator made them get a little more competitive, because they started trash talking each other. 

At first, it was kind of interesting, and cute, especially if the increased intensity was because of me. Then it got a little meaner, and finally, Ryan and one of the guys I didn’t know got in each other’s face. They started shouting, and I stood up from my chair. Before I could take a single step in their direction, a fight broke out, with Ryan as the aggressor and initiator as far as I could tell. 

“Stop! No!” I yelled, sprinting across my front yard in vain. Ryan held the other guy by the front of his shirt, punching him and then tripping him and knocking him down onto his back and climbing on top of him. 

“Talk some more shit, you little bitch.” he said, holding his opponent by the neck and rearing back to blast away. 

“Ryan!” I yelled, raising my voice as I made it over to them. The other guys were all just standing around, watching in shock. He turned his head in my direction, breathing heavily and full of rage. “Please, baby. Please stop.” 

“You’re lucky.” Ryan said, releasing the other boy who was bleeding from his nose and standing up. 

“Come here, we need to talk.” I said, pointing at my front porch and leading him away from his friends. 

“You’re a real piece of work, Saunders. You know that? It’s just a game.” he said, wiping his nose with his t-shirt and shaking his head. 

“Oh yeah? You want some more? I’ll fucking turn you into Simple Jack!” Ryan yelled back, taking a step in his direction before I grabbed him by the arm. 

“Don’t respond. Stop reacting, you have to stop.” I said. Luckily, he came willingly, because there was no way in hell that I could have physically stopped him if he didn’t allow me to intervene. I despise violence, and was happy to get it broken up before Ryan did something that would change the course of his life. 

“He’s a little bitch. Tell him to stop running his mouth, and then I won’t have to put my fist through the back of his head.” Ryan said, still high on adrenaline and fuming. 

“Look away. Stop looking at him, you need to get yourself under control.” I said, feeling a bit of an adrenal response myself. It was a nice, quiet neighborhood, and I wasn’t used to anything like that. 

“What about him? He keeps provoking me.” he said. 

“What did he do to provoke you, Ryan?” I asked, getting him onto my front porch and standing at the entrance so that he couldn’t run back out and attack that boy again. 

“He said he’d rather be short and still have his mom.” he said, his anger breaking as his eyes moved down to the floor in front of him. 

“Oh, no. Baby, I’m sorry.” I said, placing my hand on his shoulder. I tried looking into his eyes, but he wouldn’t raise them. He was like a wounded puppy. “Listen to me. What he said was wrong, but you can’t be provokable, or else some idiot is going to be able to pull your strings and manipulate you into anything, including going to prison for a long time if you react that way.” 

“I don’t even give a fuck. I’m a Saunders, who cares? Everybody knows we’re no good.” he said. 

“That’s not true, Ryan. First off, addiction changes people. It’s a disease. Your mother was a very good person, and so is your father.” I said, my heart aching for him. “Everyone is flawed, and you will be too, but the way your life works out for you is going to be entirely up to you, but it’s going to be the direct result of the decisions that you make.” 

“Jesus, who are you? Doctor Phil?” he asked, raising an eyebrow and reverting to humor. I smiled back at him, and shook my head. 

“No, baby. You know who I am. I’m mommy.” I said, the word slipping out of my mouth out of nowhere. I felt my stomach drop, as I realized it was the worst thing I could have said. 

“What?” he asked, puzzled. 

“I’m going to be the one who helps you deal with your anger. I’m going to teach you better ways of utilizing all of that energy you have.” I said, feeling okay with my recovery. I shouldn’t have said it, but my mind was in a tizzy. 

“Look, Madeline. I like you a lot. You’re a very nice person, and honestly, you’re hot as fuck. But if some turd wants to talk shit, I’m gonna beat his ass. If there are consequences, I guess I’ll just have to deal with them like a man. I don’t know what else to tell you.” he said, taking a seat and letting out a sigh. 

“Hot as fuck?” I asked, my emotional state shifting from concerned to flattered. He grinned, displaying his dimples as he lifted his eyes to mine. 

“Hot as fucking hell.” he said. 

“Well, uhm. Thank you. You’re very handsome as well.” I said, feeling myself blush. He was so direct, and it was the last thing I expected him to say. 

“We’re both single. We should hang out sometime.” he said, filled with the cockiness of your standard twenty year old male. That’s when I knew that I had him, that he felt lust towards me that I could use as a catapult into correcting his behavior. 

“You wouldn’t know what to do with me.” I said, capitalizing on the small dose of liquid courage I’d consumed earlier, and grabbing my glass to add a little more on top of it. 

“I know exactly what to do with you. I’ve thought about it before.” he said, leaning back in his chair and throwing his arms behind his head, putting his chiseled abs on full display. 

“I don’t hook up with bad boys like you. I don’t believe in it.” I said, dismissing his come on and having a seat across the table from him. 

“Why not?” he asked, his anger having faded away, replaced with a horny playfulness that made me want to get to know him in an intimate setting. 

“I believe that good boys should be rewarded, and bad boys should be punished. I’ve always been that way.” she said. 

“Then punish me,” he said, his eyes lighting up. 

“I’m not a sadist, Ryan. I don’t use punishment as a self indulgent means for pleasure.” I said. 

“Then what do you use it for?” 

“Behavior modification, of course. Reward good behavior, punish the bad, and offer incentives as motivation.” I said, feeling my focus lock in. I’d never really indulged my dominant side sexually with a partner, it was more of a self play fantasy that drove me wild, and I knew there was a dommy mommy locked up inside of me that needed to get out and play eventually. It’s not like I was getting any younger, and I knew that I’d always regret it if I didn’t explore it. 

“Okay, that makes sense, but shouldn’t I be punished for beating up Timmy?” he asked. 

“Absolutely, but not by me.” 

“What do you mean? You think I should go to jail?” he asked. 

“No, silly goose. I wouldn’t punish you because I think you’re just trying to get some action. If I felt that you were committed to change, then I would love to help lead you in that direction. You have a lot of potential, and I’ve always liked you.” I said. The other boys had already gone inside, and it was the first time that I’d really sat down and spoke with Ryan one on one, especially like that. 

“Well, I would love to get some action,” he said. 

“But you aren’t willing to change.” 

“Who said that?” he asked. 

“You did, just a minute ago. You said you didn’t know what else to tell me.” 

“Oh, right. But you said you offer incentives to reward good behavior, and I said that before I knew that the incentive was you.” he said, causing me to chuckle. It was difficult being right in front of him, because he was so handsome and tempting. He shouldn’t have been allowed to be so shirtless, it was unfair. 

“Please don’t tell me you’re willing to change for me. I’ve had enough men tell me that in my lifetime that it’s more than a red flag.” I said. 

“Don’t put words in my mouth. I’m just saying that I can’t think of any higher form of motivation than you.” he said. 

“Ryan. I didn’t know you were such a flirt.” 

“I’m not, really. I just have a big crush on you. I’ve spent the last five years lusting after you, and you’ve always seemed so out of reach to me. Like a goddess, or something.” he said. 

“So let me ask you this, would you actually be willing to submit to me?” I asked. 

“Submit to you? What do you mean?” he asked, fidgeting around but maintaining strict eye contact. There was an effortless masculinity to him, and I really thought that he just needed some guidance to get back on the right track. 

“I mean, would you be willing to sexually submit to me? I would be your dominant, and you’d be my submissive, although we would switch those roles on occasion.” I said. 

“You’re serious? Are you into chains and whips and all that?” he asked, wide eyed and unable to stop smiling. I knew that the offer of sex was the weakness of almost every man, but I could tell that he was being honest about the crush he harbored, and that made me feel so appreciated and desirable, two feelings that I hadn’t been able to associate with my own being for far too long. I laughed at his question, shrugging my shoulders as I pondered my response. 

“Not necessarily, but whatever gets the job done.” I said. 

“Damn. I don’t know much about that sort of stuff, but I’m down for whatever. As long as it’s with you.” he said. 

“So what are you saying? That you would be my sub?” 

“Probably. I don’t know what that entails, exactly, but you can be in control. I don’t mind that at all. It’s kinda hot, actually.” he said. 

“I would be in control, but it would very much be for the purposes of your own personal growth. I know that you’re twenty years old, and feel untouchable, but believe it or not, there are actually a lot of lessons that an older woman, or women in general, could actually teach you about being a man if you were willing to listen.” I said. 

“Madeline, I know that.” he said, his positive expression fading flat. 

“Oh, do you?” I asked. 

“Yeah. I miss her a lot, and I know I’ve got a lot to learn. I could be better, but I’m not the worst listener,  I don’t think.” he said, sending a chill up my spine as I realized what he meant by knowing that he could learn a lot of lessons from an older woman. He was acutely aware of what he was missing out on because of the loss of his mother. 

“Sweetheart. I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have implied you weren’t willing to listen, I was only trying to convey the rules I expect you to follow for me as your new submissive.” I said. 

“I understand. I’m not usually emotional like this, it’s just fucking Timmy. I started it by teasing him for being short, but he kind of violated by crossing that line.” he said. 

“You’re right. He overstepped his boundaries in a major way. It was unacceptable, but you understand that your reaction was just as bad?” I asked. 

“I guess, yeah. I shouldn’t have gotten physical, but in the moment, I just lost it.” he said. I liked that he was being honest, and moving past his anger. It was a good sign, and made me want to be his dommy even more. 

“I understand. You were very angry, and you felt hurt. In lieu of processing or communicating that pain, you decided you wanted to hurt him just as badly or worse. That’s a natural impulse, but you can’t act on it. If the feeling is too much, walk away. Run away if you have to. You have to process it and get a hold of it, or else you’re going to let it destroy you.” 

“I don’t think it’ll get that far.” he said, laughing it off. I could tell he was uncomfortable, but I wanted him to understand that there were other alternatives. 

“Ryan, that’s bullshit. You just punched your friend, and if he called the police, you would have gone to jail.” I said. 

“He’s a little bitch, but he ain’t a rat. He wouldn’t call the cops unless I really fucked him up.” he said, still deflecting. 

“I hate hearing you talk like that, you’re so much better than that. What if the neighbors called the cops? The police could be on their way now, and we wouldn’t know it.” I said, trying to get him to realize the potential consequences. 

“Okay, fine. I don’t think I’d be as reactive if it was someone I didn’t know.” he said. 

“Stop making excuses. Take responsibility for your actions.” I said, reaching across the table and taking his hand in mine. I could tell he was stubborn, but he knew the difference between right and wrong. 

“Yeah. You’re right.” he said, his expression earnest. “I should go and apologize for losing my head.” 

“Really?” I asked, again blurting. 

“Yeah. I’ll be right back. If it takes a minute, do you mind if I knock on your door?” he asked. 

“You’re going now? To apologize?” I asked. 

“Yeah.” 

“Oh. Um, yeah. You can knock on my door.” I said. 

“Perfect, thanks. I want to continue this conversation.” he said, squeezing my hand and winking. I was speechless, watching as he sprung to his feet and got moving. I was in shock, bewildered by what had happened. His back was massive, wide and thick in a way I hadn’t anticipated. I was turned on, struggling to process him. 

“Maybe he’s a good boy, after all.” I said, watching as he walked up to Michael’s house and knocked on the door. It was the last thing I expected, for him to so quickly admit to his mistake and make amends. 

He was very attractive, but his quick turnaround made him infinitely sexier to me. Before, it was a very shallow fantasy, full of projections, which is a very unfair thing to do to someone, but by golly God if he didn’t exceed every unrealistic expectation I had of him. Not that I still wasn’t worried about him, or convinced that he’d made some sudden turnaround, but it was a good sign. 


Chapter 2 - Ryan 

Timmy wasn’t a bad guy, I knew that. I also knew that he would forgive me, that’s just how he was. All it took was an apology and a handshake, but my mind was firmly elsewhere. I knew she was right, and that her firmness is what helped settle me down. 

Once I had Timmy off my conscience, I quickly returned to her porch to continue the conversation, only she wasn’t there, so I went to her door. My heart was racing, as I found the idea of submitting to Madeline absolutely enthralling. 

Knock! Knock! I’d always had a thing for her. I never even thought about her being older than me, that wasn’t it. It was her. Her looks, the sound of her voice, she was a certified goddess in my world and no one could tell me otherwise. I was blown away that she was showing interest, and knew that I couldn’t pass it up or pussy out, or else I’d regret it for the rest of my life. 

“Come in!” she yelled. I only heard it faintly, and was completely unsure of how to proceed, electing to slowly open the door and peek my head inside. 

“Madeline?” 

“Come inside!” she said again, her voice traveling down from the room at the end of the hallway. I did as I was told, closing the door behind me and wiping my shoes on the mat before slipping them off. “Come back here. I’m in my bedroom!” 

“Alright.” I said, projecting my voice so she could hear me. I paused to remove my socks, stuffing them into my shoes because they stank to the high heavens. All I could think about was that I was in her house, and that we’d been discussing sex pretty directly before. 

Madeline had been my fantasy for the longest time, and I felt every bit of pent up tension as I walked down the hallway toward her bedroom. My mind kept flashing with erotic images, until I finally made it to her door, which was slightly ajar. 

“Are you decent?” I asked, smiling to myself and praying she wasn’t. 

“You can enter.” she said. I pressed the door open and stepped inside, my eyes instantly hijacked by the sight of Madeline pulling a pair of pantyhose up her leg. 

“Check you out.” I said, taking her in. She raised her eyes to mine, fully aware of the beauty she possessed and continued fixing her stocking. 

“You like?” 

“I love.” I said, wishing her silky robe weren’t covering up her backside, although barely. All of my physical systems were a go, as she was in a full set of lacey black lingerie, black stockings, and a skimpy red robe that did very little in terms of obscuring her amazing body. 

“Did you apologize?” she asked, stepping her leg down from her mattress onto the floor and turning to face me. I heard what she said, but my brain didn’t actually process the words, as I was far too tuned into what I was looking at. “Baby boy. Listen to your dommy.” 

“I’m sorry. What did you say?” 

“Did you apologize?” 

“Oh, to Timmy? Yeah, I did.” I said, looking into her eyes and trying to maintain some level of composure, not an easy task under the circumstances. 

“Good. I like that. Will you come here? I want to set a couple of ground rules for how this is going to work.” she said, patting her hand on the mattress and taking a seat. 

“Absolutely.” I said, in full compliance with where things felt like they were headed. I’d always found her beautiful, but I never considered the possibility that she might actually be attracted to me. She always felt unattainable. 

“Hi, baby.” she said, taking my hand in hers when I sat down. 

“Hi.” 

“You’re so cute. I’ve wanted to take on a submissive for a long time, this is very exciting.” she said. I wasn’t sure what to say, I just knew I wanted it too. “I wanted to discuss this with you before we begin our play. I’m what’s known as a mommy domme. I’m very loving as a dominant, but also strict. I hold everyone to a high standard, and I expect you to adhere to that.” 

“Okay.” 

“I will test your obedience, but I already believe in you, Ryan, or else I wouldn’t even consider you as my submissive.” she said. 

“I like being tested.” I said, hypnotized by her soothing voice. 

“Some dommes like to be called mistress, master, goddess, or sir. You will refer to me as mommy.” she said. 

“Oh. Alright.” I said, kind of thrown off. She placed her hand on my thigh. 

“It’s only a title. I’m in no way trying to replace her or act in that role. This is a personal agreement between the two of us, to explore our sexuality in a dominant and submissive capacity. Mommy will be in control, but you can trust that I will always take into account the pleasure of both parties. Do you understand?” she asked. 

“I think so. I mean, I really want to be with you. I like you, a lot. I always have. You’re magnetic, you’re beautiful-” 

“I’m mommy, and I’m ready to play.” she said, interrupting me and placing her finger over my lips. I smiled reflexively, in one hundred percent agreement that it was time to escalate. My body was screaming at me to make a move, but I understood that she was stepping into the role of power when it came to our exchange, and she did so by pressing on my chest and laying me down flat, climbing onto my hips and mounting me. “Say yes mommy.” 

“Yes mommy.” I said, the words stinging as they left my lips. I didn’t mind, but it was all so new to me. 

“You just passed your first test.” she said, dangling her breasts in front of my face as she leaned over me. 

“Sick. What was it?” 

“It was a basic test of your submission. By calling me mommy, you’ve both accepted your role as my submissive and shown me through your actions that you’re more than worthy of my love.” she said. I wasn’t accustomed to the level of genital arousal I was experiencing, and was struck with anxiety that I might somehow release inside my pants without any form of direct physical stimulation. 

“Yes mommy.” I said, repeating the mantra in a zombie like state. I knew she wasn’t a hypnotist by trade, but her aptitude for the position was obvious by the state she triggered within me. 

“I’m very proud of you for apologizing to your friend. Everyone makes mistakes, but the true test of a person’s mettle lies deeply within their ability to admit fault, and take responsibility.” she said. 

“You’re right. I got heated and lost control of myself.” 

“And acknowledged that it was an unacceptable reaction.” she said. 

“You know what Timmy said?” I asked, feeling myself unmasked before her. I hadn’t realized how much I needed a woman’s ears until they arrived before me. All of the things that felt so bottled up and walled off, she effortlessly hurdled. “He said that he deserved it. He apologized to me.” 

“Baby, that’s so sweet. He didn’t deserve to be hit, but I really like that. So everything is good between you now?” 

“For sure. He’s my boy.” I said. Madeline arched her back, grinding against my crotch with hers as a smile moved across her lips. 

“You’re my boy. And I’m your mommy now, I hope you’re prepared.” she said. 

“I’m fully erect, if that’s what you mean.” I said, laughing to release the tension and failing miserably. She reached behind herself, taking hold of my balls and massaging them while staring down at me. 

“While I appreciate your offerings so far, I’m not fully convinced of your obedience. I don’t know without a shadow of a doubt that you belong to me, or that you’re completely committed to the therapeutic play I think you need.” she said. 

“I am, mommy. Let me prove myself to you.” I said, truly willing to do anything for a shot with her. 

“I need you to put yourself beneath me. I need to see that you can put me first and foremost.” 

“Yes, mommy.” 

“Good boy. I want you to start by worshiping mommy’s feet.” she said, climbing off of me and sitting down perpendicular to my body, lifting her panty hose laden feet and placing them on my face. A smile spread across my face, as I had zero qualms about what she wanted me to do, and easily gave over to the desires I felt for her. 

“Yes, mommy. Fuck, this is so hot.” I said, sniffing and licking as she rubbed the soft fabric over my face, making me kiss and lick the soles of her feet. 

“No. No touching yourself. Your pleasure will come later, I promise. Right now, focus entirely on submitting to my feet.” she said. 

“Yes mommy.” I moaned, my voice garbled because I had a mouthful of toes. The pressure in my cock was throbbing like never before, as she force fed me her beautiful feet, covered in black stockings that somehow only made it more erotic. 

I took her feet in my hands, alternating between them and mindlessly indulging my lust until her pantyhose were wet with my saliva, and I was sucking it out of them and completely out of my mind. 

“Good boy, show mommy what a depraved little sub-boy you can be for her.” 

“I love it, mommy. They’re so pretty, so perfect. You’re perfect.” I said, raising my eyes to meet hers as I climbed on top of her, holding her by the ankles and ogling their perfection. She flexed and curled her toes, encouraging me to continue. There was a torturous element to the play, of loving what I was doing but still wanting more. 

“Oh, baby boy. You make me feel so desired.” she said, sitting back and watching me willingly humiliate myself for her. I didn’t care at all, as she was truly a goddess in my eyes, and I was in no way above defiling myself if it’s what she wanted. 

“You’re divine.” I said, under her spell and tingling with arousal. 

“Here, let mommy take one of her pantyhose off so you can give mommy’s feet a proper tongue bath.” she said, slipping her thumbs inside them and pulling them down to her ankles. Her toes were painted red beneath them, and my mouth watered as she slowly revealed them. 

“Oh, wow. They’re beautiful, and so well taken care of.” 

“They just need your submissive little tongue all over them. That’s the only thing they’re missing.” she said. 

“I agree.” I said, feeling a bit embarrassed by how much I liked submitting to her feet. I latched onto her big toe first, and then to the one beside it with the toe ring. She knew exactly how to pull my strings, remaining in full control while she removed the other pair, holding her legs while I rubbed my face against her soft, wrinkled soles. 

“Such a good boy. I think it’s time for you to have your turn.” she said, pulling her feet away from my mouth and sitting down cross legged in front of me. 

“Oh, yeah?” I asked, perking up at the mere mention of things escalating further. My cock had a recognizable pulse, and I could think of nothing else. 

“Yes, sit at the edge of the bed, and move your bottoms.” she said, sliding out of bed herself, untying the belt of her robe and removing it. 

“I love your body, mommy.” I said, looking her up and down as my cock flopped out from behind my waistband. I’ll never forget the way her eyes sparkled when she saw her, her lips parting as she gazed down at my erection. 

“Oh, wow. That’s a very nice cock, baby boy. I didn’t realize you were so large.” she said. I placed my hands on the mattress beside me, flexing it and making it jump as she crouched down in front of me, pulling back her hair while looking me over. 

“Thank you.” 

“Now, I don’t want you to think of this as a random act of blowjob. This has a purpose.” she said, looking up at me and wrapping her fingers around the base of my cock, sending a jolt of pleasure rippling through me. 

“Okay.” I said. 

“I noticed that you had a lot of anger towards Timmy, and that you called him very demeaning names.” she said. 

“I know. I’m sorry, I just lost control of myself.” 

“It’s okay, you’ve already apologized sweetheart. I want this to be a safe space for us to work through your issues, like your anger. I don’t want to hear about you getting into anymore fights, and I don’t want to hear you calling anyone those types of names again. 

Except for me. I’m going to let you fuck my face, and use my mouth like a sex toy. You can take full control, pull my hair, gag me, call me names, tell me that I’m a bitch and a whore, whatever you feel in the moment. I want you to redirect that anger into sexual energy, and get it out of your system here with me, so that you’ll feel more regulated once you leave.” she said, wasting no further time. 

“Oh my God.” I said, watching as she spit onto my cock, stroking it up and down to spread it around. 

“You’re so hard, baby boy.” 

“You’re beautiful. I can’t help it.” I said. 

“That’s not what we’re here for, baby. The worship part of our session is over. I know that you adore your mommy, but I need you to use me as an object to channel your anger.” she said, lowering her head into my lap and taking my dick into her mouth. 

“Yes, mommy. Fuck, you’re such a slut.” I said, gripped with overwhelming pleasure. I took hold of her hair, forcing her to take it deeper and thrusting against her throat. As soon as she gave me permission, it was easy for me to switch into character. I knew what she wanted, and I wanted it too. 

“Gluck! Gluck! Gluck!” 

“Suck it bitch, now it’s your turn to fucking submit. Choke on that cock, I knew you were a whore, mommy. You can’t even help it, can you?” I asked, feeling my adrenaline spike as used her throat. It was the first time I’d been so aggressive with a woman, and it turned me on seeing that side of her. 

“Ugh!” she gasped when I finally pulled her off of my cock, only to shove her right back down onto it. Her viscous spit was dripping down my balls, and I pushed her face down into them. 

“Now it’s your turn to give me a tongue bath.” I said, losing control and grinding against her face while she sucked on my balls. It was the hottest experience of my life, and the entire time was me battling against my own desire to cum down her throat. 

“Mmm! Yes, baby. Use me.” she said, her voice laced with pure intensity. Her face was red, her swollen lips dripping with strands of sticky saliva. I’d always had a thing for rough, sloppy blowjobs, and it was an absolute fantasy coming true. I couldn’t remain seated like she asked, instead standing over her and thrusting into her mouth. 

“I didn’t know my mommy was such a fucking whore for cock.” I said, holding the back of her head and taking full advantage of the opportunity. She gasped each time I pulled it out of her mouth, fighting for air before I plugged her back up again. My balls were swinging, slapping her chin because I was taking her so hard. 

“Ugh! Yes, baby. I am, I can’t help it. I’m such a whore for your big cock.” she said, her deranged laugh letting me know that she was enjoying it almost as much as I was. “Guck! Guck! Guck!” 

“Yeah, you can’t even control yourself. I’m gonna make you my little cock slut, and pump your stomach full of so much fucking cum.” I said, holding two fistfuls of her hair. 

“Yes, baby.” she said, a black mascara tear rolling down her cheek. I couldn’t take it anymore. Her throat was incredible, but there was only one hole I wanted to finish inside of and I had to take it. “Ugh, what are you doing?” 

“I need it, mommy. I fucking need it.” I said, forcing myself on top of her and pulling her hair until she exposed her neck. 

“Yes, baby. Do it. Fuck mommy with that big fuckstick.” she said. I tore her panties to the side, completely tunnel visioned as I pushed my cock into her. She was soaking wet, dripping like she’d already squirted while I fucked her face. 

“Oh my God. Madeline, your pussy.” I said, thrusting bare back into her swollen, puffy pussy. It was so soft, everything I could have ever dreamed of and a billion times more. I grabbed her by the throat, remembering the theme of our scene and squeezing her arteries. 

“Ugh…don’t stop.” she begged, wheezing as she struggled to breathe and talk. 

“It’s mine, now, bitch. That’s my fucking pussy.” I said, placing my forehead against hers as I laid claim to her with my hips. 

“Yes.” 

“I’m not pulling out, mommy. I’m going to fucking erupt inside of you.” I said, not asking permission, but telling her what was about to take place while she thrust like mad against me from the bottom. Her face was red, and she grabbed my wrists with both hands, arching her back and sucking in air. She sighed suddenly, her eyes going wide and a slight grin appearing at the corner of her lip, along with a trickle of saliva. 

“Unnnghhhh…..” 

“Fuck! Mommy, I can’t stop. I’m gonna cum. I’m gonna fucking cum.” I said, powering through and fucking her senseless. I could feel the tingling, the impending release of pressure. I released her neck with one hand, tearing away her bra and latching onto her succulent, erect nipple. 

“Ryan, right there. That’s my spot. I’m gonna cum for you.” she said, her expression melting away any anger that I possessed within me. The scene was over, it was time for us to share an Earth shattering orgasm. I kept sucking on her tits, squeezing and groping to as she put it, “get it out of my system”. 

There was no way, no chance in hell that any amount of worship or sex could rid me of my carnal need to possess her. I’d jerked off to her too many times to count, accepting the unfortunate fact that I would always be in love with her, and that I could never have her. 

“Harder! Harder! I’m cumming!” she called out, perfectly synchronized because I couldn’t have held out for another second if my life depended on it. All of the hateful roleplay was out of the window, and we locked lips, embracing in a passionate, deep kiss as our bodies were flooded with endorphins. 

“Mmm…mommy. I love you so much.” I said, the words slipping past my filter and out into the world. My inhibitions were so low that they were non-existent, and I couldn’t believe I’d said it right as my cock began spurting off inside her, my body vibrating with almost violent levels of release as I pumped her full of my hot, sticky cum. 

“I love you, too, baby. I love you too.” she said, equally lost in the throes of passion. Our bodies slapped rhythmically together, and everything was amplified. Nothing could have been better, nothing would have made it more complete. It felt like we morphed into one being, our tongues swirling around in each other’s mouths as we grinded against each other like animals, fighting to extract every last drop of pleasure we could steal for ourselves. 

Chapter 3 - Madeline 

The divinity of aftercare wasn’t lost on Ryan, and I felt so safe in his big, muscular arms while we whispered sweet nothings, solidifying our bond and filling me with excitement for the future. 

There was always something special about him. Not to be cliche, but the diamond in the rough analogy definitely applied to him. 

“You’re such a beautiful woman, mommy. I’ve never been with someone like you before. It doesn’t even seem real.” he said, his starry eyes glazed over. 

“It’s real, baby boy.” 

“I’m just so hungry for you, it’s taking me over.” he said. 

“Don’t worry, this is only the beginning of something special.” 

“It’s more than special. There isn’t a word powerful enough for me to describe this attraction.” he said, his arm thrown over me, fondling my breast with his hand. 

“The chemistry is magnetic.” 

“And the heat.” 

“Yes, baby. And the heat, like a scorching flame.” I said, giggling. I’d forgotten what it felt like to be so desired by someone, what a younger man’s libido was like when he found something he really liked. 

“It can’t be extinguished. I don’t know if you get it, mommy. You’ve started something that can’t be undone.” 

“Pandora’s box.” 

“Exactly. I can’t go back to before, to the time before knowing you.” he said. 

“You don’t have to. I’ll always be here for you.” 

“Baby.” he whispered, kissing my neck and tickling me with his stubble. It felt almost nostalgic, like being young again, and it was a feeling that I could see myself getting used to. 

He left my house a few hours later, to greet his father. Apparently, it was their tradition to share a beer in the garage when he got off of work. When I voiced my concerns about his drinking, he assured me it wasn’t an issue. 

“I don’t even like beer. I’ve never had more than one, it’s just a bonding thing. I drink a beer with him, then leave him be while he drinks a bunch more.” he said. 

“Okay, baby. I trust you, but I’m gonna keep my eye on you.” I said. 

“I appreciate that. I really love my dad. I know he’s a little rough, but he’s a good guy. He’s all I got.” he said earnestly. 

“He is a good man. I’ve always thought that about him, and I’m glad you two have a good relationship.” I said. 

“I wouldn’t go that far. We have a relationship, and it’s always in the works, but yeah, it means a lot to me.” he said. 

“One correction. He’s not all you have anymore. You have me.” I said, drawing a big smile. 

“Yes mommy.” he said, leaning in for a final kiss before heading out. It’s kind of like how you never know how drunk you are until you stand up, as soon as I was alone, I realized what an utter high I’d been riding since he came over. It was eye opening, seeing how easily we conversed, and how suited we were for each other. 

I paced around my house in a manic daze, replaying the events from earlier, reliving the rough pounding he doled out earlier. The role of mommy suited me very well, and it felt almost seamless. I still wanted my submissive to masculine and strong, as I loved being manhandled and taken rough. 

It was dizzying, as I’d just so happened to stumble across what seemed like my ideal submissive. He was tall, hot, ripped, and willing to do as he was told. There were rough edges, and I felt confident that I could serve as the feminine role in his life, reminding him to be mindful of certain things, and aiding in his development as a younger man. 

I couldn’t help being swept up by him, and I spent the rest of the night thinking about the possibilities between us. Sure, he was way too young for me, but that hadn’t stopped our initial spark, nor had it been a barrier to adventurous, kinky, frankly mind blowing sex. So while we seemed an unlikely pair, we were a pair nonetheless. 

He seemed like boyfriend material to me. Again, it wasn’t going to be the most traditional matchup, but I couldn’t see myself walking away from him. It was far too early to tell, as I needed to make sure that the feelings were truly mutual, as well as ensure the depth of his commitment. 

I had always dated guys around my age, even a few older guys when I was in my early twenties, so the whole situation was very novel and fresh to me. At my age, I struggled getting excited when it came to dating. The guys in my dating pool were fine, but none of them had wowed me or made me want to give up my cozy life as a single woman. 

In a lot of ways, I think being single for a long time is kind of what led to me learning about myself sexually, as far as what I was really into. It wasn’t exactly what I expected, but I couldn’t help that I was attracted to hot, young, submissive guys. Even if it was only a kink, and a temporary relationship, I wanted to dip my toe in and explore. I saw no reason to deny myself, especially when I had such a perfect candidate as a neighbor. 

That night, my mind went through a creative explosion regarding all of the kinky things I wanted to do with him. It was very freeing, knowing that he was down for anything I could come up with, and that he would serve me in every way while I delved into the things that plagued my mind. I’m not sure what it was, if it was the fact that I’d been so direct about making him my submissive, or if it was our natural chemistry, but I’d never felt so open and carefree when it came to sex. My dominant side was exploring, and I had every intention of changing his life forever. 

Chapter 4 - Ryan 

I woke up way earlier than usual, fueled by a supercharged level of lust that left me longing for another taste of Madeline. It was a frustrating night, sleeping alone, knowing that she was a few houses down, all alone.

Jerking off did nothing to relieve the tension, as it was a void that only she could fill. After scarfing down a quick breakfast, I went straight to her house to see what she was up to.

She answered the door wearing a white tank top without a bra, with her perky nipples poking through as she smiled wide and invited me inside. We made some small talk, and she poured me a glass of orange juice. It didn’t take long before our conversation moved to the place we both wanted it.

“Can I ask you a naughty question, baby boy?”

“Of course.” I said, straightening my posture and looking into her eyes from across the dining room table.

“Do you think mommy has a nice ass?” she asked, walking around the table to my side, and turning around in her tight gray sweatpants that perfectly showcased her gorgeous backside.

“I love your ass, mommy. I love every inch of you. That’s how obsession works.” I said, watching as she slowly pulled her sweats down, letting her heavy cheeks plop out for a quick flash before pulling them back up.

“I’ve never had anal sex before. Maybe you could pop mommy’s asshole with that fat cock of yours.” she said, her body language so sensual and endearing. Putting me under her spell required nothing, a simple snap of her fingers would have been enough.

“I would be honored.” I said, my blood flow being hijacked and redirected to my root.

“Not so fast, baby. My cherry is a prize. A reward. You have to give me something first.” she said.

“You know I’d do anything for you.”

“I hope so. Come with me. Let’s go to mommy’s bedroom where all the fun happens.” she said. I followed along, my genital arousal spiking as we crossed the threshold of her door.

“What are we doing today, mommy?” I asked, adjusting myself in my shorts because I was already hard. She sat down on the bed, motioning for me to sit next to her.

“I’m really happy about yesterday. I’m so proud of you, for apologizing, and for the way you came for me.”

“Thank you, mommy.” I said, feeling a rush of pride.

“But I saw some toxic behavior from you that I’d like to explore further. Today will be a little bit different, because if I’m going to give my ass to you, I need to know the depth of your submission.”

“Yes, mommy. Anything.” I said. She placed her hand over my shorts, wrapping her fingers around my cock.

“You’ve heard the expression, an eye for an eye?”

“Yeah.”

“This will be an ass for an ass.” she said, letting out a chuckle and releasing me from her grip.

“I don’t get it.” I said, unsure of what she meant. Madeline went to her dresser, and I thought she might want me to worship her ass like I’d done to her feet, but saw that she had something entirely different in mind when she pulled out a strapon.

“Do you get it now, sweet baby boy?” she asked, setting it down beside me as she removed her sweatpants.

“I don’t know about that, mommy.”

“I do. If you want to be my boy toy, and keep having special time with mommy, I need you to submit to my desires, not just yours. I already know that you can give, you’ve already proven that. Now I need to know if you can take.” she said.

“I’ve just, I dunno. I’ve never done anything like that.” I said.

“Had you worshiped a woman’s feet before?”

“Well, no, but, isn’t it going to hurt?” I asked, looking for every excuse in the book. It wasn’t a particularly large dildo, but I’d never put anything up there besides my lubed up finger once in a blue moon. It was intimidating in a major way, and while it wasn’t necessarily my kink, there’s no chance that I was willing to give up my new mommy just because I didn’t want to follow one of her rules. It wouldn’t be worth it at all.

“Don’t worry, baby. I’ll take my time, and use plenty of lube. Let’s blur the lines of pain and pleasure.” she said, obviously excited for what was about to go down. Despite my reluctance, the arousal was overwhelming.

“Yes, mommy. I trust you.” I said. Madeline stripped down, completely naked except for the harness and purple rubber dildo protruding from it.

“Then why aren’t you already naked?” she asked. I didn’t have an answer, and started removing my clothes while she walked around behind me, pushing me to the edge of the bed and bending me over it.

“Fuck.” I said, feeling my fear response kicking in. It was exciting, no doubt, but I had no clue what to expect. As far as I knew, she might be taking revenge for the day before, or punishing me further for my transgressions.

“Look at that virgin little ass. Pull your cheeks apart, use your hands to spread them for mommy.” she said. It became very real in an instant, as she applied lubricant to the dildo, rubbing the tip against my vulnerable asshole while I laid helpless beneath her with my butt spread wide.

“Yes, mommy. Please be gentle.” I said.

“Awh, baby. Are you scared?” she asked, stroking her cock up and down between my cheeks, dragging the head of the dildo over my asshole and lubing it up.

“A little bit.”

“Be honest with your mommy. Are you scared?” she asked.

“Yeah. I am.”

“Tell me what scares you?”

“I don’t know. Having something inside me. I don’t want you to think of me any differently.” I said.

“Awh, sweet boy. Of course not. If anything, it’ll only make me adore you more.” she said, pulling the cock away and crouching behind me. “Let mommy lick it. Let’s take it slow.”

“Oh my God.” I said, gripping the sheets with both hands as she leaned in, kissing and licking my asshole.

“Mmm…yes. That’s my good boy.” she said, slurping away with the same fervor that she’d gone down on me with before. Her warm tongue sent chills through my spine, and I made whimpering noises that didn’t even feel like they were coming out of me.

“Mommy…oh my God.”

“Do you like it?”

“I do. I really like it.” I said, grinding my hard cock against the mattress as her tongue invaded, followed by a single finger, working in and out as a wave of submission washed over me.

“Such a good little slut for mommy. Do you want mommy’s cock?” she asked.

“Yes, mommy. Please. Please feed me that mommy dick.” I said, still holding my ass apart for her. She got into position, holding my hips and applying a final application of lube before working it in.

“Good boy. I love hearing my baby boy talk so dirty.”

“Ugh! Mommy, fuck.”

“Beg for mommy’s cock. I don’t want you to stop.” she said. There was a tinge of discomfort, but no pain. After a couple hard thrusts, I was transported out of my body and into a whole new state of being.

“Please, mommy. Fuck me. Fuck me like a little slut.” I said, getting accustomed to her girth and pushing back against it. She held one of my arms behind my back, holding me in place while she let loose. She gave every nerve in my body the chills, introducing me to a new pleasure that I didn’t know was possible.

“Take mommy’s cock. Tell me how much you love it.”

“Ughn! Yes, ughnnn…”

“Say it! Say that you love mommy’s cock.” she said, raising her voice as she fully owned me.

“I love your cock, mommy. I love it.”

“Yes, yeah you do. You can’t help it that you’re a mindless boy toy for mommy. Don’t be ashamed.”

“Oh my God, mommy. I love your cock. I love my mommy’s cock.” I said, giving myself over to the experience. It felt like the dildo had a direct line to my innermost pleasure centers, stimulating my cock with each deep stroke until I was crying tears of joy, completely addicted and crying for more.

“Cum for mommy’s cock. Do it. Waste that cum for mommy. Show me, baby.” she said, throwing one leg up and stepping on my head with her bare foot as she impaled me, pounding relentlessly until I was drooling uncontrollably, my eyes rolling back as she showed me the depths of depravity within my own soul.

I didn’t think it was possible for it to get any better than our first time together, but she quickly showed me that I was mistaken. Under her control, anything was possible, including seeing stars because I was ejaculating so hard. Her lubed up cock slipped in and out, her hips colliding against mine until I was in a frenzy, cumming for her cock without even having mine touched.

“Yes, that’s my good boy. Now I own you.” she said, finishing me off and leaving me in a puddle of my own slobber, cum, and blissful joy. I hadn’t even expected to enjoy it, let alone have my entire world changed by it. Any shame surrounding the act faded into post coital bliss.

There was nothing left inside of me, as she pounded it all out. I would still gladly take her ass if she offered, but it wasn’t going to happen right then. I was fully content being fucked by Madeline, satisfied in a way that made me feel complete. She was right about owning me, as I belonged to her in a primal way that couldn’t be undone.

Chapter 5 - Madeline

The fairytale only continued, as he proved to be not only submissive, but the type of man who was willing to put in the work to change. Ryan didn’t have a car, so I let him use my spare if he promised to get a job, which he somehow managed to do within 24 hours.

“You really want me to be your girlfriend?” I asked. We’d been seeing each other for a couple weeks, and with how intimate and passionate we were, it was really only a formality.

“Yes, mommy. I’m in love with you.” he said. We were both naked and in bed, having a sleepover which had become an almost nightly tradition.

“Well, you have to claim me.”

“How?” he asked, his eyes wide.

“Couples exchange rings. You gave me yours, now I want to give you mine.” I said, winking. He squinted, cocking his head to the side until his eyes lit up.

“Oh! That ring. Yeah, fuck yeah. Now?” he asked. I loved how easily excitable he was, how he was always so enthusiastic to get his hands on me. I wanted to give him something I hadn’t given to another man, sort of a special way to commemorate the moment.

“Yes, baby. Don’t you want me to be your girlfriend now?” I asked. He was very into the idea, and I laid down flat and let him give me a massage, using lubricant as the oil. He usually gave long, amazing massages, but he didn’t have the patience, going straight for my ass and focusing in.

“It’s so beautiful.” he said, mesmerized as he ran his fingers through my oiled flesh. I let him spread it apart, sniff it and lick, and finally, he laid claim to me as I desired.

It was different, and took a couple of minutes to get used to, but it was so very fulfilling, emphasis on the filling.

“Just like that, nice and slow.” I said, sighing as he worked himself deep inside my asshole, backing it out just to shove it back in again. Once I grew accustomed to his rhythm, I turned on my vibrator and laid it against my clit.

“I love you, mommy. I love you so much.”

“I love you too, baby. My good boy.” I said, turning my head to maintain eye contact while he fucked me. “Are you gonna cum for mommy?”

“Yes, mommy. I’m so close.” he said, taking his time and trying to prolong his stamina. He always came when I told him to, and this was no exception. I closed my eyes, bringing myself to orgasm right as he let loose, squirting creamy white cum directly into my asshole.

It felt almost like a ritual, the ultimate coming together. Even after he’d finished, his cock continued to pulse inside me, depositing the last drops of his sticky seed and making our entanglement official.

That’s how it started, how I became his mommy, and his girlfriend. There was no way of knowing at the time what we were getting into, how loving and deep our bond would become.

His dad was very supportive of our union. I think he knew that I had his best interests at heart, and found comfort knowing that he had a good woman in his life who could take care of him.

Ryan and I are still going strong, coming up on our one year anniversary. He’s still my submissive, although not all of our intimate times are played within that dynamic. I’ve found myself in a constant state of sexual growth and evolution with him, as we’re so open and non judgemental that anything goes.

Looking back, I couldn’t be happier that he let his temper get the better of him on that one occasion. It was a catalyst towards growth, and something truly beautiful has grown out of it.


Desperate Attraction

Chapter 1

Hannah and I had been friends for a couple of months. We met at a party through mutual friends. I thought she was gorgeous and asked for her number, and she gave it to me. It was a huge win in my book, but the next thing I knew, I was in the friendzone. It didn’t take long for me to figure out that there was no real attraction on her end, due mostly to the way she treated me.

That said, it wasn’t the worst thing to ever happen to me. She was actually pretty cool, always in a great mood and fun to be around. We texted, went on friend dates, and eventually she invited me to her house to hang out on a Saturday night. She had all sorts of beautiful friends on social media, and I was kind of hoping some of them would be there. Worst case scenario, I still got to hang out with Hannah.

I showed up at her place, and knocked on the door expecting to see Hannah. Instead, the most breathtakingly gorgeous woman I’ve ever seen answered the door in a white spaghetti stringed cami top that put her enormous chest on full display.

“Hi there. You must be Johnny.” she said, flashing her pearly white smile and making fireworks go off in my head.

“Yeah. Hi.” I said, so stunned by her beauty that I just froze, standing there on the front porch with my jaw on the floor, causing her to giggle and invite me in.

“You can come in. I’m Raveena, Hannah’s mom.” she said. I was still processing her words when Hannah appeared, her hair in pigtails and looking about as good as I’d ever seen her look.

“Hey Johnny boy.” she said, opening her arms for a hug. I hated being so attracted to her, especially for moments like that. Once she told me she just wanted to be friends, I was fine with that, but I wasn’t able to simply switch off my attraction just like that.

“You didn’t tell me that he was so handsome.” Raveena said, placing her hand on my shoulder from behind.

“Oh, mom. He’s my bestie.”

“Is he really? That’s so sweet.” she said. I could feel myself turning red, wedged between two gorgeous women and feeling extra awkward.

“Thanks.” I said, unsure of why.

“Have fun you two. Leave that door open! No funny business.” Raveena said, pouring it on.

“Mother! Stop it.” Hannah said, exchanging smiles with her playful mother.

“I’m only kidding. Let me know if you need anything, drinks, or snacks.”

“We’ll be fine, mom.” Hannah said, grabbing me by the hand and pulling me away. I looked back at Raveena, still coming to terms with Hannah having such a delectable mother. It made sense, seeing where she got her looks.

Hannah’s bedroom was exactly what I expected, perfectly organized and very girly. We sat down and she put on some music, and we alternated between chatting and scrolling on our phones. Not exactly the most eventful Saturday night, but neither of us had anything else going on. It was nice just hanging out. Eventually, Hannah’s phone rang, and she gave me a look.

“This is that guy I’m talking to, Ernest. Do you mind stepping out for a minute?” she asked.

“Oh. Yeah, of course.” I said, getting up from her bed. She had mentioned a guy briefly, but it kind of surprised me that she made me leave. I had no idea how long she planned on talking to the guy, so I went back to the living room, where Raveena was sitting on the couch, painting her toenails with her feet up on the coffee table.

“Hey gorgeous. What’s up?” she asked, raising her eyes to meet mine and sending another heatwave through my body.

“Hi. Uh, Hannah got a phone call. I’m giving her some privacy.” I said, standing beside the couch and fighting my urge to stare at her cleavage.

“Awh, poor baby.”

“It’s not a big deal.”

“Who is she talking to?”

“I think she said Ernest.” I said, glancing down as she streaked red paint over her toenail and feeling gripped with arousal when I saw her feet.

“Ew. He’s a turd.”

“A turd?” I asked, laughing more to break the tension I was feeling than anything.

“That’s right. I don’t like him. Sit down, baby. You’re making me nervous.”

“Oh. Sorry.” I said, walking around the coffee table and sitting down on the couch, leaving a cushion between us for comfort.

“You’re a nice boy, I can tell. Do you think that’s why Hannah isn’t into you?” she asked, speaking so casually that she didn’t even look up from her toes.

“I mean, I think it’s because she and I are just friends.” I said, averting my gaze in an attempt to redirect my blood flow, and receiving a snort followed by a cackle.

“Yeah, sure.”

“What do you mean?”

“You’re just friends because she just wants to be friends with you. I’m 47 years old, don’t play dumb with me.” she said.

“Yes ma am. You aren’t wrong.” I said, surprising myself with the response. Raveena had such a dominating aura, even though she was extremely charming and easy to be around. She was sharp and expressive, demanding respect with her presence alone.

“At least you aren’t in denial about it. Do you want some advice?” she asked, pausing what she was doing to look into my eyes.

“Sure.”

“Stop jumping when she tells you to jump. You’re handsome, go chase some other girls, let Hannah see that you have other options.” she said.

“Do you think I’d be here on a Saturday night if I had other options?” I asked, chuckling.

“Fair. You’re very self aware, that’s a huge turn on for me.” she said.

“Thanks. I guess I am.” I said, stealing glances at her cleavage and toes at every opportunity. The woman was designed by God himself, fashioned perfectly down to the very last detail.

“What do you think?” she asked, motioning towards her feet and flexing her toes, putting the bone structure of her foot on full display. I felt embarrassed for how much they turned me on, and felt the salivary glands in my mouth activating when I looked them over.

“Pretty.” I said.

“You like the color?”

“I love it. They’re very nice.” I said, eliciting her smile.

“I was talking about the polish. What are you talking about?” she asked, biting her lip and giving me a stare that was like a ton of bricks.

“The polish is nice, but I was talking about the whole package. Which you are.” I said, a smirk naturally appearing at the corner of my lips as I stared back at her. The look in her eyes said it all, and she shook her head at me.

“You’re very charming.”

“So are you.” I said, completely earnest. I’d never met a woman like her before, majestic to the point of regality, aged like the finest of wines.

“Will you blow on my toes?” she asked, batting her doe eyes in a way that could only be described as irresistible, triggering me to smile as I scooted next to her.

“That’s all?” I asked, pushing my luck.

“What do you mean?”

“Nothing. I’d love to.”

“To help them dry.” she said.

“Anything you say.” I said, leaning in and blowing on her sparkling red toe nails. If the paint wasn’t wet, I’d have gladly given every last one of her toes a thorough tongue bathing. Instead, I did as I was told, thankful for the opportunity to ogle them up close.

“Good boy.” she whispered, a phrase that sent shivers up my spine. I was rarely any good with women, fumbling around and struggling to connect, so I was quite impressed with myself for how things were going. Raveena spread the toes on both of her feet, holding them out so that I could exhale onto them. “You could rub them as well, if you’d like.”

“Really?”

“Just be careful not to smear the polish.” she said. It all happened so fast, I couldn’t even process if she was flirting or if she was just a very open person. I didn’t pass up the opportunity, and crouched down in front of the table, taking her beautiful foot into my hands and going right to work.

The hardest part of what was happening was keeping my own arousal hidden, as I was pitching a tent that I couldn’t adjust, and relying on the way I was sitting to keep it hidden. Her soles were impossibly soft, and touching them only made me want her even more.

“What are you doing?” she asked, her voice startling me as I remembered we weren’t alone.

“Nothing.” I said, straightening my posture and backing away in a slight panic. It was Hannah, and she furrowed her brow at us as I scrambled back into my spot on the couch.

“Your friend was helping me dry my toes off.” Raveena said.

“Okay? Kind of weird, but whatever.” she said, arms crossed and clearly put off by what she walked into.

“How’s Ethan?” I asked, saying the wrong name on purpose and trying to keep the attention as far away from my throbbing cock as possible. I wasn’t used to popping random boners like that, but a woman of her caliber had quite the visceral effect.

“It’s Ernest.”

“Oh, yeah. My bad.” I said, making well timed eye contact with Raveena, who was grinning at my little joke. She didn’t seem bothered at all by the fact her daughter saw me crouched before her, serving her feet. 

“He’s good. He wants to take me out on his motorcycle.” she said.

“I don’t know about that.” Raveena said, her motherly instincts kicking in.

“We’re gonna wear helmets.” Hannah said, whining.

“I don’t see why you like that guy. The tattoo on his chest is misspelled.” she said.

“What?” I asked, laughing. That was news to me, and I could tell Raveena wasn’t kidding.

“It says too weird to die, except there’s one ‘O’ in too weird, and two ‘O’s in to die.” Raveena said, laughing loud and without inhibitions.

“Mom.” Hannah whined, being more of a brat than I’d seen her be before. It wasn’t attractive, honestly, especially as a contrast to her goddess of a mother. Still, their relationship was fun, and I could tell they loved each other.

“I’m surprised he didn’t use the number two for both of them.” Raveena said, her snort while laughing at her own joke enough to make it contagious.

“He knows it’s wrong, at least. He’s gonna get it covered up.” Hannah said, trying to cover for him. I didn’t know anything about the guy, but the fact that Raveena hated him and he had a misspelled chest tattoo was enough to turn me against him.

“You do know that Johnny is single, right?” Raveena asked.

“I know.”

“I’m just saying, you should set him up with someone. Or else get rid of Ethan and date him yourself.”

“It’s Ernest.”

“Oh yeah. I’m just kidding anyway, baby. But you should set Johnny up with one of your friends, God knows they all have awful taste in men.”

“They do not.”

“They most certainly do. Chloe’s boyfriend is nice, he could make a good husband. And I like Troy, but Alicia doesn’t treat him right.” she said. I didn’t know anything about what they were talking about, but I was definitely tracking on Raveena’s idea of having Hannah set me up with her friends.

“I could do that. Who do you think would be right for him?” Hannah asked, sitting down between us on the couch.

“I’d have to think about it. Definitely someone mature, maybe even a little older than him.” she said, crossing her legs and setting her gaze upon me. Hannah looked over at me too, pondering which of her friends I best matched with.

“What about Suzy?” she asked.

“Too young. Too immature. He needs more of a mommy type.” she said, her sharp eyes burning a hole in me while I smiled back sheepishly.

“Like Sophia?” Hannah asked. Raveena cocked her head, narrowing her eyes.

“Maybe. I still think he could use someone older.” she said.

“Sophie is 24.” Hannah said.

“Yeah, maybe. They might be a match.” she said.

“Hook me up. I’m not exactly drowning in dating opportunities.” I said, drying my clammy hands on the front of my shorts and trying not to stand out like a sore thumb. It’s odd having two women you’d love to fuck talking about who they might be able to set you up with like you weren’t even there.

“Don’t worry, baby. As women get older, they get better at knowing what’s important, and what they really want. It won’t be long before they’re lining up for you.” Raveena said.

“He is a catch, isn’t he?” Hannah said, looking at me like I was some sort of a harmless puppy dog to take pity on.

“He most certainly is. I’m going to head upstairs for a bath. Johnny, it was a pleasure meeting you. And don’t worry, I have a feeling that a woman is going to come into your life very soon that will rock your world.” she said, standing up from the couch and stretching herself out onto her tippy toes.

“I hope so. And the pleasure is all mine.” I said, maintaining eye contact until she was out of the room.

“My mom really likes you. I’ve never seen her treat someone like that right after meeting them.” Hannah said, staring at her phone and texting.

“Really? She’s very nice. I like her.” I said. Obviously, I couldn’t tell Hannah that I was insanely attracted to her mother, so I played it off like nothing even though my head was spinning with all of the flirtatious vibes I’d picked up on. We went back to hanging out for a little while, until it got later and I decided to head out for the night.

On the drive home, I kept replaying my conversations with Raveena, imagining the tension I felt between us, and all of the subtle little things she said that made me think that the feeling might be mutual.

I wasn’t sure what to think about it. Maybe she was just friendly, and I was reading too far into it because I hadn’t been getting laid. You better believe she was the only thing on my mind that night, and that I relieved myself several times to those very thoughts.


Chapter 2

After rubbing my dick nearly raw in the following days, the intensity of our first meeting dwindled with the passage of time. I wanted to see her, but I wasn’t invited back over, and it’s not like I had any other options. Hannah would have flipped her shit if I asked her for her mom’s phone number, and understandably so. It was an unfortunate situation, considering the way fireworks went off in my head when I first saw her, but it was a far-fetched fantasy either way.

Hannah and I stayed in touch as usual, but I think she was preoccupied with the man who was to rare too die, so I went about my regular day to day, until randomly, out of the blue, I received a photo message from a number that wasn’t in my contacts.

“No way.” I said, opening the photo and staring at a mirror picture of Vareena in a white robe, parted enough that I could see her cleavage and holding up her foot.

VAREENA: Thanks again for helping me dry them off.

JOHNNY: Hey! No problem, they look great!

VAREENA: I’m still kind of sad…

JOHNNY: How come?

VAREENA: Hannah kind of interrupted us. You still owe me a foot rub.

JOHNNY: Anytime. I’d be honored.

VAREENA: You are such a good boy.

JOHNNY: Thanks. How have you been?

VAREENA: I’ve been better. Honestly, this might sound a little weird, but I’ve been thinking about you a lot.

JOHNNY: You know this is Johnny, Hannah’s friend, right?

VAREENA: Of course, sweetheart.

JOHNNY: Okay, just wanted to make sure you weren’t confusing me with someone else. Lol

VAREENA: Nope, it’s definitely you.

JOHNNY: What have you been thinking about?

VAREENA: I was just thinking about what might have happened between us if Hannah didn’t come downstairs. I’m not usually this attracted to younger men, but there’s something about you.

JOHNNY: Wow. I feel the same way about you, honestly. I can’t seem to get you off my mind.

VAREENA: Is that so?

JOHNNY: Yeah. You’re so pretty, and you have such an aura about you. You’re not like the girls my age, you’re very much a woman.

VAREENA: That I am. And you’re very much a man. Speaking of which, you should come over tomorrow.

JOHNNY: Tomorrow? That works.

VAREENA: Hannah invited Ernest over for a swim, so I need a plus one.

JOHNNY: I mean, I’m down but I don’t want Hannah to think it’s weird.

VAREENA: You need to stop worrying about what Hannah thinks, especially if you’re serious about trying to spend time with me.              

JOHNNY: True. I don’t mind if you don’t.

VAREENA: I don’t mind at all. What’s wrong with an older woman finding herself a younger boy toy? Especially when he’s such a good boy, like you.

JOHNNY: Boy toy, eh? I like the sound of this.

VAREENA: Me too. You don’t mind submitting to a woman?

JOHNNY: What do you mean by submitting?

VAREENA: Letting me have control of the sexual dynamic of our relationship. I know what I want, and I’m not into playing games or beating around the bush.

JOHNNY: I think I can handle that, as long as you don’t put anything in my butt.

VAREENA: Deal, nothing in your bum.

JOHNNY: Lol, so what are we talking here? You’ve got me a little nervous.

VAREENA: I’m into gentle domming, and I want a submissive who absolutely worships the ground I walk on.

JOHNNY: How about a submissive who worships the feet you walk on the ground with?

VAREENA: I love that. Such a subservient little good boy for mommy.

JOHNNY: This is kinky. I dig it.

VAREENA: Tomorrow at noon. Don’t be late.

JOHNNY: 100%

VAREENA: I can’t wait. You’ve got mommy in a bit of a tizzy.

JOHNNY: Mommy?

VAREENA: I much prefer that to mistress. It’s more intimate, the same way I want our relationship to be.

JOHNNY: Yes, mommy.

VAREENA: Good boy. I love that you get it, I hate trying to explain everything. This is going to play out so perfectly.

JOHNNY: I’m excited.

VAREENA: Me too, I love that I’m your first mommy dommy.

JOHNNY: Should I bring anything besides trunks and a towel?

VAREENA: Don’t even worry about that, I’ve got everything you need right here.

JOHNNY: Yes you do, lol. You have trunks for me?

VAREENA: Yes, baby. Everything will be taken care of when you come over to mommy’s house. I’m a very loving domme, I think you’ll enjoy yourself.

I was laying in bed exchanging text messages with Hannah’s hot mom. It didn’t even sound real, and it was surreal to the point where I had to keep reminding myself that this was actually happening.

I’d never been a hit with the ladies, and I thought Vareena was the single sexiest human female that I’d ever come in contact with. My luck was almost astounding, astronomical even. What were the odds that the one woman I felt this electromagnetism for happened to be the one woman who went out of her way to pursue me? I felt one with God or something.

Our conversation continued on and off throughout the day, and I found myself more and more embracing my role as her submissive. I thought that Vareena was a spectacular woman, and I wanted to know every little detail about her, but it seemed that what she wanted was largely a physical relationship, which suited me just fine.

The mommy thing kind of threw me off at first, but I was willing to put up with anything in order to be with her. As we continued talking, she explained that she cherished her maternal nature and loved the idea of exploring that avenue sexually. She wanted to be in control, but also to nurture, and praise, and worship while being worshiped.

By the end of the night, I was proudly calling her my mommy and practically shaking with anticipation. She was so classy, intelligent, and mature. It was a complete change of pace, and I was captivated by her. That said, I had no idea how it was going to go over with Hannah.

We were just friends, but it was her mother. I had to put my trust into Vareena, that she knew how to navigate these strange waters. I tossed and turned, struggling to follow her instructions not to ejaculate again until she told me that I was allowed to. She caused so much tension in me, but I fought the urge, eventually drifting off while in a state of desperate longing.

Chapter 3

Vareena assured me that everything was kosher, and that she’d already told Hannah she invited me over. Still, my nerves had me pacing around the house all morning, awaiting the day ahead.

I pulled out of my driveway a few minutes early, figuring I’d need to circle the block a few times to calm my nerves. It was such an odd scenario, and I just didn’t want to ruffle any feathers.

When I pulled into their driveway, I knew right away that it was his car because it was spray painted black, with a white skull on the hood. It looked days away from the graveyard, and I wasn’t looking forward to meeting him.

“Hi, baby.” Vareena said, answering the door wearing a bathing suit cover up and holding a glass of iced tea.

“Hi. You look amazing.” I said, drawing her smile.

“Thanks.”

“That’s an awfully cool car, I see why Hannah goes for that guy.” I said. Vareena’s eye contact was piercing, and a warm smile spread across my face as I stepped inside.

“Come inside, my love. To my bedroom.”

“Yes ma am.” I said, unsure of what she had in mind but in full approval of the direction we were headed.

“Awh.”

“What?”

“I was hoping you’d call me something else.” she said, taking my hand in hers and leading me up the stairs.

“Oh. I’m sorry. I’m still getting used to it.” I said, my palms sweating in her hands as she made my pulse skyrocket.

“I understand, but it makes me feel special.”

“Okay mommy. It won’t happen again.” I said, walking down the hallway toward the master bedroom. We stepped inside, and my first thought was how I couldn’t wait to make love to her on her enormous four post bed.

“I have something for you.” she said, releasing my hand and going to her closet, giving me a chance to admire her long hamstrings as she bent over to retrieve something.

“What is it?” I asked, stepping closer as she turned around to face me.

“Your swimming trunks.” she said, tossing me a tiny pair of speedos. I started laughing, and held them up in front of my face.

“You want me to wear these? In front of Hannah and too legit to quit?” I asked, shaking my head. They were my size, but I’d never worn that type of swimwear.

“I do. You’re my boytoy, and I’m not shy about it.”

“Oh, is that what this is? You marking your territory?” I asked. It wasn’t something I’d have picked out for myself, but if it meant me getting closer to being with Vareena, then so be it.

“Exactly. They all shall know you’re mine.” she said, grinning.

“Is this some sort of a BDSM humiliation ritual? Because this isn’t exactly what I had in mind when you said gentle domming.” I said, on a roll with getting her to laugh. If only I could have been like that with other girls.

“No, not at all!” she said, covering her mouth and stepping forward. “You don’t have to wear it. I just thought it would be cute.”

“I’m kidding.” I said, accepting her hug and immediately inhaling the scent of her hair.

“I know, but I don’t want you to think of it like that, and if you do, at all, then let me know.” she said, leaning her torso back and looking me square in the eyes.

“Vareena, I was just messing around. I don’t mind.”

“Good. I can’t wait to see your body in them.”

“I am a little nervous about meeting homeboy now. He’s not gonna know how to take me.” I said, imagining myself strutting around by the pool. At the end of the day, it wasn’t that big of a deal, and I had no problem wearing some skimpy trunks in order to show Vareena that I didn’t mind loosening up and having a little fun. It felt like such an opportunity, even having the chance to try and court her.

“It’s badass. He’ll definitely maintain eye contact.” she said, nudging me with her elbow. I went into the bathroom to change, looked at myself in the mirror, and told myself to have fun with it. Because what else was I going to do in a pair of freaking speedos?

We walked outside to the back porch and swimming pool, and Hannah was already in the water with Ernest, floating on a raft while he circled around her. I was glad they didn’t notice us at first, just to avoid their attention. Vareena and I pulled up a couple chairs to lay out on, and that’s when they noticed us.

It was Hannah first, lowering her sunglasses and squinting her eyes. Vareena had already told her I was invited, but I think she was shocked by the fact that I was crouched down and rubbing oil on her mother’s legs. She hopped off of her flotation device and swam straight for the ladder, with Ernest in tow. I could feel their eyes as she strode quickly across the wet concrete in our direction.

“Hey.” she said.

“What’s up?” I asked, pausing from what I was doing and standing tall.

“What are you wearing?”

“A bathing suit. Hey man, it’s Ernest, right?” I asked, extending my hand. I never understood the phrase fake it until you make it, but it felt like feigning confidence was my only option, and it worked like a charm.

“Yeah, dude. Sweet speedos.” he said, eyes squinted and sounding exactly like a stereotypical surfer. He wasn’t being sarcastic, he actually thought they were cool.

“Thanks man.”

“What was your name?”

“It’s Johnny.” I said.

“Right on.” he said, smiling and nodding. He wasn’t at all what I expected, and I couldn’t help chuckling at myself for building him up in my head. He was just an idiot. A nice enough seeming guy, but clearly a bit of a burnout.

“So, what’s going on? You two are hanging out now?” Hannah asked, hands on her hips and not sounding happy.

“I told you I invited him.” Vareena said.

“Yeah, but…whatever. It’s fine.” she said, throwing up her hands and walking away temporarily. Ernest just stood there awkwardly, so she had to come back and grab him before returning to the pool.

“Oof. I didn’t expect her to be mad about it.”

“She isn’t. She’s jealous because she wanted you to give her all of your attention.” she said, removing her bathing suit cover to display the most elegant female body I could imagine, thick and curvy in all of the right places.

“Good Lord. Fuck.” I said, licking my lips and going wide eyed. I couldn’t get over it.

“My sweetheart. Do you mind covering mommy in oil?” she asked. I smiled back at her, and grabbed the bottle of baby oil, returning to her freshly shaved legs. I can’t say there wasn’t some awkwardness on my end, getting used to Hannah seeing me with Vareena, but it had to happen one way or the other.

Getting my hands on her body was a treat and a curse. I would have rubbed her down anytime she asked for my own personal enjoyment, but it was difficult to conceal my growing endowment in the tiny trunks.

“You really have the prettiest feet.” I said, massaging her lubed up soles with my thumbs and wishing that her big toe was in my mouth.

“Thank you, baby boy. I’m glad you’re the type of man who can appreciate them.” she said.

“Oh, I am. You have no idea.” I said, losing the battle to divert the pressure from between my legs.

“I’ll know soon enough. I can tell that you want to worship them, don’t worry. I’ll let you.” she said, making the sweetest promise with her velvet voice.

“I would do it right now. Right in front of them.” I said, emboldened by my own horniness. Vareena giggled, glancing over at her daughter and Ernes, who was going through a series of flips and cannonballs, immediately asking Hannah each time he breached the surface “did you see that?”

“Not right now. It wouldn’t be proper.” she said, flexing and curling her toes in an effort to further tease me. “Let it marinate, and show me your ability to control yourself.”

“But I can’t. Not with you.” I said, glancing over to make sure that they weren’t looking before leaning in and placing a gentle kiss on her toe, and then another.

“Baby boy, you’re gonna get mommy all wet before I even step into the pool.” she said, placing the palm of her hand over her heart without pulling her foot away from my lips. 

“I’m not trying to be disobedient, mommy. I just want you.” I said, feeling almost desperate for her touch and wrapping my lips around her toe.

“Shh. Such a good boy, I love your adoration.” she said. I thought that I was finished until she flipped over, pulling her bottoms into the crack of her ass and shaking it like a stripper while laying flat.

“Mommy…”

“Yes my love. Would you mind oiling up my buttocks?”

“I’d be honored.” I said, noticing Hannah’s regular glances in our direction and settling in. Maybe I was wrong, maybe Hannah did have some sort of feelings for me outside of our platonic relationship. Or maybe Vareena was right, and she was just jealous. I was too busy squeezing oil onto her mother’s peach of an ass to give a fuck one way or the other.

“Good boy.” she said, purring and squirming beneath my hands, which were rubbing in outward circles so that I could steal glances of her pussy and asshole, furthering my state of arousal to the point where I was no longer thinking rationally.

“So pretty.” I said, almost in a trance and staring down while I dug into her soft, meaty flesh.

“Yeah? Is mommy’s ass turning you on?” she asked.

“Everything about you turns me on. You’re aesthetic perfection. A feminine goddess personified.” I said.

“Oh, I like that. I have a bit of a praise kink, giving and receiving.” she said. My mind was not in a rational space, and I couldn’t pull my eyes away from her asshole or pussy, both of which were beckoning my darkest desires.

“Well, you’re certainly worth praising. This is making me so hard.” I said, my erection pushing against the restricting fabric.

“Good boy. You should be hard for your mommy.”

“I am. It’s just…so much pressure.”

“Let it build, baby. I want you to cover me with your cum later.” she said.

“Fuck.” I said, sighing and reaching down to adjust myself. I wanted to pull it out and start stroking, right in front of Hannah and just let all of the pent up tension out. Vareena was so hot that it was painful, and I wasn’t sure how much longer I could control myself.

“Awh, my sweet baby.”

“I want to slide these down, pull your cheeks apart, and put my face in it.” I said, glancing over at Hannah who was trying to make me jealous by cuddling with Ernest in the water. I smiled, completely content with the woman lying in front of me, and the dirty conversations we were having just out of earshot.

“Johnny. You’re such a naughty little boy, can’t you focus on anything else?”

“No, mommy. I’m sorry, but I can’t. I need it.” I said. She posted up on her elbows, turning back and giving me the most seductive glare.

“Let me turn over and get fifteen minutes of sun on my frontside, then I’ll take you upstairs and you can enjoy mommy with your mouth.” she said, slowly turning herself over as I carefully inspected every square inch of her sun browned skin.

“This isn’t fair.”

“Why isn’t it fair?” she asked, adjusting her top and bringing my attention to her erect nipples poking through the fabric.

“You’re too beautiful. I’m powerless to you.”

“There’s nothing wrong with that, sweetheart. Just submit to mommy.” she said. “In the meantime, I wouldn’t mind another footrub.”

“Yes mommy.” I said, sitting at the bottom of her chair so she could put her feet in my lap. I squeezed oil into the palm of my hands, alternating between her feet until fifteen minutes had passed, at which point she stood up from her chair, took me by the hand, and led me back inside.

It was an exhilarating feeling, having their eyes on us as we left the backyard. Our conversations had been so explicit and suggestive, and while I didn’t know exactly what she had in store for me, I knew that it was exactly what I was looking for.

“Come inside, baby.” she said, holding open her bedroom door, and then closing it behind me.

“I’ll do anything you say, mommy.”

Chapter 4

As soon as the door closed, her entire demeanor shifted. It was like letting a succubus out of her cage, being alone with her.

“Come here, Johnny. Sit on your hands.” she said, patting the end of her bed for me to sit down.

“Yes, mommy.” I said, almost intimidated to look into her eyes as I did what she told me to do, unsure of why I was sitting on my hands.

“Good. Remember, you always have to listen to mommy, and do exactly as you’re told.”

“Yes, mommy. Always.” I said, still fully erect and in deep need of her feminine touch. Vareena pulled her top down, exposing her breasts and pressing them together, leaning forward and putting them right in my face.

“No. Not yet, just look at them.” she said, pinching her nipples and climbing into my lap.

“They’re so nice.”

“Yeah? You like mommy’s big tits?”

“I love them.”

“Awh, sweetie. I love how you make me feel so pretty, and special.” she said, mashing my face between her tits and moving her torso from side to side. “Do you want to suck on mommy’s nipples?”

“I would love that.” I said, raising my eyes to hers. Vareena took hold of one of her breasts, holding her perky nipple at my lips and grinding against me.

“Ooh.” she squealed, giggling as I latched on. “Wow, you are hard for mommy.”

“I can’t help it.” I said, swirling my tongue around her nipple. It felt surreal, being in a subservient role to a beautiful older woman, while my friend Hannah was out in the backyard, with no idea of the dirty debauchery taking place behind closed doors.

“Oh, wow. Mommy loves that young, hard, cock.” she said, slowing her cadence and putting emphasis on every word as she took hold of my erection through my speedos.

“My cock loves you.” I said, smiling up at her and suckling steadily. I wanted to grab her tits, to hungrily feast between them and coat them in hot, sticky cum.

“I know what your cock is really gonna love.” she said, smiling and sliding off of my lap. “No, put your hands back. Be a good boy.”

“Yes ma am. I’m sorry.” I said, getting a bit overzealous. Vareena crouched down in front of the bed, assisting me in pulling down my speedos. Her eyes went wide as it flopped out, and she pressed her wet lips against my cock head.

“Look at that. Such a healthy, hard cock.” she whispered, letting her saliva dribble out from between her lips, and then spreading it slowly around with her fingertips and activating nerve endings I didn’t even know I had.

“Ughnn…” I moaned, thrusting against her mouth as she opened wider to inhale me. “Oh my God.”

“Gluck, gluck, gluck!” her throat squished but she kept looking up at me, taking control right away and sending me spiraling into a puddle of submission.

“Mommy, oh my God that’s amazing.” I said, taking deep breaths and realizing that it was going to be a battle not to ejaculate immediately.

“Yeah, you love your mommy, don’t you? Don’t you baby?” she asked, her voice intense and full of dominance as she stroked my spit stroked cock in her soft hands.

“Yes. Yes!”

“Yes, what?”

“Yes. I love my mommy.” I moaned, so turned on by calling her by that name that it made me feel shameful. Her spit turned viscous, coating my balls as she sloppily slurped away, using both hands and taking them into her mouth.

“Good boy. That turns me on so much. I love hearing you say that.” she said, using her throat like a damn plunger. “Gluck! Gluck! Gluck!”

“Oh, God. I love you, mommy.” I said it again, in such a state of agonizing pleasure that I was forgetting to breathe, and seeing stars.

“Say it again.” she said, reaching between her legs and rubbing herself while continuing to suck me off in an almost deranged way. Seeing that side of her only made me fall harder for her, and I began to believe the words as they left my mouth over and over, until I was erupting harder than ever before.

“I love you mommy…ugh!” I called out, having told her several times that I was going to cum. Vareena didn’t pull her mouth off it, letting my cum spurt off into her mouth as she continued sucking it straight down her throat. I remember twitching, gripping her hair and losing all sense of self as my entire consciousness became the experience of pleasure. I didn’t know I could cum like that, that a woman could encapsulate me so fully, draining me of every ounce of desire and need that I possessed with her mouth alone.

Chapter 5

“That was so hot. You really do like having me as a mommy, don’t you?” she asked, having gulped down my entire load like nothing and then slipped into bed beside me. I didn’t even respond, just smiled wide and turned to face her.

My world was turned upside down in the best possible way. I didn’t care about Hannah, or her friends, or dating, or anything. I only wanted Vareena, over and over and in every imaginable way.

“No one has ever done that to me before.”

“What? Gave you a blowjob?” she asked, sounding surprised.

“I mean, I’ve gotten blowjobs before. I’m just saying that no one has done that before.” I said, emphasizing how intense it was for me. My legs felt like jello, and I wasn’t sure I could stand up if I wanted to.

“Oh, baby. There’s plenty more where that came from.”

“Really?”

“Of course, as long as you’re a good boy. I believe good boys should be rewarded.” she said.

“You should be rewarded. Or awarded.” I said, laughing. I was so relaxed and full of endorphins, and her radiant smile was making me wonder if it was possible to date her.

“Mommy of the year?”

“Of the century.” I said, leaning in for a kiss. Her lips melted against mine, still warm and puffy as they parted to receive my tongue. She broke our embrace, and placed her finger over my lips.

“Reward me.” she said, pushing my head down towards her legs. “Take them off.”

“Yes, mommy.” I said, lacing my fingers inside of her waistband while she looked down at me anxiously. I slid them slowly down, letting her raise her hips and then slipping them off of her ankles. She spread her legs for me, and I lowered myself between them. The hairs on my neck stood up as I leaned closer, eyeing her gorgeous pussy lips and spreading them with my fingers.

“Good boy.”

“I should have known you’d be gorgeous down there. You were fashioned by God himself.” I said, fighting my urge to just shove my face in it and start munching. Raveena was a sensual, classy woman of experience, so I started by kissing on her inner thighs, trying to replicate her technique of teasing, albeit without the patience behind it that she possessed.

“Baby, fuck.” she whimpered, squirming beneath me. She was so reactive to my touch, and I continued kissing all around it, lightly grazing her clit with my fingertip as she begged me to reward her.

“It’s so pretty. I have to taste you.” I whispered, placing my mouth over her vagina and dragging my tongue from her hole to her clit, latching on with my lips with the sound of her pleasure filling the room.

“Yes, Johnny. Such a good little boy for mommy, this is what I need. Fuck, mommy loves your mouth.” she said, running her fingers through my hair and grinding herself back against me. Her warmth and wetness were delightful, so fresh and sweet like nectar.

“Mmm…”

“Look up at me, boy. Look at mommy.”

“Mmm…” I rhythmically lapped her pussy, latching my arms under her legs and pulling her into me. There was no more teasing, no more playing coy and letting her arousal build. It might have been a submissive act, but I take pleasure in giving pleasure.

“Johnny, that’s my good boy. Just like that.” she said, the expression in her eyes  unmistakable. She awakened a beast inside me, intent on orally consuming her with a hungry passion. The more she squealed, writhing beneath me with appreciation, the more uninhibited I became.

The rest of the world ceased to exist. There was only Vareena, pinching my head with her thighs and holding my face in her crotch. She brought me right back to life, making my dick hard even though I’d cum fifteen minutes prior. 

“Why does it taste so good?” I asked, rubbing my face in it and inhaling her mind altering scent. There was nothing about her that didn’t hyper-stimulate my senses, first and foremost my arousal.

“Uh-huh, baby. Yes. Suck on it, don’t stop.” she said. “Fughhh.”

“Mmm hmm…I want you to cum for me.”

“Then don’t stop.” she said, tightening her grip around my hair and extending her hips. I moaned in agreement, taking her point and remaining steady. Her eyes were closed, and she gripped her breasts while my tongue caressed her, slowly building until she was shaking uncontrollably, her breath changing as she yelled my name.

“Mmm…”

“Oh, fuck. Ughhn!” Vareena reached climax and it was the single hottest thing I’d ever witnessed, leaving me throbbing as she expressed her pleasure, rolling her hips and letting my slurp up her wetness in the same way she’d done for me. There was a wet circle on her sheet, and I raised my torso slowly and looked down at her, eyes still closed and biting her finger with a satisfied grin.

“You’re the sexiest woman alive. I swear it.” I said, grabbing her ankles and sliding her down to me. I stood at the foot of her bed, taking hold of myself at the root and rubbing it against her to check for her reaction.

“You better not put your cock in me without permission.” she said, raising her eyebrows.

“Please, mommy? I have to.”

“You have to?” she asked, playfully grinning as turned over onto her hands and knees.

“I have to.” I said, repeating the simple phrase as my attention shifted to the luscious ass before me and climbed into bed to follow it. “I have to.”

“You did a very good job of making mommy cum.” she said. “If you’re going to do it, do it hard.”

“Yes, mommy.” I said, placing my hands on her waist and scooting in closer. “You’re so gorgeous. I can’t be held responsible for what I’m about to do.”

“Do it hard, baby.” she said, repeating her request as I rubbed myself between her lips, soaking up her wetness and spreading it around. “Please.”

“Yes, mommy.” I said, giving her ass a light slap before pushing it inside. Her tightness sent a jolt of electricity straight to my brain and cock, and I began thrusting with everything I had.

“Oh! Oh! Fuck, baby, yes. Harder!” Vareena said, throwing her weight back against me in rhythm with my thrusts. She wasn’t kidding about liking it hard, and no matter how hard I fucked her, she screamed out for more.

Her bed began creaking, bumping into the wall as I lost all control of myself. I knew it wouldn’t be long, that her tight hole would milk me and that there was nothing I could do about it. I slapped her ass again, lost in lust and savoring each deep stroke as I forcefully bounced her ass off my pelvis.

“Harder, please. Oh, fuck.” she braced herself against the headboard, taking it until we were arriving simultaneously. It took everything in me to last her out, holding the small of her back and feeding her what she craved.

“I’m so close, mommy. I’m so close.”

“Do it, baby. Cum for me.”

“Yes!” I grunted, my cock flexing as it spurted, shooting her full of my seed with no thought of precaution. I was completely blinded by lust and desire, my brain overriding attraction being way too much for me to handle. My fingertips dug into her flesh, holding on for dear life as I pummeled her to completion.

Chapter 6

I came over for a swim, but stayed for a sleepover. Vareena and I never left her bedroom, christening it into our sanctuary again and again. She was like a drug, and I was trying to overdose on my very first attempt at her.

“While we were sitting by the pool, you said something that intrigued me.” she said, fresh out of the shower and laying naked on her stomach.

“Yeah?”

“That’s right. You said that you wanted to spread my cheeks apart, and put your face in there.” she said, making me blush at the recollection.

“I wasn’t in my right mind.”

“I know you weren’t, that’s why I was so intrigued.” she said. “Honestly Johnny, I didn’t expect you to be such a fabulous lover.”

“How come?”

“You didn’t seem all that confident, and with how you hovered around Hannah, I wasn’t sure if you knew how to please a woman.”

“But you still wanted to have a go at me?” I asked, smiling. It was a compliment as far as I was concerned, and I was glad to have not embarrassed myself.

“I told you, I know what I want. Even if you were terrible, I would have taught you how to please me.” she said.

“You still can.” I said, licking my chops at my proposition from earlier.

“I think you already know.” she said, reaching back and spreading her cheeks apart. “Now be a good boy. Lick.” 

“Yes mommy.” I said, feeling myself going under her spell again. She held her butt open, and I tried to act like it was something I’d done before by treating it like a band aid. As soon as my tongue touched down, she squealed and something came over me. The novel, neutral taste of her flesh, knowing that I was doing something so depraved, I went crazy.

“Oh! Oh, wow. Baby!” she said, arching her back and spreading her cheeks wide as I plunged my tongue inside her. I slobbered everywhere, losing myself in the feast until she was crawling away from me.

“Where do you think you’re going?” I asked, wiping the spit from my face.

“I need lube. I need you in there.” she said, reaching for the drawer and pulling out a small bottle. It took me a second to realize what she meant, and I didn’t hesitate, pouring lube onto my cock, and then fingers.

“You’re really gonna let me do this?” I asked. Vareena had her ass up in the air, practically begging me to violate her.

“You’ve been such a good boy, Johnny. I think you deserve it.”

“Yes, mommy.” I said, having gotten used to the moniker. I did as I was told, inserting my fingers slowly and spreading the lube around before entering her. I pressed the tip against her hole, holding myself at the base while applying forward pressure.

“Be gentle.” she whispered, wiggling her ass to assist with my entry. It was a new act for me, my first time sticking it in a woman’s asshole. It was another shocking grip, and I worked it slowly in and out with Vareena humming.

“So tight.” I said, transfixed on watching myself enter her. It felt so dirty, but I couldn’t stop.

“Yes, baby. Take mommy’s asshole.”

“It’s so good. Fuck.”

“You can go harder. Ugh, yes.”

“Oh my God. I love it so much.” I said, taking her without protection and increasing my pace. We started rather slowly, but it wasn’t long before the bed was rocking again.

“Ugh! Ugh! Ugh!” she screamed, not shy at all about making noise. Her squeals were pleasure filled, and I let loose on her with everything I had, again unloading the constant tension she provided. I held her by the hips, our pace becoming almost violent as we dragged each other toward oblivion.

At some point, Vareena reached down and began rubbing her clitoris. I prayed that she’d make it to orgasm before me, but with the tightness of our seal, it didn’t seem likely.

“Vareena, I’m close.” I said, tossing my head back and bottoming out. Her trembling only sent me closer to the precipice, and we hollered sweet nothings into the darkness as we came together. I held her in place while finishing, dumping another sticky load into her body without concern. She collapsed in front of me, removing herself from her impaled state while I fell down beside her, panting for breath with my muscles burning.

Cuddling with Vareena felt like home, and even though we’d only become physical, I couldn’t imagine losing her intimacy. I fell asleep with her bare ass pressed up against my crotch, exhausted from our tryst.

The next morning was more of the same, and I woke up to Vareena under the sheets, with her succulent lips wrapped around my hard shaft. She ended up on top of me, riding me to completion and taking another bareback creampie.

I took a shower, because I had to leave for work and was already pushing it on time. On the way out, I heard Hannah’s voice.

“Johnny?”

“Hannah, what’s up?” I asked, pawing at my neck as the awkward reality set in.

“What are you doing here? Did you sleep here?”

“Uhh, yeah. Upstairs.” I said.

“With my mom?”

“Yeah. Hey, I have to go, I’m late for work. I’ll talk to you later. Have a good one.” I said, going into a panic and dipping out of there. Hannah seemed stunned, and waved as I stepped out the front door on the way to my car.

My heart was pounding when I started the engine, and a deep feeling of pride set in. That day at work was unlike any other, and nothing seemed to get me down. It was a busy night, but I was locked in and ended up having a 200 dollar shift.

Hannah and I caught up a few days later, and I just came clean about the nature of our relationship. She wasn’t mad, but couldn’t believe it. Once we moved past it, she started complaining about Ernest.

“I don’t know. I think he’s kind of dumb.” she said, looking at me like that came as some sort of shock to her.

“I think you’re right.” I said, laughing. “But he seemed really nice, really genuine.”

“He’s fun to be around, but I can’t see myself seriously dating him.”

“I feel you.”

“You know he doesn’t even own a motorcycle? He said that he wanted to take me out on his motorcycle, and then when I asked him about it, he said he didn’t know how to ride but wanted to learn. I just can’t with him.” she said.

Vareena and I continued our torrid love affair, and I became such a regular fixture around the house that I’d sometimes hang out with Hannah between our rampant love making sessions. We became very bonded, and after a while, I decided to stop beating around the bush when it came to my intentions. Despite our age gap, it was more than sexual. She was my woman, and I wanted it to be official.

That’s how it started, the way I met the woman of my dreams. I asked her out, she said yes, and the rest is history. That was years ago, and we’re still going strong. Hannah eventually met someone too, someone ten years older, coincidentally enough. We’re still good friends to this day.


His New Dommy

Chapter 1 

I didn’t even know women like her existed, until she told me to come inside of her house because the sun was too much. I’d just moved into a new neighborhood, and we’d met five minutes earlier. 

“Yes ma am.” I said, caught off guard by her request. 

“What did you say your name was again?” she asked, letting me step inside and then forcibly closing the door behind me, startling me and making me jump. 

“It’s uh, Jimmy.” I said. 

“Right. Don’t say uh, it’s unbecoming.” she said. Her name was Angelica, and I felt almost magnetically pulled to her right away. 

“My bad.” 

“Don’t say that either.” she said, giving me a smirk. “Would you like something to drink? Tea perhaps?” 

“Um, yes please. Sorry.” 

“Oh, boy. You’re a fumbling mess young man. Follow me to the kitchen.” she said, looking directly into my eyes. She was gorgeous, and I felt attracted to her and intimidated at the same time. 

“I love what you’ve done with the place.” I said, making small talk and stealing a quick glance at her perfectly shaped glutes, hugged tightly by the thin white dress that went all the way down to her ankles. 

“How old are you, Jimmy?” 

“I’m uh, 21. Sorry.” I said, catching myself again. 

“Stop apologizing, love. It’s not a habit you’ll fix overnight.” she said, bending over in front of the refrigerator to grab the pitcher of tea. My heart was racing, as I wasn’t used to being in the presence of a woman alone. 

“Yes ma am.” I said, calling her that instinctively because of our age difference. 

“How’s your love life? Do you have a girlfriend?” she asked, handing me a glass and motioning for me to return to the living room. 

“I don’t.” I said. 

“Well, that’s no good. Why not?” she asked, setting down her drink and having a seat on the couch. 

“I don’t know, haven’t met the right girl yet, I guess.” I said. 

“Well, you’re very handsome, but you don’t come off as being very confident.” she said. Before I could respond, she reached out and took my hand, pulling me over to her and pushing me down onto the couch beside her. 

“Oh, well, I don’t know. I wouldn’t say I’m unconfident.” I said, stammering through the sentence and realizing she was right. 

“That’s okay. As long as you’re willing to acknowledge it, then it’s something we can work on.” she said, lacing her fingers in mine. I wasn’t sure what was happening, but it was making me feel super aroused. 

“We?” 

“Yeah, we’re neighbors now, and I’m a lonely old woman. I need a sweet young boy like you to train.” she said, biting down on her lip and angling herself towards me. It all happened so fast, and I wasn’t sure if I was mistaken, but it felt like she was flirting with me. 

“You’re not an old woman.” I said, laughing to release the tension. 

“You don’t think so?” she asked, leaning in slightly and maintaining eye contact. She was so hot, and I couldn’t take it. Getting an erection in your neighbor’s house is kind of off putting, and I broke away from her. 

“No, not at all. You’re really pretty, actually.” I said, suddenly hyper self aware of the fact that I was sweating, and that my palms were probably clammy. 

“Thank you, baby boy.” she said, placing her other hand on my thigh. I’d never looked into a woman’s eyes like that before, not while sitting that close. “It’s okay, Jimmy, but we need to work on your eye contact.” 

“Oh. What am I doing wrong?” I asked. 

“Well, your eyes are darting all over the place, and you seem nervous.” she said, her tone soft and sensual. I had a full erection, and couldn’t even think straight, let alone formulate coherent sentences. 

“I’m sorry.” I said, mumbling as I continued falling apart. It was exactly the same thing that happened the first time I was with a woman, an experience that ended in my humiliation and fear of intimacy. 

“Baby.” she said, giggling playfully and rubbing my thigh. “You can look at me, if you want. I don’t mind.” 

“Yes ma am.” I said, doing as I was told and taking a deep breath. 

“You can call me mommy, if you’d like.” she whispered, letting her hand shift from my thigh to my crotch, and sending every pleasure signal off in my brain. I’d never been touched like that before, and it felt so amazing that I melted under her touch. 

“Oh my God.” I said, squeezing her left hand as she stroked me from outside of my shorts. 

“You’re already hard, baby boy.” she whispered, her hot breath tickling my inner ear. 

“Yes.” I whimpered, completely overtaken by the arousal she was causing. 

“Have you ever been with a woman before?” she asked, dipping the tip of her tongue into my ear. 

“Ungh!” I squealed and recoiled, terrified that I’d cum in my pants. 

“Have you?” she asked. 

“No.” 

“Call me mommy.” she whispered, wrapping her fingers and the cloth of my athletic shorts around my shaft as she pulled up and down. 

“Yes, mommy.” I said, losing any semblance of control as every nerve in my body was activated, tingling like mad as I erupted in her loving hands. “Ugh! Oh, my God!” 

“That’s my good boy, cum for mommy.” she said, squeezing my shaft and feeling it pulse in her hand. It was the most powerful orgasm of my life, and drained every ounce of my strength from my legs. 

“Holy crap. That was amazing.” I said, seeing stars and panting for breath. I could feel the massive mess I’d made in my pants, and the embarrassment started setting in. It wasn’t nearly as bad as my first attempt at hooking up with a girl, but it was still upsetting. 

“You’re so sweet, Jimmy. I’m going to train you into such a good little boy for mommy.” she said, leaning in and kissing me on the mouth. Her lips were wet and soft, and she kissed aggressively, forcing her tongue into my mouth before standing up from the couch and walking away. 

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to finish so quickly.” I said, my mind racing as I processed what had happened. She laughed heartily, and tossed me a kitchen towel as she came back into the living room. 

“It’s okay. You just need more practice. It’s actually a huge turn on, because it means that you were so turned on that your body couldn’t control itself.” she said, sitting down beside me and reaching into my waistband with the towel to clean me up. My cock was still super sensitive, and it felt great having a woman who didn’t mind touching it. 

Chapter 2 

Like I said, I didn't know women like Angelica existed. My buddies had always said to get with an older woman because they know what they wanted in the bedroom, not that any of them actually knew firsthand. That's definitely what it felt like, except that she seemed to know exactly what I liked too, even more so than I did. 

It was more than that, though. She put me at ease, even after prematurely ejaculating into my shorts and underwear, there was no judgment. If anything, it seemed to make her feel special. And the way she talked about sex, she was just so open and nonchalant about it. 

“We’re going to have a lot of fun together, me and you. Just as long as you stay single.” she said. 

“Well, we’re not in a lot of danger there.” I said, having a chuckle. 

“You’re much more relaxed after your orgasm.” 

“Oh, well, yeah.” I said. Angelica smiled, sipping at her tea and dangling her flip flop from her toes. 

“Can I ask you a personal question?” 

“Shoot.” 

“How many women have you been with?” she asked. 

“No.” I said. “That’s how many.” 

“Really? Poor boy, what’s been the problem?” she asked. 

“Uhm, I guess it’s me. Talking to women makes me nervous, it always has.” I said, telling her the truth. 

“So, you’re a virgin?” 

“I am.” I said, strangely unbothered by telling her. Even my friends thought I’d hooked up once, as I told them all a lie about being seduced by a girl on vacation after my senior year, but that never happened. It was just a way to get them off my back about it. 

“We can take care of that, if you’d like.” she said. I smiled uncontrollably, trying my best to wipe it from my face but failing miserably. 

“Could we?” I asked, feeling excitement coursing through my veins. Angelica was an absolute goddess as far as I was concerned, and ten times more beautiful than any woman I thought would ever give me a chance. 

“We certainly could, but you’re going to have to earn it.” she said. 

“Yes ma am. Anything you say.” I said, perking right up at the offer. 

“Well, I didn’t really expect all this. I just planned to introduce myself.” she said, dropping her flip flop and folding her leg so that she could massage the arch of her foot. “It’s rude to ask, so I’ll just tell you. I’m 41 years young.” 

“Are your feet sore?” I asked, blurting the question without thought. Angelica sighed, grinning and cocking her head to the side. 

“You don’t mind our age gap at all, do you?” she asked. 

“I don’t.” I said. “If anything, it’s kind of even hotter.” 

“Right? I totally agree. There’s something so much sweeter about forbidden fruit.” she said, moving from the love seat to the armrest of the couch I was sitting on. 

“I wouldn’t know, but I’ll take your word for it.” 

“Was that the first time you’ve came for a woman before?” she asked, straightening her leg and placing her foot in my lap. 

“Kind of. The second time, technically.” I said, looking down at her manicured toes and recalling the most humiliating experience of my life. 

“What happened?” 

“It was this girl, Britta. We were making out, and then she started touching it, like through my pants, and, I dunno, I lost control.” I said, rubbing her sexy foot in my hands to distract me. It wasn’t my fondest memory. 

“That’s not so bad.” 

“It was, actually. She started laughing, and then wouldn’t return my calls. She ended up telling her friends about it, and I dunno, it was just really fucked up.” I said, flushing hot and becoming uncomfortable. 

“Jimmy, that’s perfectly natural. She was kind of a bitch, but it’s not a big deal.” she said. 

“But I can’t control it. It just happened again.” I said. 

“You need to relax, and breathe. You were holding your breath the entire time I touched you.” 

“Was I?” I asked, raising my eyes to meet hers. Angelica smiled, nodding her head. 

“You were, but don’t worry, you’re in good hands. We’ll work through all of that.” she said. 

“Why are you being so nice to me?” I asked. 

“Because we’re neighbors. And I’m in desperate need of intimacy.” she said. “I’ll teach you everything.” 

“I’m down for that.” I said, feeling myself perk back up in my shorts. 

“Let’s start with foreplay. It’ll really help with your stamina, and not being so focused on orgasm.” she said, rubbing her foot on my crotch and fully springing me back to life. “Oh, wow. You’re so reactive, I like that.” 

“Thank you. You’re so beautiful, I can’t help it.” 

“I want you to do exactly what mommy tells you. Okay?” she asked, raising her foot from my crotch to my lips. She pushed me to the absolute edge of arousal, effortlessly, and I could do nothing but submit to her. 

“Yes, mommy.” I said, parting my lips to receive her toe. 

“Worship mommy’s feet, good boy. Just like that.” she said, rubbing the sole of her foot over my face. It was a state I’d never experienced, pure arousal that reduced me to nothing but my own base desires. 

“Mmm…” I moaned, eyes closed and mindlessly worshiping her feet like she said. I dragged my tongue along her soles, sucking on her toes and struggling again with the pounding pressure between my legs. “Mmmm!” 

“Baby boy! Remember, relax. Breathe.” she said, giggling as I tongued between her toes. 

“Yes, mommy.” I said, feeling ashamed at referring to her in that way, but also turned on. It was so intimate, finally being with a woman that was so desirable that she melted my inhibitions. 

“Such a good boy. I want you to feel completely free to explore your deepest desires, Jimmy.” she said, her sweet voice sending a relaxing vibration through my body. 

“Yes, mommy. I’ll do anything for you.” I said, completely mesmerized and lost in what was happening. I could feel myself throbbing, and looked into her eyes with a mouthful of toes. 

“Do mommy’s feet turn you on?” she asked. There were strands of saliva connecting her toes to my lips as I pulled away. 

“Yes, mommy. They’re so pretty.” 

“Good, I love having them pampered, rubbed, and worshiped. Keep that in mind.” she said, pulling her foot away and standing up. “Take off your clothes.” 

“Yes ma am. I mean, erm, mommy.” I said, pulling at my waistband and removing my bottoms first. Angelica shimmied out of her panties, leaving her dress in place and stepping out of them. 

“I want to watch you pleasure yourself, and I want you to sniff mommy’s underwear.” she said, tossing me the pair and returning to the love seat. 

“Like, jerk off?” I asked. 

“Yes, baby. Jerk off for mommy. Show me that you revere me.” she said, pulling up her dress and exposing her hairy pussy. My heart was pounding, and the pressure was such that I knew I would explode the moment I touched myself. 

“Yes, mommy. I’m sorry if I cum fast.” I said, taking her underwear in my hand and bringing it to my face. Her scent was delectable, sweeping over me like a wave and sending me further spiraling down her rabbit hole. 

“Don’t apologize, Jimmy. Just relax, control yourself.” she said, reaching down between her legs to touch herself. She was stunning, so gorgeous that the whole experience felt surreal. 

“Yes mommy.” I said, inhaling deeply and slowly working my hand up and down my shaft, trying with all of my might not to cum. She pulled her breasts out of her dress, creating the single most aesthetically pleasing sight my virgin eyes had ever laid upon. 

“Sniff them you naughty little boy.” she said, grinning sadistically and rubbing her clit faster. Her pretty toes flexed and curled, and her moans further spiked my already painful level of arousal. I loved the sound of her voice, the way she smelled, everything about her. 

“Oh my God, mommy.” 

“It’s okay, baby. Look at mommy, don’t close your eyes. Look at me.” she said, sitting up and commanding me. I stopped stroking, holding myself by the base and trying to breathe. 

“You’re gonna make me cum.” I said. 

“I know.” she said, closing her legs and dropping down onto the floor, crawling over to me. 

“Oh my God.” I said, monotone and wide eyed as she approached me, pushing my knees open and squeezing herself in. I looked down at her, running my fingers through her hair. 

“Let me get it wet for you.” she said, pulling her hair up out of the way and leaning in. I felt the warm sensation of saliva as it dripped from her lips, coating my cock as she spat again. “Stroke it for mommy.” 

“Fuck.” I groaned, taking hold of myself and spreading her wetness around. 

“Better?” 

“Yes. Thank you.” I whispered, focusing on my breath as my fingers slipped up and down my hard rod. 

“Open your eyes. Don’t you want to look at mommy’s tits?” she asked. Her breasts were full and luscious, with suckable nipples that beckoned my lips. Instead, she wrapped them around my cock, pressing her soft globes around me and rubbing them up and down. 

“Holy shit. Angelica, fuck. I can’t, I’m gonna bust…” 

“Shhh…it’s okay baby. Mommy wants your cum.” 

“Ungh!” I gripped the couch with both hands, thrusting myself between her tips as hot cum spurted out everywhere. My entire body tingled with pleasure, with Angelica laughing playfully along as I coated her rack with thick white strands of gooey spunk. 

“Good boy, look at all that cum.” she said, peering down at her chest to admire my handwork. I sighed with satisfaction, having released more pent up tension than I knew I had stored up inside of me. 

“That was so hot.” 

“Yeah, it was. Let mommy clean this mess up.” she said, still down on her knees and scooping up my cum with her fingertips. I was spinning with euphoria, watching in awe as Angelica greedily lapped up every last drop, slurping it down like nothing. 

Chapter 3 

I ended up falling asleep cuddling with Angelica while she told me how good I was doing. After having so little female attention throughout my life, I couldn’t help clinging to her affection.

By the time I woke up, she’d cooked up some oven fried chicken and Asparagus, and was serving it to me in bed.

“Wow. Thank you.” I said.

“I have to keep my little boy well fed. I have naughty plans for you tonight.” she said. The food smelled incredible, and I’d worked up quite an appetite while I slept. Angelica had changed out of her dress, and wore a silk robe that barely covered her ass, and was no match for her ample breasts.

“I like the sound of that.” I said, digging in the food while she disappeared to retrieve drinks and napkins.

“So, I’m fresh out of the shower, and I figured we could continue our foreplay training once you finish your meal.” she said, sitting in front of me and batting her eyelashes. I still had a mouthful of chicken, and nodded my head. “Consider me your dessert.”

“Your body.”

“What about it?” she asked, removing her robe and sitting back down in her lacy lingerie.

“I think I’m in love.” I said, grinning as my appetite felt suddenly quenched. Something else had my full attention, and she was arching her back and shaking her ass in my face.

“You’re almost finished, aren’t you?” she asked, the world’s all time most leading question. I couldn’t pry my eyes away from it, especially when she reached back and pulled the thong out of her ass, pushing it to the side and giving me a clear view of her womanhood.

“I’m ready for dessert.” I said, placing my plate on the side table and letting myself be pulled like a tractor beam.

“Good boy. Now that you’ve finished the main course, mommy wants you to eat her butt.” she said. I went into a fog, following nothing but pure instinct and my own desires. Angelica pulled her cheeks apart, and I buried my face in her, slopping away and making out with her anus without shame. “Ooh!”

“Mmm…fuck. You’re so sexy.” I said, inhaling her scent and nearly losing my mind. She made my cock throb with anticipation, her familiar scent fueling my need. “Mmmm.”

“Yes, baby. Don’t stop licking, don’t you fucking dare stop licking!” she called out, pressing my face into her ass while I licked and sucked on her asshole, degrading myself and loving every second of it. She brought out a different side of me, and I couldn’t help indulging.

“I love it.” I whispered, rubbing my nose in it and licking her wet pussy.

“I’m ready, baby. Give me your cock, little boy. Show mommy how much you love her.” she said, her voice full of passion and wanting.

“Yes, mommy.” I said, quickly stripping down. The opportunity had finally arrived, I was going to lose my virginity.

Chapter 4 - Angelica

It only took one look at him, and I knew. Talking to him only further informed my suspicions. Jimmy was overlooked by girls his age, mostly because of his awkward, fumbling delivery and lack of confidence. He was also a virgin, and perfectly ripe to be trained, spoiled, and corrupted by mommy.

The look of bewilderment in his eyes was everything I longed for, and feeling him lose control in his pants told me everything I needed to know about him. He was a sweet boy, tall and lanky with a thick, juicy length that I had awful plans for.

He was simply overwhelmed by the presence of a woman, especially when it came to intimacy. I found his nervousness endearing, as he was the polar opposite of being jaded. Jimmy wasn’t a lost cause, he was just inexperienced. I knew that the girls who laughed at him now, would eventually wish they’d treated him better. Guys like him only shined later in life, once girls realized what was actually important in a man.

I wanted him for myself, at least for the time being. Lord knows he needed it, and I could tell that he would be a quick study, so eager to please and service my needs. After giving him a nap and some food, I decided to test his obedience by spreading my cheeks, and making him lick my asshole.

There were no doubts in my mind that he could be properly trained, taught to go out and present himself in a more favorable light. The confidence of being seduced by a woman would surely offer him a boost, and removing the monkey of virginity from his back would do the rest.

I’d been divorced for almost five years, as well as celibate. I hadn’t been ready to date, or get out there, and I wasn’t really interested in a one night fling sort of situationship. I stayed patient, mourning my marriage until the feelings had mostly passed.

When Jimmy moved in next door, I watched from the window with growing excitement. The close proximity made him accessible, and furthermore, I needed to get laid. It wasn’t difficult at first, not having sex, but over time it became unbearable. I needed to get fucked, and I needed it badly.

I’d put out some feelers with friends, letting them know that I was ready to tentatively step back into the dating pool. Or at least stick my toe in it.

There were some bites, my friend Kelly had a single male friend who she swore was a great guy. His only problems were that he was financially unsuccessful, a functional alcoholic, and had let himself go. My other friend Brittany wanted to set me up with someone from her work, but he was always traveling and only came through time a few times a month.

I figured if I was going to get with a broke guy, he might as well be young, hot, and full of potential. Not that I had any plans of dating Jimmy, he was just a warm up to get me back out there and comfortable in my own skin again. He lived there for a couple days, but I was still working up the courage to approach him and talk to him.

When it finally happened, I was so horny that I was practically trembling. I tried acting strong and tough, like I was some sort of professional when it came to seduction, but the truth is that I was terrified, and the fear didn’t go away until I wrapped my fingers around his hard cock. At that point, I was filled with confidence, because I knew that I was about to have a very fulfilling relationship slash fling with a much younger man. Love thy neighbor, as they say.

Chapter 5

Angelica removed her panties, this time tossing them to the floor instead of shoving them in my face. Her ass was so juicy, and she knew just how to shake it to make me want her even more.

“It’s your first time, baby. How do you want me?” she asked, looking back with the most seductive expression.

“On your back. I want to look into your eyes.” I said, the words leaving my mouth automatically.

“Awh, that’s so sweet.” she said, flipping over and making it so. Her body was immaculate, thick and curvy in all the right places, so well developed in comparison to most of the girls my age. I was in stunned silence, on autopilot I climbed on top of her, and she took care of the rest, reaching down and grabbing hold of it, stroking it and bringing it to her opening. “Are you ready?”

“Yes, mommy.” I whispered, leaning in to kiss her right as she plunged it inside. I grunted through our locked lips as my cock invaded her tight little pussy, soaking wet with a grip that sent electric jolts of pleasure up and down my spine.

“Mmm…” she moaned, placing the soles of her feet on my ass and pulling me into her. I couldn’t believe I was finally doing it, fucking my gorgeous milf neighbor without a condom.

We kissed passionately, grinding together as I explored her supple body, groping her breasts and watching them bounce helplessly beneath my powerful thrusts. It felt so fucking good, and she shoved her milkers in my face, encouraging me to worship them while I laid claim to her.

“Suck on my nipples, baby. Drink mommy’s milk.” she said. I latched on, thinking that she was speaking metaphorically until I felt the warm taste of her nectar landing on my tongue. I suctioned even harder, spurred by the primordial feeling of nursing from the breast of my mommy.

“Ughn! Fuck, mommy. I love your pussy.” I said, letting go of any inhibitions. She was everything to me, and it was just the two of us. There was no one there to judge me, to make me feel any type of way except for ecstatic. Her flesh was to die for, and I held out for as long as I could.

“Fuck me, Jimmy. Make mommy cum for that hard cock!” she called out, thrusting from the bottom and staring intensely into my eyes. “Harder!”

“Yes, mommy. Ughn!” I held her close, and she wrapped her legs around my lower back, holding herself in place while I let loose.

“Guhnnh!” she squealed as I pummeled her, giving her everything I had until I felt like I was expanding from the inside. It was so much pressure, too much, I couldn’t hang on. “I’m cumming…fuck.”

“Yes.” I said, my eyes bulging as I arrived inside of her warm cunt. I could feel her gripping me, milking the cum out as my erection pulsed, shooting her full of my hot sticky cum. It was everything I could have dreamed of, and well worth the wait.

“Oh, Jimmy. Such a good boy.” she said, cupping my head as I continued to drink from her swollen, puffy nipples, alternating back and forth and becoming lost in the relaxing experience of drinking mommy’s milk. I felt changed in a deep way, and couldn’t imagine ever being without her.

Chapter 6 - Angelica

Jimmy blew me away in the bedroom, as I was expecting a one pump chump caliber performance, and instead ended up on the receiving end of a passionate, sensual pounding. He made it oh so worth it, several times over.

It was the first time I’d taken a younger lover, as it was always something I kept in the back of my mind, more of a fantasy than something I thought I’d ever follow through with.

Once we were together, there was no separating us. Jimmy spent the night at my house, and since he lived right next door, could run home to do whatever and then return to my clutches.

It was an admittedly thrilling and addictive affair, and we bonded deeper with each passing day. Jimmy was an intelligent young man, doing his college and working entirely from the comfort and safety of his computer. I think it really helped him loosen up, having a woman to learn the ropes with and loosen up around.

Our relationship dynamic was firmly dominant and submissive in the bedroom, but no such lines existed after we finished playing. I had a naturally more dominant personality than him, and liked being in charge. He just wanted to be told what to do, and to give me pleasure. He was an ideal submissive, and in that way, I couldn’t get enough of him.

“Mommy?” he asked, having grown comfortable in his role as my little after I explained it further, telling him that I was his adult mommy, who took care of his naughty adult needs, and he was my adult little boy, who did as he was told, and treated his mommy like a queen.

“Yes, love?”

“You’re making me feel horny.” he said, snuggling his face against my chest while we laid facing each other on the couch.

“Oh, am I? And how am I doing that?” I asked, giggling as he placed kisses on my exposed breasts, pulling my robe apart and latching onto my nipple, always a clear sign he was in the mood.

“Your tits.” he whispered, nibbling gently and pulling at his waistband.

“Yes? Is that what you want?” I asked, letting him suckle while petting his hair. My nipples were highly sensitive, and a reliable way to push my buttons. He was adamant about receiving his milk daily, and typically nursed one or two times before bed.

It wasn’t even like we were neighbors anymore. We were like a couple who lived together, but had two houses. I had him over to my place more often than the other way around, mostly because my place was nicer and more well kept, but there were no boundaries between us.

“I want to taste you.” he said, raising his kind eyes to meet mine.

“You are tasting me, baby. Isn’t it good?”

“You know I love your milk, but I want to taste you down there.” he said. I felt myself blushing, and tingling between my legs.

“You know just how to make mommy happy.” I said, pushing myself up, and stepping over his face. I wasn’t wearing underwear, and I sank my weight right down on his mouth, another daily tradition we rarely missed.

“Mmmm…” he moaned, grabbing my ass with both hands and pulling me down onto his face. Jimmy had gained so much experience in a short time, and his transformation was unbelievable. He was my diamond in the rough, and I rode his face while he stroked himself beneath me. “I love you.”

“Show me.” I sighed, getting closer and closer. As he grew to know my body more, it became easier and easier for me to arrive, especially while sitting on top of his head. I grinded furiously, rubbing my wetness all over his eager, waiting tongue, until we were both trembling, moaning in ecstasy as we arrived together.

We cuddled back up, and his warm lips found their way to my breast as I went back to watching television. It was a Friday night, and neither of us desired to be anywhere else. It was nice, and it was becoming more than sex. That much was clear.

Our first I love you’s were exchanged in the heat of passion, while I was sitting on his hard cock, bouncing up and down and about to cum. Hearing him say it, I don’t know, it sent me over the edge and made me question if I was starting to fall for him.

“I love you, Angelica.” he whispered, throwing his arm over me before bed that night.

“I love you too.” I said, without thinking. It rang in my head, and I thought back to the day we’d met. It was such a whirlwind that I couldn’t believe it, and tried to pinpoint how long we’d known each other. A couple months, maybe? Good Lord, my head was all over the place.

It was all I thought about for the next several days, when he showed up with my favorite dish in tow, and of course, when he used his insanely talented tongue to twist me up into oblivion. It was hard to separate lust, but I knew that I didn’t want it to end. If only he were 15 years older.

Chapter 7

“Hey, do you remember when you told me that you were training me? So that I could be more confident with other girls?” I asked. It was something that had been on my mind for a long time. 

“Yeah, why?” she asked, furrowing her brow. I let out a sigh, completely unsure of how this was going to go. At the same time, she had trained me well, to be direct, and forthright with how I felt. 

“Because, I dunno, I was thinking that maybe you and I could just date instead of all that.” I said, looking her firm in the eye and praying she didn’t reject me. A smile spread across her face, but I wasn’t sure how to take it. 

“Of course, baby boy.” she said, biting her lip. 

“Really?” 

“Yeah. I think you’ve been my man for a while now, we just never made it official.” 

“Yeah. That’s kinda how I feel. So wait, you’re my girlfriend now?” I asked instead of pinching myself. 

“Yeah. I am.” she said. Joy swelled up inside me, and I took her into my arms for a kiss. I’d been pining over her from the moment we met, but our sexual dynamic and age gap made me wonder if she could ever take me seriously as a partner. 

We went straight to the bedroom, and it was the first time she wasn’t in full control. I ripped off her clothes, and bent over the edge of the mattress, giving my new woman a rough smack across the ass. 

“Ooh! You naughty boy.” she said, shaking her ass as the red handprint appeared. I placed my hand on her lower back, pinning her to the mattress as I entered her. “Ugh!” 

“Yeah, that’s my baby.” I said, slapping her ass again before taking hold of her with both hands, standing up on my toes as I impaled her with force. I’d spent so much time repressing the way I truly felt about her, reminding myself that it was a short term fling that I’d lucked into, and that it would be over soon enough. 

“Yes! Jimmy, do it. Don’t stop. Take it.” 

“It’s mine.” I grunted, losing myself in our primal dance. It was a raw pounding, a lust fueled expression of the fire she instilled in me. I was a different person from the time we met, she’d helped me transform. 

“Yes. Take it, baby. Claim it.” 

“I’m gonna cum, baby. Fuck!” I held the small of her back, thrusting forward as I erupted inside of her, leaving it in and hanging on for dear life, savoring every powerful wave of emotion she sent through me. 

That was how it started, almost five years ago. We’ve since upgraded homes, electing to buy instead of spreading our money between renting two houses. And as of yesterday, before penning this story, we’re engaged to be married. 

I can’t be happier or fulfilled with how things turned out. It was such a happenstance, lucky lottery lightning strike of goodness for me. Honestly, she’s out of my league, and all of my friends are green with envy. Life is good, and I look forward to spending the rest of it with my Angelica. 
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Chapter 1 - Matt 

I’d been dating Elle since high school, and it completely blindsided me when she broke up with me. She went to a local college, about an hour drive, and after struggling to make it work long distance, she sent me a text message saying it was over. 

I was distraught, and called her cell phone over and over to no avail. She went no contact after that, and I pretty much laid around in a deep state of depression, hoping and praying that she’d change her mind. 

My boss gave me a week off, and then I returned to work. It felt like the volume had been turned down on life, and even though I still found other girls attractive, I wasn’t attracted to them. I had no drive, I was a heart broken man with just enough will to drag myself through the motions of work. 

Two full weeks had passed, and I was just starting to feel a little better. That’s when my buddy John called me, and asked if I’d seen her social media. Apparently, she’d moved on a lot quicker than me, and was already dating someone else. That served as a big kick in my nuts, and hurt for another week. 

Everyone was telling me to pick myself up and get back out there. My friends invited me to the strip club, and stuff like that, but I didn’t have the desire. Finally, I made myself look at her page. It was devastating, as she’d gotten rid of most of the pictures of us together as a couple, and had already replaced them with some other guy. I hated him, but it made me hate her too. As painful and uncomfortable as it was, I’m glad I put myself through it, because it helped me accept that things were over. 

I still found myself down in the dumps most days, but I knew that time would eventually heal the wound. In the meantime, I started working out, and got on some dating apps. It really helped me to just engage in hard work, because I could tune out from things and focus on the task at hand. It started with lifting weights, and then I decided to finally take care of my overgrown backyard. 

One of the benefits to being single was that I suddenly had way more money, and nothing to spend it on. I got myself a nice weedeater, an edger, and a square shovel so that I could uncover the old walkway. I’d lived in the same house my whole life, and when my mother remarried, I took over the lease. 

My house was a mess, I was a mess, and the only thing to do was to put my head down and get to work on it. The dating apps were disappointing at best, as half of the “girls” I matched with were sex workers trying to promote their content, and the other half were clearly single for a reason. Their bios were like minefields filled with red flags, and I decided it wasn’t the best route for me. 

It was a Friday morning, and I had the day off, so I decided to start the project nice and early, before the sun was really beating down. After giving the yard a mow, I turned on my blower and took care of the clippings. The sun had changed positions, and started beating down on me by this time. As soon as I killed the motor, I heard a woman’s voice calling out to me. 

“Matt! Hey!” she said, her eyes lighting up from the other side of the chain link fence separating our backyards. It was Anne, and she was in a bathing suit. 

“Hey, what’s up?” I asked. It was always a treat to see her, because despite the fact that she was twenty years older than me, she was smoking hot and had the most charming way about her. 

“Oh, not much. I was going to take a lazy day and lay out in the sun, but you’re making me feel lazy, you’re working so hard.” she said, her beautiful blue eyes hidden behind dark lenses. 

“It’s definitely hard work, but it’s my own doing. Did you know there’s actually a sidewalk that goes from the backdoor all the way through the garden?” I asked. Anne squinted, and then shook her head. 

“I can’t remember it.” 

“That’s how long it’s been. I have pictures of it. I’m gonna try to recover it today.” I said, looking over my backyard and trying to imagine the completed version. 

“Don’t work too hard. It’s supposed to get up in the nineties today.” she said. I snuck a quick peek at her cleavage, nodding in agreement. 

“Yeah, I tried getting an early start, but I couldn’t beat the sun.” 

“Well, I’ll be in the pool if you need me. Feel free to join me, or just hop in to cool off.” she said. 

“I might actually have to take you up on that. Thank you.” 

“You better. I’m lonely over here, no one comes to visit me anymore.” she said. 

“I will. Let me do a little more work, and when I can’t take the heat anymore, I’ll come join you.” I said. 

“Good boy. I’ll make you some lemonade in the meantime.” she said. 

“Oh, it’s fine. You don’t have to.” I said, only to be cut off. 

“I insist. It’s the least I can do.” she said, reaching over the fence and squeezing my shoulder before walking away. I stayed in place, watching the way her bubble butt swayed with every step. 

Anne was the mother of one of my childhood friends, Jacob. We’d been neighbors since I could remember, and I’d always had a secret little crush on her. It’s not like I was the only one, and after he left for college, and my mother moved away, I couldn’t help wondering if there was a possibility of something happening between us. 

It isn’t like she ever flirted or anything, but she was single, lived alone, and wasn’t getting any younger. She’d split with Jacob’s father when we were young, probably twelve or so, and had been single ever since. I always found that puzzling, as she was gorgeous and fun to be around. I figured men would be falling over at her feet, but she didn’t go out much, and described herself as a homebody to a fault. 

I didn’t see her all that often, and definitely not in a bikini, which was a shame. Her body was impeccable, and one of her few regular trips out of the house was to the gym in the early mornings, usually before I was awake. She was a very disciplined person, always had been, and that was something I admired about her. 

She brought me a big glass of lemonade twenty minutes later, and took off her sunglasses as she approached. 

“Oh, my. Matt, have you been lifting weights?” she asked. 

“Yeah, actually. Just for the last month or so, since Elle and I broke up.” I said, spilling the beans on my relationship status without thinking. Her face twisted, and I felt embarrassed about it right away. 

“Awh, baby. I’m so sorry, what happened?” she asked. I took a sip of the sweet lemonade, and smiled back at her. 

“I don’t know. She texted me that she didn’t want to be in a long distance relationship, and that she couldn’t do it anymore.” I said. 

“How rude. You two have been together for years.” 

“Were together for years. I’m single now.” I said, correcting her. 

“Welcome to the club.” she said, raising her hand for a high five. Anne had an uplifting aura, and was always the type to build up the people around her, another of her many admirable qualities. 

“That’s awful. I always root for high school sweethearts to work out, it’s so cute.” 

“Yeah, but I’m glad it ended now rather than later.” I said, inching myself closer and closer to the fence. 

“Me too.” she said, giggling and breaking eye contact. “Are you almost finished?” 

“Oh, no. Not at all.” I said, glancing over at the mess of dirt I’d created. At best, I was ten percent through the job. Anne made a pouty face, and laced her fingers. 

“Please? I’m sorry to distract you, but I’m having a rough day, emotionally. It’d be really nice to have someone to spend it with.” she said. Normally, I found that type of manipulation off putting, but in this case I could let it slide. 

“Of course.” I said, dropping everything right then and there. My lack of desire towards attaining a woman didn’t apply when it came to Anne, and it was the type of opportunity I’d spent most of my life dreaming about. 

“Really? You don’t have to, it’s just-” 

“I’ll be right over. Let me change.” I said. I could see it in her eyes that she was grateful, and I didn’t have it in me to tell that woman no. It’s hard to explain, but she was everything I looked for in a woman. I think I even compared other women to her subconsciously, as I’d been sneaking peeks and fantasizing about her since I first had those types of feelings. 

When I got inside my house, my cock literally had a pulse. I couldn’t believe what had just happened, and my blood was boiling to be near her. My mind was racing, and I took a quick shower to freshen up and catch up on my manscaping, which I’d completely neglected since the breakup. 

I knew that nothing was going to happen, realistically, and that she was way out of my league. Still, I really liked her, and it would be awesome if I could become friends with her on my own, and steal time with her. 

The worst part about it all was that I couldn’t tell her. I wasn’t really in touch with Jacob anymore, but I felt like we’d known each other far too long for me to come onto her. What if she told my mom? Not that I would have tried something anyway, but knowing that the option was off the table just kind of made my admiration for her almost torturous, and no matter how many times I lubed up and tried to relieve my forbidden feelings, they were still there. If anything, my fantasizing only intensified my attraction. 

It should be mentioned that I’ve never been the smoothest guy when it comes to women, and if I were wearing boots when I made my way over to her backyard, I would have been shaking in them. 

Chapter 2 - Matt 

She was like a completely different person in the privacy of her backyard, and I could feel it right away. The pool was in the center, with tall bushes lining most of the fence. The only gap was between our yards, as there was a gate there we used regularly when Jacob and I were hanging out. 

It gave things a private feel, like we were sealed off from the rest of the world and all alone. Her bikini was micro in every sense of the word, and I could feel my balls tingling just from looking at her. 

“Hi.” I said, raising my hand to wave and feeling an intense wave of embarrassment wash over me. Anne definitely noticed my awkwardness, because she chuckled before responding. 

“Hi.” 

“I had to take a quick shower, I smelled like butthole.” I said, laying my bath towel out on the lounge chair next to hers. 

“Good to know.” 

“Sorry. I just didn’t want to stink up the joint.” 

“I appreciate it.” she said. I sat down, and adjusted the lean of the chair. 

“Do you have sunscreen? I’m going to get torched.” 

“Yep, it’s in my bag. And I have oil. I do you, you do me?” she asked. 

“Yeah.” I blurted, salivating at the opportunity to get my grubby paws on her. In all the years I’d known her, she’d never once asked me to oil her up. 

“Here. Turn around.” she said, standing up and squeezing the bottle into her hand, lathering it up as I stood in front of her, facing away so she could apply the lotion to my upper back. Instead of simply rubbing it in, she used her thumbs to massage my traps. 

“Mmmm…” I moaned, letting my shoulders slump in relaxation. 

“You like the way that feels, baby?” she asked, continuing in the same spot as I rolled my shoulders. 

“That feels incredible.” 

“Did Elle ever give you massages?” she asked. 

“Uh, not really. She rubbed my shoulders a few times, but only for a minute.” I said.  

“And how about you? Did you ever massage her?” she asked. I thought about it for a second, but couldn’t recall a time that I’d given her any sort of massage. 

“No. I don’t think so.” I said. Her touch was making me melt, and I wanted to stay there forever. 

“That’s sad, baby. Make sure to incorporate massage into your next relationship, it’s a great way to enhance intimacy.” she said, whispering directly into my ear and sending a chill down my spine. “Lay down on your stomach, I’ll show you.” 

“Yes ma am.” I said, gladly changing positions to hide my erection. Anne laid the chair completely flat for me, and to my surprise, she stepped her leg over my hips and sat down onto my lower back. 

“You were always such a good boy, I’m so happy you decided to stay.” she said, pausing to apply more lotion. 

“Yeah, me too. It’s a great price, and I didn’t want to lose it.” I said. We’d rented for almost twenty years, and could have paid for it in full if we had a mortgage. 

“I was talking more about you. I’m glad to have you as my neighbor.” 

“Oh, thanks. You too.” I said. I wasn’t used to being massaged, and her delicate hands moved in circles over my shoulders, the soft flesh of her ass resting on my lower back. It was almost overwhelming, the mixture of pleasure and pure arousal she made me feel. 

“Matt, can I ask you a personal question?” 

“Uh, sure. Shoot.” 

“Are you seeing anyone?” 

“Uh, no. Not since Elle broke up with me.” I said, not thinking anything of her line of questioning. My mind was so focused on the sensation of her warm skin on mine, and the way her thumbs were moving along the edges of my spine. 

“How long has it been since you two broke up?” 

“It’s been about a month now.” 

“Oh. You must be pretty backed up then.” she said, squeezing more lotion onto her hand and moving her pelvis around. 

“What do you mean?” 

“Uhm, I just meant, like, you know. Sexually.” she said. 

“I guess so.” I said. 

“Well, I’ve been single for a very long time, so I know how that feels. I know how quickly you can start to miss being intimate, and how much it can drive someone crazy.” she said. 

“It does suck.” I said, letting out a nervous chuckle. 

“Your back is so muscular, I can feel the knots.” she said. By this point, I was kind of confused as to if she was flirting, or just making small talk. It’s hard to tell those things apart when you’re fully erect, and throbbing with the woman of your dreams sitting on top of you. 

“Thank you.” I said, my voice barely audible. Between Anne’s body heat, the sun, and the way she was inadvertently turning me on, it was the hottest day that I could remember. Her massage strayed south, to my lower back, and I found myself in a state of complete relaxation. 

The small talk stopped for a minute, and she kept rubbing until I felt her fingers latched inside my waistband, gently tugging. 

“What are you doing?” I asked, popping up on my elbows as my trunks began sliding down my hips. 

“I’m gonna do your glutes.” she said. 

“Oh. Uhm, okay.” I said. Anne was persistent, pulling at my waistband until I untied the knot in front. My heart rate skyrocketed as she slipped them off, leaving me suddenly completely naked. I heard Anne’s feminine giggle, and felt immediately self conscious. 

“Such a cute little butt.” she said, giving it a playful swat. I turned my head to look back at her, and we locked eyes. “Let mommy take care of you.” 

“Huh?” I asked. Anne took hold of my ass with both hands, pulling my cheeks apart and lowering her face between them. My eyes bulged, and she didn’t say another word, just buried her face in my cheeks and started licking my asshole. “Ugh!” 

“Mmm…” she moaned, her tongue flicking against my anus while I inhaled sharply, completely shocked by what was happening, but also unwilling to stop her. 

“Oh my God.” I said, taking hold of the flaps on the lounge chair and tightening my grip around them. “Oh my God!” 

“Yes, good boy. Do you like that?” she asked. 

“Yes. It feels amazing.” I said. She went back in for me, and it felt like there was a volcanic eruption brewing inside of me. 

“Raise your buttocks, baby boy.” she said, straddling the chair and lifting my hips. I did as I was told, far too aroused to think straight. Her tongue was constant, lapping away and dipping itself into me. I squealed, seeing stars and making noises that I had never made. It was such a novel sensation, and the pleasure was amplified the moment she reached around, taking hold of my cock and stroking as she ate my ass like a starving woman. 

“Ugh! Fuck…” 

“Hmm hmm hmm…” she was so sensual, and knew exactly what I longed for even though I didn’t know it myself. 

“Anne. That’s so good.” I said, on my knees with my ass up in the air. Needless to say, this was an act that Elle and I had never performed. 

“Don’t call me that, baby boy. Call me mommy.” she said, squeezing oil onto her hand and applying it to my cock. 

“Yes mommy.” I said without hesitation, pressing my pelvis back against her face. 

“Mmm….mmm….” 

“Ugh! Your tongue, mommy. Oh my God.” 

“Are you my good boy?” 

“Yes.” 

“Are you gonna cum for your mommy like a good boy?” she asked, raising her torso and continuing the reach around. She pulled me against her, almost like I was in the bottom position of doggy style, stroking with one hand, and wrapping her fingers gently around my neck with the other, grabbing my face and making me look back at her. 

“Yes mommy.” I said, getting closer with each passing second. She applied so much lube that it was dripping onto the chair, making squishing sounds as her hand moved furiously up and down my length until my cock was swelling up in her hand, and I knew that I couldn’t stop myself from cumming. “I’m gonna cum, mommy. Oh my God.” 

“That’s my good boy, cum for your new mommy.” she whispered, releasing my neck and cupping my balls right as they tensed up. 

“Oh!” I called out, my eyes rolling and my back arching as the most powerful orgasm of my life washed over me, and hot sticky cum blasted from the head of my cock. 

“Wow, look at that. Look at all that little boy cum.” she said, stroking faster as I emptied my load all over her chair. It was impossibly intense, and drained my entire body of every ounce of energy. A huge smile spread across my face, and I laid right down in the mess I’d just made, panting to catch my breath. 

Chapter 3 - Anne 

Seeing the way he came for me only filled me with more confidence. I’d always known that he wanted me, no matter how hard he tried hiding it, the attraction he felt towards me was more than obvious. Even Jacob was aware that he had a crush on me.

It’s hard to say what made me take such aggressive action. Once he was in my backyard, it felt so easy, and natural. I hadn’t been with a man in literally years, and making him cum like that made me so wet and horny that I couldn’t stand being in my own skin.

“My turn.” I said, handing him the bottle of oil and laying back down on my chair.

“Do you mind if I hop in the pool real quick to cool off?” he asked. I couldn’t help smiling, as he was already taking to his submissive role so well.

“Of course, but don’t leave mommy waiting.” I said. “You don’t have to put those back on.”

“Thank you.” he said, dropping his trunks. His cock was still at half mast, glistening in the sun from the oil.

“Give mommy a kiss.” I said, feeling the power I possessed over him. He sat down beside me, clearly nervous, placing his hand on my thigh as he leaned in. I’d had my eyes on him for some time, and it felt so right finally taking our relationship to a physical level.

I know it’s because I hadn’t been touched in forever, but his kiss sent an electrical jolt of lightning straight through my body, and I moved his hand between my legs. His tongue slipped into my mouth, and his fingers located my clit from outside of my bikini bottoms, rubbing in circles while we made out.

“Mmm.” I moaned through locked lips, pulling my bottoms to the side, uncovering myself for him. “I want you to kiss it.”

“I want it too.” he said. “But I’m burning up. I’ll be right back.”

“Okay, baby.” I said, watching him jump naked into my pool. I managed a couple sips of fresh lemonade before his return, and spread my legs apart as he approached.

“This isn’t fair. I didn’t get to wear my bathing suit.” he said, a smirk appearing at the corner of his mouth.

“Nothing is fair, sweetheart. But if you want to see mommy naked, all you have to do is ask.” I said, my pussy so wet that I couldn’t take it anymore and started stripping down.

“Please mommy?” he asked. I smiled back at him, watching his eyes scan my body and cock stiffen as I threw my bottoms at him, which landed perfectly on his head, eliciting laughter from both of us.

“What do you think?” I asked. He was staring between my legs, mouth gaping. His eyes slowly raised to mine, his penis fully erect and standing tall over his big balls.

“You’re absolutely gorgeous, Anne. I’ve always thought you were the prettiest woman I’ve ever seen.” he said. It was such a sweet thing to say that I let him slide on calling me by my first name, and I reached around to untie and remove my top, letting my breasts flop out and putting them on full display.

“Show me.” I said.

“This is so hot.” Matt said, leaning over me and applying a very liberal amount of oil to my chest and stomach. The hot sun beat down on us as his strong hands lathered me up, groping my chest with a look of awe and astonishment.

I’d always been dominant in the bedroom, in a gentle, loving way. The idea of  taking a younger man as a lover had been a long held fantasy of mine, and with Matt living right next door, the thoughts had consumed me.

“Oh, baby. You’re such a good little boy for mommy.” I said, petting his hair, and pushing his head between my legs where it belonged. My body was calling out to be touched, my nerves tingling with desire as he followed every command perfectly.

“I’ve thought about this so many times.” he said, hooking his arms under my legs and raising my pelvis to his waiting mouth. I knew that he was telling the truth, and it made me feel so desired knowing the way he exalted me. “Mmm…”

The pleasure rang out, like a bomb going off except with much better connotations. It was as if I’d completely forgotten what it was like to be touched, to have a warm mouth and tongue hungrily worshiping my sex.

“Ugh!” I whimpered uncontrollably, writhing beneath him as he explored me without hesitation. He was strong and aggressive, manhandling my body as I struggled beneath him, overtaken with an agonizing type of desire as he slurped and sucked on my clit. It was like rediscovering sex, and the anticipation brought me to climax in minutes.

He looked up at me, his intense gaze piercing my soul as I grinded against his face, every nerve reacting to the scintillating sensations that he gave me. Matt slowed down, kissing gently after my crescendo.

“You’re gorgeous.” he said, feeling inside me with his fingers and licking my wetness from his digits.

“We need to go inside. I want to feel you inside me.” I said, still drunk off of my orgasm, and wanting more. I needed his hard young cock inside of me, I needed to be fucked.

Chapter 4 - Matt

I don’t even think my brain was thinking in words, it was all instinct. Anne led me inside, and my eyes remained glued to her thick posterior until we entered the air conditioned inside of her home. My trunks were still laying beside the pool, and I felt a chill move over me.

“This way.” she said, grabbing me by the hand and pulling me into her bedroom. There was no need for conversation, as we were both fully in the mood and knew exactly what was about to happen. Well, not exactly.

“I still can’t believe this.” I said, climbing on top of her after she laid down in the middle of her bed. Everything about her drove me wild, and I knew instantly that I was powerless to her beauty and sexual prowess. I just wanted to make her happy.

“Slow down, sweetheart. I want you to go nice and slow, so that I can feel your cock pulse inside of me when you cum.” she said, surprising me with her dirty mouth. It was a side of her I’d never seen, and I was so turned on by calling her mommy despite the fact that she was one of my friend’s actual mothers.

“Yes, mommy. Teach me.” I said, transfixed on her succulent breasts. She supported them with her arm, lifting them right in front of my face, no words necessary. I just started suckling, kissing her puffy nipples and latching on.

“Good boy, suck on mommy’s big milkers.” she said, wrapping her legs around me and pulling me into her.

“Mmmm!” I groaned as I entered her, practically seizing with the overwhelming pleasure of her tightness. Milk began to trickle out onto my tongue, further amplifying the already intense arousal I was feeling.

“Oh my God, Matt. Yes. Fuck mommy, fuck mommy with that big hard cock.” she said, her voice laced with sensuality as her cunt greedily swallowed my length. I bottomed out inside her, grinding on top of her as her sweet milk filled my mouth.

“Mommy….your milk.” I said, thrown off by her lactation. She looked into my eyes, running her fingers through my hair.

“I have to feed my little boy, don’t I?” she asked, further solidifying the power dynamic. It felt so natural submitting to her, doing as I was told, and slurping at her milky nipples.

“Yes, mommy.” I said, pinching her nipples and pulling milk out in little strands. It was the most erotic thing I’d ever seen, and I began to thrust into her harder. “You’re so wet.”

“Oh, baby. Mommy loves your cock.”

“You make me so hard, mommy. I can’t help it.”

“Shhh…Don’t talk, baby. It’s okay. It’s perfectly natural to love your mommy.” she said, her warm pussy juices coating my cock as she squirted with each hard thrust. “Oh, wow. Yes, baby. Fuck mommy, fuck mommy hard.”

“God damn, that’s good.” I said, throwing her legs up onto my shoulders and letting loose. Her massive breasts bounced up and down as I fed her my cock, losing complete control until our lips were locked, our tongues rolling together as she squeezed me with her pelvic muscles, making me go loopy and weak at the knees.

“Cum, baby. Cum inside of mommy.” she said. I was already close, and her dirty mouth sent me over the edge.

“Yes, mommy. I’m gonna cum for you. I’m gonna cum…” I said, feeling the pressure in my balls as our bodies slapped rhythmically together. Anne was so orgasmic, and the way she squirted all over my dick made it impossible to hold out for another second.

“Ugh! Ugh! Ugh!” she cried as I pummeled her, shooting her full of hot sticky cum without thinking. I buried it deep, letting it pulse and savoring every second.

Chapter 5 - Matt

It was the start of a new chapter in my life, and Elle became an afterthought almost instantaneously after I emptied myself into Anne. I’d never wanted someone the way I wanted her, and I ended up spending the night.

And the next night, and the night after that. Slowly, I brought over my toothbrush and things like that, even though I lived right next door. It was the middle of the summer, and Anne became more tanned everyday.

It was all so new, being her little boy and having a voluptuous, milky mommy who wanted it all the time. I found it almost hard to believe how long she’d gone without having sex, but it was obvious in her sex drive.

We fucked by the pool, in the laundry room, in my bed and hers. She was horny all the time, it was almost as bad as me, and I couldn’t get enough of her. I mean, I really couldn’t, and she pushed my boundaries to places I didn’t know were possible.

“Strawberry lube, huh?” I asked, looking at the small cylinder bottle.

“That’s right. Mommy’s asshole is so lonely, I thought you could kiss it to get it warmed up.” she said. It was late at night, and she was fresh out of the shower and lying butt naked on her stomach.

“I’d love that, mommy. I’ve never done that before.” I said.

“I know, sweetheart. I want you to try it, I just know you’ll love it.”

“Yes, mommy.” I said, approaching her from the rear, and applying the lube directly onto her brown hole. I watched as the liquid dripped between her cheeks, all over her juicy pussy. “It’s so pretty.”

“Lick it, baby. And remember, you only do this with mommy.” she said, turning her head to give me a stern look.

“Yes, mommy.” I said, becoming more and more obedient to her. It was like falling down a slippery embankment, much easier to just slide all the way to the bottom instead of fighting against it. I grabbed her ass, pulling it open and dipping my tongue into her hole, swirling it in circles.

“Ooh! Yes, baby. Such a good little boy for mommy.”

“Fuck, mommy. I love it.”

“Yeah you do, worship mommy’s asshole. Fuck it with your tongue.” she said, her dirty demeanor coming out as soon as I started licking. I lived for bringing that side out of her, and indulging my desires.

“Mmm…”

“Does mommy’s asshole taste like strawberries?” she asked, giggling and replacing my hands with hers. I made her spread her legs slightly, rubbing my face in it and getting the lube all over my face.

“Mmm hmmm.” I moaned in agreement, unwilling to stop what I was doing. It was so kinky and wrong, and so fulfilling at the same time.

“Okay, baby. Mommy’s ready. I’m ready to feel your cock in my ass.” she said, pushing herself up onto her hands and knees. Her ass glistened, and I scooted closer, stepping up with one leg, my mind focused on the task at hand.

Anne had a certain effect on me, reducing me to a submissive little boy, eager to please mommy by any means necessary. She brought it out of me, and I trusted her completely, so I felt no shame when it came to our shared kink.

“Oh my God, mommy. It’s really tight.” I said, staring at her hole as I pressed the tip against her, lining my shaft with lube and spreading it around.

“I want you to open it up.”

“Ohhhh, God.” I threw my head back as I pushed it in without protection. Her tight tunnel gripped every inch of my dick as I made her take it. She squealed, wincing like never before as I bottomed out.

“Fuck! Yes, baby. Hard. Fuck mommy hard!”

“I love it so much.”

“Say it! Say you love mommy’s asshole.”

“I do, mommy. I love your asshole. Oh my fuck…” It was the most intense, exhilarating experience of my life. It felt so different, but so familiar and amazing. Her tightness was unreal, and I worked my cock in and out while she furiously rubbed her clit, bringing herself to orgasm just in the nick of time.

“Cum, baby! Cum in mommy’s asshole.” she called out, giving me permission to unload inside of her. I gripped her hips, pumping until pleasure swept over me.

“Oh….mommy.” I said, holding her against me as I pulsed and flexed, emptying my seed into her.

I’m surprised I didn’t pass out, but I still collapsed beside her in bed. It was the first time I’d ever had anal sex before, and it left me in an unmatched state of euphoria.

“You liked that, didn’t you?” she asked, grinning with pride as she got on top of me, straddling my hips and leaning forward, dangling her tits and smashing my face between them. I loved being smothered by her, whether she was sitting on my face or encouraging me to nurse from her breasts,  it was always a welcome surprise.

“I love you, mommy.” I said, looking into her eyes as I latched onto her nipple.

That was the start of a torrid love affair, and I couldn’t help falling for her. It was kind of an awkward subject to breach, because I was her submissive, but I decided to lay it all out one day, telling her that I wanted our relationship to be official.

“Of course, baby.” she said, smiling and brushing it off like it was no big deal.

“No, I’m serious, mommy. I want you to be my girlfriend.” I said, staring across the breakfast table at her.

“I know, angel. What do you think this is? You’re already my little boyfriend.” she said. It didn’t feel real, not until she let me take her out for dinner. As luck would have it, we ran into a couple of her friends, and a couple of mine, which led straight to the grapevine.

She got a call from Jacob a few days later, and I got the same call from my mother. After all of that awkwardness was sorted out, it was honestly perfect. When my lease was up, I moved in right next door, and we split her 1500 dollar mortgage right down the middle.

It started as a fantasy come true, something I couldn’t say no to. Now it’s grown into my favorite part of my story, and I couldn’t be happier living as a submissive little boy with my new mommy.


Mommy Domme Therapy - MDLB Adult Nursing Fantasy

Chapter 1 - Fiona 

I didn’t have much to go on when he came into my office for the first time, but I noticed right away that he was tall and handsome.

“Hi there, you must be John.” I said, standing up from my chair and offering him my hand.

“Yes ma am. And what was your name?”

“I’m Fiona.”

“Nice to meet you, Fiona.”

“You too. Take a seat.” I said, sitting back down across from him. His eyes shifted down to my cleavage, and I felt myself getting warm right away. “So, it says here that you’ve been having sexual issues in the bedroom.”

“That’s right, with my girlfriend Nicole.” he said, hunched over with his fingers laced, squeezing them tight.

“I see. There weren’t a whole lot of other details, so I was hoping you could explain what’s been happening.” I said, crossing my legs and straightening my posture, brushing my hair over my shoulder so it wasn’t obstructing his view.

“Oh. Uhm, this is super embarrassing.” he said, placing his palm over his forehead and smiling sheepishly.

“Oh, baby. It’s perfectly fine, trust me. I’ve heard it all, and this is a completely judgment free zone. Of all places, with me you can feel free discussing your desires, your insecurities, anything that’s ailing you. I want to make it better, but I need you to let me in.” I said, looking directly into his eyes.

“Okay. I just, well, honestly, I didn’t expect you to be so attractive.” he said, breaking eye contact and chuckling.

“Awh, thank you. In all honesty, I feel the same way. All I had was your name on this sheet of paper, I didn’t know I’d be sitting across from a handsome younger man until you came in.” I said, perfectly willing to lay it all on the table with him. His smile brought out his dimples, and I had to remind myself that he did have a girlfriend, and I was there to be his therapist, not his mistress.

“Thanks.” he said, adjusting his crotch and sitting with his legs spread wide on the little couch in my office. Working at Taboo University allowed for me to experiment with unconventional approaches to therapy, as a huge part of the school’s ethos was to encourage sexual exploration of all kinds.

“Tell me about Nicole, and about your issues in the bedroom.” I said, biting down on the tip of my pen and admiring his wide set shoulders.

“Nicole’s great. She’s super hot, like 5’1”, and a hundred pounds. Nice ass, cute smile.”

“Maybe focus more on her personality.” I said, naturally picturing her in my head as a blonde for some reason.

“Oh, right. She’s sweet, and caring, I don’t know, I like her because she’s always positive, and uplifting. She puts me in a good mood.” he said.

“That’s wonderful. It says here that you’re 21, are you two in the same year?” I asked.

“Actually, she’s a senior this year. She’s 22.”

“I see, and how long have you been seeing each other?”

“About three months now.”

“Oh, it’s a new relationship.”

“Yeah, we met at a basketball game, and you know, one thing led to another.” he said.

“Would you say that it’s serious?” I asked. John glanced up at me, and sighed.

“She wants it to be.”

“And you don’t?” I asked, drawing another sigh.

“I don’t know. My mom hasn’t even met her formally, and she already loves her. And she’s hot, and smart, and I know she’s gonna be successful.”

“So what’s holding you back?” I asked. His body language shifted, and he made himself much smaller, pinning his knees together and leaning forward.

“That’s why I came to you, actually. I don’t know if I’m being immature, or panicking because she’s so serious, or what.” he said.

“Okay, well, let’s talk about it and see if we can come up with some solutions.” I said, trying to keep him moving in the right direction despite his discomfort. It was very common in my experience, for younger men to be gung ho about having sex, but allergic to speaking about it openly.

“Ugh, I don’t really like talking about it.”

“Have you ever talked about it?”

“No. Not really.”

“Not even with Nicole?”

“Especially not with Nicole. She’s very, I don’t know how to describe it, like vanilla, I guess. She’s got a perfect GPA, she plans everything out to the last detail, and I just don’t think she’d take well to it.” he said, shrugging his shoulders.

“What is it? You still haven’t told me what we’re talking about.” I said, getting turned on by the process of teasing it out of him. There was a very specific reason I took the job at Taboo U., and this was it.

“It’s, like a kink, I guess,” he said.

“I’m all ears, sweetheart.”

“I’m getting nervous just talking about it, my heart is pounding.” he said, inhaling sharply and placing his hand over his chest.

“It’s okay, baby. That just means you really want it, and it’s perfectly fine and natural to want to explore your desires, but I can’t help you until you confide in me.” I said, reaching down to unbutton another button on my collared shirt. He was helpless to his own gaze, and swallowed hard while watching it pop loose.

“I don’t want you to look at me any differently.”

“John, I specialize in sexuality, and I’m very open to kinks. No matter what it is, I promise to treat it with the utmost respect and professionalism.” I said. At this point, I was just praying it didn’t involve feces. “John, what is it?”

“I have a, a uhm, I guess you’d call it a mommy kink, if that makes sense.” he said, looking down at his tennis shoes.

“Oh.” I said, feeling my heart flutter. “That’s pretty common, do you care to expand?”

“Is it really?” he asked, looking up with wide eyes.

“Are you kidding? Have you been to an X-rated website? Mommy this, milf that, mommy mommy mommy.” I said, laughing to break the tension.

“Yeah, mine’s pretty bad.”

“What do you mean? There’s absolutely nothing wrong with it, John.”

“Well, hearing you say mommy mommy mommy just now kind of turned me on, I think that’s pretty bad.” he said.

“Really? Would you say the word mommy is a trigger word for you? Sexually?”

“I’d say so, obviously the context matters, but yeah.”

“And how long would you say you’ve been experiencing these feelings?” I asked.

“It started when I was 18 or 19, when I first got to Taboo University. All of the female professors are so fucking hot, and they dress so provocatively. I started having these fantasies, and then I started watching porn with older women, and it all led to me really wanting to actually experience intimacy with a mommy of my own.” he said, finally opening up to me.

“Let me start by saying that mommy kinks are a personal favorite of mine, just in my own personal life. So if that makes you feel any better.”

“Really?”

“Oh, yes. I love being mommy, it’s so empowering to have a good little boy who just wants to do everything his mommy says. I kind of have a praise and worship kink as well.” I said, deciding that it was time for another button.

“I’m sorry, but this is turning me on.” he said, placing his hand on his crotch.

“That’s okay, sweetheart. That’s what mommy is here for.” I said, popping the button loose and wedging my pen between my tits. “I’d like you to tell me more specifics about your mommy kink. What is it specifically that you’d like to do? For example, let’s just say that I was your free use mommy right now, and would do anything you told me to do, what would you tell me to do?”

“Fiona, I don’t know about this.”

“You don’t want to explore with mommy?” I asked, uncrossing my legs and spreading them apart. My skirt was tight and cut off right before the knee, but it still drew his eyes.

“I do, I just don’t want to cheat.”

“Everything that happens in therapy is completely confidential, but it’s also completely consensual, so you don’t have to tell mommy about your deepest desires if you don’t want to, but I promise to make it worth it if you do.” I said, becoming very turned on and ready for the hands on section of our appointment.

“So nothing leaves this room?” he asked.

“That’s correct. It’s completely confidential, only you and me will know what goes on behind these closed doors. Don’t you think it would be healthy for you to explore these desires? Don’t you think that they’re there for a reason?” I asked, standing up from my chair and approaching him.

“I do.”

“That’s my good boy.” I said, patting him on the head. “Tell mommy what you like. What makes your cock turn hard?”

“Is this really happening? Can we really do this right now?” he asked, looking around to make sure there was no one outside of my office, and pitching a very obvious tent in his shorts.

“Of course we can, sweetheart. A mommy and her little boy have a very special relationship, and certain aspects of that are best left in private.” I said, closing the blinds and further dimming the light in my office. John was looking at me like a goddess, like the most beautiful woman in the world. It was a feeling I lived for, and I could tell that I would need to slide into my mommy domme persona and take full control of the session.

“This is really hot.” he said, his eyes following me as I sat down on the armrest of the couch he occupied, and raised one of my feet in front of his face, dangling my stiletto.

“Take mommy’s shoes off. My feet are sore.” I said, watching to see just how obedient he could be.

“Yes, Fiona.” he said, glancing over at me.

“No.” I said, wagging my finger. “Unless you want punishment, you will only call me mommy while we’re involved in this exercise.”

“I’m sorry.”

“It’s fine. You didn’t know, and it’s mommy’s job to correct her little, is it not?” I asked.

“Yes, mommy. It is.” he said, removing my shoes and placing them neatly on the floor beside his feet.

“Rub them.”

“Yes, mommy.” he said, taking my panty hose laden feet into his lap and beginning the massage.

“Good boy.” I said, grazing over his crotch with the big toe of the foot that wasn’t occupied. “Do you like women’s feet, sweetheart? Be honest, you have to tell your mommy everything.”

“I do,” he said. “And yours are very pretty.”

“Thank you, sweetheart. Mommy loves compliments.” I said, speaking slowly and watching him squirm with arousal. It was his ultimate desire, and he was too afraid to even bring it up to his girlfriend, yet there he was, melting under my seductive touch.

“I love your arches, they’re so well taken care of.”

“Good boy. Kiss them.” I said, watching as he did as he was told without question. “I love verbal praise, but I also like action. If you think my feet are beautiful, then show me. Worship them without inhibition, submit to me, and to your desires.”

“Oh my God.” he said, losing himself in what was happening, exactly as I wanted him to.

“Are you hard for mommy?” I asked, knowing damn well the answer, as there was no hiding it.

“Yes, mommy. I’ve never been this turned on in my life.” he said, speaking with a mouthful of toes and slobbering all over my panthose. I thought that perhaps I was overstepping my boundaries, taking advantage of his submissive nature and exploiting his kinks, but it was exactly the type of thing Taboo University encouraged, and the very reason I signed up as one of their sex therapists.

Chapter 2 - John

My knees were shaking as she slid one of her pantyhose down her smoothe, silky thighs.

“You’re mommy’s good boy, aren’t you baby?” she asked, leaving it all scrunched up at her ankle for me to remove.

“Yes, mommy.” I said, feeling my cock pulsing as she spoke. My heart felt like it might just explode, and I didn’t even care. It was by far the hottest moment of my life, and I pushed it out of my head that I had a girlfriend.

“You’re so aroused, I can see you through your pants.” she said, giggling as I slowly revealed her pretty red toes.

“I am. I’ve always wanted this Fio-, I mean mommy.”

“Good boy, look at you correcting yourself. Now as a reward, I’m going to let you suck on all of mommy’s toes.” she said. It felt like my literal fantasies were coming true, as I finally faced all of my own desires. Fiona finished unbuttoning her shirt, removing it to reveal her plump breasts, held in place and pushed up by her bra.

“Mmm…” I moaned, swirling my tongue around her toes and paying her beauty homage. She motioned for me to approach with her finger, removing her bra and exposing her perfect mommy milkers.

“Such a good boy. Mommy is so proud of you for telling me about your desires. I think that good boys should be rewarded.” she said, climbing down from the armrest and mounting me on the couch. “Suck on your new mommy’s tits. I want my little boy to grow big and strong.”

“Yes, mommy.” I said, still finding it surreal. Enrolling at Taboo University was seeming like a better and better decision, especially when I started sucking on mommy’s puffy nipples.

“Oh, yes. Drink mommy’s milk, this is our little secret. You only do this with mommy, okay?”

“Yes mommy.” I said, completely hypnotized by her body. I’d craved intimacy with an older woman for so long, and it was like she knew exactly how to cater to me. Fiona grinded in my lap, isolating my cock through my shorts and further torturing me and squeezing my face between her tits. My phone buzzed, right there on the couch beside us.

“It’s Nicole.” Fiona said, seeing the text message.

“Fuck. I should text her back.” I said, feeling a sudden onset of panic. Fiona grabbed my hand, intercepting it as I reached out for my cell.

“Are you really going to interrupt your mommy right now?”

“Oh, no. I’m sorry. You’re right.”

“Does Nicole take care of you like this?” she asked.

“No, she doesn’t.”

“Does she let you lick her toes and call you mommy?” she asked, raising my chin so that our eyes met.

“No mommy, she doesn’t.”

“While you’re with me, I want to be the most important woman in the world. Do you understand?” she asked, running her fingers through my hair.

“Yes, mommy.” I said, returning to her nourishing breasts, sucking for her milk.

“Now. I’m going to put a blindfold on you, and want you to pull down your pants and underwear.” she said, climbing off of me and going to her desk.

“Right now?” I asked, still feeling like we were somewhat in public. It was a University facility, and there were students, and other workers all around the building.

“Don’t question me, little boy. Take your cock out for mommy.” she said, making her voice stern and pointing. I controlled my breathing, trying not to spontaneously erupt in my pants as I stepped out of them and sat back down. “Look at that, you really do love your mommy.”

“So much.” I said, flexing my erection as she approached. I wanted her touch more than anything, and it felt so erotic being on display in front of her.

“I love the hard cock of a younger man, so full of vigor and pent up frustration.” she said, placing the black lace blindfold over my eyes, and robbing me of my ability to admire her beauty.

“Yes, mommy. I need your touch.”

“Yes, you do, baby. Your current lover can’t please you in the ways that I can. She wouldn’t understand your desires like mommy.” she whispered, her hot breath tickling my ear and sending chills up my spine.

“Only you.” I said, knowing that I was crossing every line with her. I knew that what I was doing was wrong, but I couldn’t help myself. The arousal was too strong, easily circumventing my ability to think rationally.

“Mommy loves your cock.” she said, tapping my cockhead with her fingernails, lightly grazing them down my shaft and making my balls tighten with anticipation.

“Thank you, mommy.”

“Do you know what mommy wants to do to that big cock of yours?”

“What?” I asked, almost whimpering. The pressure was immense, and building by the second, until it was pounding in my head, and the only thing I could think about.

“I want to kiss it, and suck on it, and spit on it, and choke on it, and stroke it, and worship it…” she whispered, as I bit down on my lip and began rubbing her thigh. “No, no. Sit on your hands. No touch, no sight. Only sensation.”

“Yes, mommy.” I said, whining but doing as I was told. It was excruciating, but it was everything I wanted. All of the areas Nicole fell short in, Fiona excelled. I needed a kinky domme to push my boundaries, a woman in control who could lead me to pleasures I couldn’t possibly realize on my own.

“Mommy is going to take off her skirt, and her underwear. Playing with my little boy is getting me all worked up. Maybe if you can last long enough, I’ll let you see what mommy feels like on the inside.” she said. I could hear her stripping down, and wished that I could rip the blindfold off and see what was happening.

“Yes, mommy. I want that so badly.”

“I know, baby. It’s quite obvious.” she said, sitting back down beside me. “Mommy is so proud of you for not touching yourself, I know it’s getting harder and harder.”

“I only want your touch, mommy. That's all I want.” I said, almost getting fatigued by how much I wanted the pleasure she was withholding.

“Say I love you mommy.” she whispered, licking my inner ear and making my cock bounce. “Say I love my mommy, keep saying it, and don’t stop. Then, maybe I’ll let you fuck me.”

“Yes, mommy. I love you.” I said, as Fiona wrapped her fingers around my cock, squeezing gently and moving her hand up and down my length. It was like a lightning strike of pleasure, and I started drooling the moment she finally touched me. “Oh my God.”

“Look at those balls, so big and full. Have you been thinking about me?” she asked.

“Yes, mommy. I think about you while I fuck my girlfriend, I can’t help it.” I said. Fiona made my mind melt completely, and she naturally took control of me. I’d always had some interest in submission, but I had no idea just how powerful the feeling would be when a woman took control of me.

“Let mommy make it wet.” she said, spitting onto my cock and rubbing it in. I tried sitting still, but couldn’t stop jerking and twitching beneath her touch. I’d never felt so turned on before, and it intensified every sensation. “Say it.”

“I love you mommy. I love you, I love you.” I moaned, letting her stroke my spit soaked cock.

“Do you want mommy to suck on your balls?”

“Yes mommy.”

“Good boy, don’t stop saying it.” she said, taking my testicles into her mouth without breaking her rhythm.

“I love you mommy, but I’m gonna cum.” I said, grunting as she brought me near to the edge.

“Awh, already?” she asked, giggling and rubbing her face in my balls. She was exactly the untamed woman I’d fantasized about, like someone had cashed in one of their genie wishes by hooking me up with my exact dream woman.

“I’m sorry, mommy. You make it feel so good.”

“I know, sweetheart. You’ve wanted mommy to suck your cock for a really long time, haven’t you?”

“Yes, mommy. For too long.” I said, taking my hands out because they were tingling. I knew not to break the rules, and was sweating while she gave me a couple of seconds to breathe, blowing on my cock because it was so close to cumming.

“Oh, wow. It has a pulse.” she said, licking from my balls all the way up the shaft.

“Ugh, God. I love that, mommy.” I said.

“Do you wanna know what I love?” she asked, holding me by the base. “Mommy loves your cock.”

“Ohhh, fuck.” I sighed as fireworks went off in my head. Fiona took the head of my cock into her mouth, swirling her tongue around and sucking while fondling my balls and stroking simultaneously. My breather had done nothing to refill my stamina tank, and I knew that there was no stopping it.

“Say it!” she grunted, keeping her mouth on the tip as I came to climax in her mouth.

“I love my mommy.” I moaned, my toes curling as I emptied my nuts down her throat. Fiona was the perfect mommy, and gulped down every last rope of hot sticky cum, concluding in our session with the ultimate finale.

Chapter 3 - Fiona

My session with John left me in a daze, and I canceled my other appointment for that day. I was single and dating, and I don’t think I realized how much I needed that sort of naughty intimacy. It was the most exhilarating experience, and I craved more right away.

John was tall and handsome, and so fresh and naive when it came to kink. Seeing the way he lit up for me was intoxicating, seeing a man reduced to his absolute base urges and desires for me. It made me feel powerful, and although I knew that it wasn’t the most professional thing to do, I got his cell phone number from my records and texted him, saying I’d like to further explore these relationship dynamics, outside of therapy.

JOHN: I’d really like that. I can’t even put it into words, Fiona. Mind blowing.

FIONA: Such a great stress reliever, I feel so light now. Mommy needs more.

JOHN: So when did you want to meet up?

FIONA: Does the morning work for you? Nine or ten.

JOHN: I can do nine. Where are we going to meet?

FIONA: At my house.

JOHN: Perfect. I’ll need to be back by eleven though, I’m meeting Nicole and her friends for lunch.

FIONA: Of course. I’ll see you then.

JOHN: I can’t wait.

I woke up early the next morning, having already shaved and gotten myself ready for our encounter the night before. It was a special occasion, as I didn’t see my clients outside of therapy. I was breaking my own rules because our session left me desperately in need. Going down on him like that stimulated my arousal, and I needed to have that tension pounded out of me. It only made sense that my little boy be the one to do it.

John would like anything that I wore for him, but I wanted to really turn him on. Knowing that his girlfriend wasn’t particularly kinky or adventurous, I decided to wear an assless and crotchless lingerie set. I bought it during a spending binge, and never got the chance to wear it, but it was as revealing as it got, and I knew that it was perfect to tantalize his young mind.

I lived very close to campus, as I’d relocated specifically for the job. Still, I didn’t expect him to show up on his bicycle, and it made me feel like the naughtiest of cougars.

“Oh, no.” I said, giggling as I sipped on my hot tea, watching him from the front window as he put his kick stand down, and walked up to my front door wearing a backpack. I really did feel like his mommy, and my heart started beating faster when I heard his knuckles rapping on my door.

“Hey.” he said, unable to fight the massive smile from forming on his face as I let him inside.

“Hi sweetheart.” I said, closing the door behind him before untying the belt of my robe, and flashing my outfit.

“Oh my God. Can I see that again?” he asked.

“Of course, in the bedroom.” I said, knowing that we were a bit short on time. “How long did it take you to get here?”

“Only like fifteen minutes.” he said, dropping his bag on the floor in my bedroom.

“Strip down. There’s no need for you to be wearing all those clothes.” I said.

“Oh. Yes mommy.”

“You know, I really appreciate you making time to come see me.” I said, removing my robe and laying it on the bed.

“I’d do anything for you. You look gorgeous. Your body.” he said, his eyes scanning me up and down.

“How does seeing mommy in this type of clothing make you feel?” I asked, sitting down at the foot of the bed and watching him remove his clothes.

“It makes me horny, honestly.” he said, the bulge in his boxers backing up his truthfulness.

“Come here.” I said, patting the mattress beside me. I took his hand and mine, and brought it to my lips, parting them as I began to suck on his pointer finger. He melted instantly, cupping my breast with his other hand and moaning as I swirled my tongue around his finger.

“Mommy…Fuck.”

“Watch your language, little boy.”

“Yes, mommy. That just feels so good. You turn me on so much.”

“More than that girlfriend of yours?” I asked, playing a role, but also eager to outperform her in every way. I wasn’t so sure that I wanted something serious, and dating was going nowhere for me. John was exactly the submissive little boy toy I needed to get me through the year, and I had no qualms about staking my claim.

“Oh my God, mommy. You have no idea. I feel so free with you.” he said, so earnest and adorable. I placed my hand on the outside of his boxers, gripping his cock and looking into his eyes.

“Thank you, angel. That means so much to me. I don’t mind you dating other girls, just as long as you always have a very special place for mommy.” I whispered, popping my breasts out of my bra and drawing his eyes. “Before you start drinking my milk, I want you to kiss mommy. Really kiss me, and don’t hold back.”

“Yes mommy.” he whispered, leaning in. It was exactly what I hoped for, true passion. I had ignited him in such a way that he felt completely open with me, and I always found that led to the best sex. His tongue invaded my mouth, slobbering and swirling with the reckless abandon of youth.

“Mmm.” I moaned, climbing on top of him and kissing him deeply. I hadn’t made out like that in years, and it made me so hot and bothered that it was ridiculous. I had all these plans of making him oil me up and give me a massage, worship my body with his tongue, then I was going to slowly tease him before giving him what he wanted.

My plans flew straight out the window as I felt his hard cock between my legs, grinding against me as we exchanged saliva, quite literally. He opened wide, letting me drool into his mouth and gulping it down.

“That’s so hot, mommy.”

“Nicole doesn’t do that, does she?”

“She doesn’t even compare to you.” he said, his eyes as wide as his dilated pupils. Besides being his dominant, and assuming the role of mommy, it truly felt like I was his master. He was the first man who truly submitted to me, and he was even willing to cheat on his girlfriend without the slightest hesitation for the chance to be with me. 

“I bet she can’t do this, either.” I said, pinching my nipples until droplets of milk formed, immediately prompting his mouth to consume them.

“No. Only my mommy.” he whispered, latching on and squeezing as I dangled them in his eager face.

“Such a good boy.” I said, cooing as his suction stimulated my nipples and made me want to ride him. I’d spent our first session in a state of service, but I was practically trembling as I grinded myself against him. “Mommy wants to cum, sweetheart.”

“Yes, mommy.” he said, as I climbed off of him and then right back on, deciding to take a seat on his face, and bury mine between his legs from the top 69 position. “Oh my God.”

“Do you like it, baby? Is it pretty?” I asked, shaking it in his face as I pulled his cock through the slit in his boxers. He responded by taking me into his mouth, and licking between my lips like I was strawberry flavored. “Ooh. Baby!”

“Mmm…You have the best pussy, mommy. I love it so much.” he said, spreading my cheeks apart with his hands and sniffing my asshole while licking it. My toes flexed, and I felt the sudden need to bite down on something.

“Don’t stop, baby. Tell mommy how much you love her.” I said, using his cock to relieve my oral fixation. John grunted, jerking beneath me but never breaking the strict rhythm of his tongue.

“Mmm…mmm…”

“Do you eat Nicole like that?” I asked, turned on by hearing him compare us in my favor.

“She doesn’t let me.” he said, his tongue straying to my anus.

“Oh, John. Such a dirty little boy.” I said, stroking his slimy, spit covered dick and sitting up to enjoy it. His tongue was warm and determined, forcing its way inside and making me shriek with pleasure. I hadn’t expected it, and he hit a spot that made my eye twitch as I rode his face, sinking my weight down and savoring his servitude.

“Oh, mommy. You’re gonna make me cum.” he said, prompting me to stop immediately. The last thing I was going to do was let him finish again, not before he’d buried his juicy length between my legs, and fed me properly.

“No, no. Not yet, baby. Be a good boy, it’s ladies first, remember?” I asked, releasing his cock and humping his face. Just because he needed recovery, didn’t mean I did. Once I was able to focus entirely on my own pleasure, it took only a minute before I was swelling up with electric pressure, gyrating until everything faded to black, and his steady tongue drove me to the brink of nirvana.

“Mmm…” he moaned as I came, sucking my clit and pulling me onto his face, happily smothering himself in my womanhood.

My left leg shook uncontrollably, and I pinned his head to the mattress with my pelvis, grinding on his face and seeing stars. I crawled off of him, completely on autopilot as I collapsed onto my pillows, so satisfied that it was like occupying a whole new realm of equanimity.

“I love you, mommy.” he whispered, crawling over to me with his hard cock still poking through the slit in his boxers.

“I love you, too. That was so nice, baby.”

“You taste incredible. It’s honestly like I’m addicted to your flesh, I can’t stop the cravings. You’re all I can think about.” he said. The lines between our mommy domme little boy roleplay and reality were blending, and I couldn’t deny feeling the same.

“My sweetheart. There’s nothing wrong with a good little boy like you falling in love with his mommy.” I said.

“It’s just, I mean, it feels so good being with you. Being able to be open and kinky like this, I had no idea what I was missing in the bedroom.” he said.

“Awh, you’re so sweet. We’ve only begun to explore, my love.” I said, tugging at his waistband until he removed his boxers.

“I know. I just, I don’t know. I feel kinda bad, like I should probably break up with Nicole if we’re gonna keep doing this.” he said.

“That’s entirely up to you, John. You have to make your own decisions, but I’ll still be your mommy, and I’ll still love you either way.” I said. It was terrible, really, how hot it made me to hear his confession.

“You’re right, but I know that I want this right now. I want you.” he said.

“How do you want me?” I asked.

“Next time, I want you in missionary so I can look at you while we fuck.” he said.

“Why next time?”

“Because I’d be so tempted to kiss you. I wouldn’t be able to resist.”

“Well, I certainly don’t mind if you kiss me.” I said, pursing up my lips for him and closing my eyes.

“I just ate your ass.” he said.

“Oh, yeah. Good call.” I said, quickly getting on my hands, facing away from him. “Good boy, silly mommy almost forgot.”

“I can’t believe my life right now.” he said, mounting me and stuffing me full of his hard young cock.

“Ugh!”

“Oh my God, mommy. It’s so good. It’s so fucking good.” he said, pummeling me right away. His fat balls slapped against my ass, and his fingers dug into my flesh as he powerfully laid claim to me. It was exactly the pounding I needed, and I buried my face in my pillow, screaming his name as he delivered me over and over again, reminding me of exactly how much stress could be relieved when you’re fucked hard enough.

“Ughhh! Ughhnnn! Yes, baby. Don’t stop. Fuck mommy, you’re doing so good.” I said, my voice droned out by the hard, rhythmic packing sounds of his hips taking me. His stamina was impressive, and I was reduced to a squealing, incoherent mess by the time his cock spurted off inside of me.

“Oh, fuck, mommy. I’m not pulling out, I have to cum in you.” he said, leaving it in and filling me with hot sticky cum. I was drooling and cross eyed, and in no state to do anything other than take every drop of his virile semen.

Chapter 4 - John 

I realized that it wasn’t healthy for me to keep seeing Fiona, as the guilt was eating me up inside, and I was becoming like a hopeless addict. Nicole felt like an afterthought to me, as my mind was always entirely focused on serving my mommy. While that turned me on to no end, and I found the sex to be the most therapeutic, and frankly, just the best sex I’d ever had, I knew that it wasn’t fair to put my girlfriend second.

Still, I couldn’t stop thinking about Fiona. She was my dream woman in every way, and I felt like maybe I was passing up something spectacular for something mediocre. It definitely brought the weaknesses of our relationship to the forefront of my attention, and it wasn’t fair, but she simply didn’t stack up with Fiona in the bedroom.

It was too hard for me to tell Fiona, so I temporarily blocked her number and tried going back to life as usual. Nicole made me go to lunch with her friends every Saturday, and I was particularly agitated after a week of not seeing my mommy, and having to deal with Nicole nit picking every little thing.

I kind of got snippy, and we left in a less than ideal mood. Once we got back home, things settled down, and she got her bi-weekly hair up the butt that made her want to fool around. I was still struggling with things, and decided to give Nicole a chance, to see if maybe she could embody the role of the dominant, loving mommy that I wanted.

To save myself the embarrassment of reliving what followed, suffice it to say that she was mortified. Absolutely mortified. She stormed out, and broke up with me. Then she came back later, apologized, and asked me to clarify, which only made the vicious circle run another lap.

After some rumination, I decided that it wasn’t the best idea to bring it up. Nicole wasn’t Fiona, and Nicole certainly wasn’t mommy. At the same time, I’m kind of glad it happened, because it facilitated our break up. It was just too weird after that, and we decided to call it quits. And I decided to unblock Fiona’s number, and rode my bike straight to her house to apologize.

“It’s fine, baby. I’m proud of you for making a grown up decision like that. It takes a lot of courage to do the right thing.” she said, pulling up her shirt and exposing her ample breasts. “Good boys get rewarded.”

“Thank you, mommy.” I said, leaning forward to latch onto her suckable nipple.

We decided to make things official, with me as her little, and her as my mommy. I see her once a week officially, and multiple times a week “on the side”, as we call it. Nicole and I are still friends, and I’m a lot happier being single, with a loving mommy who handles all of my needs.

Divine Discipline

Chapter 1 - Jerry

Dating apps weren’t working out any better than trying to meet girls on my own, which is to say, they weren’t working at all. I thought that when I finally moved out and got my own apartment at 22, that maybe I’d finally start getting laid. Before, I could at least blame the fact that I lived in my parent’s basement. Two months into having my own place, and it became clear that my living situation hadn’t been the whole problem.

Truth be told, I wasn’t overly interested in finding a nice girl to date. I wanted a wild woman who could help me relieve my constant, aching state of horniness. It was getting out of control, and the more time that passed, the more desperate my situation became. To put it as simply as possible, I really needed to fuck.

That’s when it happened, a new match on Tender. It had gotten to the point where I only checked them once a week, because it was always just bots, or Fans Only girls, or women who matched with me for some reason but simply weren’t interested.

This time, it was an attractive older woman, and she looked familiar. I clicked on her profile, and my heart started pounding in my chest. Her name was Athena, and she’d actually worked at my high school for a short period of time while I was there, helping as an aide for challenged students.

“No way.” I said, flipping through her pictures and feeling a wave of nostalgia wash over me. Athena was a total babe, and I was in the same graduating class as her daughter Claire, who was also smoking hot but never the least bit interested in me.

Unlike a lot of women on the app, Athena had her age displayed publicly on her profile. She was 41. While she worked at the school, I remember checking her out every time I laid my eyes on her. She looked a lot like Claire, except older, and somehow even more sexy.

I stared at her photos and read her bio over and over again, trying to think of some way to break the ice. There was no way she remembered me, so I at least had that going for me.

Here for a good time. Mommy needs a good boy.

It sounded naughty, like maybe she was there for the same reasons as me. Still, I couldn’t think of a single decent line, and decided not to reach out because I knew she would only reject me anyway once she saw our age difference. There was no way for me to reach out without coming off like a weirdo.

“Fuck. She’s hot as fuck.” I said, finally tossing my phone to the side and pulling myself out of bed to go take a shower. It was an interesting blast from the past, seeing the hot student aide who always caught my attention, but I didn’t think much more about it because she felt so far out of my league. I couldn’t even manage to get a date with a girl my age, let alone this super milf who could have any man she wanted.

That’s when it happened again, a notification on my phone right as I was getting into bed for the night. This time, it was a message from Athena.

ATHENA: Hey. I know you.

I stared down at my cell phone, reading her message over again in shock. Before I could process that she knew who I was, she sent another message, and then another.

ATHENA: You really shouldn’t be trying to meet older women on here, you naughty little boy. Why is your age range set so high?

ATHENA: Not that I’m complaining, I always thought you were cute.

JERRY: Hey Athena! I was going to reach out to you earlier, but I wasn’t sure if you would recognize me.

ATHENA: Of course. Are you going to answer my question?

JERRY: Oh, I just set it all the way so I had the most options.

ATHENA: I see. You should be careful, you never know what kind of creeps are lurking on the internet.

JERRY: True, but I haven’t had much luck with this app so far.

ATHENA: Don’t you dare say that. We wouldn’t even be talking right now if it weren’t for this app. Wouldn’t that be tragic?

JERRY: It would.

ATHENA: What are you looking for on here?

JERRY: Nothing really, just seeing what happens.

ATHENA: Oh, baby. I’m not some 18 year old chick, you don’t have to lie to me. I bet I can guess what you’re looking for…

JERRY: Lol, okay. Maybe.

ATHENA: Don’t maybe me. You need to be honest with me, or else I won’t be able to properly relieve you.

JERRY: Relieve me? Not gonna lie, I like the sound of that.

ATHENA: Are you gonna be honest and tell mommy the truth about what you’re looking for on this app? Or am I gonna have to find myself a good boy somewhere else?

JERRY: Absolutely not, you already found me. The best boy around.

ATHENA: Mommy’s good boy?

JERRY: Anything you want.

ATHENA: Why are you on this app, Jerry?

JERRY: I’m looking for attractive women. For sex, ideally.

ATHENA: That wasn’t so hard, was it?

JERRY: No ma am, it wasn’t.

ATHENA: That’s sweet, calling me ma am. You know what would turn me on a lot more?

JERRY: What?

ATHENA: If you called me mommy.

Chapter 2 - Athena

I’d been thinking about it for such a long time, and I guess I finally snapped when my desires became too much for me to handle. I wanted a younger man, someone I could praise, punish, and take control of sexually.

It’s not something I’d done before, chasing men half my age. I’d always dated men older than me, actually, but I’d developed a bit of a mommy kink and wanted to explore it. Signing up for a dating app felt so strange at my age, and then swiping through a bunch of guys who were young enough to be my sons.

Jerry caught my eye right away. He went to school with my daughter, and I always knew that he was a good kid. And handsome. I wondered to myself if they’d ever had a thing, but he didn’t really seem like her type. Claire went for bad boys and older guys, just like me at her age.

It felt like an uncontrollable impulse, and the chemistry was there right away. I’d been separated from my husband for a year and a half, but the divorce had just become official and I was ready to celebrate. I wasn’t used to dating after being married for over a decade, and I certainly didn’t know how to go about finding guys for random sex. Luckily, times had changed and the options were nearly endless, and at my fingertips.

We went back and forth, and it became excruciatingly clear that he was attracted to me. The feeling was thoroughly mutual, and the more we messaged back and forth, the more I knew he was the one.

It’s hard to pinpoint where my desire for control originated, but the longer I went without being touched, the clearer it became what I really wanted. There was something about the idea of a younger, submissive man that I found arousing to no end. Having a less experienced man who can’t control his own libido, needing it constantly and eager to serve his loving mommy. It had been turning me on for months, maybe longer, but it kicked into overdrive once I found Jerry.

It felt so forbidden, talking to a man who graduated with my daughter and making him call me his mommy. If only she knew what her mother was doing while she was off partying her way through college. I couldn’t seem to help myself, and after explaining to Jerry that I thought what he was doing was unsafe, and that he needed to be punished, smothered, and told what to do, I invited him over to my house.

JERRY: Right now?

ATHENA: Yes, baby. Don’t make mommy wait when she’s hungry.

JERRY: Okay, yeah. Can I get your phone number?

ATHENA: If you play your cards right, you’ll get a lot more than that.

It was an exhilarating feeling, sending him my phone number and then immediately getting a text message. I sent him my address, and told him that I was all alone.

ATHENA: I want you to spend the night. You don’t need to be home all by yourself, on the internet looking for things that only mommy should be giving you anyway.

JERRY: Yes mommy. I’m about to head your way.

ATHENA: Good. We need to talk about your behavior, and see if we can put in some sort of punishment and reward system to help keep you on track.

I got up out of bed, struck with a sudden burst of nervous energy once he said he was on his way. It was so easy, convincing him to come over, but it made me feel a bit vulnerable. I knew that he was a good egg, so it wasn’t that random, but inviting a man you don’t really know over to your residence expecting sex certainly isn’t the safest of all decisions.

The whole thing made me feel young again, and it was such a rush waiting for him to arrive. I quickly changed into some lingerie, and sterilized the toys I thought we might use for our first play session together.

Being someone’s dommy mommy was empowering, and I have to say it was intoxicating, even through text messages. I wanted to make him into my servile little boy toy, and melt his young, simple mind with pure sensory overload. I wanted to pry his deepest, darkest desires and make them come true. I wanted to own him, to train him, to ruin him and make him into a good little slut for mommy all at the same time.

It struck me that this was all new to me, and that I wasn’t sure how I was going to respond when we were actually face to face. Fantasizing about being a big bad mommy domme was enough, bringing that fantasy into the real world was something else entirely. Still, I knew exactly what I wanted, and felt confident that I could make it happen. At the end of the day, he was a horny 22 year old man who just wanted to stick his throbbing young cock inside of a wet cunt, and I couldn’t blame him because I wanted the same thing in reverse.

Chapter 3 - Jerry

I was in a trancelike state as I gripped the wheel, following my GPS to the address she provided. The situation was intimidating, going to meet a woman much older than me, presumably for sex, after having never really talked to her before in my life.

There was a constant, pounding pressure in my groin as I thought about all of the dirty things she’d texted me. She was unlike any girl I’d interacted with before, and I knew that I was in for a mindblowing experience as long as I didn’t find a way to blow up. Considering my recent struggles in the dating department, that felt like a real possibility.

She was so far out of my league, in terms of caliber of woman. I had no business pulling into her driveway, yet there I was, turning off the keys to the ignition and realizing the deafening silence. The light outside her front door was on, and I stepped out of my car, thinking about how I’d address my new mommy.

I had always been physically attracted to women older than me, amplified perhaps by watching porn in the milf category, and realizing how spectacular and gorgeous an older woman could be. The mommy domme thing was new to me, and it was almost shameful how much it turned me on. I took a deep breath, and wiped my sweaty palms on the front of my athletic shorts before knocking on her door.

“Oh, hi.” she said, opening her door and smiling wide in a black silky robe with black panty hose. She was a vision, hotter than I remember and better in person than in photos by a mile. I had a physical reaction to seeing her, and I kind of stuttered as my overmatched brain tried to formulate a sentence.

“Hi mommy.” I said, my mouth dry as the words left my mouth. I continued ogling her, and she giggled at my reaction to her.

“Come inside.” she said, reaching out and taking hold of my hand, pulling me through the door and closing it behind me.

“You look amazing.” I said, trying to compose myself as I scanned her shapely legs.

“Thank you. The look on your face says it all.” she said, standing directly in front of me and looking into my eyes.

“I feel underdressed.” I said, looking down at my black socks and flip flops and smiling anxiously.

“Nonsense. I’m just glad you came over. I hate sleeping alone.”

“Yeah. Me too.” I said, following her as she led me into her living room. Her robe was just long enough to cover her ass, but I could still see the outline of her well formed glutes with every swaying step. “Your body is amazing.”

“You’re sweet, and I do love the adoration, but we need to talk mister.” she said. I raised my eyebrows, unsure of what she meant.

“Okay. About what?”

“Come to my bedroom. I think you know what it’s about.” she said, casting a serious glare in my direction before heading off.

“Uhm, I don’t think I do.” I said, speed walking to catch up to her as she headed down the hallway, past the bathroom on the left and into her bedroom.

“Don’t play dumb with me.” she said, letting me enter before closing her door. I wasn’t sure what was happening, and tried my best to play along.

“I’m sorry.”

“I can’t believe I caught you on a dating app. Do you have any idea how unsafe that could be?” she asked, raising her eyes to mine and stepping closer.

“I know, mommy. I shouldn’t have done that.”

“You don’t need to be meeting strangers on the internet.” she said, grinning at the irony. I smiled back, and bowed my head.

“Yes, mommy. I’m sorry.” I said, submitting to her will and hoping some sort of naughty punishment was in store. Her room was immaculate, with perfectly dim lighting and black sheets as if she’d set it up for the occasion.

“It’s okay, but I don’t want it to happen again.”

“It won’t. I promise.” I said, feeling an almost mystical level of attraction. It was so far outside the realm of what I considered a possibility, and it had all happened so quickly.

“Good boy, but I still have to discipline you for being bad. We both know what you were doing on there, you naughty thing. I understand, your urges at your age are overwhelming, and if left unsatiated could lead to lots of impulsive, risky behaviors.” she said, grabbing the collar of my t-shirt and pulling me down to my knees in front of her.

“I know. It’s so hard to control.” I said, the words leaving my mouth automatically as I gave myself over to her. It felt like half roleplay, and half truth. Fantasy meeting reality.

“It’s perfectly natural, sweetheart, but you have to find better ways to channel that energy. Do you want mommy to teach you?” she asked, quickly drawing my eyes.

“Yes. Please.” I said, the blood rushing to my cock as the tension really set in.

“Come here, and kneel.” she said, motioning for me to follow her as she strode confidently over to her pillow. That’s when I noticed various objects laid out on her mattress. I didn’t have time to look them over, as she grabbed something and pointed to the ground in front of her.

She helped me remove my shirt, and then placed a black leather collar around my neck, strapped to a leash that she took hold of. My racing heart made me feel like I might pass out, it was sensory overload and I had no idea what might be in store for me. All I knew was that I wanted her, and that it felt strange being in a submissive state.

“Mommy’s little pet boy toy.” she said, giggling playfully and giving the leash a tug. “Lay down. On your stomach.”

“Yes, mommy.” I said, too turned on to think straight. There was a tinge of fear, but I couldn’t turn back.

“There you go. Put your arms out to your sides or above your head.” she said. I elected to put them at my sides, and Athena removed her robe as she walked around the side of the bed, walking on her toes and displaying her long legs and lean stomach. I smiled up at her, anticipation rolling through my body in waves.

“I’m nervous.”

“That’s fine, you should be. This is your punishment for being on a dating app, Jerry. You know mommy doesn’t approve of that sort of behavior.” she said, walking out of my view behind me, standing at the foot of the bed and still holding my leash, keeping enough tension so that I had to lift my head.

“Yes, mommy.” I said, fearing the worst. What had I gotten myself into?

“You’re a big boy. I don’t want you to make a big fuss out of this, because the sooner it’s over, the sooner we can move onto more loving, sensual play.” she said, her voice stern, almost cold.

“Yes, mommy.” I said, repeating the words as she applied more pressure to the leash.

“Pull your pants and underwear down, at least past your ass.” she said. I didn’t hesitate, and I knew right away what was coming. “Good boy. Put your hands back out, and don’t move them or I’m going to have to tie you to the bed.”

“Yes, mommy. I won’t move.” I said, praying she didn’t pull out some sort of cane or whip.

“These spankings are for your own good. As my submissive, I need you to understand obedience, and consequences. I want you to associate this pain not only with your disobedient behavior, but also with how much mommy loves you, because I promise, this hurts me more than it hurts you.” she said. Somehow, I didn’t quite believe her on that last part, seeing as how she so quickly had me bare assed and bent over her bed for an offense we both committed, before I really even knew her.

“Yes, mommy.” I said, wishing I had something to bite down on but glad she hadn’t strapped a ballgag to my head. She pulled on the leash, raising her palm up by her head as I turned back just in time to see it coming. I flinched but it didn’t matter, her aim was true and she smacked my ass so hard that it stung. “Ungh.”

“Hush. That’s one.” she said, giving me another, and then another, each one landing more solid than the last and sending intense stinging sensations through my buttocks.

“Ugh.” I grunted, trying my best to take it without showing any weakness.

“Bad boy.” she said, spanking me again on the same spot. By the fifth slap, my skin felt tingly, numb, and hot all at the same time.

“Ugh!” I called out, losing control and whimpering as she continued to pummel my ass. It was the last thing I expected, and I’m not sure why I stayed bent over and just took it. I guess I was that desperate, that overwhelmingly fucking horny. It started to feel good, it’s hard to explain, like all of a sudden my mind started liking it.

“You don’t belong out there chasing random little sluts.” she said, holding my leash so tight that it started to restrict my airflow.

“Yes, mommy. You’re right.” I said, instinctively grabbing at the collar to relieve the pressure. Athena grabbed me by the hair, shoving my face down into the mattress and slapped my ass again.

“Never do this again, Jerry. From now on, you will show complete loyalty and obedience to your mommy.” she said, releasing her grip and dropping my leash. I gasped for air, flooded with endorphins and smiling uncontrollably from the pain.

“Yes, mommy.” I said, wiping the slobber from my lips and feeling some sort of buzzing high that kind of made me want her to continue. It was all very novel for me, discovering this darker side of kink with an experienced older woman who obviously had zero issues taking what she wanted.

“Lay flat. Arms out.” she said, crossing her arms. A feeling of dread swept over me as I realized she wasn’t done, as I honestly wasn’t sure how much more I could take. The spot on my ass where she was spanking me felt completely raw.

“Um, okay. Yes, mommy.” I said, forcing myself into position even though the pain had gotten worse since she stopped, making me terrified for the next time her bare palm collided with my cheek.

“So good. Mommy loves a good little submissive boy.” she said, her stern tone effortlessly switching over, changing to a more comforting sound. “I’m so proud of you for taking your punishment. You’re my little man.”

“Yes, mommy.” I said, sighing with relief as she bent over and kissed the red spot on my ass gently.

“Good boy.” she whispered, rubbing both of my glutes in her soft hands. “Look at how hard you are.”

“It’s throbbing.” I said, telling her the truth.

“Put your ass up, get on your knees. Let mommy inspect that cock.” she said. Another fear sprang into my head as I lifted my butt and got onto my knees for her, that she might have the idea of shoving something inside of there. Instead, she reached between my legs, letting her fingertips graze over my balls and shaft.

My breath hitched, and I felt a tremendous surge of tingling desire. It was a vulnerable position, and she nudged my legs apart a little further, further putting my submission on display.

“Look at that hard young dick.” she said, cooing as her fingernails gently moved down my shaft. “So big and full of cum.”

“That feels amazing.” I said, gaining control of my breath as she continued to tickle my sensations.

“You can see my raised hand print on your ass.” she said, rubbing her palm over the spot and wrapping her soft fingers around my erection.

“Oh.” I said, arching my back and sighing as she gave it a couple of tugs that sent electric pleasure rippling through my body.

“Yes, that’s my good boy. Moan for mommy.”

“It feels so good.” I grunted, closing my eyes and biting down on my lip as she stroked it from behind, pointing it straight down as her hand worked faster.

“I know, baby boy. Mommy knows what you were looking for on that dating site, and I want you to know it’s perfectly natural.”

“Yes mommy.”

“I’m going to give you everything you need. Everything you can dream of, and so much more, just as long as you submit to mommy. Do you understand?” she asked, releasing her hand and again taking hold of my leash as she crawled into bed with me.

“Yes, mommy. I’ll never disobey you.” I said. Her eyes lit up, and she covered her smile with her hand, letting out a chuckle.

“Oh, this is fun. I wasn’t sure what to expect with you, but you’re exactly the boy I was looking for.” she said, laying down in front of me and opening her legs, using the leash to pull my face down between them. “I can’t wait to milk that young cock, but not yet. I want you to be a generous lover, always putting mommy’s needs over your own in the bedroom.”

“Yes, mommy.”

“Worship me. Make me your world.” she said, pushing my face into her crotch and grinding against me. I inhaled her scent, lapping away and licking her over her lace panties.

“Mmm…”

“Yes, that’s my little slut. Lick your mommy’s cunt. Look up at me, I want to see your eyes.” she said, forcing my face deeper as she clamped her panty hose laden thighs around my head, smothering me in a way that sent my arousal into overload. I wanted her approval, to earn the right to continue acting as her submissive. She was exactly what I wanted, more so than I could have ever imagined when she reached out to me.

“I love it.”

“Say it, baby. Say you love your mommy’s pussy.”

“Mmm…Yes. I love it, mommy. I love my mommy’s pussy.” I said, whimpering as she pulled her panties to the side, exposing her hairy downstairs and introducing me to her taste. My tongue burrowed momentarily inside her, making her body tremble beneath me.

“Such a good little slut. You better make mommy cum.” she said, holding a fistful of my hair in one hand, and holding the leash tight with the other. I maintained strict eye contact, staring into her deep blue eyes and letting them penetrate the depths of my soul.

“Mmm…yes, mommy. Fuck, I love it.”

“Good boy, lick mommy’s naughty hole.” she said, grinding so hard that she was practically thrusting. I savored her wetness, rubbing my nose in her pubic hair as I extracted every ounce of her delicious taste. “This is what you live for. I love boys who take pride in giving pleasure.”

“Yes, I do mommy. Only for you.”

“Perfect. Just like that. Only for mommy, only me and no one else!” she said, calling out and tossing back her head. She was without inhibition, unhinged in the most beautiful way. Her sensuality and beauty far exceeded my experience, with only pure enthusiasm and eager desire to serve her carnal needs to make up for it.

“Only you, mommy. Only you.” I said, my face and chin sopping with wetness. I latched my arms under her legs, burying my face in her and gripping her panty hose as she squealed madly beneath me.

“Don’t stop, baby. Don’t stop, oh, fuck. Yes! Oh, God.”

“You taste so good.”

“Don’t stop!” she said, raising her hips off the mattress and shaking uncontrollably. She was so reactive, so expressive and sensual. I’d never been so turned on by eating pussy, so encompassed by a woman’s magnetic sexuality. I stayed steady and true, rhythmically lapping away until she was climaxing under my tongue.

It was a moment of great pride, and I felt a ton of pressure relax off my shoulders as she squirmed and winced with pleasure. Her immense beauty was on full display, as every little facial expression and feminine sound she released was like music to my ears.

“Fuck.” she said, smiling wide and wiping the hair away from her face.

“That was so hot.” I said, raising my torso as she’d relinquished my leash. My cock stood tall, so hard that it was gently rocking with each pulse.

“Next time I’m gonna ride your face until you pass out.” she said. After the spanking she doled out earlier, I didn’t doubt her.

“I’ll let you do anything you want to me, mommy.” I said, unsure if I could back up the statement. The kinkiest thing I’d ever done before submitting to Athena was getting a blowjob in a movie theater. Calling a woman I barely knew mommy while wearing a leash and collar was already a bit out of my comfort zone, and I was so lust drunk that I was almost dizzy.

“I’m going to hold you to that.” she said, scooting away from me and throwing her legs off the side of the bed. “Right now, I’m going to tie you to the bed and torture you until your mind melts.”

“Torture?”

“Don’t worry, baby. No more physical pain, not tonight.” she said, holding a bottle of lube and pulling out a wrist restraint that was strapped to her bed.

“So what do you mean by torture?” I asked, extending my arm and letting her strap up my wrist.

“Do you trust me?”

“Yes mommy.” I said.

“It’s good torture. I promise.”

“Okay. I trust you.” I said. There was something about her that drove me wild, and provided a great sense of comfort. I did trust her, even without any real reason to. I couldn’t help looking at her with adoration, as she was the living embodiment of a goddess as far as I was concerned.

The restraints were true, made of high quality materials and fastened tightly. I laid on my back, arms pulled out to my sides with no idea what was coming next. Athena approached with lube in hand, holding the bottle over my crotch and giving it a squeeze.

“I know that your urges are powerful, and they feel like they can control you, but I want to teach you how to be in control of yourself.” Athena said, spreading the excess lube over my stomach, and the front of my thighs.

“Yes, mommy.” I said, sighing with anticipation as her hand crept between my legs.

“Can I tell you something, sweetie?”

“Of course.”

“Mommy loves your big cock.” she said, speaking slowly and deliberately as she took hold of it with both hands, slowly allowing them to slide up and down my shaft. It was an electric sensation, and she cupped my balls as she took over with her dominant hand, tickling every nerve ending and finally giving me the pleasure I’d been craving.

“Ughnn…”

“Yes, good boy. Control your breathing, baby. Focus on the sensations, and savor them, but don’t lose control of your breath. I want you to hold on, and get the most out of our time together.” she said, sitting cross legged beside me as she stroked.

“It feels so good.”

“I know, sweetheart. Stay in control. This is an exercise in delayed gratification.” she said, leaning over and letting a glob of saliva drip from her succulent lips, landing directly on the head of my cock.

“You make it so hard.”

“Yes, that’s my good boy. It’s your job to be hard for mommy, and to cherish her sensual, forbidden touch.” she said, focusing on the head and driving me wild. I struggled against my restraints, and my breathing turned rush and shallow as I squirmed uncontrollably beneath her touch.

“Oh my God, mommy. Fuck.”

“Look at me.” she said, pausing mid-stroke until my eyes found hers. “When mommy plays with your cock, she gets to decide when you cum. Not the other way around, understand?”

“Okay. I’ll try not to.”

“No, baby boy. That’s not how this works. You’re not gonna cum until mommy tells you, do you understand?”

“Yes, mommy. I understand, I just don’t know how much longer I can hold out. You’re so sexy.”

“Awh, my sweet little boy. I know how much mommy turns you on, but I have to train your stamina. Mommy has a very insatiable appetite, so I need you to be able to last for when we get to our really naughty play time.” she said, slowing her pace considerably as we spoke.

“Yes, mommy. I’ll do anything you say.” I said, fighting my urge to spontaneously erupt with every ounce of my being. Athena paused, reaching behind her back to unclasp her bra, and then covering herself with her arm as she let it fall.

“Do you want to suck on mommy’s tits?” she asked.

“Yes, mommy. So badly.” I said, reduced to a state of begging and deep longing. I was putty in her hands, completely at her whim and fighting a pounding pressure that ached for release. I watched in awe, eyeing her perky, erect nipples as she pulled her arm away, putting her beautiful breasts on full display for me.

“Hmm hmm..” she chuckled, taking hold of her breast and leaning over me. No words were necessary, as my watering mouth latched on out of pure instinct, suckling with everything I had and indulging my out of control need to worship my new mommy.

“Mmm…”

“Yes, that’s my little boy. Suck your mommy’s tits while I play with that perfect cock.” she said, squeezing her breast towards the nipple. It felt so maternal, so raunchy and fucked up compared to anything I’d ever been involved with.

This went on for a while, elevating me into a heightened state that felt almost spiritual. She brought me right to the edge, over and over while smothering me with her breasts, only to pause and make me get control of myself.

My entire body was vibrating, and the euphoria was so intense that I began shaking, making weird animal noises that I didn’t know I could make as I fought my natural urge to erupt. Each time she got me to the edge, the pressure increased, until I was whimpering and struggling.

“Not yet, baby. I’ll tell you when.” she said, releasing my cock and letting it thud onto my stomach when I got close. It started twitching, oozing pre-cum as she whispered into my ear, rolling her tongue around and further amplifying my impossible state of being.

“Ughnn…mommy. I can’t, I can’t. It’s so good. I have to cum for you.” I said, thrusting my hips against nothing, signaling for her touch.

“Shhh…Submit to me Jerry. You’ve already given me control of your body, let me have your mind.” she whispered, placing soft kisses on my neck and watching my cock convulse without reaching orgasm.

“Yes, mommy. I’m yours. I’m only yours.”

“Good boy. Tell me that you love me.” she said, nibbling on my neck and assuming full control. Honestly, it was like being hypnotized, or under a spell. I called out without hesitation, my will completely wilted to my mommy master.

“I love you, mommy. I love you so much.”

“Good boy. Guess what?”

“What?”

“I want you to cum for me. Show me how much you love me.” she said, again taking hold of my cock by the base, this time opening wide and plunging her throat down onto it, taking almost my entire length and gagging herself on it. “Gluck! Gluck!”

“Ugh! Mommy, oh fuck. Yes, mommy. I love you!” I bucked my hips against her and she swallowed me whole, impaling herself on my cock as I reached what can only be described as an outright explosion.

“Mmm!” she squealed, her eyes tearing up as I pumped hot sticky cum straight down her throat. I was seeing stars, twitching awkwardly and whimpering as I released more pent up tension from my physical body than I knew was possible, while Athena eagerly slurped down every drop.

“Oh, God.” I said, finally crash landing back down on Earth and gasping for air. She was something else, and I began to suspect that she was some sort of a succubus because of how intensely bonded I felt to her. Telling a woman you just met that you love her during sex is pretty out of the ordinary, but what was even more off putting about it was that I really felt it. My desire to be near her was an instant addiction, and I can’t even describe how good she felt wrapped up in my arms for cuddles afterwards, looking into my eyes and kissing me passionately.

“Mommy loves you.” she said, pressing her warm, swollen lips against mine and sucking on my lower lip. It was so refreshing, and an escape that felt like a vacation in paradise.

Chapter 4 - Athena

Like many men before him, Jerry fell asleep practically immediately after orgasm. We made out for a while, and he cuddled up with his head on my chest and fell asleep. I felt very comfortable around him, and in our post-coital bliss, my mind wandered to all of the dirty things I had in store for him.

I slipped out of bed because I had to pee, remembering that he’d let me spank him. My plan was just to give him one or two, to make sure that he was actually willing to step out of his comfort zone and submit. It seemed too easy with him, and I wasn’t sure if he actually had a submissive side, or if he was just doing whatever he had to do in order to get laid. Neither would have surprised me, really, but I punished him and he took it well.

And it turned me on. That’s largely why I kept going, only relenting because I didn’t want the line between his submission and my masochism to overlap. At least not on the first date. Still, it reinforced my desires to play as a mommy domme with a bit of a penchant for punishment. It felt so right to me, to punish, and then make up with hot sex right after.

It was kind of a relief having him passed out, so that I could sit and process the intense experience. Before, it was just a fantasy, so it was always so easy in my head to take control of a younger man, and use him entirely for my own personal pleasure. Jerry was real, and a likable guy, so it was no longer an anonymous fantasy based entirely on my own sexual preferences. It was real.

I knew that I wanted and needed more, and I hoped that Jerry liked it enough to stick around and entertain me. It’s not like I couldn’t find someone else, but we fit like puzzle pieces and I’m a control freak who hates change. It was still too early to tell, or at least to know, but I wanted to keep him.

He was still fast asleep, so I turned on the shower and hopped in. I hadn’t been with another man in such a long time, and I started questioning myself. Jerry was a 22 year old man, and I knew very little about him. That’s kind of what it started off as, I just wanted a quickie or two to get it out of my system, but I also wanted to explore a power dynamic that I wasn’t used to.

I spanked him raw, made him wear a leash and collar, made him make me cum first with no stimulation for himself, and then edged him to the point of mind melt. And the chemistry was unreal, we both said I love you for goodness sake. It wasn’t exactly easy to throw it into the category of a quick hookup, especially when it only left me craving more and thinking about how I would explain it to my friends.

He was considerably larger than my husband, and I regretted not letting him take me. It was just so new, but it became so intimate that I guess not going all the way was the only semblance of true control I could muster. Even though he was fully under my power, I still couldn’t control the way he made me feel.

I found myself horny as I rinsed the soap from my body, and replayed parts of our encounter and reached down between my legs. That’s when I remembered that he was laying in my bed, and my submissive. There was no longer any reason for me to have to be in charge of my own pleasure.

When I walked out of my bathroom, Jerry was on top of the sheets naked, waiting for me. The excitement was obvious in his eyes, and in the fact that he was already fully erect when I entered the room.

“You better not have been touching yourself without me.” I said, crossing my arms and staring him down. His smile faded into a grin, and he shook his head.

“Of course not, mommy. I know the rules. I was just thinking about you.” he said, flexing his cock and making it raise without even touching it. I was used to my much older husband, and the effort sometimes involved in keeping him hard. Jerry made me feel sexy, and desired in a way that my life had been sorely lacking.

“I just showered, so I’m yummy and fresh down there.” I said, knowing full well I’d end up sitting on his hardness, but wanting to tease him a little.

“Torture me, mommy. Ride my face.” he said.

“I guess I should remove my towel.” I said, untying the knot and stripping it away slowly. The genuine lust in his expression fed my ego, and I gave him a little spin before climbing into his lap.

“You’re so beautiful, Athena. I just want to let myself be obsessed with you.” he said, grasping at my breasts, and placing soft kisses on my nipples, alternating between them.

“Let go, Jerry. Let me be your goddess.”

“Yes, mommy.” he said. I reached back, taking hold of his cock and pointing it between my legs, rubbing it against myself until he exhaled forcefully. “Please?”

“Please what?”

“Please let me have it. I want it.” he said, trying to seduce me with his longing eyes. I placed my index finger across his lips, pushing on his chest so that he had to lay down flat.

“I know you want it, but I don’t know if you deserve it. Show me how much you want it, and I’ll decide.” I said, crawling higher, and leaning over him as I climbed onto his face. His hungry, skillful tongue invaded my body, reminding me how nice it could be to make love with another human. I’d let myself suffer for too long, and my body was trying to make up for lost time by sinking my weight down onto his face and humping him like he was my secret pillow.

“Mmmm…”

“Lick it. Suck on mommy’s clit.” I said, empowered by my position of authority, and by the mutual satisfaction it provided. Being with him sent me into a frenzy, and I grinded on his face, directing my own pleasure and shaking with pleasure from the consequences.

Jerry was a natural when it came to taking direction, and it wasn’t long before I was writhing in ecstasy and climaxing all over his face. I felt almost dirty, like some sort of cradle robbing fetishist. The shame only intensified my orgasm, and before I knew it, I was straddling his hips and desperately trying to stuff him inside of me.

“You want it?”

“Please, mommy. I need it.” he said, grunting with pleasure as I sat down on his rigid member, instantly feeling a tingle of relief as he spread my tight walls. We weren’t using protection, and his hot flesh brought me to life, reminding me how good a hard cock thrusting inside of me could feel.

“Oh, yes, baby. That’s it. Fuck me. Do it hard!”

“You’re perfect. It’s perfect.” he said, grabbing my ass with both hands and bouncing me up and down in his lap with each hard thrust from the bottom. I tossed back my head, letting loose and smiling as he hit spots that were foreign even to my vibrator.

“Harder!” I called out, losing myself to the realization of my own dark desire to be used.

“Oh my God, baby. It’s so wet.” he said. It was my body’s natural reaction to the novelty and exhilaration of a new lover, and of my need for a primal release. It all swept over me so violently, making me realize how much I’d been suppressing my own sexuality.

“Don’t stop, Jerry. Don’t fucking stop.”

“You’re gonna make me cum.”

“I don’t care. Do it! Do it in me. Cum in mommy.” I said, arching my back and throwing my weight down onto his splitting hardness. He triggered every hidden and repressed nerve ending, sending me spiraling into the abyss of pure mystical transcendence.

The room was filled only with the sounds of our bare flesh slapping rhymically together, the hungry grunts of two people who wouldn’t trade places with anyone else in the world. The gravity was insurmountable, and we arrived together with locked lips, gripping and groping in a vain attempt to consume each other whole. His hard cock pulsed hot cum, filling me and laying claim to my body.

“Nothing feels better than inside of you.” he said, sighing and wrapping his arms around my waist, resting his face between my tits.

“I’m so proud of you.” I whispered, cupping his head with both arms and clenching my pelvic muscles around his post orgasm penis.

I knew it was the start of something new, as the heat was far too much to be contained within a single night or weekend. There was so much to explore, so many things still in need of discovery between us. My urge was to bombard him with questions, to dig deep and find out what made him tick. To find out why it was him who pushed my buttons in such a way, to get to know the person behind all of the feelings rising so organically to the surface when we were together.

Chapter 5 - Jerry

I wasn’t used to that type of pristine treatment from women. Suffice it to say, my mind was blown to smithereens, and I slept like a baby cuddled up to Athena. She settled into the little spoon, and I rubbed my legs against her panty hose until I passed out.

In the morning, I was given an instant reminder of why I was so captivated. I guess she snuck out of bed early while I was sleeping, and when I came to, breakfast was ready and waiting.

“Goodness. I could get used to this.” I said, looking over the feast of eggs, bacon, sausage, and fresh cut fruit with orange juice. I’d worked up quite an appetite the night before, and I scarfed the food down in a frenzy.

“I like watching you eat.” she said, chuckling at my appreciation. The food was amazing, and exactly what I needed to start my day.

“That was so good. Thank you.”

“Of course, mommy always takes care of her hungry boy. Now get in the shower, you’re still dripping with sex juices from last night.” she said.

“Yes ma am. Do you have any plans for the day?”

“I was hoping to spend it with you.” she said. “Do you have to work?”

“No. I’m off today.” I said, lying through my teeth. As soon as I closed the door to the bathroom, I texted my bar manager Fred to tell him that I wouldn’t be able to make it in. We were good friends, and I leveled with him about what was actually happening.

JERRY: Dude, I spent the night with this gorgeous woman last night, and she wants me to spend the day with her. I’m not sure how long this is gonna last, or if I’ll have another shot at this. She’s so hot, dude. Is it cool if I take the night off?

FRED: Lol congrats my dude. Break a leg, but don’t snap your dick off. Can you pick up tomorrow night?

JERRY: Yes. Thank you so much.

FRED: I want details when you get back to work.

JERRY: A gentleman doesn’t kiss and tell.

FRED: You’re probably right, but I’m talking about your delinquent ass. Have a good one.

I hopped into the shower with my schedule cleared for the day, and nothing but optimism at what it might hold. Her bathroom was much nicer than what I was used to, and I ended up taking my time. When I stepped out, I found that she had the fluffiest, huge bath towels and I really started seeing the potential perks of dating an older woman.

“Wanna stretch me out?” she asked, carrying a rolled up yoga mat under her arm into the living room, and laying it down on the hardwood floor.

“I can’t say no to that.” I said, noticing her dark red toe nail polish as she was barefoot and wearing yoga pants with a sports bra.

“Good boy. Always say yes to mommy.” she said, laying down on her back and motioning for me to get on top of her. I held her leg on my shoulder, doing as she instructed and pressing my weight down to stretch her hamstring, bringing us face to face and triggering my body’s natural reaction to being so close.

“Further?”

“Yep, keep it coming.” she said, stunning in the morning with no makeup. There was something distinguished about her, and I couldn’t even imagine going back to a regular girl my own age after having been baptized by such a well developed woman.

“You’re flexible.”

“I am. Maybe we can explore that a little later.” she said, biting her lip and gazing into my eyes. “Control your breath. I want you to follow mine, in and out, nice and slow.”

“Yes, mommy. This is kind of turning me on though.” I said.

“That’s fine, just take all of that energy that’s forming at your root, and use deep inhalations to redistribute it through your entire body.” she said.

“Okay.” I said, closing my eyes and trying my best to follow along with her breath. She smelled so good, everything about her was distracting to the task at hand.

“You’re doing fine, just relax.”

“It’s just so new still, with us. I don’t think I’m capable of being in your presence without popping a boner.” I said, eliciting a laugh.

“Nothing wrong with popping a boner.” she said, shaking her head. I pressed my pelvis against hers, still giving her a good stretch but allowing my focus to shift to our genitals rubbing together.

“Maybe I could pop it inside of you.”

“Maybe later. After you finish giving me a proper stretch.” she said.

“So I can stretch you out after I stretch you out?”

“Precisely.” she said, enjoying our banter but moving us back to a more mindful state as we switched legs. “You always seemed like such a nice boy, I still can’t believe we’re doing this.”

“It was definitely unexpected, in the best way.”

“Right? It’s so naughty, knowing you went to school with Claire.” she said, giggling at the peculiarity of our conundrum.

“I used to jerk off to you.”

“You didn’t.”

“I swear. You used to wear this one pair of pants, they were like flannel patterned, and let’s just say it was very important in the development of my preference for booty.” I said.

“That’s so hot. I know what pair of pants you’re talking about, my butt did look good in those.” she said, a twinkle appearing in her eye.

“It really did. I wanted to eat your ass before I even knew what that was.”

“Baby, we’re supposed to be focusing on our breath.” she said, leaning her head forward so that her forehead was touching mine. “But I really want to make out with you, and then I want you to rip open my yoga pants and make your schoolboy fantasy come true.”

“Anything you say, mommy.” I said, giving myself over to the tension between us. It was like her body produced triple the amount of pheromones or something, because I couldn’t seem to stop falling under her spell.

Her lips were worth every kiss, and her minty fresh tongue slipped in and out of my mouth, setting the pace and slowing me down each time I tried to escalate. Kissing her made me radiate with forward moving energy, as I wanted nothing more than to consume her.

“My little boy is such a good kisser. Let mommy suck on your tongue. Stick it in my mouth.” she said, opening to receive it. Her hand slid inside my waistband, taking hold of and tugging my hard dick while swallowing my tongue.

“I love you, mommy.” I said, unable to resist expressing it with those forbidden words once again. Hearing them seemed to spur her on, and she took hold of me by the neck and cheek, breaking our kiss and peering into my eyes.

“Then show me, Jerry. Rip open my pants, bury your face between my cheeks, and make out with mommy’s asshole like a good little submissive boy toy.” she said, her voice inflamed with intensity.

“Yes, mommy. Let me worship your ass.” I said, sent into a frenzy by the mere mention of the act. She rolled over onto her stomach, and I dug my fingers into her waistband to pull them down, only to be stopped and given a harsh look.

“I said to rip them open. At the seam in the middle.” she said. I hesitated, struggling to process because she had such a short circuiting effect on my simple mind. I gripped the fabric with both hands, squeezing and pulling it apart until it shredded in my hands. “Good boy, now use your tongue to show me how much you love me.”

“Yes, mommy.” I said. I’d never actually done it before, but pulled her cheeks apart and dove in with the voracity of someone who had thought about it way too much.

“Oh!”

“Mmm…”

“Ughnn, fuck. Yes, baby. Just like that, dip your tongue in it.”

“Yes, mommy. It’s so good.” I said, lost in a passionate trance. She had well developed glutes, a tight little ass that I could hide my face in for hours if she let me. My cock stiffened to a pulse, a throbbing reminder that I needed even more.

“That’s my little slut, so obedient. Mommy loves your tongue, baby. Don’t you dare stop licking my asshole.” she said, calling out and wheezing. “My vibrator. It’s in my room. Go get it.”

“What?” I asked, pulling my head up and still white knuckling her cheeks.

“Go to my room, run. Get my vibrator, it’s on the table next to my bed.”

“Okay, yeah. Okay. Yes, mommy.” I said, thrown off by her sudden request but eager to continue. I sprang to my feet.

“Jerry. Get the lube too. Hurry.” she said. It was kind of a blur, and I was out of breath with both items in hand when I stumbled back in, my erection flopping in my athletic shorts as I ran through the house and back to my goddess, who had removed all of her clothing during my brief absence.

“I got it.” I said. Athena smiled, on all fours and shaking her ass back and forth to beckon me.

“I’m going to lay flat on my vibrator while you eat my ass. Then I want you to use the lube and fuck me.” she said, her mouth so dirty that it was almost disorienting.

“Your ass?”

“Yes, baby. Don’t you want to fuck mommy’s asshole?” she asked, winking playfully. She had such an exuberant charm, seductive far beyond my capacity to resist. It would be another first, and further justification for skipping my boring shift waiting tables.

“I would love that.” I said, dumbfounded by what was being offered. Dating apps had been such a colossal waste of time before her, but she justified it all. I followed Athena’s directions, spreading her cheeks and looking down at her beautifully puckered hole, lowering myself between her cheeks and giving her a thorough tongue washing.

“That’s what mommy likes. Only a truly obedient little boy would do something like this for his lover.” she said, turning on her vibrator and letting out a deep exhale. She certainly practiced what she preached when it came to breathing, as she seemed so relaxed and in control of her own pleasure.

I loved the way she tasted, and it only made me more passionate in the depraved act of worshiping her anus with my tongue. I stripped off my clothes while licking, completely transfixed on getting to fuck her ass. It was such a turn on for me that I began to get nervous. My cock was harder than diamonds, and there was so much pressure that it felt like I might just explode the moment her tunnel clamped down around my shaft.

“That’s it. Don’t stop, baby. Make your mommy cum. Make mommy’s asshole cum.” she said, rambling incoherently as I flattened my tongue, dragging it over her hole and swirling it around. “Mmm ughhnnn, fuck. That’s my little pervert, shove it in mommy’s ass. Fuck me with your tongue.”

“I love it, mommy. So much. So fucking much.” I said, sniffing as I poked my nose between her glutes and fighting my urge to take hold of my cock and start stroking. “It’s perfect.”

“Tell me that you love it. Mommy loves words of affirmation.” she said, whimpering and gripping her yoga mat.

“I love your ass. I love eating my mommy’s ass.” I said, shocking myself with how submissive I was turning out to be. I’d always wanted to rim a beautiful woman like Athena, and explore the world of the other orifice, but it was still surprising how much pleasure I was taking in what I was doing. It felt like it’s where I belonged, with my face hidden and my tongue lapping between her legs.

“Oh God, baby. Mommy’s gonna cum!”

“Mmm. Mmm.” I raised my eyes, watching her arch her back as the whirring vibrator took her to the promised land. The way her body jerked filled me with pride, knowing that I was able to deliver her to such great heights. Her reaction was rewarding enough, and she turned to her side, running her fingers through her sweaty hair as a satisfied smile appeared on her lips.

“Don’t stop.” she said, taking hold of her vibrator and flicking it off. “I want more. I want to feel you pulsing inside me. Use the lube. Start with your fingers.”

“Yes, mommy.” I said, taking hold of the bottle and trying not to appear like a fumbling idiot. Sex had always been very straightforward and vanilla for me, and the anus had never even been a slightly available option, so I was less experienced when it came to what to do.

Thank God for the internet, and for the fact that I’d already looked into it on several occasions. I started by applying lube, and spreading it around her buttocks before using my finger to spread it inside.

“Good boy, nice and gentle.” she said, cooing and spreading her legs further apart.

“It’s really pretty.” I said, pushing my finger into her tightness and wondering what it would feel like when I did the same thing with my dick.

“Does fingering mommy’s ass turn you on?”

“A lot.” I said, watching my finger disappear inside of her, my brain only able to formulate the simplest of communication. Butt stuff had always been a secret kink of mine, while the closest I’d actually ever gotten was watching it in pornos.

“Have you ever done it?”

“No, mommy. This will be my first time.” I said, my entire index finger buried in her tush. It felt different, and much more like a taboo act than I ever could have expected. I couldn’t believe she was offering up something so intimate. “I had never licked one before, either.”

“Awh, that’s so sweet. Now you’ll always think of me, since I’m your first.” she said. I forced another finger inside, smiling at the grip and knowing that it was going to change my world.

“I’ll always think of you regardless. You’re an amazing woman, Athena. Such beauty, inside and out.”

“Baby, you make mommy so hot when you talk like that.” She said, giving me a look back so hot it could have melted the flesh right off the bones. 

“It’s true. I could never have another mommy after you, they could only pale in comparison. It wouldn’t be fair.”

“Jerry…”

“I never want to stop knowing you deeper. I want to let you be my obsession.”

“Baby boy, you better put it in or I’m gonna go crazy, but don’t you dare stop talking like that.” she said. I applied a hefty glob of lubrication to my dick, giving it a quick couple of strokes as I scooted into position.

“I can’t believe I get to do this.” I said, giving her ass the lightest of slaps as I admired the booty I was about to plunder.

“Actually, you know what?” she asked, pulling away from me and rolling over onto her back.

“What?”

“I told you we could explore my flexibility when we played. What’s the point in being limber if you don’t utilize it?” she asked, spreading her legs wide apart with no hands, and then grabbing her own heels.

“Good Lord.” I said, awe struck by the most aesthetically appealing sight my eyes had ever been lucky enough to take in. She pulled on her feet, rotating her hips and exposing her ass.

“You really like me, don’t you?” she asked, biting her lip and looking up at me. Her body was beautiful, well developed and built for my desire.

“I really love you, mommy.”

“So hot. I love you too, baby boy.” she said. “Spit on your cock for mommy.”

“Anything for you.” I said, taking my time to make sure it landed perfectly before bringing my bulbous head to her ready opening. Athena began rubbing her clit, begging me to enter her.

“I need it, baby. Fuck my ass and make me yours.”

“Yeah? You want it?” I asked, rubbing the tip in circles and applying forward pressure with my hips. I was glad she’d flipped over, so that I could look into her eyes while I defiled her.

“Fuck me, Jerry. Don’t be nice about it.”

“Yes, mommy.” I said, closing my eyes as I found my way inside, slowly at first, until she thrust her hips against me, forcing it deep as she squealed with delight and tossed back her head.

“Ugh! That’s my good boy, oh fuck.” she said, her eyes bulging as I grinded against her.

“It’s so tight, mommy. I love it.”

“Harder, baby. Fuck me.”

“Yes. Oh God.” I said, completely immersed in immense pleasure. It felt incredible, looking down at the woman of my dreams, thrusting against me from the bottom and giving me herself in the darkest way.

“Baby boy, oh, wow. That’s my spot, you found it.” she said, her eyes rolling back as she arched against me, grunting like an animal in heat as I pounded away mindlessly, my lust fully engaged with her flesh.

“Your tits.” I said, watching them bounce beneath my forceful thrusts. I leaned in, kissing her deeply despite where my tongue had been. We were reduced to our barest and most base selves, desperately copulating in a mania of exhilaration.

“I’m cumming….” she said, her voice flat and monotone, droning as she furiously pleasured her clit.

“I’m close, mommy. Fuck.” I said, gripping her tits and kissing her neck as I grinded into her, fighting for every bit of consumable gratification. Seeing her reach climax with such voracity was too much for my mind to handle without cumming, and brought me straight to the absolute edge of my threshold.

Athena twitched beneath me, squirming cross eyed without acknowledging my announcement. There was no time, as I was gripped with a steadily rising, tingling sensation that brought me to the same frequency as her, stripping me of my volition and sending me into a spasm of peak release.

“Ughhh…Athena.” it felt as if every muscle, nerve, and tendon in my body were rigid and flexed, my balls pulsing as I emptied my love under her orgasmic spell. She chuckled madly, staring into me and clenching around my pulsing girth as I filled her with seed, laying claim to her and arriving so hard that color bursts appeared in the peripherals of my vision.

Reality came rushing in, along with the delightful afterglow of such a satisfying moment of spontaneity. Athena pulled away from my cock, letting the cum disperse and relaxing her legs.

“How did we get here?” she asked, breathing heavily and staring up at the ceiling fan above us with a delighted expression . I knew exactly what she was experiencing, because I felt it too.

“I don’t know, but let’s never leave. I want to stay here.”

“I wanna stay too.” she said.

Chapter 6 - Athena

It was a big reality check when Jerry finally left my house to go to work. I’d let myself drift off into another world entirely, and while it was largely driven by sex and kink, I knew that it wouldn’t have gone so smoothly if it weren’t for some obvious underlying chemistry.

I thought it was going to be a hookup. I thought that’s really what those apps were for, and I planned to delete it after finding myself a short term, younger option like Jerry. The problem was, how can you have such intense, intimate, bonding sexual experiences with someone and not have some sort of feelings?

“Dammit, Athena. This was supposed to be guilt free, no strings attached fun.” I said to myself, having a coffee at four o'clock in the afternoon and finding myself missing my little. Why did it have to be so good? I hadn’t been that sexually fulfilled in a decade.

Would he even be interested? Did I want to date him? It was all very confusing, and I met up with my friend Shelly to discuss it. She knew me very well, as we’d been friends since high school, and the look on her face said it all.

“He’s how old? Twenty two?” she asked, looking around to make sure the other patrons at the coffee shop weren’t eavesdropping on our conversation.

“Yes, he’s very young.”

“That’s like the same age as Claire. How old is she?” she asked, accidentally stumbling upon further tea.

“They were in the same graduating class. They went to school together.” I said, feeling particularly shameful about that particular detail.

“Athena. Oh, boy. This is quite a conundrum.” she said. “The sex was that good?” she asked, whispering.

“It was.” I said, unable to lie to her.

“Well, take it slow. Get to know him. I doubt it works out, he’s gonna drive you nuts. I couldn’t imagine dating a guy that young.”

“I hope so, it would be less complicated if he started to annoy me. He seems mature though, I don’t know. I think I’m just in lust because it was so good.” I said, my mind naturally wandering to the various scenarios we engaged in.

“Jesus. I can tell, you look like a whole new woman. I can’t explain it, but I can see it on you.” she said. I could tell she didn’t know what to think, and partially thought I was crazy. It’s not like I could blame her, as I couldn’t even imagine what I’d have thought if she was in a similar scenario.

Jerry and I stayed in constant contact, and I couldn’t seem to step away. My plan was always to ask him questions, and get to know him better, but things kept drifting off in a sexual direction, and before I knew it, I’d be masturbating and exchanging naughty pictures with him.

A part of me wanted him to be as perfect as he seemed, another part of me knew that it was far too hopeful. It was so unlikely that I got that lucky, that the first person I dated after my divorce was the right guy for me, and nineteen years my junior. It was a sexy fantasy, but unrealistic. I was just waiting for the red flags to start appearing, the reality based reminder that he was too young for me, and that I was too old for him.

No part of me doubted that his attraction was sincere, but I knew it had to be tough on his side as well. What would his mother think if she knew he was dating a woman her age? I prayed that she was older, but I doubted it would matter either way. The more I thought about things like that, the less optimism I was able to maintain.

I couldn’t even be certain he’d want me either. Obviously, he’d take the sex, and the experience in the bedroom, but maybe he wouldn’t even be interested.

He asked me out for lunch, even came and picked me up in his beat up little Honda and took me to a nice restaurant. I wore a dress, and couldn’t help feeling excited by the fact that he insisted on taking me out in public. Maybe it wasn’t that weird after all, for him, dating a woman much older.

There were a couple of bartenders who were his friends, and they made sure we were well taken care of. I finally got to ask him some questions that weren’t related to sex, and I was blown away by the young man I’d so luckily stumbled upon.

“I’ve already finished three years of college, but I had to put it on hold when I moved out so I could afford my bills.” he said, speaking of it so casually. “And I’ve finally started getting real illustration gigs, so I’m hoping to be able to go full time as an artist and finish school.”

“You’re an artist?”

“A little. I’ve been drawing since I was a kid, and I take commissions. I started doing children’s books, and it’s paying pretty well.”

“That’s so cool. Oh my gosh. I knew there was something to you.” I said, thoroughly pleased with his ambitions at such a young age. It really made me wonder what else was hidden within him.

“Thanks. Not a lot of women think it’s cool that I scraped my way through college by living with my parents, or that I draw children’s books.” he said, laughing and poking his fork into a piece of his steak.

“Well, you’re young. Girls your age haven’t figured out what’s truly attractive in a man.” I said, finding myself more drawn to him than before, if that was even possible. It was vindicating, seeing that my instincts with him weren’t completely off the mark.

“Maybe, but who needs them? I have you now.” he said, shoving the steak into his mouth and quickly looking into my eyes. He made me feel so alive.

“Oh, do you?”

“I mean, I hope so. You’re the best thing that’s happened to me in a long time, Athena. You’re my mommy now, I couldn’t imagine losing you.” he said. There was something so innocent in what he said, and how much I could tell that he meant it.

“You wouldn’t be embarrassed?”

“Why would I be? You’re spectacular. I’m really proud of you, actually. That’s why I wanted to take you out, it feels good to show you off.” he said.

“What about your friends? Or your mom?”

“Eh, my friends will think I’m a legend for pulling you. My mom will come around, she doesn’t even need to know just yet.” he said. I loved how matter of fact he was, and that his submissive nature in the bedroom didn’t fully transfer over outside of it. I still wanted a masculine, take charge type of guy, I just wanted to be in control of my own pleasure, because I felt that I knew exactly what I wanted. The more we talked, the clearer it became that he was it.

“You’re silly, but I don’t mind the age gap if you don’t.” I said, trying to communicate that I felt the same way. I didn’t want to come off as being pushy, but now that I found him, I didn’t want to play any games.

“Athena, can I be straightforward with you?” he asked, laying his fork down and giving me his full attention.

“Of course.”

“I don’t want kids, but I want a partner. I want a committed relationship, I’ve always been that way. I was just on the apps looking for sex, and I’m glad I found it, but I know what I want too, even though I’m a bit younger.”

“A bit?” I asked, sipping my wine and feeling the tingles move up and down my spine.

“A bit, yeah.” he said, shaking his head. “We found each other, let’s just let it be. I want to worship you, mommy.”

“Baby boy. You’re killing me.”

“How so?” he asked.

“Can we get the check? I’ll take you back to my place and show you.” I said.

“Check please!” he said, raising his hand and looking around for a waiter jokingly. “Seriously though, let’s be in a public relationship with each other. It’ll be monogamous, everyone will be jealous of us, and we can just fade off into the sunset or whatever.”

“Why does that sound so nice?”

“Because that’s what we’re gonna do. You just have to say yes.”

“Yes. And what do you say?” I asked, studying his body language and praying that things worked out as well as they felt like they could.

“I say yes mommy. I always say that.” he said. Jerry picked up the check, and we got out of there. As much as I planned to take him home and make him submit to me, the submissive in me took over and I ended up giving him road head on the way back.

Jerry had a beautiful cock, and I bounced my head up and down on his juicy length while he drove us back to my place, showing the same depraved enthusiasm as he’d always shown me, slurping and slobbering until his sticky deposit was being pumped down the back of my throat. By that time, I had nothing but impure intentions regarding the things I would do to him back at my place, and about the ways I would corrupt his innocence over time.

Chapter 7 - Jerry

Looking for love in all the wrong places. Actually, I was just trying to get laid, yet that’s where my angel appeared. I was so relieved to hear that she felt the same way about me, and I had zero intentions of letting her slip away.

She kept mentioning our ages, and how it would be hard to explain to family and friends but I didn’t see it that way. I knew it was early on, but I was in love. Anyone who was against that had a personal problem.

The potency of our love life continued, and the more I got to know her, the more comfortable I became in her presence. We had regular, vanilla sex, and it was incredible. I even kind of took over a lot of the time, but nothing was as fulfilling as our mommy time. I couldn’t get enough of it.

I bought her a promise ring, as a way to show my dedication and ask her to be my girlfriend. It was also a way to show my devotion as her submissive, and to make sure that aspect of our dynamic never went away. She was my drug, and I wanted to get high on her for the rest of my life.

Anyway, things did get a little complicated over the next year or so. Athena was right, my mom kind of flipped her shit, saying that she wasn’t right for me, and that she was wrong for going after someone my age and all sorts of other things. It was unfortunate, but I just stayed with my gut feeling that she was right for me.

For the most part, it was great and everyone was very supportive. It took more of a toll on a couple of relationships than I would have liked or suspected, but when it’s right it’s right. I was smart enough to know that I couldn’t find what we had, and that it had to be cherished no matter the consequences.

Mama came around eventually, and actually became close friends with Athena. They were very different, but they were also alike in enough ways that they hit it off. Once my lease was over, I moved into her house and got back into school.

I graduate in a couple months, and have no plans of using my degree as I have a serious backlog of books that need illustrating. I’m making more money than I could have ever imagined, and I’m engaged to the woman of my dreams. It’s so weird looking back at our journey, how so much happenstance was involved, and how we followed our lust-fueled arousal and somehow ended up with such a happy relationship.

“Meeting” Claire proved a bit awkward as well, which I consider my equivalent of Athena having to deal with my mom. Ultimately, she only wanted her mom to be happy, and although there was a small awkward period, she came around too. That all worked out perfectly, because the wedding is in the summer, and I’ve never looked forward to anything more.

It’s certainly not for everybody, but I’m living proof that age gaps and dating apps can occasionally lead to everlasting happiness.

































Mommy Next Door - Free Use Adult Nursing

Chapter 1 - Mat 

It was a rough morning. I was hungover, and embarrassed myself the night before by professing my love to my longtime friend Sarah. She was hot, and I did have a crush on her, but I have no idea what I was thinking. 

My phone buzzed, and I just grunted and left it in my room. I was 22, fresh out of college, and failing in the dating department. I put on my robe and stepped outside to smoke a cigarette, and was almost run over by two huge guys carrying a couch into the apartment next door. 

“Coming through!” another guy said, even bigger than the two guys carrying the couch. 

“My bad.” I said, sliding around him and going to sit on the hood of my car. It was almost noon, and it looked like I was going to have a new neighbor. That’s when it happened, the first moment of my life that truly felt like it happened in slow motion. 

I heard the roaring engine, and turned my head as a red Corvette convertible pulled into the parking spot beside mine. 

“God damn.” I whispered, pulling on the filter as I noticed the beautiful woman driving it. It was the middle of summer, and she stepped out of the car in her low cut, curve hugging dress and high heeled shoes. 

“Howdy.” she said, raising her sunglasses and looking right at me. 

“Hi.” I managed, frozen in my tracks by her incredible beauty. 

“You live here?” 

“Uh, yeah. Unit 42.” I said, pointing at my door with my cigarette. 

“We’re neighbors!” she said, her face lighting up and a smile forming across her bright red lips. 

“Right on. Very cool.” I said, my eyes still adjusting to the sun. 

“I’m Lauren.” she said, extending her manicured hand in my direction. 

“Mat.” I said, trying my damndest not to break eye contact. 

“Oh my, I didn’t expect to have such a handsome young man living next door.” she said, giggling. 

“Who, me?” I asked, drawing laughter. 

“Yes, you. Silly boy, who else would I be talking about?” she asked, right as a couple of buff movers walked past me. 

“I was just kidding. You’re not too bad yourself.” I said, feeling my face turn red. 

“Why thank you, sweetheart.” she said, doing a little curtsy. 

“Are you new to town?” I asked, rubbing my neck and trying not to be awkward. She was maybe fifteen years older than me, but she was absolutely stunning. 

“You could say that. I’m in the middle of a divorce, and I needed a place to stay while we sort it all out.” she said. 

“I’m sorry.” 

“I’m not. He’s a liar and a cheat, and I’m gonna take him for everything he’s worth.” she said, matter of factly with a big grin. 

“Can’t argue with that.” I said. 

“You’re really cute. We should hang out.” 

“Really? Yeah, definitely. Sure.” I said, completely caught off guard. I was terrible with women, and stuff like this simply didn’t happen to me. 

“You don’t mind? I’m not trying to impose, but my apartment won’t be ready until later.” she said. 

“Not at all. Mi casa es tu casa.” 

“Gracias senior!” she said, bubbly as all hell for a woman going through a divorce. 

“Uhm, do you mind giving me a minute? I really don’t want you to see my apartment in the state it’s in.” I said, pausing at the door. 

“You’re adorable. Go ahead and clean your room.” she said, chuckling to herself. 

“Thank you. This is for your own good.” I said, smiling before slipping inside and closing the door behind me. My heart was pounding, and I looked around at my disgusting mess of an apartment. 

There were empty beer cans and pizza boxes, a big, fresh red wine stain on the floor and rug, the dishes weren’t done, and there was a peculiar smell emanating through my apartment. This was an absolute nightmare, but it made perfect sense. The one time I finally get super lucky, and a hot, older woman with huge tits moves in next door, seems interested, and fucking invites herself in, and of course, my apartment was in a condemned state. 

I kept picturing her in my head as I sprinted around, deciding to use my bedroom as the stash spot for everything out of place. I grabbed a trash bag, and started filling it up. 

“What is that fucking smell?” I asked, scrambling around and looking through my drawers for the scented candle my mom bought me for Christmas. I found it, lit it, and then continued working. I didn’t know I could move that fast, especially hungover. Thankfully, I had a swiffer, because the floor was extra disgusting. That’s when the bathroom popped into my head. 

I’d spent the past two weeks getting drunk with my friends, and the toilet had been used on multiple occasions as a barf bag. 

“Dammit.” I said, taking one look at the bowl and cringing. “Dammit, dammit, dammit.” 

Chapter 2 - Lauren 

I couldn’t believe my luck. Mat was exactly what I was looking for, as I hadn’t been with anyone since my husband. Months had passed of sleeping alone, and I was going insane. Sex was all that I could think about, and my plan all along had been to find a much younger man to have a sort of fling with. 

I’d been married for eight years, so it had been a very long time since I’d had a new partner. I’m not sure what it was exactly, but I found myself drawn to younger men in particular. I liked how helpless they were to their own urges, and I craved a lover with an insatiable appetite. 

Hooking up with the cute neighbor seemed so cliche, and I hadn’t even considered it as a possibility. I was just going to go out with my friends, and pick a random lucky guy and show him the time of his life. This was much cuter, and since my lease was for six months, it would work out perfectly having a boy toy at my beck and call. 

I certainly missed intimacy, and physical touch in general, but I also missed being looked at with the eyes of desire. I missed feeling special, and feeling sexy. As I waited outside of his apartment, I was giddy with nerves and excitement. The moving crew would be at it all day, giving us plenty of time to get acquainted. I loved that he was in such a panic, as I could hear things clanking around in his apartment as he hurriedly cleaned. 

It already made me feel younger, and free again. I had no plans for the day, or the month for that matter, and it was a sensation I hadn’t experienced since I was in my twenties. There was only one thing missing, and I was really hoping that Mat might be it. 

He looked to be in his early twenties, and I just kept getting hornier while waiting for him to come back. My heart beat faster and faster while I played out naughty scenarios in my head, daydreaming about stepping into the role of his mommy, and letting him worship every inch of my body with his tongue before I sucked the soul straight out through his urethra. 

My sex life with Ryan had long fizzled, and I couldn’t remember the last time we really connected in the bedroom. He was more of a thumper than anything, and was great for an occasional hard fucking but that was about it. I hoped for something more passionate, loving, gentle, and erotic. I wanted a man who could think of nothing else besides my flesh, a man who was obsessed with giving me pleasure, and serving his mommy in whatever way I saw fit. 

It took almost half an hour, and I was starting to get worried that I’d scared him away. Suddenly, his door swung open, and Mat appeared with a fresh outfit and a smile. 

“I’m so sorry, come in.” he said. 

“This isn’t that bad.” I said, looking around. 

“You should have seen the before pictures.” he said, closing the door. I felt a chill of exhilaration move up my spine, as we were all alone, and I was so horny that it was fogging my mind. “Did you want something to drink?” 

“Sure, what do you have?” I asked. He led me into his kitchen, and opened the refrigerator. “Oh, no.” 

“Yeah, it’s kind of empty. I have beer, a water bottle, and an old energy drink.” he said. 

“Water is fine.” I said, finding his bachelor pad endearing. After all those years of marriage, keeping up appearances, and living in luxury, I wanted something new. As crazy as it sounds, it kind of turned me on that he was broke. “So, tell me about yourself.” 

“There’s not a whole lot to tell. I’m 22, fresh out of college.” 

“Are you single?” I asked, twisting the cap of the water bottle and looking directly into his eyes. He smiled and looked away. 

“Yeah, I am.” he said. 

“Oh, well that’s convenient.” I said, strolling past him into the living room. 

“What do you mean?” 

“Well, I told you how I’m going through a divorce.” 

“Yeah.” 

“We separated months ago.” I said, taking a seat on his couch and crossing my legs. His eyes drifted to my chest, and I pressed my breasts together with my arms for his viewing pleasure. “So it’s been a long time, if you know what I mean.” 

“Since you’ve dated?” 

“Well, yes, but I don’t think I’m ready for serious dating. I think I just want something casual, with no strings attached.” I said, waiting for him to pick up on my hints. 

“That makes sense. I’m kind of in the same position.” 

“Did you go through a break up recently too?” I asked. He shook his head. 

“No, I’ve been single for a couple years now, but I’m not really looking for anything serious either.” he said. 

“I like that. That’s kind of where I am in life right now, just ready to be free, let loose, and have fun.” I said, drawing a smile. 

“You’re really pretty.” he said, raising his eyes to mine. I could tell by his red face that he was nervous, and I found it adorable. 

“Awh, sweetie. Thank you.” I said. He sat down on an old brown lounge chair, and I hated how much space there was between us. Even though we’d just met, he checked all of my boxes. I wasn’t normally so aggressive, but I wasn’t used to going months without being fucked. 

“Of course.” 

“Why are you sitting over there? I’m trying to tell you how lonely I am.” I said, laughing at how desperate I sounded. 

“My bad.” he said, popping up without hesitation and sitting beside me. 

“It’s okay, sweetheart. It’s not your fault, I just really miss the touch of a man.” I said, leaning against him and placing my hand on his thigh. He chuckled nervously, his eyes drifting again to my cleavage. “Do you like them?” 

“I’m sorry.” he said, laughing it off. 

“No, it’s okay.” I said, turning my torso to face him and straightening my posture. “They’re very sensitive, but you can touch them if you want.” 

“Seriously?” he asked, his eyes bulging as he openly stared at them. I couldn’t help but giggle, as there was something so earnest about his reaction. 

“Only one condition.” 

“Yeah?” he asked, mustering the willpower to lift his gaze to meet mine. 

“You have to call me mommy.” 

Chapter 3 - Mat 

“You want me to call you mommy?” I asked, completely dumbfounded. It didn’t help at all that I was throbbing hard in my pants, my brain in a haywire state that she caused just by being so damn sexy.

“You don’t think I’m weird, do you?” she asked. “Oh, no. This isn’t what I wanted to happen.”

“No, no. It’s fine. I don’t mind.” I said.

“Really?”

“Yeah. I’ll call you mommy.” I said. The last thing I wanted to do was make her feel ashamed of her kink, it was just so out of nowhere. She laughed, and nestled her head against mine, her scent further short circuiting what was left of my functioning brain. It felt like I was in a porno, and I was just trying not to fuck it up.

“It’s just, well, my husband wasn’t into it, and he was older than me.” she said, her hand moving closer to my crotch.

“Oh.”

“I can’t believe I’m telling you about this, but I have this sort of, mommy kink, I guess you could call it.” she said, seeming a bit nervous.

“That’s hot.” I said, trying to make her feel better.

“You like it?”

“I mean, honestly, I’ve watched plenty of stepmom and milf porn in my life. It’s definitely something I could get into.” I said, surprising myself with my openness. It felt easier to open up since she’d already taken the first step by making herself so vulnerable.

“Ooh, a naughty boy.” she said, leaning in. Her lips found mine, and it was like fireworks going off in my head. I was still processing the situation, her tongue slipped into my mouth, and the next thing I knew, she was popping her gorgeous tits out of her dress, and we were off to the fucking races. “Mommy is so horny, baby. I need my little boy to take care of me.”

“Mmm…Yes, mommy.” I said, my face mashed between her heaving breasts. “Oh my God.”

“Yes, baby. Show mommy how much you love her.” she said, kicking off her shoes and lowering herself onto her back.

“Yes, mommy.” I said, groping her fat tits and latching on.

“I love it when you call me that.” she whispered as I kissed her porcelain breasts, swirling my tongue around her nipple as my cock throbbed in my shorts, needing a tight hole to erupt inside of.

“You have the best tits, mommy.” I said, feeling my dick jump as the word left my mouth. I’d always had a fantasy of fucking a gorgeous older woman like her, and I couldn’t believe how she’d fallen into my lap.

“You’re such a good boy. Drink mommy’s warm milk until your little belly is full.” she said, her sensual voice putting me into a state of comfort. I took off my shirt, and we cuddled up on the couch, with my lips firmly attached to her tit, suckling until breastmilk was dribbling out onto my tongue.

“It tastes so good.”

“Yes, that’s my sweet boy. Is sucking on mommy’s tit making your cock hard?” she asked.

“Yes, mommy. You make me so hard.” I said, feeling myself slip further under her spell as she wrapped her fingers around my shaft, stroking it through my shorts. “Oh my God.”

“Say I love you mommy.” she whispered, her hot breath sending a chills through my spine as the tip of her tongue explored my inner ear.

“I love you, mommy.” I said. Lauren laced her fingers in my waistband, slowly pulling it away from my stomach and peeking inside.

“Oh, wow. I didn’t realize my little boy had such a manly cock.” she whispered, her kisses moving to my neck. “Take it out for mommy.”

“Yes, mommy.” I said, standing up to remove my shorts and underwear. Lauren pulled her dress up, exposing her red lace panties and a small tattoo of a heart with a locket just above her waistband.

“Good boy. I love when you do exactly as you’re told.” she said, giving me pointers that I had every intention on using. I knew it was an audition right away, and if I fucked her well enough, I might just end up with the hottest fuck buddy imaginable living right next door. “Get on your knees.”

“Yes, mommy.” I said, doing as I was told and getting my first feel for submission. I’d never been involved in anything so kinky.

“Put your hands behind your back. I want you to eat mommy’s pussy.” she said. “And remember that phrase I told you I liked? Don’t stop saying it until I cum.”

“Yes, mommy.” I said, holding my hands behind my back and stepping forward on my knees as she slowly removed her panties. “You’re so pretty.”

“Who’s so pretty?” she asked, readjusting herself in front of me to get comfortable.

“My mommy.” I said, staring down at her pussy. Her well trimmed bush was a novelty to me, and I felt like I was participating in the adult version of bobbing for apples when I leaned in with no hands.

“Yes, baby. That’s my good boy. You know what mommy likes.” she said, cooing as I started licking.

“Mmm. You’re so wet.” I said, taking notice of her arousal. It had been a long time since my face was buried between a woman’s legs, and never a woman as gorgeous as Lauren. It didn’t surprise me one bit how amazing she tasted, as everything about her was so well taken care of, all the way down to her pedicured red toe nails.

“Yes, baby. Mommy is very horny, I’m so glad I found myself a good boy.” she said, squeezing her fingers around my hair and grinding against my face. It was intoxicating, being with a woman so unhinged.

“I love you, mommy.” I said, causing her to squeal with glee as I sucked on her clit.

“Yes…look up at mommy. Such a naughty boy, eating your mommy’s pussy.”

“I love my mommy. I do whatever she tells me to do.” I said, staring up at her as I rhythmically stroked her with my tongue.

“Such a mama’s boy.” she said, sucking on her own finger and making me wish it was my erection. I would have gone down on her for hours if she let me, but it was becoming almost torturous not being able to touch myself, so I asked for permission.

“It's so hard.” I said, pulling my head up and looking down at myself. “I want you to touch it.”

“Who do you want to touch it?” she asked, grinning playfully.

“I want mommy to touch it.”

“What is “it”? What do you want mommy to touch?” she asked, enjoying the tease. I’ve never been so aroused, and it felt like my head might just spontaneously explode right then and there.

“I want mommy to touch my cock.” I said, further turned on by how ashamed it made me feel to say it.

“Do you want to go to your bedroom?” she asked. “We could have more fun on your bed.”

Chapter 4 - Lauren

He made a funny face, still down on his knees with his hands behind his back. His juicy dick was calling out to me, making my mouth water. As much as I was enjoying his generosity, I wanted to play too, as I took great pleasure in giving pleasure.

“It’s just, my room is a mess. I kind of just shoved everything in there.” he said, thoroughly embarrassed, like I gave a fuck about the conditions of his bedroom.

“Do you want mommy to suck your cock or not?” I asked, drunk on my own arousal and feeling very dommy mommy.

“Alright, I warned you.” he said, standing up and offering me his hand. He walked in front of me, and I let my intrusive impulse to slap his ass get the better of me as we entered his room.

“Jesus.” he said, rubbing his butt and giving me a look.

“I’m sorry.” I said, covering my mouth and laughing. A twinkle appeared in his eye, and he shook his head as he stepped around a pile of clothes and onto his messy bed.

“That’s for not keeping your room clean.” I said, finding the perfect justification for the random spank.

“I deserve that. I promise I’ll keep it clean for you from now on.” he said, sitting in the middle of his bed and looking me over with the wide eyes of attraction and desire while I did a little striptease for him.

Certainly, I was emboldened by the overwhelming level of horniness that had been plaguing me for months, but it was also Mat. He had the most calming demeanor, and kind eyes that hid nothing.

“I still can’t believe this is happening. This honestly feels like a dream.” he said, taking hold of himself at the base, stroking himself up and down as I stepped out of my dress, baring it all and crawling into the bed with him.

“Get used to it. I’m your mommy now, and I can be very overbearing.” I said, laying down between his legs and replacing his hand with mine.

“Oh my God, that feels amazing.” he said, whimpering from my mere touch.

“I can feel your pulse.” I said, staring at his thick, veiny cock and picturing it inside me.

“You’re so hot. I can’t help it.” he said.

“Mommy loves your cock. It’s so big.”

“Fuck.” he whispered, posted up on his elbows and tossing his head back as I began licking around his bulbous mushroom tip. I’d been fantasizing about sucking cock and being fucked so much that I completely lost myself, being as sloppy and enthusiastic as I could.

“Do you like that?” I asked, kissing the tip and then plunging it down my throat. His entire body jerked as I deep throated him, and I dragged my tongue along the bottom of his juicy shaft as I backed it out.

“I love it, mommy. God damn, you’re good.”

“Yes, that’s my good boy. I want you to forget about all the other girls in your life, because now mommy is here, and she’s going to take care of all your needs.” I said, rubbing slowly up and down his spit soaked length and cupping his balls.

“I love you, mommy.” he said, looking down at me in agonizing pleasure. I loved watching a man unravel for me, pushing his cock to the edge and then pulling back, making him beg for more until he couldn’t fucking take it anymore.

“Mmm…so hard. I didn’t realize my little boy had grown into such a perverted young man.” I said, grinding against a pillow as I slurped on his balls.

“Will you lift your feet up?” he asked, running his fingers through my hair and looking at me like I was the most beautiful woman on the planet. It was a feeling I’d been craving, and I was so thankful for my new neighbor.

“How come?” I asked, giggling as I acquiesced his request.

“They’re so pretty.”

“Awh, baby. You didn’t tell me you liked mommy feet.” I said, perking up at the possibilities. I’d always had a fantasy about having my feet worshiped, but had never been with a man submissive enough to indulge me.

“I love them. The red toes are my kryptonite. Your arches are incredible.”

“Oh, wow. Look at you, mommy’s little foot aficionado.” I giggled, glad to have stumbled onto one of his kinks. I flexed and curled my toes, watching his eyes as he became memorized by them.

“You’re so pretty.”

“Say it.” I said, making a fist around his sack and gently squeezing his balls, licking and slobbering onto them while I waited to hear the magic words.

“I love you, mommy.”

“Good boy. Again.” I said, rubbing my face in his balls as my girl parts pounded for the thing that only he could give me.

“I love you mommy, I love you so much. I love the way you kiss, and suck.”

“Do you want to see how mommy fucks?” I asked, instinctively crawling up his body for another kiss.

“Please, show me.” he said. I smiled, feeling so dirty and wrong. I hadn’t even moved in yet, and I’d already thoroughly corrupted my neighbor.

“Listen. I want you to be my good boy, but I need you to follow the rules.” I said, rubbing my pussy against his cock without taking it inside me.

“Yes, mommy. What are the rules?”

“You always praise mommy, no matter what. Tell me how beautiful I am, and worship me.” I said, squeezing his cheeks and looking deep into his eyes.

“Always.”

“No other girls. Only mommy.” I said.

“Of course. You’re a goddess.”

“Awh, good boy. I like that.”  I said, feeling the hairs on my neck stand up as he uttered the word. My luck was unbelievable, as he’d quickly picked up on what I was putting down. He understood the assignment, as the kids would say. “In return for your strict loyalty and obedience, I’m going to give you free use.”

“What’s that, mommy?” he asked, trembling as I humped his cock.

“It means that you can fuck all of mommy’s holes, whenever you want, and however you want, but you have to be faithful, or else I’ll take it away.” I said.

“I’ll do anything you say, mommy. Please let me have it.”

“You want it, baby? You want to feel your mommy’s pussy?” I asked, taking hold of him and leading his slimy cockhead to my opening.

“Please, mommy.”

“I didn’t tell you the last rule.” I whispered, touching his lips with the pad of my pointer finger. “You always have to listen to mommy. No matter what. Say yes mommy.”

“Yes, mommy.” he said, groaning as I sat down onto his cock. It was like electricity filling me up, and the pleasure radiated out in waves as he grabbed my ass with both hands, thrusting from the bottom like a bull out of the starting gates.

“Oh! Ohhhhh, God. Ungh, ohhhh, baby. That’s so good.” I said, his hard cock pumping in and out like a piston, pummeling me in the most mind numbing way. My breasts dangled in his face, and he sucked on my nipple while fucking me.

“Mmm hmm…” he moaned, gulping down my milk as his balls slapped against my ass. “I love you.”

“I love you, baby.”

“I love you, mommy.” he said, increasing the intensity of the thrusting. It was so fucking hot, dropping L-bombs and being called mommy by a man I’d met hours earlier. We came simultaneously, his hot cum pumping into me recklessly as we grinded against each other in a battle to extract every last bit of pleasure.

Post coital bliss overtook me, and I smiled dumbly. There aren’t words for the tremendous sensation of relief, especially knowing there was plenty more in store for both of us.

Chapter 5 - Mat

“So, about this room.” she said, laying her head on my chest and laughing.

“I know, I know. I’ll clean it.” I said, kissing her on the top of the head. The heat of the moment “I love yous” were still fresh in my mind. I knew it was bedroom talk, but the tremendous intimacy made the lines blend.

“I’m only kidding.”

“No, I’ve let it get out of control lately. Now that I’ve got you living next door, I’ll keep it within reason.” I said.

“Oh, baby. Once my apartment is set up, I promise you we won’t be spending much time over here.” she said, her chuckle alerting me to the fact that she did think my apartment was a mess.

“That’s fair.”

“Don’t you want to come to mommy’s room for cuddles at night?” she asked.

“I do.” I said. Lauren sat up, biting her lip and taking hold of her breasts.

“I have very sensitive nipples, it’s one of my favorite erogenous spots. Would you mind nursing a little more?” she asked. “It’s like a massage for me, only better.”

“You don’t think I’m getting a little old for this?” I asked, keeping the energy of our naughty little roleplay.

“You’ll never be too old to love your mommy.” she whispered, wrapping her arm around me. Her tits were so everything, and I felt like a kid in a candy store latching onto her succulent nipples. “Mmm…”

“So pretty.” I said, kissing around her areola and looking up into her loving eyes. Her tits were so soft in my hands, and the milk flowed freely as I pinched her nipples between my fingers, letting warm white liquid trickle onto them.

“Good boy, just like that.”

“You’re so sexy.” I said, leaning in to clean up the excess. We relaxed like that for a while, and Lauren closed her eyes while I groped and suckled, drinking down her creamy titmilk and becoming more and more bonded to her.

“That’s right, baby. Worship your mommy.” she said. I started kissing her soft stomach, until she turned over onto her stomach and raised her ass in the air.

“Can I kiss it?” I asked, giving her pale white ass a payback smack from earlier.

“Ugh!” she inhaled sharply, and I sensed pleasure in her tone. “Mat. What’s gotten into you?”

“I’m sorry, mommy. It’s just so fat and tempting.” I said, pulling her cheeks apart with my hands and observing her feminine perfection. My cock woke at the sight, and she smiled back at me.

“You have free use, baby. You can fuck mommy’s ass if you want to, but you have to kiss it first.” she said.

“Oh?” I asked. The butterflies in my stomach began to flutter, as I’d never ventured near the back door before.

“Yes, but you have to kiss it with passion. I want you to make out with mommy’s asshole.” she said. Lauren was such a dirty talker, and I wanted to prove that I could be just as dirty with my mouth.

“Yes, mommy.” I said, my heart pounding as I placed my face between her asscheeks.

“Oh my God…” she said, arching her back as I began aggressively tonguing her asshole.

“Mmm, mommy. Why do you taste so good?” I asked, spitting onto her hole and rubbing it around with my tongue. “I want it.”

“That’s my good boy, show mommy that you deserve her ass.” she said, digging into the sheets and shoving it back against my face. I occupied some mixture of nirvana and heaven, lost between her luscious cheeks and rock hard with arousal.

“I love it.” I said, pulling on one cheek and applying pressure with my thumb. It popped inside, and I felt her tighten around me as she let out a sigh.

“I want your cock.” she said, which was more than enough to snap me out of my hypnosis. “Do you have lube?”

“I don’t.”

“Come here.” she grabbed my dick, and began shoving her throat down onto it.

“Ughnn…” I moaned, smiling as choked herself, coughing up viscous spit and stroking it over my length.

“There you go.” she said, glancing up at me with a deranged smile. Her eyes watered, dragging mascara to her cheeks as she got into position. Strands of slimy saliva dangled from my cock, and I began rubbing the tip against her ass.

“So sexy.”

“Say it, baby. Tell me.”

“You know how much I love you mommy. I love you so much.” I said, pressing it inside and feeling her tightness grip my shaft. “Oh.”

“Yes, baby. That’s what mommy wants.” she said, reaching back to grab my hip, pulling me into her.

“Fuck.” I said, grabbing her hips and bottoming out. She squealed under my thrusts, furiously rubbing her clit as I laid claim to her ass. The saliva was plenty sufficient, and I slipped in and out as I pounded away.

“Yes, baby. Do it! Fuck mommy’s ass, oh my God. I’m gonna cum, baby.”

“It’s so tight, mommy. I love mommy’s asshole.” I said, feeling my nerves tingle with anticipation as we drove headfirst into another tidal wave of crashing pleasure. Lauren’s fingers were dug into handfuls of sheets, and growling as I pummeled her.

“Ungh huh, yes, baby. Don’t stop. Don’t stop, baby.” she turned her head to look back at me, making intense eye contact as I came inside of her. No woman had ever encapsulated my adoration so fully, and I couldn’t help falling in love with her sexuality.

Cum dripped from our seal, and she fell forward off of me, smiling as she rolled over with her eyes closed.

“That was incredible.” she said. I slipped in beside her, spooning her and kissing her cheek and neck. I felt so relaxed, so comfortable with her in my arms. We’d only just met, but she was someone I could see myself getting used to.

Chapter 6 - Lauren

I took a shower at my place after the movers finished up, finding myself far too caught up in my real life daydream to think of anything else. There were boxes all around, and my plans had included unpacking them. That was before I met Mat, and finally released all of the pent up tension that plagued me.

The only real unpacking I did was putting the sheets, blankets, and pillows on my bed. Then it was a glass of white wine, and a simple text to my neighbor on call.

LAUREN: It’s bedtime. Come over. You’re sleeping with mommy tonight.

MAT: Yes mommy. Be there in five.

It’s funny how something so simple could turn me on so effortlessly, and how it took me away from all of the usual bother. A sex driven, torrid love affair with a man half my age. It had a certain ring to it, an allure of inappropriate fantasy. I wanted someone who could take my mind off things, and relieve my rather impure desires.

He arrived in a tank top and board shorts, while I adorned lacy lingerie, hidden beneath my robe.

“You look beautiful.” he said, in lieu of a hello. I threw my arms over his neck, right as another of our neighbors passed by.

“Hey.” he said, giving us a quick wave before looking away. We chuckled, and immediately took our rendezvous inside.

“Do you know him?” I asked.

“I don’t, but it’s a solid first impression.”

“Would you like something to drink?” I asked, stepping over boxes on my way to the kitchen.

“Maybe some fresh milk.”

“Oh, sweetheart. Let’s go to the bedroom.” I said, taking him by the hand. After going months and months without sex, suddenly I was fiending after only a few hours. We made our way to the bedroom, and I climbed up into his lap, untying the belt of my robe and opening it up.

“Good Lord.”

“You approve?” I asked, letting the robe slide off of my shoulders. He cupped my breasts in his hands, and looked into my eyes.

“You’re stunning,” he said, squeezing and laying his face between them. My husband was the type to withhold affection, and it had only grown worse over the years. Mat was invigorating, so innocent and full of adoration. Not only was it flattering, but it helped me to see a life post marriage.

“My hungry little boy.” I whispered, pulling down on my bra so they popped out in his face. Mat indulged himself fervently, pinching with his thumb and forefingers. “Mmm…”

“That’s so sexy, mommy.”

“The girls your age can’t do that, can they?”

“No, mommy. Only you.” he whispered. I assisted him in removing his shirt, and he returned quickly to my breasts. His warm lips made me tingle, and I grinded against him until he began pulling on his waistband.

“Mommy needs your help, sweetheart.” I said, climbing off of him as he disrobed.

“I’ll do anything.” he said, fully hard and with fire in his eyes.

“I need to be fucked. I want it hard, and rough. I want you to use me, and then I want you to cum in me.” I said, stepping out of my underwear.

“I think I can handle that.” he said, grinning and following my lead. I leaned over the edge of the bed, and he stood behind me. Being with him was a massive turn on, and I couldn’t believe how wet I was already.

“Please, baby.” I said, taking his hand and placing it at the base of my ponytail. Mat leaned over me, rubbing his cock against my opening and placing a soft, sloppy kiss on my neck.

“I do whatever mommy tells me to do.” he whispered, squeezing his hand around it and giving a soft tug as he pushed his bareback cock inside me. I inhaled sharply, smiling as he buried his length, pinning my lower back to the mattress with one hand as he claimed me, and pulling so that I had to look up at him while he fucked me.

“Oh, fuck. That’s so good, baby.”

“Yeah, now you have to be my good girl, mommy.” he said, his voice gutterall and masculine. His powerful hips pumped into me, ravaging me deep and hitting spots that left me seeing stars. His fingers invaded my mouth, and I sucked on them obediently as he slammed his hips into mine.

“Ugh!”

“Yeah, that’s right. Squeal for that dick.” he said, losing all concern for my comfort. My body trembled beneath him, and I wondered if I’d asked for more than I could handle. His hot flesh bottomed out, triggering my squirting wetness as I called out in agony.

Our bodies slapped together, squishing with wetness as he held my wrists at my lower back, no doubt paying me back for when I’d given him the same command. It felt like I started swelling up from the inside, and it expanded until my body was shaking uncontrollably.

“I’m so close, baby. I’m gonna cum, I’m gonna cum for you mommy.” he said, his frantic thrusts turning desperate. Hearing his arrival was contagious, and he hammered his way through, while I drooled and felt my eyes losing the ability to focus.

“Ughhhh uhnn…”

“Fuck. Oh my God.” he whimpered, his voice cracking as his pulsing cock slipped slowly out from inside me. I curled up instinctively, brimming with contentment as he sat down behind me, taking my foot into his hand and working his thumb up and down the sole of my foot.

“Sweetheart.” I said, stretching out and opening one eye in his direction. “That feels amazing.”

“Just lay back. Let me rub you down.” he said. I had lube and lotion at my place, and after directing him to it, I laid out, and the true rest and relaxation began. It was a perk of the gig I hadn’t considered, having such an eager young man that he considered it an honor instead of a chore.

He had to massage me for a solid hour, and I drifted deeper and deeper into pure relaxation. The next thing I knew, he was spreading my legs apart, and eating me from behind.

“Oh, my.” I said, surprised to feel his tongue slipping inside me considering he’d finished there an hour before. He pushed his face in, sniffing and lapping away like a hungry dog. I pushed my hips backwards against his face, letting him inhale me and consume me until I was again reaching climax.

He was a stark contrast to what I was used to, and even though we’d just met, I could see myself getting used to him.

Chapter 7 - Mat

Sleeping over with Lauren became a nightly occurrence, so much so that I was hanging out with my friends less. Her husband was pretty wealthy, so she didn’t work, and was kind of just riding out the time until she got her money and could move on.

In the meantime, she had a lot of time on her hands. I should have been out looking for a job, or a way to make money, but I kept finding myself naked with Lauren, kissing all over her and nourishing myself with her delicious milk.

I was so enamored with her, and with what we were doing, that it kind of made me forget about the rest of the world. It was a constant state of bliss, and she was so easy to talk to and hang out with. It made me realize how lucky I’d gotten, and how freaking out of my league she was.

She made me breakfast in the mornings, and I cooked dinner. We didn’t really talk about it, but it felt like we were dating. It was all very domestic, but it was such a fairy tale that neither of us wanted to interject with any real life drama. We kind of just let it be, kept having fun, and enjoying each other.

I naturally assumed that it was a fling, a way to get over her divorce and pass the time. Lauren wasn’t your standard pretty milf, she was a drop dead gorgeous, head turning beauty. Every one of her body parts seemed perfectly designed to elicit a response in me, and I just enjoyed her while I had her.

Eventually, I got a job working overnight as a stocker. It broke my heart to have to miss our sleepovers, but we still spent a lot of time together. We started doing lunch dates to make up for lost time, and that’s when I realized that I was wasting time. I needed to tell her how I felt, even if it risked messing things up.

A woman like her isn’t easy to find, and I could already feel the regret of not making a move and letting her slip away. My main problem was the age gap, not that either of us cared, but I was pretty much broke. I feared that she wouldn’t be able to take me seriously.

I had no idea if the feeling was mutual, but right after I decided to tell her, she finalized her divorce and bought a house. And then asked me to move in with her. Luckily, my lease was up in two months, and I could just pay it off and then skate.

So yeah, that was almost a year ago. I still look back on that day, and wonder where I’d be in life if I had been anywhere else that day. It took some getting used to for my actual mother, but my dad seemed to respect me more for dating an older woman, and I’ve even caught him checking her out a couple of times.

There’s nothing quite like it, living with my babe of a dommy mommy, being fed premium milk straight from the tap, with free use privileges at all times. Needless to say, I’m quite a happy boy.

Unconventional Arrangement - MDlb Adult Nursing

Chapter 1 

Alannah and I had only been dating for a couple months, but we decided to move in together in order to save money. I was in the middle of moving my stuff in when a gorgeous older woman showed up, and gave her a big hug. I froze in place, ogling her enormous ass before realizing that it was Alannah’s mom. 

“Mom, this is Jimmy. Jimmy, this is my mom, Siri.” Alannah said, smiling wide as she introduced us. My mouth went dry, and I couldn’t stop staring into her eyes. 

“It’s so nice to finally meet you.” 

“You too.” I said, a bit ashamed by how intensely attractive I found her. It felt obvious, like they both saw it all over my face that I was helpless to her beauty. They went inside to catch up, and I kept moving my things. By the time I finished, Alannah pulled me to the side, and said that Siri needed a place to stay for a while, because she just got evicted. 

“Is that okay? It won’t be for long, I promise.” 

“Of course, baby. I don’t mind at all.” I said. 

“You’re the best.” Alannah squeezed me tight, thanking me for not making a big deal out of it. I was just happy that I got to stare at her mom longer, as she was custom built to trigger all of my mommy issues. 

We had a guest room, and Siri stayed in there for the night. Alannah hadn’t talked about her mother much, and decided to bring me up to speed while we were laying in bed. 

“She’s just kind of wild. She likes to party, and have fun, she’s a blast.” she said. 

“That’s cool. It’ll be nice having someone around to keep me company while you’re at work.” I said, cuddling up to her and running my fingers down the side of her leg. 

“I should warn you about her, though.” 

“Oh, yeah?” I asked, my cock turning hard as I thought about Siri laying in bed right next door. 

“Yeah. She’s kind of eccentric, like walks to the beat of her own drum, if that makes sense. She’s very…Open.” 

“Okay. What does that mean?” I asked. 

“I mean, you’ll see, but she’s definitely very confident in her body, and doesn’t mind putting it on full display.” she said. 

“I don’t get it.” 

“You’ll probably get to see her naked, like a lot actually.” she said, letting out a chuckle. “She’s not a nudist per say, but she doesn’t always wear clothes, and she’s very open sexually, too. Just so you know.” 

“Oh. I didn’t expect that.” I said, unsure of what else to say. My brain was going absolutely haywire with excitement. 

“I saw the way you looked at her, baby, it’s fine. Just have fun with it.” she said, reaching back and grabbing hold of my erection. 

“She is very pretty.” I said, reaching into my waistband to pull my boxer briefs down. 

“Baby, no.” she said, pulling her hand away. 

“What? Why not?” I asked, kissing her neck and trying to get her into the mood. Being around Siri left me full of sexual tension, and I wanted to get that demon out of me. 

“My mom is here.” she said, her eyes going wide. 

“So? She lives here now, what are we gonna do? Not have sex anymore? You said she was open about that stuff.” 

“She is, but I’m not comfortable making her listen to us.” she said. 

“Ugh, but I’m horny.” 

“I know, baby. Don’t worry, I’m sure you and mom will take care of that tomorrow.” she said, turning back over. 

“What do you mean?” I asked. 

“Well, she’s usually dating someone, but she’s been single for a couple weeks now. I’m sure she’s gonna seduce you tomorrow when I leave for work.” she said. I opened my mouth but no words came out, she was so nonchalant about it, like it was no big deal. 

“Are you okay with that?” I asked. 

“It doesn’t bother me. It’s not like you’ll be able to resist her, besides, I’d rather you hook up with her than cheat on me with someone else.” she said, shrugging. We’d been monogamous since we began dating, but we never really went into depth regarding the issue. 

“I’m not a cheater, baby.” 

“I know. You’re the sweetest.” she said. 

“Wait, so you are okay with it if something happens?” I asked. 

“Yeah. I really don’t mind.” 

“Damn. I did not expect this.” I said, fighting the urge to smile and failing miserably. My cock was throbbing hard, and all I could think about was Siri’s perfect body and enormous tits. I hoped and prayed that Alannah was right, and that my ultimate fantasy would come true the following day. 

“You’re so hard, baby. Are you thinking about my mom?” she asked, turning to face me. I couldn’t lie to her, and looked away. “Awh, baby. I’ll jerk you off if you’re quiet.” 

“Please?” I asked. Alannah rolled her eyes, and then turned over and began tugging. I bit down on my lip, and put a pillow over my face to keep myself quiet. 

“Are you gonna cum?” she whispered, spitting onto my cock and stroking faster. 

“Yes.” I said, whimpering into the pillow as I imagined Siri’s delicate, feminine hands jerking me off. As soon as I started thinking about her big mommy milkers, I completely lost it, erupting like a geyser and grunting into the pillow. It was kind of embarrassing, cumming that hard and fast, but Alannah didn’t seem to piece it together why I was so turned on, and flipped over after wiping me up and went to sleep. 

Siri was all I could think about, and I kept replaying everything Alannah had told me over in my head. I couldn’t even imagine how sexy it was going to be, all alone in the apartment with a scantily clad older woman. I never felt the need to mention it to Alannah, that I had a major kink for older women, and it felt so surreal that she was perfectly okay with her boyfriend knocking boots with her mom. 

Chapter 2 

Alannah worked as a bartender, and was scheduled to close that night. She was absolutely right about Siri, as the moment I walked out of our bedroom in the morning, there she was, butt naked except for an apron.

I froze, and couldn’t for the life of me take my eyes off of her absolute bubble of an ass. She was making something on the stove, and had no idea I was there. My cock stiffened in seconds, and I could feel myself salivating as she leaned over the stove, putting her fat juicy cunt on full display.

“What are you making?” I asked, startling her and making her booty jiggle. A wide smile formed across her lips, and she popped her hip when she turned to face me, her breasts fully visible.

“Hi, baby. I’m making an omelet, do you want one?” she asked.

“Ugh, yeah. Absolutely, that sounds delicious.” I said, adjusting myself in my pants and drawing her eyes right as Alannah appeared from behind me.

“Goodness, mom.” she said, taking in an eyeful and shaking her head.

“You know me! Are you hungry?” she asked.

“Not really, I’ll just have a shake.” she said, stopping to give me a kiss. “I’ll eat at work.”

“What time is your shift?” Siri asked, carrying on a casual conversation despite her state of undress. It made sense why she was so comfortable and confident, as she was the epitome of a feminine goddess.

“I go in at noon.”

“Awh, I’m gonna miss you.”

“Jimmy will be here.” Alannah said, getting into the cabinets and assembling the ingredients for her protein shake. I made eye contact with Siri, and could feel myself turning red. Having a gorgeous naked woman in an apron cooking you breakfast is the ultimate aphrodisiac, and I was counting down the seconds until Alannah left for work.

“What do you wanna do to me?” she asked, her eyes lighting up as she bit down on her bottom lip. I rubbed my neck nervously, and looked over at Alannah.

“To you?” I asked, prompting giggles from both of them.

“Or with me.” she said.

“I mean, I’m down for whatever.” I said, feeling put on the spot and awkward.

“Ooh, kinky.” she said, turning her attention back over to cooking.

“That’s not what I meant.”

“Too late, you already said it.” she said. Siri had a playful disposition, and I couldn’t believe that she was openly flirting with me in front of Alannah. Not only that, Alannah barely seemed to notice. The apron’s knot was tied around her lower back, and she had tan lines on her ass that made me want to hide my face between her cheeks. I sat down at our dining room table, again adjusting my erection.

“What do you think?” Alannah asked, joining me at the table.

“About what?” I asked, playing dumb because I honestly just didn’t know how to deal with it. I was so aroused that it was short circuiting my mind, and I thought about sneaking off to the bathroom to rub one out, but couldn’t convince myself to leave the most breathtaking sight I’d ever laid my eyes on.

“Oh, come on. You know exactly what I’m talking about.” she said, looking over at Siri and crossing her arms.

“I mean, I’m not mad at it.” I said, smiling. She reached over and grabbed my dick.

“I can see that. You’re really into her, aren’t you?” she asked, speaking loudly enough that Siri could overhear.

“She does have a great body.” I said, letting my eyes scan up and down her flesh. Alannah wouldn’t be able to understand how much Siri turned me on, or how obsessed I was with the idea of being intimate with her. At the same time, there was no reason to lie about it, as Alannah didn’t seem to have a single jealous bone in her body, to the point that it was almost off putting.

“Just don’t leave me for her.” she quipped, noticing that I’d become mesmerized by her jiggling cheeks as she stepped from side to side, plating the omelett, and then carrying my plate over to me.

“Here you go, love.” she said, prancing back over to grab her plate before returning. She untied the knot and lifted the apron off of her neck, tossing it on an empty chair and bringing her well kept bush into view before sitting down.

“Thank you, Siri. I appreciate it.” I said, my heart pounding in my chest as I took the first bite. “Mmm, oh yeah. That’s delicious.”

“Just wait for dessert.” she said, pressing her perfect tits together with her arms and giving me a wink.

“Geeze. Can you two at least wait until I leave for work?” Alannah asked, halfway joking.

“I’m sorry, sweetheart. You know how I get when I  meet a man I’m attracted to, I just want to jump all over him and get it out of my system.” she said, looking right at me with wide, hungry eyes. She was so sexy that my dick picked up a pulse, and I was terrified that I would ejaculate the moment that she touched me.

“That’s fine, just wait until I’m out of the house.”

“Of course, baby. You sure you don’t want some of my omelet?”

“No, I’m fine. Thank you though.” she said. It was an odd breakfast, to say the least, and it left me so horny that I was damn near shaking. Siri cleaned up the dishes, and I sat down on the couch, turning on the TV but only paying attention to the juicy white ass in front of the sink.

It felt like my brain might just melt inside of my skull, and I had the most overwhelming urge to whip it out right there and just start masturbating. She was that hot, and knowing that something was going to happen only made it that much more scintillating to me. I wasn’t even sure that I was ready for a woman like her, but I was going to swing for the fences.

Alannah went into our bathroom and started getting ready for work around ten thirty, and that’s when Siri decided to join me on the couch, having covered herself up slightly with a very risque robe.

“Hi, baby boy.” she said, sitting down next to me and throwing her legs over my lap.

“Hey.” I said, glancing towards our door to make sure Alannah wasn’t nearby.

“It’s okay, baby. Shhh.” she placed her pointer finger over her lips, and began rubbing my cock over my shorts with her foot.

“Siri, we can’t.”

“Shh…She said she doesn’t want to see it, so we’ll be sneaky.” she said, cupping her hand over my mouth and taking hold of my erection. “Oh, wow. You’re so hard.”

“She’s going to hear us.” I whispered, in a panic of arousal and fear. All we had to do was wait until she left for work, but Siri was unhinged.

“Shh…Just let mommy take care of you.” she reached into my boxers and started stroking. It felt so good that I just wanted to let her keep going, but it was far too much of a risk.

“Please, can we wait?” I asked.

“Awh, you don’t want me?” she asked, pursing her lips and making a pouty face.

“You know damn well that I want you.” I said, moving her hand away and standing up from the couch.

“It doesn’t feel like it. You aren’t even calling me mommy.” she said, giggling softly and reaching out with her hand, grazing my dick and biting down on her lip. She was impossibly seductive, and there was so much pressure in my pants and in my head that I thought I might pass out.

“Do you want me to call you that?” I asked.

“You better, or else I’m gonna have to punish you.” she said.

“Okay.” I said, looking into her eyes and feeling my body flush with adrenaline. “Mommy.”

“Oh, I love that. You’re gonna be such a good little submissive boy for mommy. I can’t wait to get you alone.” she said, purring like a cat and reaching down between her legs. “But I guess I’ll have to play alone in the meantime.”

“Fuck. You’re turning me on so much, mommy.” I said, feeling my temperature skyrocket as the word left my mouth again. It felt so kinky, and wrong, but I loved it. I watched in awe, throbbing uncontrollably as she played with herself for me.

“Mommy needs your cock. I need it really badly.” she said, grinning and rubbing faster. Her pretty little toes flexed and curled, and I wanted nothing more than to tend to her desires. I wanted to be her naughty little boy, and there was nothing I wouldn’t do for her.

I suffered through a painful level of arousal, until finally, Alannah emerged from our bedroom, looking absolutely adorable as always.

“How do I look?” she asked, springing up out of nowhere.

“So pretty! I love it.” Siri said.

“You look great, baby.” I said, looking her up and down in her tight jeans and form fitting t-shirt. She gave me a kiss, and headed out the front door shortly after. I sat in the living room with Siri, waiting for Alannah to pull out of the driveway. Siri wasn’t as patient, and began rubbing the soles of her feet against my face.

“Be a good boy for mommy. I want you to wash my feet with your tongue. Worship them. Show me what a good little slut you can be for your new mommy.” she said, untying the belt of her robe and letting her massive breasts flop out.

“Yes, mommy.” I said, completely unable to resist her commands. I kept my eyes on the front door, watching as my girlfriend backed her car out of the driveway, without a clue that I had a mouthful of her mother’s toes. “Mmm…”

“Yes, that’s a good boy. Just like that. Get your tongue between my toes, too.” she said, giggling as I alternated back and forth, completely lost in her beautiful arches and soles.

“Mmm…” I moaned, raising my eyes to meet hers. Alannah didn’t even know that I was into feet, and somehow Siri had already located another of my weaknesses. I’d held back for so long, and I was finally able to let myself loose without shame.

“Open wider.” she said, feeding me with her big toe, pushing it deeper until I was drooling everywhere. I didn’t care if I humiliated myself in front of her, I would do whatever she told me to do without question. “Such a hungry little foot freak. Come here, I have something else for you to taste.”

“Yes, mommy.” I said, my tone almost robotic as I placed the last couple of kisses on her toes before getting down on my knees in front of the couch.

“Do you to kiss mommy’s pussy?”

“So much. Please, mommy. Please let me.” I said, begging almost instinctively. It was so juicy and wet, and all of my inhibitions had faded away.

“Take your shirt off.” she said, lifting it from the bottom. I raised my arms, letting her remove it, and then did the same with my shorts and underwear. “There you go. No more clothes while she’s gone, I want you completely naked and servile at all times.”

“Yes, mommy. Anything you say.”

“Good boy. You understand how important mommy’s pleasure is, don’t you?”

“Yes, mommy. Your pleasure is my purpose.”

“Yes, that’s right. You live to serve mommy, no matter how depraved or kinky it gets, you always do what mommy says.”

“Yes, mommy. Anything.” I said, right as she grabbed the back of my head and pushed it between her legs.

“Oh my God, baby. Yes.” she said, grabbing a handful of my hair and pushing herself against my face, grinding against me as I lapped away at her. “You’re gonna make mommy cum like that.”

“Mmm, yes. I want to make you cum, mommy.” I said, reaching under her thighs and burying my face in her cunt. She was delicious, like sweet, wet nectar that I had to consume. I was like an excited puppy making a mess of my food, but I couldn’t control myself. Her scent, her taste, it was so novel and desirable that it short circuited my brain.

“Good boy, yes! Fuck, don’t stop. Don’t stop licking that pussy, don’t fucking stop you little mommy slut. You’re mommy’s little slut.” she said, her intensity growing as she crept closer to orgasm. The pounding pressure between my legs was enough to make me lose my mind, but I couldn’t stop slurping at her wetness.

“Mmm hmmm.” I whimpered, moaning and looking up at her while she sucked on her own nipple, grinding wildly against my face until she was flopping beneath me, calling out as she came on my face. Seeing that side of her emerge was the hottest thing I’d ever seen, and I felt like I was going to spontaneously ejaculate from hyperarousal.

“Holy fuck.” she said, her eyes wide and spaced out, staring off at the ceiling as I got on top of her, grabbing her by the ankles and returning my attention to the ball of her foot. “Who said you get to fuck mommy?”

“Please, mommy. I’m so turned on.” I said.

“Sit down. Let mommy sit on your cock.” she said, a smirk spreading across her soft lips. I did as I was told, taking deep breaths to try and regain some level of stamina. I couldn’t believe that I was so close to cumming without having been touched, but that was the type of desire she inspired in me.

“Oh my God, Siri. You’re so gorgeous.” I said, grabbing her tits with both hands as she rubbed my cock between her lips, taking it inside of her and dropping her weight down onto my thighs. “Ahhhh…”

“Oh, yeah. That’s a hard fucking cock.” she said, grabbing me by the face and kissing me deeply as she bounced up and down on it. Her tightness gripped me, sending waves of tingling sensations through my cock and balls.

“It feels so good, mommy.”

“Yes, that’s my good little slut. Tell me how much you love mommy.” she said, tits flopping around as she arched her back against me.

“I love it. I love your tits, mommy. I love your toes, and your ass, and your tight little pussy.” I said, feeling the pressure build.

“Yes, you do. I can feel you throbbing, Jimmy. Are you gonna give mommy that cum?”

“Yes, mommy. I love your pussy.”

“Yes, that’s my good boy. Cum for me, baby. Cum for your mommy.” she said, grunting and forcing her tongue into my mouth. No woman had ever rode me like that, with such ferocious intensity.

“Oh my God! Oh my God!”

“Do it, baby. Cum in mommy. Cum inside your mommy, give me that sticky load.” she said, kissing my neck and licking inside my ear as she milked me past the edge. I bucked against her, grabbing her fat ass with both hands and pulling her down onto me as I released all of the built up tension.

“Ugh! Fuck…” I had never cum so hard in my fucking life. I dug into her ass with my fingers, holding on for dear life as my body radiated with pleasure, pumping hot cum down her flesh tunnel and seeing stars. Siri squeezed me with her pelvic muscles, making sure she got every drop out of me before stepping off of me.

“Such a good boy. You know how to make mommy happy, we’re gonna have a lot of fun as roommates.” she said, using my t-shirt to wipe between her legs. I smiled with contentment, in a state of complete and total bliss.

“Yes we are.”

“You’re such a sweetheart, so full of desire and passion. I love it.” she said, stopping to plant a big wet kiss on my lips, and then heading straight for the shower. I laid on the couch naked, replaying everything that had taken place and wondering how I’d earned such favor in the universe.

Chapter 3

It was such a mind blowing experience, that even after it happened, it still didn’t seem real. I would compare it to a dream, except that it was so much better. So much more real, vivid, and fulfilling.

“This is my new lingerie. What do you think?” Siri asked, appearing from her shower in a lacy black bra and matching panties. Her figure beckoned me for round two, and I wrapped my arms around her from behind, pulling her close and inhaling the scent of her shampoo.

“You’re stunning. I don’t think you understand. You drive me insane.”

“Then do something about it. I’m fresh out of the shower.” she said, rubbing her ass against my crotch. I’d put my underwear back on while she was in the bathroom, and off they came that quickly.

“I want it.” I said, taking her hand and following her into the guest room. I noticed my phone buzzing on the way, but laid it on the dresser as she pulled me over to the bed, pressing her lips to mine and making me instantly drunk.

“I want you to do something naughty.” she whispered, bending herself over the edge of the mattress and looking back at me.

“Anything.” I said, taking myself in my hand and preparing to enter her.

“Get on your knees. I want you to lick it first, then I want you to fuck it.” she said, pulling her cheeks apart as I lowered myself before her. “Lick mommy’s asshole.”

“Oh.” I said, only realizing what she was referring to as I leaned in. It was another first for me, and I dug in without hesitation. There was no real taste, and I felt the deepest level of yearning as I dipped the tip of my tongue in and out of her anus.

“Gughhnn…That’s mommy’s good boy. Fuck it with your tongue, don’t stop licking.”

“Mmm…I love it. You taste so good.” I said, pleasantly surprised and shamefully turned on by the experience.

“Don’t move.” she said, slipping out of bed and getting into her suitcase. “Here. Lube yourself up.”

“Yes mommy.” I said, snatching the bottle of lube from the air. Siri had a second bottle, and laid belly down on the center of the mattress with her ass sticking up in the air, applying lubricant to her fingers and pushing them into her asshole. I’d entered another level of sexual stimulation, and I couldn’t believe I was about to put my penis inside of Siri’s asshole.

“Come on, baby. I want you to take my ass.” she said, wagging her ass back and forth, teasing me as I approached her, thoroughly lubed with tunnel vision. Siri was like an uncaged wild animal, with such a voracious appetite that it was a little intimidating. Still, she dominated my mind in such a visceral way that she surpassed the status of wanting. I needed to have her, it was far beyond me, like a primal code written in my DNA that she knew precisely how to activate.

“I’ve never done this before.” I said, reaching between her legs and rubbing her clit as I pushed my thumb inside of her butt.

“That’s okay, honey. That’s what mommy is here for, to help you gain experience.” she said. “That feels good.”

“Should I wear a condom?”

“No, baby. Mommy is clean, besides, I want to feel that hard young cock pumping me full of cum.” she said, throwing her weight back against my hand. I slipped my thumb out, and decided to go for it.

“That’s so sexy.” I said, laying the tip of my cock at her entrance, rubbing it against her hole.

“Good boy.” she said, sighing deeply and arching her back. Siri dug her fingers into the sheets, purring as I entered her. Alannah would be horrified by what we were doing, but I guess that’s why she wanted to be out of the house while we crossed every forbidden line.

“Baby.” I said, grunting as I pushed myself inside of her. It was a novel sensation, and I loved the way she gripped me. I worked myself in and out, seizing in ecstasy as I spread the lube deeper with my dick, making it slippery so that I could start pounding.

“Ohhhhh…fuck. Pull my hair, baby. Slap mommy’s ass. I want you to use me.” she said, her tone teeming with sensuality. Even the sound of her voice turned me on, and I had to oblige her requests. It felt mean at first, but her enthusiastic reactions spurred me on.

“Yeah, you like that? You like when I slap it?” I asked, laying my palm hard across the side of her cheek.

“Ugh! Yes, baby. Let mommy be your slut.”

“Oh my God, Siri. It’s so fucking tight.”

“Yeah? Does my baby boy like the way I grip his big dick?” she asked, clenching around my dick as I began thrusting with all of my force. “Oh!”

“I love it, mommy. I love the way you feel.”

“Show me, baby. I want you to cum for me.”

“Ughhn! I’m so close, fuck.” I said, spanking her ass again as I swelled up inside her. There was no stopping it, so I went for broke, stepping up on both feet and drilling her with everything I had. The pressure intensified, and I threw my hips forward, bottoming out at the exact moment of orgasm.

“Yes, baby. Fill that ass with cum.”

“Ugh!” I held her by the hips, making animal noises and emptying my load. It felt like every worry and care melted away, and I collapsed beside her in the same state of blissful exhilaration as before.

“Good boy.” she said, rolling over and lifting up her legs. “Look at all that cum. You made a mess inside mommy, you naughty little boy.”

“That is a lot.” I said, proudly admiring my handiwork while she squeezed the cum out, contracting her ass until my semen was dripping down her cheeks and onto the bed. She was so open, giggling and putting on a little show for me while I basked in post coital satisfaction. As far as I was concerned, Alannah had secured her nomination for the best girlfriend of all time.

Chapter 4 - Siri

I couldn’t have been more thankful for Alannah’s openness. It was the first time I’d been single in years, and I wasn’t used to being so sexually frustrated and pent up. I’d been dating men my age or older since I was in my early twenties, and I found myself with a severe and naughty craving for a younger man, and when I laid my eyes on Jimmy, I knew I had to have him.

Luckily, Alannah worked long hours, leaving us all alone at the apartment for extended periods of time. It was a relationship built on lust, and I couldn’t get enough of his youthful exuberance, or his rock hard young cock.

Our first day together was intoxicating, and left me desperately craving more. We’d already finished our shenanigans by the time she got in at almost four in the morning, and I woke up a few short hours later, and snuck my way into their bedroom.

Jimmy had fallen asleep much earlier than Alannah, and he spotted me right away. His eyes went wide with fear, and I motioned for him to come with me. He smiled, and slowly snuck out from the covers, tip-toeing out the door and gently closing it behind him. I was already down on my knees when he turned back around, tugging at his boxers and taking his semi-erect cock into my mouth.

“Oomphf!” he backed into the door, bumping it hard enough that we both froze, and then ran to my bedroom. It wasn’t the smoothest move, but she slept like a log, and I needed his inside of me. I knew we were pushing the boundaries a little, but I just needed one before she left for work later that night.

“Mommy needs it.” I said, slipping my thong off of my ankles and spreading my legs. I’d always rather take my time, especially with a new lover who was as submissive as he was, but it was too risky.

“Do you want me to kiss it first?” he asked.

“No, baby. I’m already so wet, just fuck me.” I said, rubbing my clit and ogling over his abs as he got on top of me, and began rubbing his mushroom tip against my sex.

“It’s so pretty. I love looking at you.” he said. I popped my breasts out of my bra for him, and he immediately began sucking on my nipple. His stubble mixed with my ticklishness led to laughter, and his hard cock pressed deep inside me without protection.

“You’re such a good boy for mommy. Thank you so much for coming to my room when you’re not supposed to.”

“We just have to be quiet, and quick. She could wake up any minute.” he said, suddenly reminded of the danger. I loved how powerless he was to his attraction, how far he would go for my approval.

“Okay, baby.”

“Mommy?” he asked, stopping mid-thrust and gazing into my eyes.

“Yes, my love?”

“Do you think maybe, I don’t know, could I maybe cum on your face this time?” he asked. I smiled wide, pleased that he was opening up to me about his desires. I found his request adorable, and I absolutely love cum.

“Have you ever done it before?”

“No, I haven’t. It’s kind of a fantasy of mine.” he said.

“Okay, baby. Let mommy cum first, and then you can paint my face with your sticky load.” I said, chuckling at the simplicity of the male mind. I wrapped my legs around him, thrusting back from the bottom as he unloaded his piston hips.

“Your tits…They’re gorgeous.” he said, groping and suckling as he slammed his hips against mine, powerfully laying claim to my body. His balls slapped my ass rhythmically with every forward thrust, and I rubbed my clit with everything I had, looking down at him as he moaned with pleasure. “Oh my God, you’re lactating.”

“Do you like that?” I asked. I could see it in his eyes, and felt it in the way he began suctioning like his life depended on it, his focus shifting entirely over to my big mommy milkers. I loved it when guys lost their shit over my breasts, as I loved the feeling of control.

“It’s so good. Oh my God.”

“That’s my good boy, fuck, baby. Mommy is in love with your cock, you know that?” I asked, pulling him off of my tit and kissing him deeply. I was so horny, and only his cock could hit the deep spots I needed to release the tension. Jimmy fucked me until my eyes went crossed, finishing me off to the point that I was a blabbering mess, my body shaking uncontrollably our bodies slapped together, rocking the bed and making all sorts of noise.

“Ugh! I’m close, mommy. I’m so close.”

“Do it, baby.” I said, getting down in front of him as soon as he pulled out. I opened my mouth, looking up at him and sticking out my tongue as he stroked furiously, his face twisting with pleasure as he arrived.

“Oh…..” he sighed, cum blasting from the tip and streaking across my face. I was so turned on that I started touching myself, and watching his cock pulse and shoot off like a geyser. Rope after hot sticky rope, glazing my face as I quickly brought myself to another orgasm.

“Yes, baby. I love your cum, it’s warm and sticky.” I said, reduced to a depraved state and scooping his semen into my mouth.

“You look so pretty right now.” he said, holding his dick in his hand and staring down at my cum covered face. I laid down, scooping it up and rubbing it on my tits, and pussy. My body was vibrating, and the next thing I knew, he was laying under my arm with my tit in his mouth, suckling away and guzzling it down. It felt so good, and relaxing, like a massage except more erotic and intimate. I couldn’t get enough of exploring myself with him, and didn’t want to let him go even though I knew that I had to.

He snuck away with a belly full of breast milk, and went to the communal bathroom to wash himself off before going back into his bedroom to lay with Alannah. It was nothing but innocent fun, but I couldn’t help feeling bonded to him.

Alannah worked that night, and we went at it another five or six times before passing out in the guest room. Luckily, he woke up sometime around midnight, but I knew we were playing with fire.

I’d come into financial troubles which led to me living with them temporarily, but my Fans Only account took off not long afterwards, so I was able to move in with my friend Shelly about a week later. I told myself that would be the end of it, that I should leave well enough alone, but submissive little boys with mommy issues don’t exactly grow on trees, and I wasn’t interested in dating younger guys just to find a suitable fuck buddy.

Alannah told me that their sex life was off the charts after I left, and thanked me for waking up the sex demon inside of him. I was obviously happy for them, but I knew that only I could fill the role of mommy in his life, so we continued our unconventional arrangement, sneaking away at family functions to fuck like rabbits, and you know he always comes over to visit mommy while his girlfriend is at work, because that’s just the type of good boy that he is.


The Good Boy - MDLB Adult Nursing

Chapter 1 - Natasha 

It was almost one hundred degrees outside, and felt even hotter in the house. Our air conditioning was broken, and my dumb fuck of a husband had been “on his way back” for over an hour. I was absolutely livid, as I’d had more than enough of him. 

Putting up with his bullshit was one thing, but I damn sure wasn’t going to lay awake all night, sweating in the sweltering heat while he drank beers with his friends and tried to get laid behind my back. Our entire marriage was a sham by that point, and I considered him nothing more than a bad joke. 

Steven’s headlights flooded the living room as he pulled into the driveway, and I could tell by the way he was driving that he was drunk. He did his best to walk straight, but I could see it in his eyes when he opened the door. 

“Took you long enough.” I said, crossing my arms. 

“Hey baby, I love you too.” he said, rolling his eyes and walking past me. “I’ll fix it.” 

“You better. It’s ninety four in here. Ninety fucking four!” I said, shouting as he walked away. Things were bad for a while, but we’d reached an all time low in the months leading to that moment. 

Our son was away at college, and my stress levels were through the fucking roof. They shouldn’t have been, but they were. Instead of us getting closer, and finally having the house to ourselves and being able to spend time together, he found every reason under the sun to work late, and stay out later. It became a pattern, and then a routine. We fought and fought, but he didn’t seem to care, and placed random women on a pedestal over our relationship, and me in particular. 

“What’s wrong with it?” I asked, going out back to see how things were going with the unit. 

“Jesus, woman, give me a minute to figure it out. I just got out here.” 

“And you brought a beer, as if you’re not intoxicated enough.” I said. 

“I got home safe, didn’t I?” he asked, growing agitated and dropping his flashlight. “God dammit, see what you made me do?” 

“You’re not gonna get this fixed tonight. I’m going to stay in a hotel, text me when the house doesn’t feel like a sauna.” I said. 

“Fine, great! Yeah, go spend more money we don’t have, and then bitch about it later.” he said. 

“Oh, I will.” I said, going into my bedroom and packing a quick overnight bag. He was such a piece of shit, acting like I was some sort of drama queen because the air conditioner had been out all day. I wasn’t gonna live like that, I couldn’t. 

He was still out there, fiddling with the unit when I hopped in my car, and pulled out of the driveway. Little did he know, I had other plans. His infidelity led to me losing interest in him sexually, and so we stopped sleeping together. He didn’t even seem to notice, but I became ferociously horny and started daydreaming about potential suitors, always landing on one in particular. 

His name was Justin, and he lived a couple blocks away. He was my son’s age, and they went to high school together. He and I had always had kind of a flirtatious little thing going, and we even made out a little for New Year’s, but nothing ever came of it, as I was married and he had a girlfriend at the time. We’d been in touch, but only recently, and it had come to my attention that he was house sitting for his parents while they were away on vacation for the week. 

I should have probably texted him, and let him know I was on my way, but I knew he badly he wanted me, how many years he’d spent ogling me in bathing suits when he came over to swim, and how many times I’d caught him trying to look down my shirt, or eyeing my feet when he thought I wasn’t looking. It was adorable, and I longed to be desired in that way again, with the young, hungry eyes of a man overtaken by his own lust and adoration. 

Steven and I fizzled out long before, and we had never really lined up in the kink department. He was pretty much a jackhammer, and while that was fun occasionally, that was sort of his only trick. Losing the intimacy aspect of our marriage led to me craving novelty, something new, fun, and exciting that I could escape to. 

It was Justin, and it had been for a little while. I never thought of myself as the type to “line up” another guy before leaving a relationship, but it just sort of happened that way, and things were so complicated with ending a marriage. Before I went through all that, I needed to be fucked. I needed a release, and to indulge in a little escapism. 

I parked across the street, and walked to his front door without much of a plan. All I knew was that I’d rather spend the night with him than spend it alone in a hotel. 

Chapter 2 - Justin 

It was a long time coming, my parents finally trusting me enough to stay home alone with the house while they went on vacation. I was still invited, but traveling with them could be a bit of a drag, and I wanted time to myself.  

I lived in a shared dorm, with three other dudes, so I never got a chance to just relax and be by myself. And honestly, I needed a chance to be completely alone so that I could jerk off, and finally relieve the constant, horny tension I’d been feeling for months, since my girlfriend broke up with me. 

That was exactly the plan, to put on some porn, and completely zone out for hours watching the hottest older milf actresses, and draining my nuts until there was nothing left. I was still getting everything setup and ready, and snacking on some popcorn when my doorbell rang, and my plans went completely out the window. 

Let me start by saying that of all the women I’d ever desired, of every hot piece of ass that caught my attention, there was no one above my holy grail of Natasha, my friend Billy’s gorgeous, big titted angel of a mother. She may have been his mom, but I wanted her to be my mommy. 

Don’t even get me started, drop dead gorgeous, with a curvy, womanly body that was awe inducing. Big tits, big ass, bright eyes and a jaw dropping smile. Even the sound of her voice was enough to make my dick hard, and she had dainty little feet, with long, pretty toes and a perfect arch. 

We lived super close together, and they had a pool, so I spent a lot of time there during the summers, and even slept over at Billy from time to time. It was always a constant battle of hiding erections, and sneaking off into the bathroom to rid myself of the naughty thoughts that plagued my mind in her presence. 

The hottest part of the whole thing, besides picturing her naked, was that I felt like I actually had some outside shot of pulling it off. Somehow, she liked me and we got along unusually well, and our subtle flirtation led to an amazing kiss the year prior. I still thought about it all the time, and wished I’d have tried to escalate things between us. 

I’d have run through a wall just to sniff her panties, or amputated my own leg to actually be with her. In my mind, there was no goddess above her. Anyway, I answered the door, and there she was, in a low cut top and short shorts, begging me to let her spend the night. 

“My air conditioner is out, and I’m fighting with Steven. I don’t have the money to pay for a hotel room, and I really need a place to stay.” 

“Oh, come in. Of course, I mean, I don’t mind at all.” I said, feeling myself perk up in a major way. Natasha was in my house, and we were all alone. 

“You’re so sweet. You’re always so good to me. Thank you.” she said, opening her arms. I smiled wide, positioning my face so it pressed up against her tits when she hugged me. It was almost automatic, my blood flow changing directions and causing a build up down below. 

“You’re so beautiful, Natasha. What can I do besides treat you right?” I asked, having long moved past the point of being shy about my feelings for her. She knew how I felt, that I was hers for the taking if she only said the word. I think that’s why she kept reaching out to me, because she was neglected by her husband, and she knew I wasn’t even slightly capable of doing that to her. 

“God, I love you. I knew you were my favorite of Billy’s friends for a reason.” she said. “It feels amazing in here.” 

“Central air, baby.” I said, hearing her say those three words over in my head and smiling to myself. 

“Steven came home drunk. He’s out there with a flashlight trying to fix it now.” 

“Oof. Does he know how to fix AC units?” 

“I doubt it. He’ll probably just do more damage, and we’ll have to pay double to get it fixed by a professional.” she said. I couldn’t help smiling. I hated Steven, the way he treated Billy, the way he treated Natasha, he was a grade A piece of shit in my book. 

“I wish this was my place, I’d let you move in with me.” I said. We went into the living room, and had a seat on the couch. 

“I know you would, baby. You’re so sweet. I wish I ended up with someone like you.” she said, making me blush. 

“Well, you could end up with me tonight. My bed is plenty big enough for two.” I said, giving her a wink. She flashed a naughty grin, and shook her head. 

“Oh, you have no idea how tempting that offer is. Steven and I haven’t slept together in months.” she said. I could tell that she was flustered, and hoped it would lead to her giving in. 

“I’m in the same boat. I broke up with Madelyn a couple months ago.” I said. 

“So I heard. I’m sorry to hear that.” 

“Are you?” I asked. 

“Depends. Are you sorry to hear about me and Steven fighting?” she asked. We locked eyes, and I felt myself being pulled towards her. 

“Not at all. I love it. Anything that increases my chances.” 

“Baby, I’m too horny for you to talk to me like that.” she said, starting to rub her chest and lean back against the armrest. 

“You? I don’t think you get it. I think about you everytime I masturbate, Natasha. Even when I try to think about other girls, I always end up thinking about you.” I said, getting harder just talking about it. It was difficult to explain the depths of what she made me feel, and I longed to show her the passion she instilled in me. 

“That’s the hottest fucking thing anyone has ever said to me. Tell me about it.” she said, smiling and spreading her legs apart. I stared back in astonishment, triggered in every imaginable way. 

“This is making me horny, Natasha. You’re so sexy. You just have this thing about you, and it drives me fucking wild.” I said, taking hold of my cock from over my sweatpants, fighting a losing battle against my own arousal. 

“Good boy. I love hearing you profess your love and devotion for me.” 

“I want you so bad.” 

“I know, sweetheart. Control it. I want to hear what you think about while you jerk off to me.” she said, reaching down like she was going to remove her shirt, and raising an eyebrow. 

“I think about worshiping you.” 

“Ooh, that’s one of my favorite words. Worship me how?” 

“Your body, with my mouth. I want to kiss every inch of you. I want to lick you everywhere. I want to taste you. I want to feel you on the inside.” I said, moving my hand up and down my length. 

“Such a good boy. I guess I could let you worship me, I don’t think it would hurt anything.” she said. 

“No it wouldn’t.” I said, scooting closer to her. She curled her hair in her fingers, pursing her lips. 

“Maybe I could be your mommy. Just for tonight.” she whispered, leaning forward and getting so close that her scent washed over me. 

“Please?” I asked, needing her touch. 

“Maybe. Maybe if you get down on your knees.” she said, placing her finger on my forehead, and gently assisting me down off of the couch. 

“Yes, Natasha. I’ll do anything you say.” 

“Yes you will. I haven’t been being taken care of, Justin, not for a long time. I need to be pampered, I need to feel your love and devotion.” she said, crossing her legs, and raising her bare foot in front of my face. “Show me.” 


Chapter 3 - Natasha 

I didn’t expect for things to progress so quickly between us, but at the same time it didn’t surprise me. We were rarely left alone, and I think it spurred things along, us knowing that we finally had the time and opportunity. The motive was there, all that was left was for us to commit the crime.

Justin stared into my eyes as his tongue slipped between my toes, darting in and out as he eagerly submitted to me. My heart rate was so high that I placed my hand over my chest, looking down at him while he deep throated my toes.

“That’s a good boy. You’re mommy’s little foot slave, aren’t you, baby?” I asked, giggling anxiously from the ticklish sensation of having my feet worshiped. As I mentioned, Steven was allergic to kinks that weren’t vanilla, and would never submit to me.

“Yes, mommy. I love your feet, they’re so pretty.” he said, rubbing my spit soaked soles over his face, moaning as he kissed and slurped to his heart’s content. It was such a massive turn on for me, seeing a man reduced to such depths, all for me.

“That’s right, I want to hear you say it. Say that you are mommy’s little foot slave.” I said, becoming emboldened by his passion. He kissed my big toe several times, down on one knee like he was going to propose. “Say it.”

“I am. I’m my mommy’s little foot slave, I can’t help it. You turn me on so much.” he said.

“It’s okay, sweetheart. Just accept that you’re powerless to your mommy, and that you live to serve her carnal needs.”

“Yes, mommy. That’s all I want. I want to exist for you, for everything I do to be for you.”

“Oh, Justin. Take mommy’s shorts off.” I said, raising my hips as he obeyed my command. “Now take off your clothes, and sniff mommy’s panties.”

“Yes, mommy.” he said, standing to quickly strip down. His hard cock flopped out from behind his waistband, and I must say, it caused quite a stir in me.

“Justin, baby. Wow.”

“Do you like it mommy?” he asked, flipping off his socks and taking hold of it by the waist. I couldn’t hide my approval, as he was significantly larger than what I was used to.

“I really do, oh my goodness. You’re bigger than my husband.” I said, taking a moment just to take it in. Seeing his big, veiny cock really made it real, and I knew that I was finally going to be the one committing adultery in our relationship.

It was about time I took a turn, but as much as I wanted to throw him down onto the couch and ride him until I squirted all over his big dick, I really missed foreplay, and being with someone who understood the magnitude of the moment, and could savor it with me.

“You make it so hard. You’ve always done this to me, mommy.”

“You’ve certainly grown up. I can’t believe my little boy has such a thick, gorgeous dick.” I said, spitting onto my hand and rubbing it over his bulbous mushroom head. Just touching it sent a chill through me, and I stood up, holding his cock and using it like a collar to guide him upstairs, and into his bedroom.

“I want to go down on you, Natasha. I’ve always thought about eating your pussy.” he said, grabbing my ass from behind as we entered his room. I turned around in his arms, our eyes meeting a split moment before our lips, followed by our hungry tongues, fighting for position and exploring each other’s mouths.

“Mmm…” I moaned, falling down onto the mattress with him on top of me. “Do it, baby. Eat mommy’s pussy.”

“Oh my God, Natasha.” he said, lowering himself between my legs. I removed my top, and unclasped my bra, letting it drop and tossing it to the side of the mattress. His eyes went wide, and I noticed him grinning as he buried his face in my cunt, sending a jolt of sensation ringing through me.

“Oh, baby boy. I love it when you lick me, and bring me all that pleasure.” I said, smashing his face down into it and grinding against his skillful tongue. It was so intimate, and romantic, so much more intense than I was used to. My arousal was such that it was agonizing, and his warm, lapping tongue was the only thing that could deliver me to satisfaction.

“Mmm…It’s so good, Natasha. I love it.”

“Don’t call me that. Call me mommy.”

“Yes, mommy. I love it, I love it so much. I love your pussy, mommy.” he said, stroking his cock while he sucked on my clit.

“Don’t stop, baby. Eat mommy’s cunt, just like that. You’re so much better than him, don’t stop, baby. That’s what I need, that’s what the fuck mommy needs.” I said, calling out without inhibitions. I was lost in pleasure, shaking beneath him as his powerful tongue delivered me to a powerful climax. “I’m cumming!”

“Mmm!” he moaned, grunting as he tongue fucked my pussy, rubbing my clit with his nose. “It’s so wet.”

“Yes, baby. Fuck. Mommy’s wet for you, mommy’s wet for your hard cock.” I said, rambling dirty talk, unhinged and ready to feel him stuffing me full.

“Please let me have it, mommy. I want it so bad.”

“Yeah? You want to put your little boy cock in mommy?” I asked, completely immersed in our dirty roleplay.

“I want to feel it. It’s so tingly, I need to stick it in something.” he said. I flipped over onto my stomach, getting onto my knees and wagging my ass for him.

“Then take it, but do it hard. Mommy wants to be fucked.” I said, so turned on that I was shaking.

“Oh my God.” he said, whimpering as he pressed himself inside me without protection. I didn’t even think about it, pushing my weight back against him and taking it all. I squealed with pleasure, and started twerking.

“Holy fuck, that’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.” he said, slapping my ass on both sides and feeding me his cock. “It’s so wet, mommy.”

“Yeah, that’s for your cock, baby. Fuck me. Fuck mommy, I wanna feel it.”

“Holy fuck, Natasha. I love your pussy. I love my mommy’s pussy.”

“Good boy! Harder! Fuck mommy, fuck your mommy like a good little boy. Make mommy cum!” I said, shouting in the empty house and gripping the sheets. “Oh, fuck, baby. Just like that. You know what mommy likes, don’t stop.”

“Yes. Fuck, mommy. I love you. I fucking love you, mommy.”

“I love you too, Justin. Don’t stop. Mommy’s gonna cum!”

“I love you!” he grunted, squeezing my ass with both hands and pumping inside me. Feeling him explode inside me sent me over the edge, and we came simultaneously, with Justin hammering me from behind, so hard that his headboard slammed rhythmically against the wall until I was seeing stars, and feeling euphoria wash over me.


Chapter 4 - Justin

I’d never cum so hard in my life, and I practically collapsed onto her. She purred sensually, giggling as she turned over into my arms, her soft flesh melting into mine as we embraced. After all of that time spent lusting after her, knowing that she was completely off limits, it was over. I could finally indulge my own deepest desires.

“I meant to take things a little slower, but I couldn’t control myself.” she whispered, laying her head flat on my chest and drawing random shapes with the tip of her finger.

“It was our first time, not our last time.” I said.

“Speaking of which, I have very sensitive nipples. I want you to suck on them. I want you to nourish you.” she said. I looked at her breasts, pinching her nipple between my thumb and forefinger and moved into position.

“Yes mommy.” I whispered, latching on and closing my eyes, suckling and squeezing. Warm milk trickled onto my tongue, and I moaned with approval and sucked harder, rolling my tongue around her areola while providing continuous suction.

“Mmm hmm…such a sweet little boy. Look at you, so hungry for mommy milk.”

“You have the best tits. And your milk…my God.”

“Drink up, baby boy. I want you to get nice and full, so that you can fuck mommy again later.” she said, cupping her breasts with her arm and perking them up even more. I didn’t realize women continued lactating, and it was bringing my dick right back to life even though we’d only finished minutes earlier.

“I want you over and over.” I said, getting into the missionary position, going back and forth between her nipples.

“Pinch it.”

“Like this?” I asked, applying pressure until milk squirted out in little strands. “Can you get any fucking hotter?”

“Hey! Language.”

“Oh. I’m sorry. You’re just so beautiful.” I said, sticking out my tongue and dragging it over her breast and licking up the milk she spilled.

“It’s so nice being seen, Justin.” she said, grinding against me from the bottom and letting me know that she wanted more.

“I could stare at you all day.” I said. Natasha reached down and took hold of it, rubbing it up and down between her wet lips.

“I’m still dripping your cum from last time.” she said, lining me up with her opening and taking it in.

“Ughn. How is it so good?” I asked, pushing my hips into her and watching her take my cock. Her tits bounced as I thrust, and I stared down at her taking it in, the woman of my dreams lying beneath me, legs spread wide and saying the most filthy things.

“Yeah, that’s my good boy. You’re gonna replace my husband if you keep fucking me like that. Do you want to date your mommy?” she asked, looking into my eyes as I looked up at her, gulping down heavy mouthfuls of her sweet cream.

“So much. I just want to cherish you, mommy, and take care of all of your needs.” I said, raising my torso and grabbing her by the ankles.

“Mommy loves your cock, baby. Fuck me, Justin. I want you to use me. Mommy wants to be your slut.” she said, throwing her weight against my thrusts.

“Yeah? Is that what you want mommy?” I asked, bringing both of her feet to my face and licking her wrinkled soles, all the way to her big toe before wrapping my lips around it. I’d lusted over her freshly pedicured toes enough times to completely lose myself in worship, finally able to release all the pent up desire.

“Oh, yes! Harder, baby. Fuck your mommy’s cunt, make me cum for you.” she said, raising her intensity and showing me another side of her. Her tits flopped up and down as she pushed herself onto my cock, squealing for every inch. “Your balls, baby. Oh God…”

“Yeah? You like when I fuck you hard? Is that what you like mommy?” I asked, releasing her ankles and wrapping my fingers across her neck.

“Yes, baby. Make me your whore, show me how you treat a useless slut. Spit in my mouth, Justin. I want it.” she said, opening wide and sticking out her tongue. I’d never been with such a sexpot, and I obliged her request while tightening my grip. Natasha swallowed it without hesitation, opening back up and asking for more.

“Yeah, you like to swallow? You like to swallow like a fucking whore?”

“Harder.” she said, grabbing my other hand and moving it to her neck, squeezing my hands as I pounded away at her soaking cunt. I spit onto her face, impaling her on my cock at a violent pace and watching her flail wildly. I pulled my dick out of her, climbing up onto her torso and bringing my cock to her mouth.

“Open your mouth, slut.” I said, grabbing her by the hair and holding her throat as she parted her lips to receive me. “Yeah, that’s right. You’re so much prettier when you’re gagging on a hard cock.”

“Guck, guck, guck!”

“Touch yourself, whore. I want you to cum for me while you drink my cum.” I said, so turned on that I could separate our roleplay from reality no longer. The intensity was such that the lines blended, and in my attempt to give her what she wanted, I felt transformed into an animal in heat.

“Yes, daddy.” she gasped, doe eyed and gagging up viscous drool as my cock dipped in and out of her mouth, pushing into her soft throat, each forward plunge dragging up more sticky spit. Seeing her submissive side emerge, and hearing her call me daddy sent me into a frenzy, and I rested my balls right on her face.

“That’s my good girl. Lick daddy’s balls, show me what a naughty little whore you can be for the right man.” I said, switching roles and smiling down at her with pride. She looked absolutely adorable, her eyes wide as she obediently sucked, staring into my eyes as she gulped. I abandoned my plan to make her drink it, opting instead to fuck her senseless, and not waste a single drop of my cum. As morbid as it is, the mere possibility of getting her pregnant was enough for me.

“Please fuck me, daddy.” she whimpered, smiling in a way that told me she knew exactly how capable she was of manipulating me.

“If you want it, then climb up here and get it.” I said, backing away and laying down on the center of the mattress. She giggled mischievously, getting on her hands and knees and crawling in my direction. I held my cock upright, slapping it against my hand as she stepped her leg over mine.

“I really love your cock.” she said, replacing my hand with hers and leaning over it, letting a glob of saliva drip from her mouth, landing perfectly on the head.

“I really love you. You better not be teasing me about this whole dating mommy thing, because I’m so serious.” I said, letting my hands grab hold of her bubble butt. “Fuck.”

“Yeah, that’s my good boy.” she said, taking me until her hips met mine. “Open your mouth. It’s mommy’s turn to spit in your mouth.” she said. I opened wide, maintaining eye contact as her spit dripped from her lips and tongue into my mouth, and we made out as she slammed her ass down onto my cock.

Natasha sat up, grinding furiously back and forth on top of me. I laced my hands behind my head, watching as she pretty much used my cock to masturbate on, her gorgeous body on full display as she writhed in pleasure, rolling her hips and clenching her pelvic muscles down tightly around my girth.

“I love watching you cum for me.”

“You’re so hard.” she said, her face twisting up as she arrived. She went absolutely crazy on my cock, grinding and twerking as she brought me to the edge of ecstasy. Natasha’s beauty was so natural and effortless, and I repeated her name as my entire body flooded with endorphins.

“Natasha, ughhhnnn….ugh! Ugh! Fuck.” my body tingled, and my mind went completely blank, focusing entirely on the Earth shattering pleasure that ricocheted through me, concentrating itself at my root and exploding with hot, sticky cum.

“Ehh, yeah, baby. Cum for mommy. Give me all that gooey mess.” she said, milking me with her tightness and consuming every last drop. I leaned in instinctually to kiss her, moving straight down to her tits for more of her creamy white breastmilk.

“You make it feel so good, mommy. It’s so intense with you.” I said, kissing her stomach and squeezing her puffy nipples, letting the milk dribble out errantly without a care.

“I agree. I kind of knew it would be good with you, at least at first just because of sexual tension, but I had no idea.”

“How did you know I had a mommy kink?”

“Well, you’ve been obsessed with me since we met, but I didn’t really know.”

“It’s so hot. I’ve never got to indulge my own kinks like that.”

“I really needed that, baby. Thank you.” she said, giving me a warm kiss.

“You’re spending the night, right?” I asked, making sure.

“Yes, sweetheart. I’m not going anywhere.” she said, getting up to use the bathroom. Needless to say, I was feeling very bonded with her, and felt my possessiveness kicking in. It no longer made sense for her to be with him. It hadn’t for a long time, and now that we’d been together, I couldn’t imagine going back to how it was before, of having to pretend my feelings weren’t real because people might not approve of it if we were serious about what we really wanted.

I don’t even think she knew how bad it looked from the outside, or how much better she deserved. The woman was an outright jewel, and should be treated as such. Steven was a womanizer with no shame, and he disrespected her in every way that a man never should in regards to his woman. In my eyes, I deserved the opportunity to see if I could be the man for her.

“You changed the subject.” I said, drawing her eyes when she returned.

“What do you mean?” she asked, her naked body pulling my brain in horny directions.

“I want to date you, mommy.” I said, crossing my arms.

“Oh, you’re quite adamant about that.” she said, sliding into bed beside me. I put my arm around her, and kissed her on the forehead.

“I want you. You know it’s not working out with you and Steven.”

“Baby, that’s very complicated.”

“Well, so is this. We have to figure it out.” I said.

“You’re right, sweetie. You deserve that.”

“You deserve it, Natasha. You deserve a man who’s in love with you. I’d go to the end of the world for you, would he? It eats away at me, because I can’t make myself stop feeling the way that I do. It made me feel guilty the entire time I was dating Madelyn, because I couldn’t stop myself from being in love with you.”

“Justin. Oh my gosh.” she said, covering her mouth with her hand. Her face changed, like she was sad.

“What is it, baby?”

“You’re so sweet. Oh my gosh.” she said, tearing up and turning away. She got up from bed, and I went to comfort her. “I just need a minute, baby. I’m not mad at you, I’ve just been making a lot of realizations lately. I’m gonna go outside and get some air.”

“Can I come with you?” I asked.

“No, sweetheart. I just need a minute.”

“Okay.” I said, feeling my heart ache for her as she walked away. Maybe I was too pushy, but I wasn’t sure how to deal with the situation. I wanted her to know how I felt, so that at least I could always know that I’d given it my best shot, and that she knew in no uncertain terms how much I loved her, and what she meant to me.


Chapter 5 - Natasha

It was all so overwhelming, and it kind of hit me at once. I think it was partially the orgasms, which were so good that I think they just released a bunch of negative energy that was stored up inside of me.

I had never cheated before that, and it made me feel awful. Even if he totally deserved it, and the sanctity of our marriage was already reduced to a meaningless phrase, that didn’t mean that I should have done that. I should have separated with him first.

Feeling shitty made me mad, because it wasn’t fair. I wasn’t the one who flushed it all down the drain. He made me feel so shitty the first time he cheated, and then it got to the point where I barely even flinched at it. I didn’t even want to know the details, I just wanted to detach from reality.

I called Steven to tell him it was over, but he didn’t pick up, so I left him a message. Then I sent him a text, telling him the same thing. It was off my chest, and I somehow knew that it was for real. Maybe being split in half by Justin’s amazing dick moments earlier gave me such clarity, but I knew that it was a turning point in my life.

The feeling of guilt was gone as quickly as it had set in, and I crawled back into bed with him feeling brand new. It was so exhilarating, and refreshing, being with Justin. We made out like any new, passionate couple, and I pushed the idea of having to explain our relationship to my friends and loved ones out of my head. What we had was far too yummy and new to sour by thinking such thoughts. I had a great new guy, and we had the house all to ourselves for the coming week, and I had every intention of enjoying the absolute hell out of it.
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Cherish - Taboo Mommy Domme

“There’s one birthday tradition that we can’t break, and that’s the eating of the birthday cake.” I said. 

Brad sat down on his bed, resting his back against the headboard and throwing his hands behind his head as he stared back at me. It suddenly felt as if the spotlight were all on me, and I walked up to the cake, turned around, and then sat my ass down directly onto it, smashing the cake all over my booty. 

“Oh my God. Are you serious?” he asked, instinctively crawling toward me. I moved the rest of the cake to the floor, and got on my hands and knees in the middle of the bed. 

“You’re the birthday boy. Don’t you want to have your cake and eat it too?” I asked, smiling. I felt so vulnerable at the moment I sat on the cake, because if he wasn’t into it then I would have been humiliated. Instead, he positioned himself directly behind me. 

“This is the best birthday present anyone has ever given me.” he said, grabbing my ass and spreading my cheeks apart. 

“I just wanted you to know how much mommy loves you.” I said, feeling an explosion of anticipation. 

“I’ve always been obsessed with your ass, mommy.” he said, burying his face between my cheeks. All of the tension, all of the anticipation, it was all worth it. The moment his lips and tongue found my hole, I was transported almost out of my own body. 

[image: ]

Oedipal - Loving Mommy Domme (Stepmom/Stepdaughter)

“Holy fuck.” I said, feeling the lingering wetness between my legs. Saying that it was surreal would be an underestimate, and when she  re-appeared in my doorway, she was wearing a harness with a flesh colored dildo attached. My tingles returned as she took hold of it, stroking as she approached. 

“Do you want mommy’s cock?” she asked, standing beside the bed and shaking it by the base. The dildo had balls attached, and I felt my pussy getting hot as I crawled to the edge of the bed. 

“Yes, mommy.” 

“Then be a good girl, and ask for it very nicely.” she said, looking down at me with her fiery gaze. 

“Please mommy?” I asked, raising my eyes to meet hers. 

“Please what?” 

“Can I please take mommy’s cock?” I asked, feeling so turned on by her line of questioning that it almost made me feel uncomfortable. 

“After you suck it. I want you to show me how much you want it first, how much you want me.” she said, her voice stern and unflinching. 

“Yes, mommy.” 

[image: ]

Naive to a Fault - Forbidden Milf Adult Nursing

Jack lives with his girlfriend Mia in a big house near campus. Technically, it's in her mother's name, and she pays the lion's share of the rent so it's no surprise when she shows up to spend the weekend there, as Mia is going away on a mini vacation with her friends.

Angela is recently divorced, and desperately in need of intimate touch. She also just so happens to have a thing for younger men, and struggles saying no because she's such a people pleaser.

Jack's eyeballs fly out of his head when he sees her cleavage, and the starter pistol for the eye contact Olympics goes off while he struggles to control his gaze until Mia leaves. Suddenly it's just the two of them, all alone in a big house, with no one there to witness their debauchery.

Naive to a Fault involves an older woman and a younger man, cheating, hyper-lactation, and adult nursing.
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Temptation Room 

Dale needs fast cash, and signs up to be a contestant for a production company that creates reality based content. He figures it's pranks, or some humiliating challenge like usual. This isn't his first rodeo. 

Instead, he enters a storage container with a beautiful older woman, and the doors close behind them. There's a couch, a television, and no further instructions. 

They sit down, and the television turns on automatically. Dale turns red as he realizes what's playing on the screen, quickly piecing together what the production company wants them to do. 


[image: ]

Weekend Agreement - Free Use Harem

Jack is going on a weekend vacation with his girlfriend Bailey. Little does he know, there's a free use tradition in place at her family's lake house, and her two gorgeous older women have every intention of enacting it.

Weekend Agreement involves unconventional relationships, polyamory, free use, and a couple of older women showing a younger man the time of his life.

[image: ]

Stepmom/Stepson, Lactation, Nursing, Loving Mommy-Domme

Russ can't believe it when his dad Phil starts dating Amy. She's gorgeous, busty, and so far out of his league that it's not even funny. She comes onto Russ aggressively in their home, and they engage in heavy make-out and petting sessions.

Amy moves in with them not long after, engaged to Phil despite being much more affectionate towards Russ. While he's at the gym, she snoops on his computer and discovers they share the same kink. The attraction was already magnetic, but now it's having a visceral effect on her.

Nourishing His Needs involves light mommy-domme, cheating, and adult nursing.
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