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Chapter 1: New City, New Cravings

The apartment was small—just a bed, a rickety desk, a mini fridge, and a patch of sunlight that hit the floor in the late mornings. It was a modest space in a decent neighborhood, tucked just off the edge of the city’s university district—Ethan had just been accepted into one of the country’s top universities. He was barely a month past eighteen, still getting used to the sound of his own name followed by 'college freshman.'

He’d earned a full ride—a scholarship that covered everything from tuition to books—thanks to his grades, his test scores, his spotless academic record. He wasn’t just smart; he was the kind of quiet, focused kid who always sat in the front row, turned assignments in early, and lived in the library during exam week. A proper nerd, as his cousins would call him.

But it was his. His first place, his first time living alone.

He wasn’t supposed to be living solo, not really. Most people his age were crammed into shared dorms or split shoebox apartments with loud roommates. That had been the plan initially—until his mom stepped in.

“You’ll get eaten alive in a dorm, sweetheart,”  she’d said, concern etched into every word. “You're too quiet for that chaos. You need a space to think. To breathe.”

She'd even pitched in for it. Since there wouldn’t be any major expenses to worry about—not with his scholarship covering everything—she’d been more than happy to help with the rent on this tiny, overpriced studio just off campus.

When he was younger, she used to worry aloud about never being able to save enough for a proper college fund. As a single parent, she’d done everything she could to keep things stable, but the guilt still lingered. "Just study hard, baby,"  she'd always say, "There’s gotta be a way for you to get in without debt. I don't want you stuck with loans like I was."  She still carried hers, a quiet reminder in the form of monthly deductions and occasional sighs over her tax returns.

So when Ethan landed the full ride, she’d cried. And when it came time to find him a place, she hadn’t hesitated to help cover the rent. Told him it was worth it if it meant he could focus and feel safe.

He hadn’t argued. Not once. And now, here he was—alone. Grateful. Anxious. And more overwhelmed than he expected.

Ethan dropped his duffel on the floor and sat on the edge of the bed, the city humming softly outside the window. The mattress creaked under him, too firm in places and too soft in others. He bounced once, testing it, then let out a long breath.

He peeled off his hoodie, revealing a plain tee that clung to his nervous sweat. His wiry frame looked even smaller without it—pale arms, sharp collarbones, a slight dip at his waist that made him look almost fragile in the dim light. The air smelled faintly of floor polish and someone else’s cologne from the previous tenant. There were still bits of tape residue on the walls where old posters had once hung.

Dinner had been dry toast and a sad banana. He’d eaten it cross-legged on the bed, scrolling through his phone, watching the same reruns he always did—only now, they felt distant. Everyone else was out tonight. Partying. Laughing. Making memories. He was here, in a strange bed, in a city where no one knew his name.

He had passed a few neighbors in the hallway earlier. One woman in particular had caught his eye. She was older—maybe early 30s—and stunning in a way that made his mouth go dry. She wore a tight black dress that hugged every curve like it had been painted on, and heels that made her legs look like they went on forever. She moved like she owned the hallway—like she knew the effect she had and enjoyed it.

She’d glanced at him with a quick smile—barely more than a flick of her lips—and vanished into the apartment next door.

It had all happened too fast for him to properly take in her face. He couldn’t remember her eyes or even her hair color. All he could remember was that body—the tight ass, those thighs, the bounce of her breasts when she walked, the slight jiggle under that tight dress. He’d never seen a woman like that up close before. And the worst part? She hadn’t even tried. She’d just existed. And that alone had wrecked him.

He hadn't thought much of it then. But now, he kept seeing the curve of her mouth when she smiled. That tiny, knowing lift—like she’d caught him looking and didn’t mind one bit.

He could still hear his mom’s voice from that morning: Call me when you get there, okay? And eat something healthy, don’t just live on Ramen.

He smiled faintly. Even if he wanted to, he didn’t have much money for takeout. Rent had eaten most of it. Uni classes started Monday. For now, he had the weekend to settle in, buy groceries, figure out the bus routes—and get used to the odd silence of living alone.

Except it wasn’t silent for long.

At night, the apartment changed. The hum of the city got swallowed up in the quiet thrum of pipes and occasional clinks from the radiator. Somewhere above him, a faucet dripped in a slow, rhythmic tap. The window rattled faintly every time a car passed on the street outside.

The air was warm, too warm for a blanket but too sticky not to have one. His sheets clung to his legs. The bed felt too big for one person. The silence wasn’t peaceful—it was hollow. The kind that made every breath feel too loud, every creak of the mattress sound like a scream.

He tried to scroll on his phone. Nothing helped. Not the fan buzzing in the corner. Not the cheap blinds swaying against the window. Everything felt exposed. Too quiet, and yet—like something was waiting to break that quiet.

Maybe he just needed to sleep. Maybe tomorrow everything would feel normal. He’d get groceries, figure out the bus route, maybe even talk to someone in class next week. It wasn’t a big deal. Everyone feels weird their first night alone… right?

And then it did.

It was close to midnight when he first heard them.

He’d just brushed his teeth, tucked himself into bed, and turned off the light. The walls were thin—he’d noticed it earlier, hearing muffled footfalls and laughter echoing through the hallway. But now it was different. Closer. Raw.

A woman’s moan, long and low, bled through the wall to his left. Then a deep male grunt. The unmistakable rhythm of a bedframe moving.

Ethan’s eyes flew open.

It wasn’t the sound of someone watching porn. It was real. Right next door.

His heart pounded in his chest. At first, he froze. Should he put on headphones? Blast music? But he couldn’t move. He just listened.

The woman next door wasn’t shy. She was loud. Shameless. And her voice—God—it dripped sex.

Every time she gasped, it punched straight into his stomach. Her moans were wet, open, and so fucking real —not the fake porn stuff. She wasn’t performing for anyone. She was just… consumed.

“Harder,” she cried. Then, a slurred, messy “God, yes—don’t stop.”

“Fuck, stretch me open, Daddy,” she cried—her voice a wrecked, needy growl.

Ethan couldn’t picture her face, but he already knew her voice would haunt him. He could practically hear her tits bouncing, her thighs slapping, her lips curling around every shameless sound. Every moan, every gasp, every "yes, right there" pierced through the drywall like it was paper.

Ethan’s cock twitched beneath his boxers.

He shifted in bed, squeezing his eyes shut, trying to think of something else. But the sounds kept coming. Skin on skin. That dirty, breathy laugh. The slap of what had to be a hard spanking. A sharp gasp that sounded like it echoed through her entire body.

He was hard. Painfully so.

He lay stiff under the blanket, every nerve lit up like it was on fire. His chest was tight, his breaths shallow. No one had ever made sounds like that around him before—let alone for real. His cock strained against his boxers, aching for relief.

God, what was wrong with him?

But he couldn’t tear his ears—or his thoughts—away. Each slap, each cry, each filthy praise made his body throb harder. He was just supposed to sleep. But this… this was something else. Something he couldn't explain. Something he needed.

He hesitated. His hand hovered just beneath the sheet, trembling. He tried to pull it back. Tried to remind himself this was wrong, stupid, dirty. That he didn’t even know her name.

But the ache in his cock silenced everything.

He swallowed hard. His breath caught as his fingers brushed against the stiff outline in his boxers. The smallest touch made him jolt like he’d been shocked.

His hand drifted beneath the covers, curling around himself. He knew he shouldn’t. It felt wrong. But he couldn’t stop.

He stroked slowly, eyes open, staring at the wall.

In his mind, she was on her knees—flushed cheeks, breasts swaying, eyes wild with pleasure. She moaned like she wanted to be heard. Like she knew  he was listening.

He imagined her mouth, glossy and open. Her nails digging into someone’s back. Her voice breaking as she came.

Then it shifted— he  was the one under her. Her thighs straddling his hips, her warm skin sliding against his as she sank down onto his cock for the very first time. She’d lean close, stroke his cheek, and whisper things only a woman like her could say.

"You want Mommy to ride that untouched cock, baby? Think you can handle being inside a real woman?"

Her body would be soft and strong, her moans even louder when it was him  making her feel good. He’d never be the same after that. He knew it—because just the thought had him leaking through his boxers.

Fuck, what would it feel like to have someone make those sounds because of him?  At the soft shadows of the city lights casting shapes across his ceiling.

"Fuck, baby," the man’s voice growled next door.

His voice was low, thick with control—nothing like Ethan’s. It sounded like he knew exactly what to do to a woman like her. Ethan couldn’t stop wondering what that kind of power must feel like. "Take it all. That’s it. My good little slut." the man growled from next door.

She screamed. She didn’t hold back—not even a little.

Ethan bit his lip. His thighs tensed. His hand moved faster, chasing something he didn’t fully understand—just raw need. The bed creaked beneath him. He bit down on a pillow to muffle his whimpers, hips jerking up into his fist.

The moans next door peaked again. Wet. Loud. Shameless.

And that was it.

His toes curled.

The sound of her moaning his name—whoever he was—was the final blow. He gasped, his whole body tightening. It hit him harder than anything he'd felt before—hot and fast and dizzying. His toes curled, his legs shook, and all he could think about was her.  Shame hit him before the pleasure even fully faded.

He lay there in the dark, breathing hard.

His heart wouldn’t slow down. His boxers were sticky. His hand still clenched the edge of the sheet like he might fall.

What if they heard him too? What if she knew ?

The thought made his cock twitch again.

He hated how badly he already wanted to hear her tomorrow night. To know if she'd scream again. If she'd sound just as wrecked.

God, what was happening to him?

He curled up beneath the sheet, legs pulled to his chest, trying to breathe through the heat that still clung to his skin. His fingers tingled from how hard he’d gripped himself. His thighs still trembled.

He closed his eyes. Tried to sleep. Failed.

Her moan echoed in his ears long after it stopped, like a song stuck in his chest.

Would she be disgusted if she ever found out? 
Or would she smile like she did in the hallway… like she already knew?

He told himself this was just one night. That it didn’t mean anything. That tomorrow, he’d go back to being focused, normal, invisible. But some part of him already knew—he’d never be able to un-hear those sounds. Or forget the way they made him feel.

It was nearly 2:30 a.m. when he glanced at the clock again. His cock was still half-hard.

Welcome to the city, he thought.

Welcome to the apartment next door.

That wall was too thin. And tonight, it had ruined him.


Chapter 2: Dinner and a Smile

Ethan hadn’t left the apartment all day.

He told himself it was because he needed to settle in—maybe do laundry, unpack a few more boxes, read ahead for class—but really, it was because he couldn’t stop thinking about last night. About what he’d heard and what he did. And especially about her .

The sounds she made. The things she said. The way they’d carved themselves into his brain like they owned it.

He kept replaying the moment from earlier yesterday, when he’d opened his door in the hallway. The brief glimpse of her: tight black dress, killer heels, that smooth, slow sway of her hips. He couldn’t remember her face, not exactly. But he remembered how his cock had throbbed just watching her walk.

She didn’t look like that  kind of woman. Or maybe that was the thing—she did , but not in a way you’d expect. She had that wholesome, wifely look. Like someone who made casseroles and folded sheets right out of the dryer. Like the kind of woman who’d tell you to sit up straight at dinner but tuck a chocolate bar into your bag for later. But beneath all that softness?

She was something else entirely. A trophy wife in disguise. The kind of woman you’d see clinging to the arm of a man who drove a Bentley and owned a chain of businesses around the city.

She looked like she packed school lunches and reminded her husband about his dentist appointments. Like she hosted wine nights for other wives who still wore wedding rings but didn’t bother with matching bras.

And yet she’d moaned like a pornstar. Screamed like she wanted the whole world to hear how good she was getting it.

Beneath all that wifely image he'd thought she had was that voice, those moans—Ethan could still hear them. She hadn’t just taken it  last night—she’d begged for it, demanded it.

Stretch me open, Daddy.

His cock twitched. That line lived in his skull now, like it was waiting for the right moment to ruin him again.

Ethan had barely slept last night after that. His cock had stayed hard well past two in the morning. He’d jerked off again in the shower, whispering curses under his breath, picturing her straddling him, dripping sweat and filth and laughter.

So when the knock came that afternoon, it was like the universe punched him square in the chest.

He blinked, frozen on the bed. His heart leapt. Another knock—softer, polite.

He stood up too fast, legs shaky, and crossed the few steps to the door. His fingers hesitated on the handle.

When he opened it, she was there.

And for a moment, all he could do was stare .

No heels. No black dress. Just a soft lavender top that clung to her breasts like it had been made for them, cropped jeans hugging every curve of her hips, and glossy, honey-blonde hair twisted up in the most casually perfect way.

She didn’t look like the woman he’d heard moaning the night before. She looked like she was here to borrow sugar. Or ask about a missing package. But that only made it worse—because now his brain couldn’t decide what was hotter: the woman who screamed to be wrecked, or the one who smiled like someone’s perfect wife.

His mouth went dry. His body didn’t know if it should panic or bow down. No makeup but a hint of lip balm. Casual. Domestic. Dangerous.

She looked like she belonged in a magazine for beautiful, put-together housewives—the kind that hosted dinner parties with matching napkins. And yet here she was, holding a plastic container of something that smelled like it had been made with actual love. It was probably miles better than the sad dinner he’d chunked yesterday.

And then—like a punch to the chest—he remembered what he did after  that dinner yesterday. The flush hit him hard and fast, burning hot up his neck.

Before he could fumble any further, she smiled—and broke the silence.

“Hey there neighbour,” she said, her smile warm, familiar. “I’m Madison. My husband and I live next door. Thought I’d drop this off—we made too much Lasagna.”

He blinked at her. She looked exactly  like the kind of wife you’d want to come home to. Sweet. Beautiful. Normal.

Except he’d heard her beg to be stretched open just twelve hours ago.

“Uh,” he swallowed, “thanks. I’m Ethan. I just moved in yesterday.”

“I know… Welcome to the building,” she said, stepping closer. “I heard you dragging boxes in. Bet your back is killing you, huh?”

She smiled as he nodded. “You go to the uni?”

“Yeah,” he said, rubbing the back of his neck. “Just got in. Starting classes Monday.”

“Impressive,” she said with a tilt of her head. “My husband went there too—finance major, back when the campus still had chalkboards. Now he plays with stocks and calls it work.” She grinned. “I did art history in London before moving back here. It hasn't been exactly practical, but I can name every nude sculpture in Europe and decorate a living room like it’s a gallery, so it wasn’t a total waste.”

He nodded dumbly, shifting to let her in. She stepped inside without waiting for an invitation, walking straight to the counter to set down the dish.

He caught a whiff of something warm—her perfume maybe, or lotion. Something floral and soft that made his knees lock.

“You settled in okay?” she asked, glancing around. “This your first time away from home?”

“Yeah,” he said, scratching the back of his neck.

“Alone?” She turned to face him. Her eyes sparkled just a little. “No roommates?”

He shook his head. “No, my mom… she thought I’d be better off by myself.”

“That’s sweet,” Madison said, folding her arms under her chest. “She’s probably right. Boys like you need quiet.”

“Boys like me?”

She tilted her head, smiling. “Shy. Polite. Not like those animals in the dorms.”

Ethan didn’t know what to say, so he just laughed weakly.

Madison looked at the wall. The  wall. The one he’d pressed his head against last night, jerking off to her voice.

“These walls are pretty thin, huh?” she said casually.

He went completely still.

“I… I didn’t hear anything,” he blurted.

She turned her head slowly, that same soft smile still curling her lips. “I didn’t ask if you did.”

His face burned. He suddenly felt too warm in his own skin. Madison just looked at him—calm, comfortable, like she had all the time in the world to watch him squirm.

Then she chuckled, light and sweet, and reached out to straighten the collar of his shirt.

Her fingers brushed his throat—warm, soft, and far too close. He smelled something on her skin, like vanilla lotion and something deeper underneath. His breath hitched. He didn’t dare move. Her knuckles grazed his collarbone as she adjusted the fold, and it felt more intimate than any touch he'd ever known.

“You’re a terrible liar, Ethan.”

His name in her mouth made his stomach flip. She said it like she owned it. Like she owned him .

He swallowed hard, blinking up at her. She didn’t look smug. Just amused. Like she’d already decided she liked teasing him—and he didn’t know whether to be scared or pathetically grateful  for it.

He shifted his weight, desperate to hide the twitch in his jeans. His cock had started to thicken, stupid and eager, and all she’d done was touch his collar. Say his name.

He took a step back, pretending to stretch, pretending he wasn’t this close to embarrassing himself. But Madison didn’t move. She just watched him, eyes twinkling—like she already knew.

“But,” she said softly, brushing invisible dust from her fingers, “you seem like a very good boy. I hope you stay that way. See you around…”

She turned, hips swaying just enough to drive him insane, and walked toward the door without another word or waiting for a reply.

The visits started the very next day.

Late morning. He was still in boxers and a rumpled tee, standing at the sink rinsing out his lone coffee mug when another knock came. His stomach flipped. He already knew.

He opened the door, and there she was.

No lasagna this time. Just a Tupperware container covered in condensation and a smile that didn’t even try to be innocent.

“Baked too many cinnamon rolls,” Madison said. “Figured you could use something warm.”

The container was still warm. She held it with a folded towel beneath like it had just come out of the oven, and the smell hit him instantly—sugar, butter, cinnamon, and something deeper, almost musky, like the way her apartment had smelled that night through the wall.

He’d barely taken a sip of coffee when the knock came. Like she’d timed it. Like she knew exactly when he’d be alone, vulnerable, still sleepy and easy to unravel.

She didn’t hand it to him right away. Just let it sit there between them, her fingers resting on the lid.

“You like sweet things, Ethan?” she asked, voice soft and syrupy.

He nodded, throat dry.

“Good,” she said. “These are sticky. Just how boys like them.”

Ethan barely managed a thank you. His eyes dropped to the Tupperware and then, stupidly, to her chest. She wore a faded tank top—white, thin, no bra. Her nipples pressed lightly against the fabric, teasingly visible. She wasn’t trying to cover them either.

She glanced down at where his gaze had lingered, then back up at him with a smirk.

“Enjoy,” she said, voice velvety. “They’re gooey.”

Before stepping away, she reached for his coffee mug, still sitting in the drying rack.

“I’ll rinse this,” she said, not asking.

She brought it to the sink and gave it a quick swish with warm water, like she’d done it a dozen times before. Then she set it on a towel, adjusted the position of his toast plate with a small huff of disapproval, and wiped a ring of water off the counter with her sleeve.

Then, just before she walked away, she turned to him again. “Your collar’s all bunched, baby.”

He blinked. She reached out and smoothed it down, fingers lingering just long enough to make his breath catch. “There,” she murmured. “Much better.”

Then, with a playful look, she ruffled his hair—messy from bed—and licked her thumb, wiping an invisible smudge from his cheek like a doting mom.

“Kitchen's too quiet without a woman around,” she murmured, mostly to herself, before finally heading to the door.

The door shut. He stood there for a full minute, painfully hard, the scent of sugar and cinnamon clinging to the warm plastic in his hands.

By Thursday, it was bananas.

He didn’t even ask how she got in this time. She just... appeared. Like her scent came first, then her voice, then the reality that his morning now belonged to her.

“I bought too many,” she said, casually slipping past him and into the apartment like it was hers. She wore denim shorts that barely covered her ass and a peach-colored crop top that tied under her breasts. Her feet were bare. Her toenails were painted pale pink.

Ethan stood frozen by his desk, caught between embarrassment and something rawer. She set the fruit on his counter like it belonged there.

“You cooking for yourself at all?” she asked, opening his empty fridge like she had every right.

He nodded. “Trying to learn. Messed up rice last night.”

She closed the fridge door and gave him a look. “You want me to teach you?”

He blinked. “How to cook rice?”

She smiled. “Start small, baby.”

The word baby  hit him like a slap and a stroke all at once. He didn’t know why it made his chest flutter or his cock twitch—but it did.

She said it like it was normal. Like she hadn’t just stepped into his space, opened his fridge, and branded him with something he didn’t know he craved.

Then she stepped forward again.

“Stand still,” she said gently.

He obeyed. Without asking, she reached for his shirt hem and tugged it down slightly, straightening it like a wife fussing over her husband’s clothes before work.

She looked at him then, eyes twinkling. “There we go. Handsome again.”

He stood there blinking, too flustered to even respond as she smiled and walked back toward the door.

He thought she was gone after that. But then she came again Friday morning.

By now, he wasn’t even surprised. Startled, sure. Embarrassed, always. But surprised? No. It was like she had a sixth sense for the exact moment he let his guard down.

He was mid-bite, eating dry toast and staring at his phone, when the door swung open.

No knock.

She stepped in like she had a key. Her hair was pulled into a messy bun, a loose gray tank draped over her body with wide-cut sides that exposed a flash of bare skin every time she moved. No bra again. The fabric hung low on one side, dipping just enough to reveal a swell of underboob when she stretched.

“Jesus,” Ethan mumbled.

Madison raised a brow. “That how you greet a lady bringing you fresh fruit?”

He looked down. A small paper bag sat in her hand. He hadn’t even noticed it.

“Grapes,” she said, placing it on his counter. “For the starving college boy.”

She leaned against the edge, one hand braced behind her. The tank lifted as she arched slightly, exposing the soft skin just above her waistband. Her stomach was toned, tan, with a faint line down the center. His eyes dragged over it helplessly.

He didn’t mean to stare. He really didn’t. But every curve she revealed felt intentional—like she was testing him. Training him.

The soft dip of her belly, the way her hip jutted slightly as she leaned, the faint shadows where her breasts pressed against the fabric... it was too much. Too available . And still, she hadn’t said a word.

His cock stirred again—uninvited, automatic. He wanted to look away. He should  have. But she was the kind of woman you didn’t turn from. You obeyed  her. Even if she hadn’t asked—yet.

And she saw.

Her lips curved slowly.

Not surprised. Not scandalized. Just amused.

“You like looking at Mommy’s tits, baby?”

The world stopped.

Ethan froze. Blood rushed to his face. To his cock.

He tried to stammer out something—anything—but nothing came. He felt like he was burning alive.

Madison stepped off the counter. Not fast. Not with anger. Just one foot in front of the other until she was standing in front of him.

“It’s okay,” she said softly. “Boys your age are curious.”

She reached for his shirt again, her fingers brushing over the same spot from days ago. “And I do like being looked at.”

He couldn’t breathe.

“You’ve never had a woman play with you, have you?”

He shook his head. Slow. Helpless.

She cupped his cheek—warm, soft, thumb brushing just under his eye.

He wanted to step back—but his legs wouldn’t listen. He wasn’t even sure what  he wanted. To run? To kneel? To ask her to stay? His body wasn’t his own anymore. It was hers. And some small, terrified part of him liked that.

Then she kissed him.

Not on the lips.

Just his cheek.

A loving press of skin. Gentle. Intimate. Devastating.

She pulled back and whispered near his ear:

“Next time you feel that way… don’t finish alone. Just knock.”

She turned without waiting for an answer. Walked out like it was nothing.

Ethan stood in the middle of his apartment, hard as a rock, breath shallow.

He looked down at the bag of grapes on his counter.

Her words looped in his head like a curse he couldn’t shake:

Don’t finish alone. Just knock.

And then he sat. Not because he wanted to. Because his legs gave out beneath him. His knees weak, his cock still straining against the thin cotton of his boxers.

He buried his face in his hands.

“You like looking at Mommy’s tits, baby?”

That voice. That smile. That slow, deliberate tease that made him feel exposed and protected all at once.

He squeezed his thighs together, trying not to move, not to touch, but everything about his body pulsed with need. Shame and arousal tangled so tightly he couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began.

He could still feel her breath near his ear. Her fingers on his collar. That kiss.

It hadn’t even been sexual.

And yet it was the most owned  he’d ever felt.

Like she’d marked him without a word. Made him hers.

And God help him—he didn’t want the feeling to fade.

He didn’t even say it out loud.

But in his head, the word had formed.

Mommy.

The next morning, he woke up hard. Again.


Chapter 3: The Hall Pass

The sun had dipped behind the buildings hours ago, but the city still radiated with the kind of late-summer heat that made pajamas stick to skin. Ethan sat cross-legged on his bed, textbook open but untouched, fan spinning lazily in the corner. His gaze had long since drifted to the door.

He hadn’t touched himself all day.

Not once.

He wanted to. God, he wanted to. Every hour that passed made it harder to focus, to breathe. His cock was half-hard just from memory. From her voice. From her kiss on his cheek. "Next time you feel that way... don’t finish alone. Just knock."  It looped in his head like a lullaby and a curse.

So he hadn’t. Not even in the shower.

He told himself it was about control. About proving something. But really, it was because of her. Because part of him hoped—ached—that she might come again.

When the knock came, he almost dropped the book.

His heart leapt. He scrambled up, smoothing his shirt down, glancing once in the mirror. He looked flushed. Boyish. Too eager. But he couldn’t stop himself.

He stared at the door. Heart pounding. It had to be her. No one else ever knocked.

His fingers hovered over the knob, breath shallow. What if she was here to collect on what she said? What if she’d heard him again? What if—

He opened it. And froze.

It wasn’t Madison.

It was a man.

Tall, late 30s or early 40s, with an open-collared shirt and rolled sleeves that framed forearms like they belonged on the cover of a fitness magazine. Tan, clean-shaven, with a jaw that looked carved, and eyes that said he missed nothing. Not overly flashy—but carried himself with the kind of calm that came from being the one in control.

He leaned against the doorframe like he owned it.

“Ethan, right?” the man said, voice low, unhurried.

Ethan nodded. “Yeah.”

The man smiled faintly. “Adam. Madison’s husband.”

The name hit him like a slap and a shiver.

Before Ethan could respond, she appeared. Madison. Sliding into the frame behind her husband, one arm slipping around his waist like it belonged there. She looked radiant, lips glossed, hair soft around her shoulders. Her eyes sparkled when they landed on Ethan.

“Told you he was cute,” she said, nudging Adam playfully.

Adam chuckled, eyes sweeping over Ethan in a way that wasn’t cruel. Just... knowing.

“Mm,” he murmured. “He looks like he’d come just from being looked at.”

Ethan’s knees nearly buckled. It wasn’t just the words—it was the way  he said them. Calm. Certain. Like he already knew exactly what Ethan looked like when he came. Like he could see  it on him. His lips parted. His throat locked. The burn in his cheeks spread down his chest like it was branded into him. He didn’t even know where to look. And the worst part? Madison didn’t flinch. She didn’t correct him. She just smiled.

Adam just smiled, unbothered. “Good for you, kid. Keep her entertained.”

Then, with the same casual ease, he smacked Madison lightly on the ass and turned down the hallway, hands in his pockets.

Ethan stood stunned.

Madison watched her husband go with a small smirk, then turned back to Ethan and stepped inside without a word.

She closed the door softly behind her.

“Don’t look so scared, baby,” she murmured, her voice lower now—meant just for him. “He wasn't here for you. I  am.”

She reached up, smoothed an inexistent wrinkle on the collar of his Polo, and let her fingers linger on his chest.

“You don’t have to think when you’re with me. Just feel.”

Her thumb brushed over his pulse. “Still racing,” she whispered. “Good.”

She walked straight in, no hesitation, and perched herself on the edge of his bed like it was hers. One leg crossed over the other, arms resting on her thigh, gaze fixed on him with quiet amusement.

“He likes when I play with pretty boys,” she said, dragging a finger slowly across the edge of Ethan’s desk. “Says it makes me insatiable at home.”

Ethan's cock twitched.

That line—so casual, so matter-of-fact—hit like a thunderclap. There was no shame in her voice. No hesitation. Just adult, practiced filth delivered like a sweet observation about the weather.

He swallowed. His throat felt dry. “I…”

Her eyes flicked to him. Curious. Patient.

And then it spilled out. The words he’d never said to anyone.

“I’ve never… I mean, no one’s ever touched me before.”

He didn’t even know why he said it. Maybe because the words had been sitting in his chest since she first touched his collar. Maybe because last night he’d imagined her hand on his cock instead of his own—slow, warm, praising him for being such a good boy for Mommy.

A beat of silence.

Madison tilted her head. Her expression didn’t twist with pity or disbelief.

It softened.

She stood slowly, crossed the space between them in two gentle steps, and lifted a hand to his chin.

“ Never ?” she whispered.

He shook his head. Couldn’t meet her eyes.

She cooed, fingertips feather-light as she guided his gaze back to hers.

“Oh, baby.”

Her voice was warm. Worshipful.

“That just makes you even more perfect."

“So many boys rush to lose it,” she murmured, almost to herself, stroking his cheek. “But not you. You waited. Saved it for someone who knows how to take her time.”

Her fingers curled under his jaw. “That’s what makes you special, baby. You’re not broken by the world yet. And I get to be the first to touch you right.””

She smiled then. Not smug. Not mocking. Like she’d just unwrapped a rare, delicate gift and didn’t want to break it.

Her palm brushed his cheek. She kissed him there again—that same spot that still tingled from yesterday.

“Of course you’d be a virgin. Sweet, quiet, obedient boys like you always are.”

Ethan trembled. Not from fear. From something deeper.

His hands twitched at his sides. Useless. He didn’t know where to put them. She noticed.

And she smiled like she already knew what he needed next.

“But not yet,” she whispered. “Good boys learn patience first.”

She ran a single nail down his chest, stopping just above his waistband.

“You’re not allowed to want until I say you can.”

And after that, like always, she didn’t ask.

She just moved on his bed on her hands and knees like she owned the damn thing. Like she'd done it a hundred times before. Like it wasn’t his first time feeling this kind of heat crawl through his chest and pool low in his belly.

Her top today was a loose, slouchy thing that dipped off one shoulder, the fabric worn thin with comfort and time. No bra. He could see the sway of her breasts as she moved—lazy, heavy, hypnotic—and his brain short-circuited just trying to process how casually she carried it all. Her soft lounge shorts clung to her curves like they were made for teasing. They hugged her hips and barely made it past mid-thigh, riding up even more when she bent to pat the mattress beside her.

“Sit,” she said, her voice like honey dripping over command. “Right here. Hands in your lap. And no touching—unless I tell you.”

Ethan didn’t even hesitate. His legs moved before his brain did. He sat where she told him, fingers curling in his lap, knuckles white.

Then—nothing.

She didn’t move right away. Just sat there on her knees, watching him like he was a painting. Like she was deciding where to start.

She adjusted her waistband. Arched her back in a lazy stretch. One breast shifted beneath the loose fabric, the outline clear, taunting —and she knew it.

Ethan sat there trembling, fists locked in his lap, cock already throbbing in his pants.

He didn’t speak. Didn’t dare.

She made him wait.

His cock throbbed beneath the thin cotton of his pajamas. She hadn’t even touched him yet.

Madison crawled forward on her knees—one on either side of his thighs. Her bare skin brushed his as she straddled him, but she didn’t sit fully. Just hovered. Letting him feel her warmth without the mercy of contact. Her breasts swayed slightly as she settled, the curve of her body casting shadows on his lap.

Her lips curled at the edges, already amused by how rigid he’d gone under her. She watched him like a patient hunter, like he was already hers to break.

Then she moved.

Slow. Purposeful.

Her hips rolled with lazy elegance, like waves against a dock, not grinding yet—just brushing. Teasing. The soft fabric of her shorts grazed his lap with every subtle sway, and every pass dragged across his cock like a dare.

Ethan bit the inside of his cheek, trying to keep still, trying not to buck.

But his thighs trembled.

She was warm. So warm. It felt like being trapped beneath a fever dream he never wanted to wake from.

Her mouth found his ear.

“Poor baby,” she whispered, her tone cruelly soft. “You’ve never even felt a pussy this close, have you? And now look at you... trembling just from Mommy’s little tease.”

She leaned down, her lips brushing his ear.

"Feel that?" she whispered, and rolled her hips forward— harder  this time. Not just teasing now. Her weight settled just enough to let her clothed pussy drag over the full length of his cock, slow and deliberate, like she wanted to mold him through the fabric.

She ground against him in a slow circle, not for her own pleasure but to watch what it did to him .

"That’s what it’s like when a real woman rides you—even with clothes on," she breathed, her tone filthier now. "Poor thing… your cock doesn’t even know what to do with it, does it? Already twitching like it’s close, and I haven’t even started yet.”

Ethan moaned.

Not a grunt, not a sigh—a slutty, broken whimper that slipped from his throat before he could stop it. It was high and desperate, almost feminine in pitch, like her hips had knocked something loose inside him.

His eyes fluttered. His breath hitched. And for a split second, his whole body went limp beneath her.

Her voice dipped lower, filthier. “You’ve been dreaming about this, haven’t you? Mommy on your lap. Mommy making it so hard it hurts. You wanted this so bad it leaked through your boxers.”

“You’re so easy, baby,” she murmured, her breath warm against his face. “So honest. One little wiggle and you’re already hard for Mommy.”,” she murmured, her breath warm against his face.

Her hands came next. Gliding over his shoulders. Tracing the slope of his collarbone. Dipping to the center of his chest—but never beneath the fabric. Always just on top. Always in control.

Then she guided his head gently forward—fingers threading through his hair, coaxing him down until his face was buried in the warm, soft valley of her tits. The scent of her skin, the weight of her breasts pressing against his cheeks, it all overwhelmed him.

He inhaled instinctively—open-mouthed, greedy, smothered in her softness. His hands twitched upward, desperate to feel, to grab, to worship—

But she caught his wrists without looking.

“Tsk,” she whispered, her breath hot over the top of his head. “Good boys wait until Mommy tells them they can touch.”

Her grip wasn’t cruel. It was patient. Controlling. Kind.

She let him stay there, smothered and dizzy, while her hands held his gently in place. Just enough to remind him who was in charge.

“I could feel you through the wall, you know,” she whispered, her lips grazing his earlobe. “Stroking yourself like a desperate little thing. Don’t be embarrassed—I loved it.”

Ethan made a strangled sound.

He wasn’t even breathing right. His whole body tensed. His hands now back down, clenched beside his lap like he was holding back the tide.

He didn’t mean to.

But a wet patch bloomed through the front of his pajama pants. Just a dark, sticky spot—obvious. Inescapable.

His cock pulsed beneath it, straining like it wanted to beg for forgiveness.

And she saw. Of course she saw.

She kept moving.

Those slow, cruel hips. That impossible warmth. Her inner thighs brushed his sides and trapped him in the kind of closeness he’d only dreamed of. She nuzzled into the side of his neck.

“No one’s ever done this for you, huh?” she asked softly.

He shook his head. He couldn’t even speak.

“No one’s ever even made you leak in your boxers before,” she added, voice syrupy and sweet, like she was proud of him.

Her mouth found his temple—warm lips pressing down.

“That’s okay,” she cooed. “Mommy’s going to teach you everything. But not all at once.” She punctuated it with one last, deeper roll of her hips, this time pressing just a little harder — enough to make him feel her center over the bulge in his lap, enough to make him whimper.

And then she stopped.

Completely.

Pulled back with a knowing little smirk.

Like she hadn’t just ruined him in under five minutes.

Like she hadn’t just made him ache so hard it hurt to breathe.

“Poor baby,” she whispered, glancing down at the wet spot. “And I didn’t even have to take my panties off.”

She dragged one finger over his chest—slow, taunting. “Next time, you ask permission before you leak like that. Understand?”

He nodded quickly, but she didn’t move.

“Use your words, baby,” she murmured. Her thumb pressed lightly into his waistband, right above the mess. “Say yes, Mommy.”

His voice cracked. “Y-yes, Mommy.”

She smiled, wicked and warm. “Good boy.”

And then, without wasting another beat, she slid off his lap without a word.

But not before her hips gave one last, lingering grind—like a goodbye kiss just for his cock.

Then she rose slowly, letting her weight slide off him inch by inch, until the warmth of her body left him cold and shaking.

She had that wicked smile on her lips as she stood and adjusted her top, like what just happened between them was as casual as fluffing a pillow. No rush. No apology.

Her shorts shifted as she straightened her waistband. She didn’t even glance down at the soaked spot she’d left him with.

“That’s enough for today,” she said simply, smoothing her hair over one shoulder.

Ethan couldn’t speak. His chest rose and fell in shallow bursts, his lips parted, his eyes glassy. His cock still strained hard against the sticky front of his pants, a pulsing ache that hadn’t stopped since the moment she straddled him.

“First lesson’s tomorrow,” she added, already walking toward the door.

He whimpered.

Just a soft, broken sound like the start of a plea—but he didn’t even know what he was begging for.

She reached the door and paused, one hand on the knob, the other brushing a wrinkle from her top.

“Don’t touch yourself tonight,” she said over her shoulder, voice like velvet over steel. “I mean it.”

The words hit him low—straight to the base of his cock. It twitched beneath his soaked waistband, a helpless little spasm he couldn’t stop.

His thighs clenched together like his body was trying to hold the ache in.

He nodded automatically, breath catching in his throat.

She opened the door, but didn’t leave right away.

“If you’re a good boy,” she said, glancing back at him with a wink, “Mommy's going to let you touch her next time. But only if that cock stays untouched till then.”

Then she blew him a kiss.

And disappeared.

Ethan didn’t move for a long time.

He stayed frozen in place, the air heavy and thick with her scent, his entire body trembling.

Finally, he collapsed back on the bed—still fully clothed, still hard, still aching.

He curled onto his side like he could hold himself together.

His cock throbbed. His balls ached. His thighs twitched from how tight he’d clenched.

He stared at the ceiling, breathing hard, fists clenched, cock throbbing.

Her words echoed louder than his own thoughts.

He didn’t need porn. He didn’t need friction. All he needed was her voice in his head.

And the ache and promise she left behind.

He knew—he wasn’t touching himself tonight.

Not without her permission.


Chapter 4: Her First Lesson

Ethan hadn’t moved much after she left him the day before. He’d curled into his sheets fully clothed, hard, aching, and unable to think of anything but her—the scent she left behind, the ache she put in his body, the echo of her voice in his head telling him not to touch. And he hadn’t. Not even once. Every time his fingers drifted downward out of reflex, he’d stop, bite down on his lip, and whisper her name like a prayer.

So when the knock came that morning, his body reacted before his brain could catch up.

He scrambled up from bed, legs shaky, hair a mess, sleep-deprived and hard again before he even reached the door.

“Ethan,” came her voice, low and clear through the wood.

“My husband’s leaving for work in five, then exactly an hour later, it’s your turn to learn what a real man does.”

He opened the door halfway, but she was already gone.

His cock twitched instantly. He stood there dumbly for a second, heart pounding, the words replaying in his head like a loaded trigger.

The next hour passed in waves—of preparation, of panic, of heat. He showered. Shaved. Toweled off slowly, breathing hard as he stared at his reflection. He trimmed down there for the first time in his life, hands shaking the whole time. His cock hadn’t softened once.

He paced the room. Sat. Stood. Sat again. Every little motion made his cock throb against the fabric of his pants. The ache was constant, cruel—worse with every minute he obeyed.

He thought about her voice. Her hips. Her heels clicking toward him. And then, helplessly, his mind drifted to her breasts—how it felt to have his face buried between them the day before, smothered in that warm, soft valley while she held his wrists like he was something precious she was training. He imagined what they looked like bare, how it would feel to kiss down the curve of them, how she’d taste when he finally had permission. His cock throbbed hard at the thought, a sharp pulse that made him clench his thighs tighter just to keep from dripping.

The clock ticked louder than his heartbeat.

By the time the clock hit the hour mark, he was already standing outside her door, fists clenched at his sides, trying to breathe. He wore only what he’d expected to be coming off quick—thin sweatpants with a pair of fresh briefs, and a plain white tee. No socks. Nothing extra. He thought about going commando, but decided against it, thinking it’d be too crass for a lady like Madison.

He knocked.

The door opened.

And there she was.

Fishnet body stocking. Black heels. No panties. Her thighs smooth and full, hips hugged tight by the stretch of the mesh, each step making the fabric shift just enough to show flashes of bare, untouched skin beneath. The deep cut of the bodystocking framed her breasts like a promise, her nipples visible through the netting, stiff and teasing as they strained under the sheer tension of the fabric. And where the fishnet split open between her thighs, there was nothing to hide the soft, freshly shaven lips of her pussy—bare, glistening, and completely exposed. It was the first one he'd ever seen in real life, and it hit him like a punch to the chest. Real. Warm. Intimate. Terrifyingly perfect. His mouth went dry at the sight of it.

And the lips on her face above, were glossed and full, plump like they belonged around something she owned. They glistened as she smiled slowly, knowingly, like she already felt the effect the outfit and her had on him.

Last night, when she slipped it on and stepped in front of the mirror, Adam—her husband, had barely lasted a few minutes inside her, his cock was already buried in her, hard and thick, before she even finished turning around. And this morning, when she showed it to him again before he left, he'd growled low for her and came on her face while she whispered what she planned to do to the boy next door as she stroked his cock after edging his morning wood in her mouth for a good fifteen minutes. Her husband had left the house with balls and a face full of grin. As she showered  smirking before getting ready for Ethan.

Her blonde hair was twisted up casually, but a few thick strands had escaped to curl along her collarbone and down the side of her chest—now inviting the young man’s mouth, daring his eyes to follow.

She looked like every forbidden thought Ethan ever had, made flesh and standing in her doorway.

He couldn’t breathe.

His cock jumped in his pants.

“There’s my good boy,” she purred, voice low and warm. “Right on time.”

She stepped aside with one click of her heel. “Come in. Close the door behind you.”

The air inside was warm and soft. Curtains drawn. A low hum of music played from somewhere deeper in the room. It smelled like her again—perfume and skin and something sweeter underneath. The lighting was low, golden, like it was designed to make skin glow. The living room looked lived-in, but pristine, like it was cared for by a woman who believed beauty was a kind of responsibility. Soft throws on the couch. A marble tray with a lit candle near the entry.

Ethan's eyes caught on the framed photos arranged on the shelf by the hallway. Pictures of Madison and her husband—Adam. Some casual, some taken in what looked like international hotels or beachside balconies. Adam had the same cool confidence he carried in person, always with one hand on Madison’s hip, or fingers resting just beneath her chin. They looked good together. Older. Powerful. Sexy. But there were no baby photos, no children's drawings, no little shoes near the doorway. Just two people. Just them.

It hit Ethan all at once. She wasn’t a mom. She was a wife—and clearly, one who had never stopped being someone’s fantasy.

He followed her inside, closing the door with trembling fingers.

Her ass was the first thing he saw as she turned to lead him deeper into the apartment, and it nearly broke him right there. The fishnet hugged her curves so tightly it looked like it had been sewn directly onto her skin, each step making her cheeks jiggle just enough to hypnotize. The cut of the bodystocking framed her perfectly—cheeks round, high, and shameless, the dark seam disappearing right between them with no fabric underneath to soften the view. Every shift of her hips sent a pulse through his cock, every flex a reminder that this was the kind of body that could ruin a boy like him, slowly and without apology.

She said nothing at first. Just walked slowly toward the middle of the room and turned, catching his scrambling eyes , before they met her face as the heels made her hips roll with every movement as she faced him.

“Take your clothes off, baby,” she said softly as her lips stayed curl since the door. “Slowly. Let Mommy see what she’s working with.” She added, sultrily.

His hands — like since meeting her — moved before he could think.

She sat down on the edge of the bed, legs crossed, fishnet clinging to every curve like it was painted on.

He peeled off his shirt first. She made a soft humming sound in the back of her throat as he lifted his arms and exposed his stomach, his chest. Her eyes drank in every inch.

“Fold it,” she said gently when he let it drop.

He scrambled to pick it up, folding it neatly and setting it on her dresser.

“Good boy,” she said. “Good boys don’t make their women clean up after their messes.”

His hands went to his waistband and he pulled down his sweats and briefs together.

“Slower,” she said. “I want to see you unravel.”

He pulled them down one inch at a time, the cotton dragging over the hard outline of his cock, which had been throbbing since the moment he stepped inside. He stepped out of them carefully.

She didn’t tell him to fold those. She wanted to see him naked now.

Her eyes raked down his body—from his flushed face to the smooth skin of his belly, and finally to his cock, standing stiff and twitching between his thighs.

“Ohhh,” she cooed. “Such a cute smooth cock. We’ll make it feel so good, don’t worry.”

He let out a shaky breath.

She rose slowly, walked a circle around him—heels clicking on the floor, her eyes never leaving his trembling body. Her fingers grazed over his shoulders. Down his back. Over his hips. Across his chest. Everywhere but his cock.

“I bet you’ve been thinking about this moment for days, haven’t you?” she whispered behind him. “Mommy peeling you open. Touching you where no one else has.”

He whimpered.

Then she moved in front of him and sank to her knees. Her eyes level with his cock. She didn’t touch it. Just stared. Smiled.

She licked her lips.

Breathed over the head of it.

He twitched.

“This?” she whispered. “This belongs to me now.”

He didn't remember climbing onto the bed. He just followed the warmth of her touch and the sound of her heels until she guided him there—tenderly, like she was moving a prize, not a boy. The mattress dipped behind him as he laid back, legs spread, breath shallow.

His cock lay heavy and flushed against his stomach, twitching like it had a mind of its own. He felt so bare. So claimed already—and she hadn't even touched him yet.

Madison stood at the foot of the bed, one hand on her hip, the other dragging lazily across her own stomach. The fishnet clung to her like a second skin, her heels still on, her thighs flexing with every step as she climbed between his legs and knelt there, her body tall and powerful above his own.Strands of blonde hair slipped free from their pins, brushing over the curve of her breasts like they knew he was watching.

He swallowed hard. She hadn’t even touched his cock yet, and it was already leaking.

“Lie back, hands behind your head,” she said gently, but with that same warm authority that made him twitch. “No moving unless I tell you to. Good boys listen, don’t they?”

He nodded, immediately tucking his hands behind his head, arms trembling.

She smiled, then leaned forward and began to kiss down his chest.

Slow.

Sensual.

Her lips grazed his collarbone, then lower, dragging across each nipple just long enough to make him flinch. She paused there, tongue flicking at one, then the other.

“Sensitive,” she murmured, approvingly. “You’re going to be fun.”

But just before she went lower, she paused, her eyes locking with his. He was aching to ask, but too scared the answer would be no again.

"Do you want to touch them now, baby? The breasts you couldn’t stop staring at yesterday?"

He nodded like he might cry if she changed her mind again. She took his hands gently and guided them up to her chest, placing his palms over the full, warm weight of her breasts through the stretched fishnet.

“Go on,” she whispered, “feel what real tits are like. Mommy wants her good boy to explore.”

His fingers trembled as he cupped them, thumbs brushing over her stiff nipples through the mesh. She moaned softly, arching into his touch, letting him squeeze, explore, worship.

“Soft, aren’t they? You’ve waited so patiently.”

Then she kissed his lips, deep and slow, while his hands stayed right there, clinging to her like he never wanted to let go.

She smiled into the kiss, then reached between them and tugged the mesh cups of the fishnet aside, baring her breasts to him for the first time—plump, soft, her nipples already stiff. She held his face gently and whispered, “Use your mouth now, baby. Taste what you’ve been dreaming of.”

He surged forward like a starved thing, burying his mouth in the soft heat of her skin. His lips found her breast eagerly, sucking tentatively at first, then more hungrily as she let out a low, approving moan. She cradled the back of his head, guiding him from one nipple to the other, letting him worship her slowly, wetly, his tongue and lips learning every curve.

“That’s it, good boy,” she cooed, pressing him tighter to her chest. “Mommy’s tits were made for mouths like yours.”

He rested there for a moment, face still nuzzled into her warmth, breath slowing as if soaking in the comfort of her body. His fingers twitched at his sides when she gently guided them away, a reluctant whimper catching in his throat.

Finally, she slid his hands back to the bed and kissed down his chest.

She kept moving downward, planting soft, wet kisses along the line of his belly. When she reached the faint trail below his navel, she slowed even more. Her hands were on his thighs now, stroking, coaxing them farther apart.

He moaned softly, hips arching toward her mouth on instinct, like his body was already begging before he could form the words.

“Easy there tiger,” she said, voice low and sweet, palm pressing gently into his thigh to still him. “We’re just getting started.”

She kissed the crease of his hip—once, then again—soft, lingering kisses that made him shiver. Her breath fanned across his skin as she hovered lower, every inch of him tense and trembling.

Then, finally, with a patience that nearly killed him, she let her lips brush the swollen, leaking head of his cock.

It was barely a kiss. Just heat. A whisper of touch. But it stole his breath like a punch.

His hips bucked, breath catching like he’d just been lit from the inside.

“Oh f—"

But it was gone. Her lips lifted before he could even finish the word. The denial was sharp, cruel, perfect.

“No, no,” she cooed, eyes sparkling. “That was just a taste. You're going to learn control today.”

She licked her lips, slow and showy. His cock twitched again, helpless, precum already smearing across his belly like a confession.

She curled one hand around his shaft, slow and deliberate. Her other hand braced on his thigh, nails grazing lightly, just enough to hold him in place.

She spit into her hand next—loud, messy—and watched it drip down the length of him before stroking it in. She began to work her hand on him. Long. Lazy. The glide was obscene, slick and warm, making his hips jerk despite himself. His cock twitched in her grip like it wanted to speak for him, every stroke milking a new gasp from his throat.

“Poor untouched cock,” she said, watching his face. “All this attention got you leaking already.”

“Y-Yes, Mommy,” he whimpered, breath catching, cock throbbing against her palm.

“Good,” she whispered. “Let it ache. Let Mommy teach you how to suffer sweetly.”

Her mouth came down again—but only to suck on the very tip. She swirled her tongue around it, then pulled off with a wet pop just as he whimpered.

“You were right there, weren’t you?” she murmured, her lips still wet with him. “So close I could feel your cock cry. But good boys don’t get to cum just because they’re desperate.”

He moaned.

“Put your hands under your head again,” she said. “And don’t even think about begging yet.”

She started again. Slower this time. Wetter. Her strokes made obscene sounds between them. She kissed along the shaft, sucked just the tip again, then dragged her tongue down to his balls.

“Mommy knows just how to make your balls ache,” she purred.

He sobbed. It was too much. Too perfect. Every nerve ending was lit up.

She stopped again. His cock was dripping, balls tight.

“That’s the second time you almost lost it. Poor thing—your cock doesn’t know how to wait, does it?”

“Please,” he whispered, breathless.

Her fingers slid up to his chest again, circling one nipple, then the other, until both were pink and taut. She pinched them gently, rolled them between her fingers, then leaned down and sucked one into her mouth—softly at first, then with teasing pressure. His back arched.

“So sensitive,” she murmured around him. “Your little nipples might be just as needy as your cock.”

She silenced him with a single finger to his lips.

“I’ll let you cum, baby—but not until you forget how to say your own name.”

He nodded, mouth open, panting.

She stroked again, faster now, hand twisting, wrist flicking.

“Such pretty noises,” she whispered, leaning closer. “You’re making Mommy so proud.”

He cried out, trembling, legs shaking.

She watched him unravel beneath her hand, every muscle trembling, every moan turning needier. His cock throbbed so hard in her grip it looked like it might explode. He was panting now, eyes glassy, mouth slack, fists clenching hard under his head.

“Is that your begging face?” she whispered sweetly, slowing her strokes just enough to keep him hovering. “So flushed. So messy already.”

Then—just as he whimpered, helpless and shaking—she pulled off with a wicked pop and wiped her wet hand on his stomach.

“That’s three, baby. You’re right on the edge and still holding for Mommy. Such a perfect little boy.” she said, smug and cruel and perfect.

He was wrecked. Drenched in sweat. Blushing. Desperate.

And more obedient than he’d ever been in his life.

Waiting for her next command.

She reached up and stroked his hair, brushing the damp strands from his forehead, like he was her sweet, fucked-out little doll. “There we go,” she murmured, kissing the edge of his temple. “That’s my good boy. You’re taking it so well for Mommy.”

His cock twitched again, touched but punished, aching for the reward only she could give.

She watched him with that same glint of hunger in her eyes, only now it was tender and possessive too—like she was about to take something precious and make it hers forever. Her hand trailed down his chest as she slid off the bed, and in one slow, unbroken motion, she began peeling the fishnet from her body.

It came off inch by inch, curling over her hips, down those smooth legs, until she stepped out of it completely, heels still on. Her body was bare now. Her tits, full and high, begged to be worshipped. Her soft belly rose and fell with each breath, and between her thighs, that shaved, glistening perfection—his first real glimpse of a woman’s sex. She didn’t cover any of it. She stood there like a goddess, letting him see what she already owned.

He stared like he might stop breathing.

“You ready, baby?” she whispered, crawling back onto the bed, her knees spreading wide as she straddled him, her bare pussy brushing his twitching cock. “Mommy’s going to pop that cherry nice and slow.”

Ethan whimpered, nodding. He was so far gone already, dazed with need, with disbelief. He was about to lose his virginity—and not to some girl fumbling in the dark. But to her.  To Madison. A woman who knew exactly what she was doing. A woman who wanted him.

She leaned down and kissed him as her hips began to roll gently, her wetness gliding along his shaft. Not taking him in yet. Just letting him feel the heat. The slip. The promise.

Her kiss was deep and syrupy. Her tongue teased his, then claimed it. One hand cupped his jaw while the other guided the tip of his cock to her slick entrance.

She kept gliding her folds along his length—so slow, so teasing—it felt like she was drawing little circles of fire over his cockhead. His hips twitched, but she kept him pinned, grinning down at him like a cat with a trapped mouse.

“You’ve never even had a pussy kiss you, have you?” she whispered, dragging her lips across his cheek. “Poor thing’s leaking like he’s about to lose it already.”

He moaned, nearly cross-eyed, and she held his face in both hands.

“Look at me, baby. This next part... this is where I make you mine.”

It was like being swallowed into heaven. Every inch she took made his toes curl tighter. The heat, the slickness, the squeeze—he never even imagined it could feel like this.

She looked into his eyes as she sank down.

He felt her stretch around him like warm velvet, inch by inch, until his cock disappeared inside her. Every second was agony and heaven at once. His thighs flexed without permission. His mouth fell open like he needed to gulp air just to survive it.

She was tighter than his fist. Softer than anything he’d imagined. And he was inside her now— inside her —feeling her body pulse and squeeze around him like it already knew how to ruin him.

Inch by inch. Stretching. Surrounding. Welcoming.

He gasped into her mouth, hands gripping the sheets like he might fly off the bed if he didn’t hold on.

“Easy, baby. Breathe,” she whispered against his lips. “Let Mommy do all the work.”

Her pussy swallowed him, slow and snug, every muscle clenching around his untouched cock. His whole body was shaking. Overstimulated. Overwhelmed. Over everything.

He couldn't believe how soft she was. How wet. How tight. Porn had never shown this . His brain short-circuited trying to hold onto it all—the scent of her skin, the weight of her tits brushing his chest, the way her pussy pulsed around him like she knew  every nerve ending by name. He never wanted to leave. He never wanted her to stop.*

She didn’t move at first. Just let him feel it. The warmth. The squeeze. The wet, silken hug of a real woman.

“You feel that?” she whispered, nuzzling against his cheek. “That’s what a woman feels like. Not porn. Not your hand. Me. ”

She gave a slow, lazy clench around him and smiled at his sharp inhale. 
“And I’m not moving until you say it.”

His eyes fluttered open. “Say what?”

“Say you belong to Mommy now.” 
The heat in her eyes made it clear she wasn’t joking.

He whimpered, cheeks burning. “I... I belong to you, Mommy.”

Her lips brushed his, her hips giving the tiniest roll. “That’s my good boy.”

He moaned, jaw slack, eyes wide with disbelief.

Then she started to move.

Not bouncing. Not fast. Just a slow, grinding rhythm. Her hips rolling in tight, deliberate circles that made him feel every inch of her.

He never knew something so slow could feel so filthy—like she wasn’t just fucking him, but claiming him. He was being marked from the inside out.

She cupped his face and made him look at her.

“Good boys hold. Not grab. Let Mommy ride you nice and deep.”

His hands were twitching again, so she took them and placed them on her hips.

“Like this. Hold me here. Just feel.”

Then, after a moment, she guided one hand to her breast. Her nipple stiff against his palm.

“Go on, baby. Mommy’s letting you play now. You earned it.”

He moaned again, face twisted with wonder as he squeezed gently, then leaned forward and took it into his mouth. She arched, purring, and rocked harder against him.

Her pussy gripped him tighter with every grind.

“That’s it,” she breathed. “Good boy. Such a good, needy little thing. Mommy’s gonna make this first time the one you dream about forever.”

He tried to respond, but all that came out was a choked, whimpering cry.

She kissed him again. Deeper this time. Her hips kept moving. A little faster now. A little messier.

She could feel him getting close.

He was shaking again, eyes fluttering, thighs trembling beneath her. His cock was throbbing inside her like it might explode.

She slowed.

“Almost there, baby?” she whispered.

He nodded frantically.

“Good. Mommy’s ready for it. Give it to me. Every last drop.”

She sank down again, rolling her hips deep and slow, guiding him through it.

And then he came.

It hit him like a freight train. He cried out, bucking beneath her, eyes clamped shut as his cock jerked inside her, spilling everything he had. She moaned as she felt it—hot, thick, pulsing into her.

He gasped, a strangled moan punching out of him as his entire body seized. His thighs jerked. His toes curled. His hands fisted the sheets.

Cum kept spilling—ropes and ropes of it, as if every denied touch and aching night had been stored up just for her. His cock twitched helplessly inside her, the pressure finally breaking after what felt like years.

His vision blurred. His mouth hung open, lips trembling as he tried and failed to form words. He couldn’t move. Couldn’t think. Couldn’t do anything but feel.

He was floating, soaked in sweat, wrapped in the heat of her body and the aftershocks of release.

Ethan blinked up at the ceiling, still panting, still pulsing. He could barely speak, but the words escaped anyway—fragile, disbelieving: “I... I’m still inside you?”

Madison smiled and kissed his cheek. “Mmm-hmm. You filled Mommy up real good, baby.”

“That’s it,” she whispered, kissing his temple. “That’s my boy. Gave Mommy all of it. Just like a good man should.”

She kept rocking through it, milking him slow until he sagged beneath her, boneless and breathless and completely ruined.

He couldn’t move. Could barely think. Just floated in the thick, hazy aftermath of her body still wrapped around him. His cock throbbed in the echo of release, and his chest heaved like he’d just run a mile.

Then she lay over him, pulling the blanket up as she kissed his cheek.

She held him close, like he was something breakable and precious. “You did so good for Mommy today, baby. So, so good.”

“Thank you for this Mommy,” he whispered, his voice hoarse, eyes still wide with awe. “Did you... did you get off too?”

Madison chuckled softly, brushing her lips over his ear. “Mmm. I did, baby. I always do when it’s with a good boy like you.”

“And next time,” she whispered, stroking his hair, “we’ll try something messier.”

***
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"Hey, My Name is Lexi, and I'm a sissy crossdresser." 
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Not every husband is meant to lead. Some are meant to serve. 

The Feminized Cuckold Collection is a steamy collection of Bi-curious cuckold short stories and novellas  featuring sissy training, chastity, husband humiliation, dominant bulls, and wives who love seeing their men transformed.  Each story explores a different couple’s journey into ultimate submission—where the husband doesn’t just watch but is trained, dressed, and molded into the perfect little pet for both his wife and her lover/lovers. 

Expect steamy power shifts, feminization, deep humiliation, and complete submission , all wrapped in sizzling hot encounters where the lines of control are redrawn, and new desires are embraced. 

If you love cuckold, sissy, and stories of husbands learning to obey both. If you enjoy stories where husbands become wives, caged cucks become obedient pets, and bulls take their rightful place, this series is for you. 

Get ready to kneel. The training starts now. 
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