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My client took his clothes and left the therapy room. It always made me glad whenever I could light up someone’s life. It wasn’t easy listening to what kind of trauma they had gone through. It was difficult out there. You had to deliver and meet certain expectations in the modern world. I was a firm believer we weren’t made to handle all that stress. And it was evident in my profession as a psychologist.

I rose and reached for my notes and put them in the folder along with the rest of the papers regarding the client. It felt relieving to finally be able to have a break. I couldn’t wait to get this long-sleeved buttoned cardigan off me. It was late May. The heat had swept us over and scorched the grass outside as it hadn’t rained in ages. I never enjoyed wearing a lot of clothes. Despite my age of thirty-five I enjoyed wearing crop tops and mini skirts. But as a psychologist and mainly having men as patients that would be impossible. I even felt like my black stockings and a knee-length skirt still brought a bit too much attention.

Even though I tried to cover up as much as possible my bulging d-cup tits still strained against my clothing, and I can’t remember the last time, one of my clients did not “accidentally” trail their eyes to have a look at my chest. It didn’t bother me, but it wouldn’t help them to get well.

I buttoned up my cardigan and set my boobs free. I then saw that I’d gotten a text from Aisha, my colleague and best friend. On the rooftop!

I was dying to get out of this room. It felt like leaving the windows open just made it hotter as the heatwave winnowed inside. I went upstairs and then pressed the door handle down. She sat already under the parasol with two cups of tea and some pastries.

I fanned my face and slumped down on the sunchair. “It feels like I’m melting.”

Her loose ginger hair hung freely about her. She pushed it behind her ears. “No wonder with the types of clothes you are wearing.”

I took off my cardigan and hung it over the chair. I then pulled the white top over my head, my breasts bounced by the table and almost slapped the cup of tea. “Careful there,” Aisha giggled, moving my cup of tea aside.

“My savior,” I said and kicked her with my feet. “I’m glad to see that you are also scantily clad.”

“I will never leave a friend alone.” She also sat there in a pink bikini. Her face was peppered with cute freckles. I was glad she hadn’t gotten too tanned since her milk-white skin was the perfect match for her hair.

I took a sip of my tea and then broke off a cookie and munched it silently. I didn’t know if I wanted to bring up the topic that had bothered me for the entire month, or even a year. Aisha already knew parts of the story, but I hadn’t told her that he’d even slipped further down the slope.

She searched my face. As a friend, she knew me better than I thought. “Is it Ron?”

I met her blue caring eyes. Despite being a bit naughtier than me adult-wise, she was equally as caring as a psychologist. Her petite frame was less intimidating, like a cute little ginger cake impossible to resist. “Yeah,” I said with a deep sigh as I washed my throat with the tea. “He is not doing well, at all.”

“What’s the matter with him? I remember when his father used to be alive. Ron was so charming and social. He even dismissed me once because he was going to see some friends.”

“It’s something that has possessed him. I don’t think it was his father’s death since he was normal for a long time after that.”

“Does he date?” Aisha asked with a hint of interest. I knew she had a thing for younger men. It wasn’t difficult with her rare looks to get them into her claws. She’d even rejected an old stinky millionaire to get a nineteen-year-old college boy. The same age as Ron.

“I wished,” I said. “He spends most of his time in his bedroom. There’s very little to no social interactions with that boy.”

“I’ve read something very similar in the new psychologist magazine. Teens all over the world are becoming more and more isolated. Even in Japan, they don’t have an interest in girls anymore, just screens … and porn.”

I smiled when she mentioned it. “We also watch porn now and then.”

“Well, those teens in Japan mentioned masturbating up to eight times a day. Now you can’t compare that with our girly nights now and then.”

“Do you think such an addiction can ruin him to the point he drops out of college and can’t find a job anywhere?”

Aisha gasped. “He dropped out of college?”

“Last week,” I said, almost to the point I wanted to weep.

“I thought his grades were good,” she said and looked completely bewildered. “What is he up to now then, I mean, his future plans?”

“He doesn’t have any and refuses to talk to me.” It devastated me and I was almost on the point of crying. Aisha was quickly there and laid her hand on my shoulder.

“I’m so sorry. Is there anything I can do to help? It’s been a long time since I’ve seen him but I still managed to talk to him.”

“It’s because he likes you,” I said. Her dimples bloomed on both her cheeks, adding a shade of pink to her pale skin. “I so badly want to figure out what bothers him, but I just can’t. I mean, if I could try to get him an appointment with you, would you mind?”

“If I would mind?” she said. “Are you crazy? Of course, I would like to help him. It sounds more than dire.”

“Just if I do manage to get him a private appointment with you sometime this week, can you just promise one thing?”

“What’s that?” she asked, already more than excited about this as her nipples began stiffening against her bikini.

“Just please wear some proper clothes during the meeting.”

That didn’t look to please her at all. “As you wish.”

We finished our cookies and tea and then took on our clothes again, heading back to work.
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I wiped another load from my stomach. I crumpled up the tissue paper and tossed it right into the bin, among the heap of other tissue papers. I let out a sigh as I glanced out the window. It was bright, almost to the point it dazzled me. Although I felt no joy, to be honest, I missed the darker and colder seasons. I would then have an excuse to remain inside.

My eyes flickered back to my laptop. Stepmom teaches her stepson. The semen was already dripping from her blonde face as he squeezed out the last drops of cum on the pits of her blue eyes. It was one of my biggest dreams. To have my stepmom do me like that. Although that was unlikely, especially after the blow to her face last week when I told her I had dropped out. I could tell it tore her heart to pieces, but I had no choice. College was tormenting me to the point of suicide.

My father died ten years ago when I was nine. My mother had died when giving birth the second time and unfortunately, she brought with her the infant. I would love to have a brother, but I’d grown up with myself and my stepmom.

My stepmom’s name was Viktoria. I sometimes even referred to her as my mother or mom. It was because we were close to each other and she was committed to her role as well. Although there were cracks in our relationship, one of them was that she was smoking hot. I tried my hardest not to let my imagination run wild, but it was near impossible with her sex appeal. She had thick, curvy hips, leading up to her heart-shaped bottom begging to be penetrated by a thick arrow. Then it was her bouncing tits, sitting surprisingly high on her chest despite the weight of those two cakes. But looks weren’t everything with that woman. She was the most caring person in the world and no doubt about that as she dedicated her full time to healing people’s mental health.

I had lost all focus on college as my friends slowly slipped past my fingers. They started getting girlfriends and going to parties, slowly leaving me out in the cold. I’d gotten a few invitations at the beginning of my college year, but for some reason, I just ignored those parties, something I regret now. It’s hard to explain, but I just always felt different, as if I wasn’t good enough or lacked something. My mom had insisted that I had been social and charming before, but I believed she was just imagining things.

As time moved on and I got more isolated, I sought comfort in porn. It was already evening and this was my sixth time. I was on the point of jerking my skin off. But I knew there was room for more later into the night.

My mom drove up the driveway that led to the back of the house. I quickly closed the porn tabs and went to the bathroom to clean myself.

“Ron?” she called from downstairs.

“I’m here,” I shouted back at her.

“I have dinner for you, let’s eat outside.”

“I’m coming,” I shouted back. I descended the stairs with something obvious weighing my head down. I was depleted. It was hard to explain but almost as if something sucked me from within. The outward energy I had before was nonexistent.

I already picked up the smell as I headed out the veranda. She’d bought my favorite burgers. It was another one of her kind acts. A lovely touch that not any other parents would do to their sons after telling them that they’d dropped out. She patted the cushion next to her, her wide hips almost big enough for two. For some reason, she looked more hopeful. “How are you?” she asked. She had her golden blonde hair up in a ponytail, baring every part of her cute face. My forbidden imagination wanted to deposit every drop of my load on her face. Just by seeing her there in front of me lifted my cock an inch. “I’m alright.”

“Have you tried finding a job?” she asked.

I’d promised her to find a job when I dropped the bomb on her. Although it was just something I’d said to relieve the pain in her heart. I’d no idea what type of jobs were waiting for me out there. I was like the brown crust of the bread no one wanted. “I’m looking.”

“It’s alright, take your time.”

We ate there in peace together. As we found a couple of subjects to nibble on, I felt something strange. She held onto something and prepared to reveal it. It made me eat slower, but the burger was so tasty it was near impossible to resist. Sure enough, when I got the last bit of bread in my mouth, she drew in a deep breath. “I just need to talk to you for a little,” she said. I could only look at those rare blue gems for less than a second before I had to lower my gaze. They were almost too expensive for me. She lowered her hand on my thigh, making me stiff as her soft fingers kept drawing circles on my inexperienced flesh. “Is it okay for you?”

“Sure,” I said.

“I know we have tried this before,” she said, not with a sigh but like she wanted the best for me. “I know something is bothering you and it’s something weighing you down in your life, and as your mother, I want the best for you.”

I couldn’t suppress the blush creeping up on my cheeks. “Sure,” I said and felt the urge to leave. If it hadn’t been for the fact her soft fingers were drawing intimate circles on my thigh, I would have gotten the hell out of here.

“If you feel too embarrassed for me to help you with this. Then please, can’t you at least let my friend Aisha try?”

Aisha … that petite redhead had entered my imagination numerous times. She was another piece of delicious candy. A fiery ginger with not too many freckles. It was more than half a year ago I spoke to her last, right when I was about to slip down the porn slope but still had some decency left in me. “I don’t know,” I said. “It’s an embarrassing subject.”

“So it’s something that bothers you?” she said. She looked more than relieved. I hadn’t opened up that much to her before.

“Yes, it is.”

“Can’t you at least let her try?” she asked. “For my and your own sake. I can’t just watch your life pass by like this. Especially now during the peak of your life, you should be out having fun and not buried in your bedroom.”

“Yeah, maybe you are right.” It didn’t feel so uncomfortable to talk to Aisha about this. The only thing that worried me was that I knew those two women liked to chat a lot. I just hoped she wouldn’t tell my stepmom about my embarrassing addiction that I’ve done so well to hide by now.

“Can I take that as a yes?”

I looked at her and she looked ten years younger as the happiness flourished across her face. “Yeah, I will talk to Aisha, but I will feel a little bit more comfortable when it will be a time you aren’t there.”

“I will be out on a lunch break when you will be there, don’t worry hon.” She opened up her arms and embraced me, her breasts mashing against my chest and her forbidden warmth crisscrossing my body. I almost shivered in pleasure by having her this close.




The next day, it was a long time ago since I had taken a long walk like this. My mom had offered to drive me there, but it made me a bit uncomfortable knowing we would chat about intimate subjects.

The walk didn’t make me feel any good as I passed girls scantily clad. I peeked at them, looking like newly blossomed flowers at the peak of their beauty. None of them even cast a glance at me as they were so popular, even surrounded by friends, they still had more to catch up with on their devices. Their laughter spilled everywhere, including the plans of their upcoming parties. Joy I couldn’t relate to and just a deep reminder of something I regretted in the past.

After an hour, I entered my mom’s private psychologist clinic. I rang the doorbell and I heard the high heels clacking against the floor. Aisha opened, dressed in a mini skirt and black stockings. But it was her skin-tight V knit cardigan that made my jaw drop, showing off her flat tummy and jiggling breasts. I had to close my jaw as I noticed her extended hand in front of me. I accepted her hand and she gave it the softest squeeze I’d felt in a long time. “I’m sorry,” I apologized.

“You don’t have to apologize for anything,” she said with a wave of her hand. “It’s good I have you warmed up for our meeting.” She guided me to her room. It was sparkling clean here, even the corners of the hall were dust free and reflected the light from the ceiling. She welcomed me into a room with a comfortable chaise lounge. “Relax and make yourself feel at home.”

I sank into the chaise lounge and tried to keep my eyes on the ceiling, but gravity pulled them down to her breasts, sitting firm and high on her chest. I’d no idea if psychologists were usually this under-clothed, but I honestly didn’t mind. “So, I’m assuming something is bothering you, otherwise you wouldn’t have come here, am I correct?”

I nodded and swallowed hard. “Yes, it’s everything. A year ago, my friends started slowly to drift away from me, to the point I was abandoned. Going to college started feeling painful, so I then dropped out. The worst thing about this is that I’m certain I’ve hurt Viktoria, and she is the last woman in this world that deserves any pain.”

“Let’s go back to a year ago,” she said and wanted to get to the bottom of this. “Why did they start to drift away from you?”

“They were going to parties, and I sort of withdrew.”

“Withdrew, where?”

“To my bedroom mostly.”

“Was there a source of comfort you were seeking there?”

I sighed. She was better than I imagined. “Yes, it’s an addiction that started three years ago but spiraled out of control last year and especially since winter.”

She loosened her buttons on her cardigan, baring more of her cleavage. “I just want you to know that I’m an expert when it comes to addictions. But you have to let me know what I’m working with.”

I blushed and then dragged my eyes from her delicious body and up to the ceiling. It was this which was so difficult for me to admit. “I’m severely porn addicted.”

She nodded slowly as if it wasn’t a surprise for her. “Do you know what,” she said and leaned forth, so she almost served her boobs right in front of my face. “There are a lot of porn addicts out there, but they don’t even know they are addicted to it. You have taken a great first step and I’m more than certain you will break free from this addiction by coming clean with it.”

It gave me some hope. “Do you think so?”

“I’m more than certain.”

I felt as if some of the weight lifted off my shoulders. “But it’s embarrassing. If it was drugs, I wouldn’t have an issue telling my stepmom. I just don’t want her to believe I’m lazy or don’t like her. You have no idea how many times she’s tried to talk to me.”

“Oh, I know Viktoria well enough,” Aisha said with a cryptic wink, revealing she knew her perhaps a bit better than I thought. “She is a sweetheart. I can’t imagine my life without her.”

“Do you think she understands?”

“She is more than understanding. I’m certain she would never think that you don’t want to speak with her, but of course, when she doesn’t know it becomes difficult for her to help you.”

I sighed. “It doesn’t help that she is good-looking either.”

Aisha stiffened at that one, leaning further over her chair. She’d caught something very interesting in that revelation. “You find her good-looking?”

“Are you kidding me? She is the hottest woman in this town or even city I would be bold enough to say. I love the category milf, especially stepmom teaches stepson. How am I supposed to come clean with porn addiction to her?” I didn’t know if I’d revealed myself too much. I was certain psychologists kept the conversations with their patients to themselves and not shared as some sort of gossip. “That’s why I find it so hard to talk to her about it. She is a part of my deepest fantasy.”

“I understand, that might be a bit uncomfortable. But I just want you to know there are ways to break free from this addiction, and I have a feeling she will be a part of that equation.”

I blinked. “What do you mean by that?”

She shifted a little in her seat. “She will be there to give you a helping hand in your journey.”

“I thought that was your job,” I said.

“Two hands are good but four will even be better,” she said with a cryptic wink. “I have to open the window, it’s so hot in here.” She went and opened the window. And then buttoned up the last button, making my mouth fall open an inch. Her round boobs got all my attention. She then laid her hand on my shoulder. “You are going to get through this, I promise you.”
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I have to speak with you now, Aisha texted me right after her appointment with Ron. I had done as my son wished and had grabbed some lunch downtown. I was now trying to hurry back with my belly full. Her text intrigued me and I prayed that she’d gotten to the bottom of his misery.

She was already on the rooftop, our special place. Right when she saw me, she waved at me like mad. “Yeah, I’m not going anywhere,” I said with a chuckle.

I sat down and then noticed she was more thrilled than ever. “Gosh, what has happened to you?” I asked.

She pushed her ginger hair behind her ears and leaned toward me. “It was exactly what I suspected,” she said in a low voice. “He admitted he had a porn addiction.”

“Why are you speaking like that?” I giggled. “No one is up here.”

She rolled her eyes. “Did you listen to me?”

“I did, he must have done well to hide it if that’s the case.”

“Well, there was another reason why he never wanted to open up to you about this.”

“And why is that?” I asked and took a sip of my tea.

“You are a part of his addiction.”

I stabbed myself with my thumb. “Me, what do you mean?”

“He opened up about his favorite category, namely milf porn and there is a subcategory that has made him binge like crazy – stepmom and stepson.”

“Get out of here,” I said. I’d caught him peeking here and there, but I’d never put the puzzle pieces exactly together. Or so I refused to believe. I always wanted to be there for him as a mother, since I’d never given birth before. I didn’t want these roles to slip past us.

“It’s true,” she said.

“It’s your imagination speaking now.”

She gave me a look. “Why do you refuse to admit it?”

I drummed my fingers on the table and thought for a moment. “I’m glad you got that out of him, but we should look for ways to help him now.”

“Why are you trying to dodge this?”

“It’s just a bit overwhelming, first you tell me he admitted he is severely addicted to porn, which I’m more than happy he admitted in the first place, but then you take this twist and say that I’m a part of his addiction.”

“I didn’t mean it like that. I’m just saying you should give him a helping hand through this.”

“I don’t like the way you emphasized hand in this context.”

“I’m sure he will,” she said and waggled her eyebrows.

I gave her a light kick with my feet. “Let’s be serious here.”

“I am. I’m certain you can easily fix his addiction, quicker than what you believe.”

“How exactly? If he’s been porn addicted for years, then he won’t just throw the laptop into the bin.”

“You have to reward him for every day he manages to go without porn and set up certain milestones like getting a job. It will be like a quest for him and he has no reason to fall back.”

It dawned on me that she perhaps was right. “It’s just that …”

“I know what you mean,” she said and showed me some sympathy. “You have been so close together and now you have to help him this way, but nothing has to change, just see it as an opportunity to get closer.”

I chuckled. “Gosh, can you stop emphasizing every sexual connotation here?”

“You know I like to get down,” she said and gave both her tits a squeeze. She eyed mine and hungered for more. “When you will give him his first sample, and he will experience the warmth of flesh, he will never return to his computer chair ever again. And you are the perfect woman for that job.”

“It’s going to be difficult talking to him this evening.”

She laid her hand over mine, warm with thrill. “Text me and let me know how it went – as soon as possible”
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The first thing I’d done when getting home was to retreat to my laptop and find some good ginger porn. I searched till I found the one looking identical to Aisha and started enjoying myself till I sprayed my keyboard white.

I was now sitting outside on the veranda, contemplating. Despite being drained of life and energy, I still must admit that it felt good to let it out of my chest. It was like an iron ball chained to my leg. The ball was still there but less weight. I hoped she wouldn’t tell my mom. Especially not that stepmom porn was my biggest weakness. Who would be there for me as a mother if she reached in to help?

I heard her park her car up the driveway and then she stepped inside. “Ron?” she called for me by the stairs.

“I’m outside,” I said and waved at her through the window. She hurried outside, her hair spilling over her shoulders and her tight pencil dress, hugging her curves.

“You are sitting here today,” she said with a smile.

Somehow it had touched her that I didn’t bury myself up in my room for an entire sunny day. “I just needed some fresh air.”

She sat down next to me. I met her loving eyes for a brief moment and then looked away. The strawberry aroma coming from her lips was tempting, like a forbidden sweet I’ve always wanted to taste. “How did the talk go?”

“Better than expected,” I admitted. “Uhm, did she tell you anything?”

“She did,” she said and couldn’t lie to me. “And I need to talk to you about something, but don’t worry.” She pressed her sweet lips right onto my right cheek. “You will get better and you will get through this.”

Right where her lips had touched a blush grew like fire, spreading from head to toe. I didn’t remember the last time she kissed me like that, slow and passionately. “You don’t have to be embarrassed. Do you want to talk now or after dinner?”

The talk … It was that part that made me consider running up to my bedroom. “I … talk about what exactly?”

“Your addiction.”

I swallowed. “It’s difficult to talk about.”

“I’m also a psychologist, don’t forget that,” she reminded me.

“You are also my mom,” I reminded her.

“Yeah, and why can’t I be both for you?”

“I don’t know.”

She fetched my hands that lay lifeless on my thighs. “This is serious. I have had many clients with severe addictions. It’s not like I don’t know what’s bothering you. And it will hurt me to know that I could have done more for you while I still had the chance.”

She was right. I couldn’t stand seeing another blow to her, especially after what I did to her a week ago. “I’m open to this conversation,” I mumbled.

“Thank you,” she said and pressed her hand over her heart, squeezing them between her delicious cleavage. I then saw she’d just gotten tanned, looking fresher and more golden than ever. “So, be honest with me, how many times a day do you watch porn?”

“Six times is a usual day for me, but it can be more sometimes.”

“How many times have you masturbated today?”

I sighed and struggled to answer her. She patted my shoulder, reminding me she was still here for me. “Don’t worry, take your time.”

“It’s been three times.”

“If you won’t masturbate till you go to bed, I will give you a reward.”

I stiffened. The way she said reward … it didn’t sound like it was a cookie from the jar but more like honey from the honeycomb. “What kind of reward?” I asked carefully.

She raked her fingers through my hair and then said in a low voice in case our neighbors were listening. “A handjob.”

My heart was about to jump out of my chest, as confused blood flushed all over me. “Mom, I don’t know about this.”

She held onto my hand firmly, refusing to let go. “Ron, if this is what it will take to break the addiction, then please, let me. I know it will be a new chapter in our lives, but things will remain the same between us.”

The way she held my hand. It was a touch to die for. To have her hands, soft as if covered with lotion, stroking up and down the head of my cock till I spurted all over her fingers. She’d seized me, even how badly I tried to make it sound like I was embarrassed. I craved her flesh and had done so for a long time. “How far are you willing to go with this?” I asked. “I mean it will be difficult today but I will try my hardest to last till I will go to bed, but then after tomorrow, then what?”

“I’m willing to go as far as it will take to see you back on your feet again.”

I nodded for myself and understood she was more than committed to this. “Okay.”

“Can you look me in the eyes?” I did as she wished and was dazzled by her pretty gems. “There, you look so much better already.”

“Thank you.”

“I will prepare some dinner for us, okay?”

“Okay, I will take a little walk to clear my head.”




It was the third time I tucked my boner up against the waistband. It wasn’t only that my stepmom had promised me a handjob, but it had been ages since I’d gone so far without a relief. I felt a throbbing pain in both of my testicles as the need to get this load out of my balls tormented me.

I didn’t walk long and returned home. I could already smell the stew and see the steam waft out the window. Most of the days when she cooked were like a culinary show. I wondered if she used her hands as well sexually. It might be a question I would get an answer to if I will remain disciplined.

We sat down and ate. We managed to chat about some random subjects, even though it was difficult to ignore what we’d just talked about and what waited for me if I could stay self-controlled. “You keep shifting in your seat,” she noticed and jabbed another spoonful in her mouth.

She still wore her sexy pencil dress. She had another one with a plunging V-neck but that would have killed me at this moment. The sun steadily lowered on the horizon and the light reflected her blonde hair and then trickled down her dress. It was a stabbing pain in both of my testicles, making me grimace every fifth minute or so. “It’s been years since I’ve gone so long without, you know,” I said and tried to shovel some food into my mouth.

“Do you want me to dress in something less revealing?” she was kind enough to offer.

“No, I’m not sure if that will help.”

“I know it will be difficult in the start, but I believe in you, I know you can do this.”

I nodded and got another spoon in my mouth, squeezing my eyes shut as my testicles kept tormenting me.

After dinner, I went straight to the bathroom and poured cold water on my throbbing cock. The erection caught me off guard. It was hard as steel and pointed skyward like a spear. I had to stand on my toes to get the balls over the sink and then cup my hands to wash them in cold water. I stood there for at least five minutes till it started to slacken, but as I walked back to my room it only took a couple of minutes till the blood rushed back to the tip, stabbing me again with all its might.

It was impossible not to think of anything sexual as the woman of my dreams would soon be here to give me a sample of my fantasies. I questioned as well what the next step would be in this journey to cleanse myself from this addiction, but that didn’t help my throbbing cock at all.




The sky finally darkened. I sat here on my laptop chair with a wooden ladle clenched between my teeth. I heard the staircase creak. It was time. The moment of truth will finally arrive. “Ron, are you there?” she said. She opened the bedroom door and gasped. “Is it that bad?”

I nodded as a tear of pain ran down my right cheek.

“Gosh, I will hurry, let me just brush my teeth and get my gown on.”

I got ready as well. I took off my shirt and kicked off my pants. I was surprised my underwear was still in one piece, that the piece of metal hadn’t burst a hole right through it. I sat down in my bed and propped some pillows against the wall. To be reclined like this was my favorite position to masturbate.

She stepped in, dressed in her purple nightgown. It was a size too tight for her as her round breasts strained against it, just what her breasts did with all her clothes. She wasn’t wearing a bra since I could see her nipples poking, stiffer than usual. “I’m so sorry,” she said and gently closed the door, leaving us some privacy even if it wasn’t anyone else living under this roof.

“It’s alright for now,” I said and tried to hide my pain as I knew the relief would soon be here.

She had a hard time not watching the peak of the pyramid. She tried to suppress her grin, but it wouldn’t last for that long as she soon would uncover it. She descended onto her knees and got her fingers on the waistband. “Are you ready?”

I nodded. “I’ve been waiting all day for this.”

She lifted the waistband and rolled down my underwear. She spilled some giggles as my cock snapped back up and almost slapped her hands. My cock could finally breathe. “What a thick girth,” she said and looked genuinely surprised as her fingers crawled toward my meat.

“Are you just saying that to make me feel better?” I asked and tried to pour some humor into this taboo situation.

“No,” she said firmly and looked me in the eyes, but the eye contact didn’t last long as her eyes flickered back to my cock. “This is way beyond average.” I then felt her right hand wrapped around the upper shaft and then her left took the lower part. She pushed down, unraveling the mushroom tip. She tried to point the slit toward her, but I was hard as concrete and she had to crane over it. “Is this your first handjob?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said and leaned back as the warmth from her fingers radiated across my cock.

“Does it feel good?” she asked with a grin.

“It feels more than good.”

She spat in both of her hands and lubricated my cock till it glistened. She then let one hand slide down the head and then the next and then the next. It was a long slow motion, pleasuring the sensitive head first and then ebbing down, only to be back up with her other hand that sank down on my shaft. “Ah that feels good,” I said and shivered in pleasure as her right hand stroked down my head and shaft.

In the middle of it all, I caught a foreign scent in this room. I’d never picked up the scent before. It was sweet and musky, a bit like how the head of my dick would smell after a soapy shower. I came from between her legs and just got stronger during this act. It sparked my imagination that she also got turned on by this.

“I’m here,” she reminded me and spat in her hands. I looked at her and she kept her intimate eye contact throughout the act. As she applied another layer of her fresh lube, she started stroking my cock up and down in a twisting motion. Now both of my balls tightened and my cock turned even more erect. I couldn’t even believe it was possible. My chest rose and sank and I seized the coverlet and tightened my grip as she twisted quicker and deeper. “I’m getting there,” I said and curled my toes.

“Cum for mommy,” she said and grinned even wider as her experienced hands kept working on my cock. I arched my back and then jolted. I fired hard into her hands, the globs of cum splashed back onto herself and back to my waist. “What a thick load,” she giggled.

I slumped down and could finally breathe. My cock swayed and then collapsed onto the puddle of cum. My cum dripped from her fingers in big chunks. She rose and got out some tissue papers. “Probably going to need more than one for this.” She wiped the beads from her face and then cleaned my stomach. I was still out of breath, speechless that this had actually happened after all these years.

She pulled up my underwear for me and then leaned in for a kiss, this time slightly closer to my lips than last. “I’m proud of you that you succeeded today.”

“That felt way better,” I admitted.

“Then you will get through this. I got more rewards in store for you.”

“Are you sure things will remain the same with us?” I asked her.

“No,” she said. “It will even get better.”

I believed her. “If only I will manage.”

“Tomorrow, no porn or masturbation at all. Tomorrow evening, I will give you another handjob – naked, plus, I will let you cum on my body.”

My eyes popped wide open. I twisted my head to her. It was just her loose robe covering her goddess-like body, I’d lusted over for so long. I stared wide-eyed at her breasts, two forbidden fruits I’d only seen in my deepest dreams. “Do you mean it?”

She nodded and pulled her robe slightly apart, baring big and round chunks of her breasts, just where her areola was. It was less than an inch to her nipples. “They will wait for you tomorrow. I know you will handle this.”

Oh god, this was actually happening. She kissed my cheek again and wished me goodnight.
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I hadn’t told him, but when I turned my back to get some tissue paper, I had licked his cum. It tasted a whole lot fresher and healthier than older men’s semen. I now understood why Aisha was so into younger guys.

I was not going to lie, I had been nervous. Before having the intimate talk to him, I’d prepared myself well with some deep breathing, and also held onto him just in case he would run away. It wasn’t fun seeing the pain in his face, but then leading up to the moment it was worth every second. I knew if it was something I could provide a man then it was good oral and hand skills. Which might come as a surprise by my wide hips and jiggling ass cheeks.

I was just about to open the door to my private clinic, but to my surprise, it was already open. Aisha was already in the foyer standing there wide-eyed to the point she startled me. “Sorry, If I scared you,” she apologized. Her hair spilled in front of her tight v knit cardigan. It was one of her favorite outfits, one that always brought attention.

“I thought you had your first client at 10 am?” I questioned.

“That’s true, but – you have to tell me how it went,” she clasped my hands and I knew she wouldn’t let go till I fed her with the gossip she wanted.

I rolled my eyes. “I should have known.”

I went into our lunchroom and opened my laptop to read and prepare myself for the clients I had today. She sat on the opposite side of me, drumming her fingers onto the table. “I’m waiting.”

I closed my laptop with a snap and then met her thrilled grin right in front of me. “He succeeded,” I said. “He didn’t watch porn for half the day, but it was hard for him—”

She laid her hand on mine. “Sweetheart … the size of his cock.”

I rolled my eyes and gave her a kick on her feet, although at this moment I wanted to spank her little ass more than anything. “It was way beyond average, at least girth-wise.”

“Compare it to something so I can see it in front of me,” she was already drooling as I came with the revelation.

I first got both of my fingers up, she just raised an eyebrow and looked slightly disappointed, but when I pulled them apart, inch for inch, her eyes then lit up. I then reached for the water bottle and held it up sideways. “The girth, I’m not even kidding with that one.”

“Wow, not even two hands will be enough for that beast,” she said and nudged my shoulder.

“Yeah, I told him if he went this day without porn, I would jerk him off naked and let him spray on my body.”

“Wow,” she said and looked more than thrilled. “Are you going there already?”

“It will then be more than thirty hours without his fix. He sure deserves it.”

“And if he succeeds, what will the next step be?”

“I will tell him to get a job. He should have gotten the confidence to send out some resumes by then. But that reward … I will hand it over to you, just to spice things up a bit.”

“Are you serious?” she said with her eyes wide open.

“What are friends for?” She wrapped her arms around me and squeezed her breasts against mine. “How do you want me to please him?” she purred.

I whispered close to her ears. “With your thick lips.”

“I will suck the cum out of his thick cock.”

“I thought it would even be better to give him a surprise during your follow-up meeting. You know, I will tell him to stay away from porn and then find a job, and in the middle give him a little booster reward when he will talk to you next week.”

She squeezed me harder in her arms. “How was the handjob?”

“His eyes rolled to the back of his skull.”

“You know I want more than that,” she said. I now felt some moisture between her legs. It reminded me it was a long time ago we’d had a lesbian moment together. She was a master at persuading others. A week ago, it would be unthinkable to give my son a helping hand. It was also unthinkable to make me lick a pussy years ago, but she’d managed to bury my tongue inside her deeper than anyone else had.

I glanced up at the clock. It was five minutes till my appointment. “I will explain it all during lunch break, but I owe you a big thank you. He is already looking a thousand times healthier.”




I drove home for the first in a long time without a lump in the back of my throat. The anxiety regarding Ron had lifted enormously. Since he hadn’t given me a call, I didn’t believe he had relapsed either. I mean, how could he when this was his biggest fetich. I was a bit tired of having Aisha all over me. She couldn’t stop talking about the size of his cock and every sensation as I’d pleasured him.

She was more than thrilled and couldn’t wait till Wednesday. When I came home, Ron wasn’t there. I texted him and he texted back that he’d gone out for a longer walk than usual. The text almost made me cry.

I started preparing the dinner and as soon as I heard his steps outside, I opened it for him. He’d showered, with one of my shampoos, although his hair was still long, he wore cleaner clothes. White cargo shorts and a matching shirt. The sight took my breath away. If a handjob could motivate him this much then what would sex do?

“Are you going to let me in?” he asked and kept his neck straighter than usual.

I stepped aside. “I’m sorry, you just look a bit different. In a positive way.”

He took off his shoes and pulled me in a hug. A move he’d never done before. It was always me taking the first initiative. “I feel a lot better too. I haven’t been twenty-four hours without porn in a long time, and I haven’t felt this sensation in years.”

My eyes welled and I was about to cry for him. “You make me proud Ron. Do you remember what I always told you? When you put your mind to something you always achieve wonders.”

“I do, but I wouldn’t stand her without your nudge.”

“Let’s eat, so we can get to your reward a bit quicker.”




I ate dinner quicker than usual. I craved his meat in my hands and wanted to reach out for him again. It was a mental barrier that had been blown to bits yesterday by one of his powerful blasts.




The night was here and while I stood there in my bedroom with my robe on, I couldn’t resist touching myself. I rubbed my pearl and then slipped a finger and then two inside my slit. To have his thick size widened me up. It made me melt. I stood there longer than necessary and kept fingering myself. It wasn’t till Ron shouted for me that my dream bubble popped. “Mom?” he called for me.

“A moment, hon,” I said. I washed my fingers with water and then hurried out of the bathroom. I knocked on his door and then stepped inside. The room was dark except for the table lamp, illuminating his long slender body and thick cock. He was stroking it slowly. He twisted to me and his curious eyes prowled over my body. I closed the door, and I took it extra slow to tease him a moment extra, loosening up the tie and then slowly slipping off the robe. It fell onto the floor and his mouth fell wide open. He drank in the sight of me, obviously being stuck at my breasts for a minute and then moving to my legs and my shaved pussy. “Wow, you look like a sculpted statue from Rome.”

I blushed. “I know my hips get a good deal of attention.”

I hopped on top of his bed and sunk between his two legs. As I reached my hands toward his dick, I made sure to squeeze my breasts together at the same time. I got my hands on his bar of steel again. A grip I had missed since I touched it for the first time yesterday. “Wow, you are even harder than yesterday.”

He let go of a deep breath as my hands started to work on his cock. “My libido has gone through the roof. I cold showered three times today but the pain eventually ebbed.” He leaned back and purred some more as I reached deeper. I then spat in my hands and smeared it all over his cock. “Can you smear some spit on your chest?” he begged as he kept staring at them.

I crawled up to him like a cat with my chest right in front of his face. “Spit on them.”

He spat right between my cleavage and then just stared wide-eyed as the saliva trailed down. “What are you waiting for?” I beckoned him. “Smear it.”

“Can I touch you?” he asked as if it were Christmas.

“Why not?” I giggled. I let his hands massage and grope my chest, smearing his spit till they gleamed with the help of the table light. My pussy was pulsing, and if this continued then I would reveal he was far from the only person enjoying this moment.

As he got to play with my breasts, I kept twisting my hands up and down his long and thick shaft, making him purr and gasp now and then. I tried to work him as slow and intimate as possible, dragging out every feeling of pleasure.

His hands then trailed down to my hips and he gripped the outer chunks of them. His eyes fell to my slit, and I leaned over to whisper to him by the pillow. “For another day, let’s not get too ahead of ourselves.”

“Sorry, this just feels like a dream.”

There wasn’t much separating us for now. It was just a foot away from my slick pussy to his hard throbbing meat. I even found the temptation to be hard to resist. If I had done this for myself, I wouldn’t hesitate to guide that throbbing bar right into me, taking him to the depths of my pink, sweet cave. But I reminded myself that I did this solely for him. I wasn’t selfish and I wanted him to get well again. Although I couldn’t hide it. I let it drip onto his bedsheet, some honey for him if he would notice.

“Gosh mom,” he gasped as I stroked him harder and harder. A drop of sweat trailed down from his forehead. The pleasure got so intense he couldn’t play with my boobs any longer. He gripped and held onto my hips. His nails sunk deeper as he arched his back like the half-moon. Then he jolted, almost as if struck by lightning. He blasted me right on the chest. The second hit my face and the third my waist. The droplets sprayed all over us as I kept milking the last drops of cum from his cock till it spilled like cream over my fingers.

He let out a groan and slumped back to bed. He ran his hand through his hair while his eyes disappeared into the back of his head.

I then took the chance to lick my fingers. I even purred myself as I had his load spilled all over me. I took the towel and cleaned ourselves well. “I haven’t seen such a powerful cumshot,” I told him and giggled as I made sure to clean him up.

His eyes rolled back, and he drank in my body again, the last moments before we would sleep. “I haven’t been holding it in so long in years. It feels like you took me to heaven. I mean your body, Christ.”

“I’m not usually shaved though. I just did it for you.” I slung the cum-stained towel over my shoulder and sat on my knees next to him.

“Some hair doesn’t hurt,” he said.

“I will let it grow for you then,” I said and kissed his cheek. “The next milestone will be a bit more challenging. If you go an entire week, I will give you a blowjob. I also want you to send out at least five resumes.”

I saw the return of the fire in his eyes, illuminating all that nasty anxiety. “You bet I will.”
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I woke up with drool trickling out the corner of my lips. That was the deepest slumber I’d ever experienced in my entire life. I’d prepared myself for nightmares as the porn withdrawals would get under my skin, but so far, I’d only been feeling well, more than well.

It felt like I was being tipped over the edge when I sprayed my cum all over her delicious chest. It wasn’t only that as well, but I’d also noticed a few golden drops leaking from her legs like fresh honey. I wondered if it came from her own fruit. It had already stained my bed sheet, but the aroma was like heaven.

I swung my legs off the bed and got dressed. I always donned fresh clothes from now on and even spent a long time trying to brush my hair. I had no motivation to be neatly groomed a few days ago. I lacked the energy and confidence and would rather remain a dirtbag.

As soon as I had gotten the breakfast in me, I scanned the web for job applications.

While I sat here with my laptop in front of me, suddenly out of nowhere, I felt the urge to click on some dirty sites. The impulsive urge to relieve myself hit me so hard my heart rate rose and so did my boner. I hovered the mouse over my bookmarked porn sites, and my fingers were sweaty, being able to slip any moment. “I can’t … I’ve never gotten so far … this fall will derail me.”

I then unbookmarked the pages. I dodged a bullet for now.




The next day, my first day without any release, was hell on earth. It had been different yesterday and the first evening, when my mom had been there to relieve my needs. Now it felt like ropes were coiling in both of my balls, making me twist in pain. I’d also had my first nightmare, being chased by pornstars famished for cock. In the end, I had to blast their faces with my powerful cumshot, I then woke up with a sticky mess. “Mom!” I shouted in the middle of the morning right when she was about to leave for work.

She stormed in. “What is it?”

I embarrassingly flipped my bedsheet over, showing her the sticky mess all over me. “I swore, I didn’t do anything. I just woke up and it was all over me.”

“Don’t worry hon,” she said and combed my slick hair. “It was just a wet dream.”

I’d heard about wet dreams before, but I’d never had one in my life. “I’ve never experienced that before.”

“It’s all good and healthy. It means you are making progress. The reason you didn’t have one before was because you were releasing everything throughout your day. You are healing.” She kissed my forehead.

“Thank you,” I said. “I still haven’t gotten any answers.” It was something that let me down more than anything. I didn’t just want to send out the resumes which was a part of her milestone, I wanted to land a job so she could become proud of me.

“So long as you send out your resumes, it’s good enough for me. You have to be patient. This won’t happen overnight.”

“Yeah,” I said but the weight weighed me down.

“Don’t forget your meeting with Aisha. It’s always good to have someone to talk to while you are recovering from this addiction. Don’t you ever claim a victory beforehand.”

“Yeah, you are right.”

She was sweet enough to clean up the mess on my waist. The rejections that I got from the jobs I had applied for devastated me. I didn’t feel that depleted or depressed, but this wasn’t pleasant either. I’d just realized, I had to find a job. I couldn’t leech off my mom for the rest of my life. It wasn’t fair that she woke up early in order to put food on my plate.

It was more than fortunate that I had someone to speak to today. Hopefully, Aisha would declutter my mind and get me back on track. I’m more than certain I could relapse if this pit right under me would widen.




I greeted Aisha again in her therapy room. Her hand felt even softer as she must have applied a new type of cream mixed with something sweet and sticky. I couldn’t quite figure out exactly what it was. This time she was only dressed in a crop top with a matching mini skirt and red stockings, looking more like a stripper than a psychologist. “So nice to see you again,” she said.

So nice to hear your sweet voice again I wanted to say. I reclined in the chaise lounge. She had made some changes to this room. She’d moved her chair, so close to me I could feel her minty breath flowing past me as she spoke. “I must say, you sure look a lot different than last time.”

I was glad she noted that. It lifted my mood during these difficult times. “I got some help from my mom. I wouldn’t have managed without her.”

“I see, a helping hand right?”

I nodded and should have known that a woman’s tongue is always on the loose. “Yeah, you can say that.”

“So, the addiction you opened up to me about last time, is it still there, or have you managed to taper down on your sessions?”

“I haven’t watched nor masturbated since we spoke last time. I’ve been porn free, but the last few days have been a struggle, and yesterday was painful. I was a moment away from relapsing.”

She now held onto her notes a bit harder. “I’m glad you have managed to get back to your feet so quickly, but a moment from relapsing doesn’t sound all that well. Excuse me while I open the window.” Her high heels clacked against the floor, she then stood there bent at the waist as she fumbled longer than necessary on the window, flashing her full moon right at my face. She then turned and caught me staring. I obviously looked away, embarrassed, but not quick enough to catch her grin. She came back and sat next to me, the bulge between my legs bigger. “Usually when someone is addicted there is usually something bad occurring that makes them want to return to their fix. They feel bad or get hit hard by something, has that happened to you?”

“Well, yes,” I said and it made sense when she said it. I’d no urge to return to porn when everything was well. “I promised my mom to send out a couple of resumes. I sent out ten and I got rejected by all of them. It felt like a blow.”

“Yes, rejections aren’t fun but they are a natural part of our lives. We all face rejections and we will all give rejections.”

“I guess my expectations were off,” I said.

She took a sip from her milk but spilled it all over her upper clothes. The white liquid streamed from her lips and dripped from her chin and down her cleavage in rivulets. I knew what it reminded me of, but I tried not to think about it as we had a serious discussion to talk about. “I’m sorry,” she excused herself and pulled the top over her till her breasts bounced free. It was just a bra covering her fresh tits. “You should always have expectations though,” she said. “That’s what makes you go forward in life.”

“I guess that’s true.”

“And you have already done better than what many other addicts out there have.”

“But I’m not immune to dangers, what if something really bad happens and I need to seek comfort somewhere? The first thing I will retreat to will be porn, and it will happen sooner than later.”

“You have to remain strong,” she said. “You have to accept there will be bumps in your life.”

“It’s easier said than done.”

“I would recommend you to spice things up on your resumes,” she offered as a tip. “They are seldom double-checked.”

“I’m not a good liar.”

“It’s going to be difficult in a world where everyone lies. On dating apps, men write all kinds of height and sizes, but it’s always a couple of added inches.”

“Maybe you are right. But to be honest, I don’t know how I will make it to the weekend. I don’t want to see my mom hurt.”

“Do you feel you need some stamina to get going?”

“Any help would be beneficial.” I thought she meant stamina in the form of conversation, but she then laid her notes aside. She crawled up to my chaise lounge and pushed my legs apart. She looked me in the eyes and I saw that they were filled with nothing else than lust. She then reached for my belt and unbuckled it, pulling it smoothly off the loops.

“Wow, what are you doing?”

“I’m giving you some stamina to continue onto your quest,” she said. “Addictions are tough, I’m sure you will benefit from this.” She pulled my pants down to my ankles and then went for the waistband of the underwear, rolling it down till my dick sprang up, swaying a little like a risen cobra. She caught it in her hands, her eyes already wide as she studied it in awe. “Viktoria wasn’t kidding, you are thick as a coke bottle.”

Her tiny hand was nowhere close to wrap around my cock. But her tiny delicate touches were all I needed. I settled into her light touch, seeing my mushroom tip appear and disappear as the foreskin rolled up and down. “Is it my breasts you’re looking for?”

“I’ve been looking at them for a while,” I said and then shuddered as her tiny hand moved down my shaft. She unhooked her bra and tossed it behind her back. Her two fruits dangled free like two bells.

“Are you getting bored of hands?” she asked, licking her lips and giving me a little hint about what was waiting for me.

“So long they are soft womanly hands then I have no complaints.”

“What about my lips … don’t you think it will feel good to have them wrapped around this beast?”

“Your lips, are you serious?” I asked in disbelief.

She wetted her lips once more and then pushed her pouted lips right onto my slit. She then opened her mouth and let gravity do the job as her beautiful face sank onto my cock. I got a hold of this chair. My cock stretched her smooth lips, not revealing a single crack or wrinkle. On her way up she left a thick greasy trail of her saliva mingled with her sweet lipstick.

As she rested on the peak of my cock, licking the slit, she went back down and devoured it raw. I tightened my grip. Her bell-shaped breasts started jumping front and back in the act. Her cute pink nipples tickled my thigh as her freckled face kept working the cobra. “Ah, Aisha, that feels so good.”

“I love your dick,” she tried to say but only a gargled sound came out as she spilled more saliva onto me. She loved it so much she didn’t want to take it out of her mouth when speaking. She went even deeper till the point the spear tickled the back of her throat. She gagged and had to submerge up from the tip, leaving a messy pile of saliva clinging from her lips to the head. It looked similar to a pile of pearly cum.

She then smeared her fluids all over the shaft, twisting her hands and then diving back down again. I clenched the seat to the point I was about to tear it in half. The most powerful sensation crisscrossed my body, making me squirm in pleasure. She worked both her hands harder while she bobbed up and down, getting closer and closer to suck out the cum from the tip.

I then reached in and grabbed her head, my fingers sliding through her fiery red hair and pumping her up and down. “Ah, Aisha,” I groaned. The hot sticky cum splashed inside her mouth. Her cheeks became so bloated with my salty semen, she opened her mouth and let a river of cum trail back to my seeping cock. To my surprise she then opened her mouth again and ran her tongue along the shaft, scooping up every drop and gulping it back down.

I let go of the chair and the beautiful redheaded woman. I was still so caught off guard. “Christ that felt good.”

“Do you think you will handle the remaining three days of the week now?” she teased, her pale breasts still jiggling in front of me and her bright red hair sat her tiny voluptuous body ablaze. “Think of your mom’s taboo lips on that thick meat.”

“I will do my best,” I said.

She shook her head and crawled up closer to me, her two breasts a breath away from my face. “You have to be confident.”

“I will succeed,” I said firmly and meant it.

“I’m rooting for you, as we delve deeper into this, I’m certain your mom will open up the doors for you wider and wider, taking you to places you have only dreamed of before.”
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I was more than worried yesterday when Aisha had told me how he’d been close to relapsing. It was true that a hard fall almost always made addicts turn to comfort. I wouldn’t have imagined the rejections to get him in that way.

I wasn’t going to lie either, the way she detailed that blowjob made me more than jealous, but it was more than necessary to keep him on the right track. He couldn’t lose now, especially since it will only be a day left till I could finally blow him myself.

It was a long time ago since I had tasted a fat cock. During the past years, I’ve had my tongue deep into Aisha’s slit and ever since I saw my son’s beast with my own eyes, I craved it more than anything. My need had gone unnoticed for way too long by now.

I wasn’t the only one who’d noticed my blooming hormones, Aisha herself had noticed I sat with my legs more spread than usual. She was there for me and wondered if I wanted to have a sleepover. I was more than glad she brought that up. I’d no idea how long I could go on with this waiting thrill to please my son.

I got home at the same time as Ron. He stood there in an ironed shirt, white cargo shorts and … he’d cut his hair as well. I stepped out of my car and pushed my shades up onto my forehead. Just by the sight of him made me spill a few drops myself. He was attractive. “What have you been up to?” I asked.

He smiled so sweetly as if he’d seized victory. “I got a job.”

I couldn’t hold in my joy either. I felt light as a feather and suddenly felt the urge to dance with him. I opened up my arms and pulled him into my embrace. I didn’t mind if I mashed his face with my breasts. He deserved them more than anything. “You have no idea how happy and proud you make me.”

“Mom, I need to breathe,” he said, my boobs muffling his voice.

I released him a little, but he still kept his eyes glued at my cleavage. “Where is it?”

“It’s at a local bakery downtown.”

“Ah, there are a lot of girls that work there as well,” I said and it only made me happier. If he will get a girlfriend then it will be the end of porn.

“I know, and I have another thing I want to tell you as well, I will start summer school to finish my grades for the past two months.”

“Oh, Ron, you are outdoing yourself now.” I had to pull him into another hug. I got emotional as pearly tears streamed down my cheeks.

“Are you crying?”

I released him a little and looked into the hazel eyes of his father. “What does it look like?” I sniveled and rubbed my hand against my cheeks. “You have taken such big steps in such a short amount of time.”

“It’s all because of you,” he said and looked into my eyes with confidence, for the first time in his adult life.

“When will you start?” I asked and wiped my face with the back of my hand.

“Now on Monday. I’m going to be busy next week since I have to prepare myself for summer school. Hopefully, I can finish a month earlier so I can have August off.”

“Come let’s go inside. What do you want for dinner? I will make you anything.”

“Steaks,” he said, his mouth already drooling.

“You got it.”

I fired up the grill and slapped the meat on there. It was a pleasure making food for him, pleasing him after all his progress.

When we ate outside, I was checking him out more than usual. He’d always been good-looking, but lack of confidence had weighed him down to a miser. I couldn’t lie it was hot seeing the bloody juice dribble down his cheeks, and I took it as a compliment as he finished his steak before I did. “You sure you don’t want anything else?” I asked him and wanted to be there for him as a servant.

“Nah, I’m good. That was delicious.”




After dinner, I prepared myself by the mirror, a skin-tight pencil dress with a plunging V-neck. I got down and to my surprise Ron was vacuuming the floor, just adding another layer to my warm fuzzy happiness. “You are outdoing yourself now,” I told him with a wink.

He stood there staring longer than usual. My forbidden curves got all of his attention. “Wow, you look stunning.”

“And so do you.”

“You have been working so hard for the past year and plus you have been there for me, so I just thought this was the least I could do for you.”

I gave him a well-deserved kiss right on his lips, stunning him as if he were about to tumble back. “I won’t come home till tomorrow evening … hang in there.”

“I will,” he said firmly and straightened his posture so it felt like he towered above me.




Aisha lived in a small but comfortable home. It was on a hill with a garden on a slope and with a lovely view across the town. She’d also been through relationships like any other woman, but she’d stopped dating and had told me she remained happy with one-night standers and having a fuck-buddy on the side. All of them were under the age of twenty-five.

I parked next to her car and made my way up her doorstep. “Just come in,” she shouted from inside. I pressed the door handle and stepped in. It was sparkling clean as always, but she always made some finishing touches when I arrived. The red ribbon hanging from the ceiling and the purple neon light and some candle lights were just a few of her erotic touches that she had to offer.

I knew there would be more.

She descended the stairs, newly showered and steaming hot. Her red hair hung behind her back and her fresh pale tits sat firmly on top of her chest. She startled me, in a good way. “Did you time the shower so I could see you naked?” I asked. It was already itching in my fingers to get near her flesh.

“Maybe,” she said and a blush spread across her cheeks. “But I wanted to prepare for you, and I wanted to be shaved this time. I wondered if you could give me some help, it’s hard to reach in there by myself.”

“Only if you will shave me.”

“Girl, you know I love this. It’s also such nice weather. I thought maybe we could do it outside.”

That’s what I loved about that woman. She always had something new in store for us. “Are you sure no one will see us?” I asked her.

“Not really,” she said with a giggle. “You look more than classy in your clothes.”

“You wanted a psychologist roleplay so that’s why I came in my work clothes.”

“You will have to remove a few garments for me to reach your slit.”

“That will be your job, but I have you first.” She led me outside. She’d already prepared the shaving gel, the razor and a bowl of warm water outside. In the middle of the garden ran a stream into a clean puddle filled with colorful beads. She lowered herself down on the bright green grass and spread her legs wide open for me. “Just let me undress a little at first,” I said as the hot sun touched my neck. It was steadily lowering on the horizon, making the light slant toward us, lightning up her pale skin and ginger hair. I undressed till I stood here with only a top and my pink panties on. “I’m so jealous of your tan,” she said. “It looks so good with your golden hair.”

“You look good with a tan too.”

“I just get sunburned,” she said. “I’m more than glad you wanted to come over, it was such a long time you and I had a sleepover.”

“I’m more than glad you brought it up,” I said and lowered myself onto the grass. “I needed this more than anything.”

“Hard to keep your fingers still knowing there is a delicious treat waiting for you in the house?”

“Something like that,” I said and caught the hunger in her eyes.

“I hope you aren’t jealous that I tasted him first.”

I shook my head and spread her legs apart. “I’m doing this for him, so my ego is out the window.” She’d let her hair grow considerably, a bush on fire. I could still see the pink treat hiding between the folds of her labia. She had the sexiest slit. It was crisp and pink as sweets, something you just wanted to bury your tongue in. I rubbed the shaving cream along with her hair and then gently started shaving her. “You sure you want it all gone?” I asked.

“To be honest,” she said. “I just like to have you between my legs.”

I had only shaved the edges so far. “Tell me if you want to leave some on top. Your rare hair color looks good on top of your pink slit.”

“I just don’t want you to get anything in your mouth while you dig your tongue in there.”

“I gotcha,” I told her and neatly shaved her. I then poured some of that warm water over her. She wiggled a little. The brief touches got to her. “How is it?”

She glanced down and spread her lips with her two fingers and then briefly rubbed her clit to see the hair on top of the mound. “Looks sexy.”

“I hope you will do just as good a job shaving me,” I told her and bent over to kiss her right on top of her butterfly, noticing she was a bit moister than before.

I lay down where she’d just been, the grass already warm from her body heat. I lifted my bottom so she could roll down my panties. “Your hips are so big,” she giggled and she struggled to get the panties off.

“If you only knew how many I have torn when trying to pull them off me.”

“A little treat for your son,” she said. “Guys love used panties.”

I just rolled my eyes. She applied the shaving gel and got to work. It tingled and those brief touches were enough to make me wiggle where I lay. She looked like a little fairy with a wand and she kept the magic going by carefully spilling the warm water over my sex. She then brushed it clean with her fingers and tongue, one intimate swipe and then a kiss at my clitoris. “Did I do my job properly?”

“Just another kiss.”

She pressed her lips on my clit again and then moved away. She did a similar triangle, looking equally as sexy as hers. “I love it.”

We got up and didn’t bother with the clothes. We settled on the veranda with cake and tea, delving into random subjects and gossip about clients. We weren’t allowed to speak about our clients because we swore to secrecy, but we were on the unrulier side. “If someone finds out, they will still visit us,” Aisha said. “You won’t find a pair of better-looking psychologists than us.”

I giggled at her and got another spoon of cake in my mouth. From nowhere Aisha leaned over and swiped her tongue on the upper part of my breast. “You spilled some cream on there,” she said with a giggle, reminding me that we were both naked.

“Why even bother with plates?” I said as a dirty idea struck me. “Let’s eat from each other’s pussies.”

She gasped. “I go first!”

I lay down on the couch, and she gently placed the cake right on my slit. She didn’t bother with the spoon and just ate with her mouth. She held onto my thick thighs as she got the cream and crumbs into her mouth. It tickled as she reached deeper and deeper, in the end, her tongue wiped me clean and was all over my pussy. My moisture helped her wash down the cake as I slowly started to arch my back of the pleasure. She licked her lips and looked up at me. “Now it’s your turn.”

“That felt so good,” I said and wished she could lick me further.

She lay down and now it was my turn to set my piece of cake right on her sex. It made me eat a lot quicker, wanting me to get near her wonderful fruit. The thick cream melted right on top of her pussy, making it look like the sweetest creampie. I giggled. “It seems like someone pumped a load inside you.”

“It’s all yours to lick.”

And I did, letting my tongue free and scooping up all the scream. I didn’t stop there as I’d gotten the taste of her in my mouth. Right before we even knew about it, we’d already rolled on top of each other. It has been months since we had the last sixty-nine. I pushed her fiery-looking pussy into my mouth and licked her upper and inner walls till she spilled her juice right on my face. I was equally as horny as I pushed my slit and tried to rub it across her face.

She made dirty slurping and kissing sounds as she continued to feast on me. It didn’t take long till both our licking got interrupted by moans of pleasure. Our fingers sunk deep into each other’s thighs. “I’m going to orgasm,” I said as my breathing deepened.

I pressed my tongue right on her clit and her entire body squirmed in pleasure. As she descended from the clouds, she tongue-kissed my clit till it was my turn to orgasm. “Ah, Aisha,” I moaned and pushed my soaked grapefruit right against her face. I then let go and got an arm on my slick forehead, not knowing whether it was sweat or her nectar.

The silver moon was the only light left in the sky. We hadn’t bothered with how much the clock was just enjoying ourselves in our private moment. She lay in my arms, her flaming hair spilled over my arm and her rare blue gems aimed directly at me. “We should prepare something really dirty for him, now that he’s climbed so far,” Aisha suggested. “To remind him forever that what women have to offer is way superior to his laptop.”

“I like the sound of that,” I admitted. “A dirty threesome?”

“Even better,” she whispered with a filthy giggle. “Make him find a girlfriend and let’s make it a foursome.”

I embraced her harder. What would my life look like without this beautiful woman?
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I started to feel more like a man as the days passed, lying here in my bed and having my mom’s lips clenched around my dick. I fondled her breasts as she surprisingly took me deeper than Aisha, almost to the depths of her throat, “Ah, that’s amazing.”

She gagged as she pushed it deeper into her, desperate to give a better head than her friend. She aimed her rare blue eyes at me and made the dirtiest slurping sounds. She came off with a pop but didn’t leave my cock hanging as her fingers were already clenched around it, rubbing her saliva like a bar of soap. “Where do you want to finish?” she offered, like on a silver platter.

“Let me finish on your face,” I said. I’d dreamed the scene many times, filling her dimples and her eyes, covering her entire face in my thick rich semen.

“You’ve been a good boy that has managed so well, how does this compare to the screen?” she asked. She got the cock in her mouth again and rubbed the sensitive head along the insides of her pink cheeks.

“I will never bother with virtual pleasure ever again,” I said, and I gasped as her throat muscles massaged my cock. Inch after inch disappeared into her mouth. There wasn’t much left of me now. I reached for a fistful of her hair and clenched it in a tail. “I’m right about to cum.”

She came off with a kiss at the slit then stroked it with both of her hands, aiming the slit right at her. “Cum for mommy,” she said.

I bit my lips and her final trigger got through me. Jets of molten cum hit her eyes and splashed over her cheeks. I groaned as her hands continued to milk me, drizzling more of the fat white globs all over her face. I glanced down and she was covered in a white thick sheet of cream. She had it spilled all over her fingers and she made sure to open her mouth to sweep my cock clean with her tongue.

I shuddered and was so flabbergasted that I found it hard to speak. “How can I ever repay this?” I asked her.

She licked the dribbling glob from her upper lip. “I’m doing this for you. You don’t have to repay me anything.”

“You are the sweetest woman on this planet,” I said. “I should give you something.”

“Seeing you happy will make me happy,” she said, refusing anything.

I wasn’t going to let it slide. I owed her a big one for this. She wiped her face with a towel, but droplets were still on her face and chest. “I wish you good luck on your first day tomorrow,” she said and flicked off the switch on the table. In all honesty, I wanted to drink in some more of her heavenly beauty. I’d noticed the triangle of hair on top of her pink pussy, just making me want to kiss it even more.

“Thank you, I got all the motivation I need now.”




It was my first day at work. My mom sure had sucked some of that nervousness off me. The boss had already told me that I was going to have an introduction with a girl named Sara. I met her in the hall, a blonde cutie-pie with the deepest dimples. She was above average height with a tight ass and fresh perky tits. Her white bakery clothes were a bit tighter than usual, something I didn’t complain about. “Sara,” she presented herself with a handshake.

Her touch was more than heavenly. I had struck gold by getting the job here. “Ron,” I said and to my surprise, I didn’t stammer or stutter at all.

She showed me the dressing room and told me to meet her upstairs. She went over the routine. How we each had a set of pastries to get ready for lunchtime. She moved to the kitchen items and how they all functioned and then we got right onto the first dough. “Are you a good baker?”

“I’m good enough, but I sure can’t compete with my mom.”

She chuckled. “No one can.”

I caught her admiring my arms as I rolled the dough with her. “We need strong guys like you here, I’m certain there will be more than one raise for you.”

“You aren’t afraid of competition?”

She placed her hand on her hip and gave me a look. “Don’t get too ahead of yourself now,” she said and pointed the rolling pin at me.

I raised my arms in the air and she just giggled. “Did you finish college early?”

“Nah, I got bored and wanted to work.” I didn’t consider it a lie, even though it was only half the truth.

“I also had trouble finishing school,” she admitted and inched closer to me as if she didn’t want anyone else to hear us. “I dropped out of high school.”

I saw it as a good sign that she opened up like that for me. “You are brave.”

She raised an eyebrow and stabbed herself with the rolling pin.

“Not many are willing to admit that,” I told her. “Most would probably just lie.”

“Thank you,” she said and her blush deepened. “It wasn’t voluntary though. I struggled earlier with addiction and then had to start working to sustain myself, but I’m sober and free now, feeling like a bird sometimes.”

“Hard to believe by your beauty that you struggled with addiction.” She just smiled demurely and kept rolling the dough. “I also have an addiction problem, which is what made me drop out of college.”

“Really?” she said with a hint of interest.

“Yeah, I struggled with porn addiction, now before you laugh, it was serious.”

“Sorry,” she said and wiped her lips. “No, you are right. I have heard of horror stories, especially in China and Japan. Here in the west, they don’t seem to recognize it as an addiction though.”

“They are dead wrong,” I said. “Masturbating eight times a day makes you depressed to the point you don’t have the energy to do anything in life.”

“Eight times a day?” she said and raised her eyebrows. “Now I see where that strength is coming from.”

I chuckled with her. The fat boss came in, huffing and puffing. “You are already on the dough? You got an entire hour at lunch to chat about, get back to work.”

We apologized and got back to work. I admired her work ethics more than anything. She wasn’t afraid to spill some cream on her face and worked with the thickest rolling pin. “When you have been exposed to more stressful situations,” she said and licked the sweets from her fingers. “Then this is just a piece of cake.”

We got the pastries out of the oven and let them cool off by the window. We could finally settle in peace in the lunchroom. “It must be a long time since you sobered up,” Sara said and nibbled on her sandwich, being more interested in me than her food. “You look healthy and very attractive. I can’t imagine someone you like masturbating six times a day.”

Something stirred inside me when she admitted she found me attractive. “This is actually my first week without porn since my childhood. My mom was there for me, giving me a helping hand.”

“Wow, you must have made some rapid progress,” she said. “I got into weed and alcohol early on but it then spilled over to opioids. It took months before I could sleep properly again.”

“I’ve realized you can’t survive by yourself,” I said and also didn’t find much interest in my lunch as I had that beautiful girl in front of me, with so much in common it felt surreal. “Without someone caring by your side, it’s more than likely that you will slip.”

“Yeah, I had my sister, she’s always been supportive. She gave me tips on the importance of switching routines since some of our daily activities can remind us of past trauma.”

“Interesting,” I said. “I haven’t heard that before, but it sure makes sense.”

We both glanced at the clock and we had ten minutes left and we’d barely even eaten. “Long time since I’ve had such a nice discussion. Let’s eat and get back to work,” she said with a smile.

This was more than striking gold.
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I was more than thrilled to see him. Especially after his first day at work. I licked my lips and missed the scent of him. He had a fresh salty taste, an aroma more common among younger men. It wasn’t only for me, but when I saw the thrill in his face and the orgasm building up slowly, it warmed my heart, especially as he sprayed his seeds all over my face.

I had what Aisha had told me in the back of my mind, a dirty foursome. I knew yesterday that he’d craved more from me. He wasn’t the only one, but I needed to be clear that I will spread my legs for him for his recovery and wellbeing and not some quick pleasurable act.

He already stood outside the restaurant, straighter than before. A new glow to his face that just got stronger as he got healthier. A day without a screen to watch sure made wonders to his health. I parked the car and greeted him with an intimate hug, making us look more like a cougar couple than mom and son. “How was it?”

“I’m exhausted,” he sighed.

“You look healthy and glowing though,” I told him and couldn’t see the fatigue he was talking about.

“It’s just that I look forward to this dinner,” he said.

“And so do I,” I said. We chose a seat on the balcony with a nice view across the park. The streets were bustling now that they returned home from work, along with the twittering birds on the blooming trees. “What are you going to order?” I asked him.

He scanned through the menu. “I’m feeling for sushi today.”

“I was about to say the same.”

“You always go for noodles though,” he pointed out.

“So do you,” I also pointed out.

“The colleague I was introduced with told me the importance of changing things now and then,” he said. “She claimed it did wonders to her wellbeing. I have no reason to doubt her.”

“I see,” I said and put my elbows on the table and propped my head up with both of my hands. “You are already getting to know the workers.”

“Yeah, of course, I’m not going to lie, I was a bit nervous. I didn’t quite know what to expect.”

“And the little expectations you had, did they live up to it?”

“Not really,” he said and blushed a little. “It was so much to keep in mind, it made my head spin.”

“It will spin less the more you get used to it,” I said and moved my hands away as the waitress served us our food. “Everything new is always a mess at the beginning.”

We dug in and he sure was hungry as he devoured his sushi quicker than i. “You sure you won’t need to order another one?”

“I’m fine,” he said with a laugh and dipped the salmon in the soya sauce.

I was more than thrilled to keep this inside of me. I didn’t know how to tell him or how he would react either. I was certain he knew beforehand it would lead to this. “Yesterday, I didn’t bring up the next milestone,” I told him in a lower voice.

He laid down his cutlery. The food suddenly got uninteresting as he leaned closer so not any curious people would hear us. “I was about to ask you,” he said in a low voice.

“Uhm,” I mumbled a little, the color on my cheeks deepening. “Overall, be honest, do you still have any urges?”

He nodded. “They only go away when you please me, but then after a few days, I still want to tame the urge. It’s just that what the actresses do in these clips are so sophisticated, I just want to know what it would feel like.”

She laid her hand on mine. “Please, hang in there, I’m glad you admitted you still feel the urge, and I’m more than proud you’ve stayed clean. I want you to find a girl, ask her out on a date, after that we can spend an evening, not in your bedroom — but mine.”

He melted a little when I revealed it to him. If he only knew what Aisha and I had in store for him. “Are you sure?” he asked as if it were too good to be true.

“I’m more than sure, you said it yourself. You have to know every feeling of what you have watched, so far you know a pair of hands and mouth is way better than the virtual machine, but not the real deal. Real intimacy there both of us get pleasured at once.”

“I …”

I patted his hand gently. “It’s okay. I will settle you into it. I will teach you everything there is to know. You don’t have to feel you have something to live up to.”

“You are the greatest person in this entire world is all I want to say,” he said, making me want to cry. “But asking a girl out … it’s never even been on my mind.”

“Did you find any pretty roses at your work?”

He blushed a little more, but thankfully didn’t lower his gaze but watched the clouds instead. “I did and we did have more than one discussion. It’s the girl that introduced me.”

“Tell me about her,” I stopped him immediately. As a woman, I was weak for gossip. “It was good we ordered sushi since it’s about to get cold.” I got another rice roll into my mouth and so did he.

“She is unbelievably cute, Sara, is her name, a bit of a talker.”

“All girls are,” I reminded him and was dying to squeeze out everything there was to know about this flower.

“Yeah, but she revealed quite a lot. She also had an addiction problem in her life, a high school dropout and has been self-sufficient since. She lives with her older sister not too far off from our place.”

“It’s good you have the addiction in common, just a little thing in common is strong enough to make you bond forever. I’m not saying you shouldn’t take any other girls on the side,” I said with a wink.

“To just get one … it seems as if I’m standing in front of a mountain trying to clamber there myself.”

“I’m here for you, don’t forget that.”

“I haven’t.”

“Well … give me some physical description,” I said and obviously hungered for her looks

“Don’t worry, she is no competitor to you,” he said and his eyes trailed down to my chest again.

“I can sleep in peace then,” I joked with him, and kicked his feet, making us look like two fresh lovers.

“She is as tall as I, a bit on the slender side although her perky tits do strain against her clothes. She also hits the gym and has a firm ass that she also joked she wanted to get bigger.”

“It seems like you had a bit more fun than expected,” I said and could already envision the tight and tall girl in front of me.

“Yeah, even if it was a lot of work it still was fun.”

I finished the last salmon on my plate and told him what he had to do. “Go for it, catch her before anyone else does.”

He took his eyes off my chest and then looked skyward. “I don’t think I have the confidence for that.”

“No,” I told him sternly. “There is no I think here, you have and you will. You can’t leave a single crack in your confidence or posture. She will be yours. You have to tell yourself that. It’s vital for men. It’s what makes them win wars and conquer businesses. It’s what made you leave your porn behind and stand up tall.”

“I get what you are saying, but girls sort of intimidate me a little.”

“I will let you know a little secret,” I said and pulled him in close for this one. “Men intimidate girls more.”

“What?” he questioned as if I told him the earth is flat.

“It’s true, girls are shyer and more scared of men when it comes to making the first move. It’s rarely the girl who will make the first move. With the exception, she is a well-known model and you are wealthy, but there aren’t many supermodels out there, even if she is a ten, I can guarantee you, even if she is drooling over you, she will never ask you out and just the thought will intimidate her to the point she dreams of you raping her.”

“What the hell,” he questioned. “Is that really the case?”

“I know, I have decades of experience under my belt,” I said and slung my hair over my shoulders, “or panties if you will.”

He drew in a deep breath as a fresh breeze winnowed by him and rustled his chin-length hair. It dawned on him what he had to do as if this was his second puberty.




“Did you spill the beans yesterday after you met him after work?” Aisha wanted to know. It was another lunch break and our precious rooftop was occupied once again. She’d brought blueberry muffins this time, sweet and fluffy just like her own two buns. We’d been too busy this morning, so I knew now that we had some fresh air she wanted to get straight to it.

“Not exactly the foursome which you mentioned,” I said. She suddenly extended her hand and reached into my cleavage. She brought up a big crumb and put it in her mouth.

“I’m sorry,” she said with a giggle. “I couldn’t let it lay there, it was way too tasty to waste.”

I just smiled at her. “But I did tell him if he would invite a girl out, I promised to spread his legs for him.”

She coughed out the milk she’d just sipped on. She got some on her chest, still pale as cream. It was a miracle how she dodged the sun in this heat, especially while wearing a teardrop bikini. “Already starting the fun without me?” She made a little fake sad face, but I had a feeling she actually got a lump in the back of her throat, and it wasn’t my son’s cock she’d hoped for.

“What, do you think we should just throw a foursome right at him?”

She nodded greedily, her boobs bouncing with her eagerness. “Get down and dirty.”

“I need to settle him into it,” I told her. “He’s made such rapid progress but I can’t expect him to act like a pornstar and handle four females at once.”

“No,” she said. “It will be us handling him.”

“You dirty girl,” I told her. I wondered whenever she was talking to her clients if a stream of smut just got out her mouth as well.

“Don’t just look at the naughty side,” she said. “You told me how he still had cravings because the actress performed stuff which he hadn’t experienced yet. If we will pull him right down the dirtiest path, then there will be no looking back.”

“He settled into the hand and blowjob. We will settle him into the naughtier things, just be patient.”

I got a text which was unusual during this time. “Oh, it’s from Ron,” I said and locked open the phone.

“Give it to me,” she said, her hardening nipples were about to slice a hole in her bra.

Guess who has a date this week? I will be waiting for you, in your bedroom this evening. I grinned as my pussy turned into warm liquid. I showed her the text and she licked her lips. “You can’t leave a single detail out of this one.

“Don’t worry,” I told her. “It will be a night he will never forget.”
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Sara embraced me, her sweet perfume still lingering on her neck even after a hard day at work. “I will see you during the weekend then,” she said.

We’d just gotten closer during work, our hips bumping into each other and our hands accidentally touching. It was something strong that pulled us together and I had then seized the moment to ask her out. She was more than relieved and said yes immediately and then swapped phone numbers shortly after. “We sure will,” I said and held onto her a bit longer before releasing her, making sure she knew who the man was.

I let go of her hand, like a beautiful flower slipping past my fingers, but I will catch it back, not too long from now. On my way home I just couldn’t believe how easy that was. I’d been several times in the bathroom splashing cold water on my face.

I then took myself by the collar and clenched my grip as I straight up asked her as firmly as I could. I’d never imagined it would be like that, but I had my stepmom to thank. Sweet Viktoria, the guardian angel of my life.

That was the other thing. This evening will be when I will finally lose my virginity.

I got home and was greeted by my stepmom. She was dressed in a blue summer dress and her hair hung freely in loose curls. Even though she’d hid her curves beneath the fabric, she looked stunning. “I wanted us to enjoy a nice dinner together before descending into the bed together. I hope this won’t make you too excited.”

Just knowing that I would finally enjoy her, made me more than excited. I knew it would be a struggle to hide it.

She’d fired up the grill and slapped two steaks on there. I don’t know what it was with the steaks but it was like pouring gasoline on my already raging libido. “There is a lot more in you than you guess,” she said and enjoyed another slice of meat.

“I was nervous though,” I told her. “And I’m also a bit nervous for tonight.”

She laid her hand over mine. “You have nothing to be nervous over. I will guide you through everything.”

She was more than a mother figure for me. And I was more than grateful to have her by my side. We finished the dinner with some ice cream and small talk. She gave some ideas for our upcoming dates and told me not to wait to make the first move. “Young girls are as horny as young men,” she lectured me. “Invite her home and take her clothes off. She wants that dick just as much as I do.”

“I’ve read about waiting with sex till the third date,” I told her.

She waved her hand. “Articles written by cucks and virgins. You can trust me.”

I chuckled.

“Let me just clean myself,” she said and rose. It was a crimson sky, deep purple colors, looking like another erotic touch. “I will tell you when I’m ready.

I waited for more than half an hour. I started to question whether she was teasing me with this waiting. “Mom, are you ready?”

“Let me, just make myself look pretty,” she said from her bedroom.

The anticipation made me rock hard. “You look pretty already,” I told her, which came from the bottom of my heart.

“Please, just a few finishing touches, you won’t regret it.”

It was difficult not to stroke myself. It was so tempting. I was more surprised that the excitement hadn’t derailed me and made me splash before I’d even entered her bedroom. “Come in, sweety.”

I let out a deep breath and pressed open the door handle. She’d pulled the curtains together, leaving this room in a dim shade except for the purple strips of neon light. She lay on her bed, her blonde beautiful hair spilling over the red cushions and red fur, looking like molten gold. She was covered in her purple robe. The knot was tied tightly. She fingered the knot and smiled at me seductively. “It’s time for you to tie this up.”

I drank in the sight of her and made my way to her which felt like slow motion. For the first time in my life, I crawled up to her king-sized bed. She’d already spread her legs for me, leaving enough room for me to sit there. I tied up the knot and opened the forbidden doors. She’d a red ribbon over her breasts. I chuckled in ecstasy. “It looks hot,” I told her and confirmed it by adding an extra inch to my already rock-hard erection.

“Why don’t you start between my legs,” she said and widened them a bit more.

“It looks like you’ve also been waiting for this moment,” I said and winked at her.

She blushed and found it difficult to admit. “Yes, I also have my needs. But this is still about you.”

I lowered my head down to her pussy. Her high mound and swollen lips were already soaked like a sponge. I began touching around in curiosity, reaching into the taboo folds. I spread them and marveled at the female art. The heavenly scent seized me and pulled me closer till my nose was already touching her sweet pearl on top and my lips were right on her wings. I opened my mouth and let my tongue loose, taking out all my horny teenage dreams and not holding anything in as my tongue swiped her lips. It was the tastiest honey I’d ever sucked on. I moved my eyes further up as my fingers kept exploring her pink walls. I got out my tongue and pressed it at her pearl, hidden in the folds of her labia like a clam. I kept pushing my tongue and I stirred some motion in her. Her legs were slowly enclosing me the deeper I probed her and, in the end, her great chest heaved till her back was arched like a bent bow. “Did you nibble on Sara without telling me?” she asked and genuinely searched my face. “You know how to lick a woman.”

I shook my head. “I guess you learn a couple of things when watching dirty films.”

She waved her hand dismissively. “You don’t need those miserable films in your life. It should be you pounding girl after girl and not you watching.”

I stroked my cock. I could already feel a drop of precum slowly making its way out of my slit. She saw the pearl and grinned. I then took off the ribbon as if unwrapping a gift while she spoke. “What type of position would you like to try out?”

“One where I can please her as much as possible,” I said. I also wanted to please her, giving her a gift back after everything she’d done to me. It should have been me taking off the ribbon from my cock and not vice versa.

“I gotcha,” she said and flipped to the side, her enormous bottom facing me, while her delicious front faced the mirror. “Lift my leg and enter me from the side. If you get too excited, take a deep breath or two. You need to last, but don’t worry, you are doing this with me now, so if you happened to splash the moment you enter me, we can just wait till you will get hard again.”

I recognized the position. I spooned her from the back. Just to lay her with her body pressed against mine would render me enough pleasure, but then it was her honeycomb between her legs waiting for me as well. I got a hold of her leg and lifted it in the air.

My cock was already hard as concrete. I didn’t need to guide it with my hand as the head already knocked on her sweet lips, searching and rubbing around till it found her hole. I pushed inside and the warmest and most pleasurable sensation seized me as I sank deep into her forbidden hole. I gasped. The first dip felt stronger than any orgasm I’d ever experienced. It was like my bar of metal melted into her comb, and what I feared to happen happened. My eyes suddenly rolled to the back of the skull and the pleasure crisscrossed my entire body. I jolted as I deposited the load right inside her. “Oh my god,” I breathed and couldn’t believe it.

My mom twisted her neck and kissed me. “Don’t even worry about it. I knew this would happen.”

I was speechless. “I’ve never felt anything like that … the pleasure was just too intense.”

“I know,” she said and let my cock slip out of her, bringing out a river of cum. “I prepared for this, don’t worry.”

I was yet again more than thankful that she will guide this through me. “What an embarrassment if this would have happened to her.”

“It would have been inevitable,” she said and reached down to get a hold of my swaying cock, giving it a stroke of love as she kept her seductive eye contact with me. “Since she will be tighter as well.”

“How am I supposed to last?” I asked. Just the thought of entering that hole of heaven washed me over with excitement.

“You need to breathe,” she said and kept her fingers on my chest as she still held onto my cock, making it slightly harder as she kept pumping it back to life. “Also, the more you get used to the touch of the female’s sex, the less excited you will be.”

“So, sex will be less pleasurable?” I asked.

She shook her head. “No, the opposite, as you will reach deeper into a woman, the climax will only get stronger. Just what you recently felt but dragged out and longer-lasting. It’s a reason mother nature made the most vital act, to breed, the most powerful experience.”

“What would my life be without you,” I said and felt more than safe in her caring hands.

She pushed her soft, experienced lips right onto mine, settling in for a brief but wet kiss. “Are you ready?” she asked, her hot breath winnowing straight to my face.

“I think so,” I mumbled and licked her saliva from my lips.

She pushed her honey-soaked finger over my mouth. “Confidence.”

“Roll over to the side,” I told her with firm eye contact.

“Now you are talking,” she said and let go of my hard cock.

I lifted her leg and breathed in deeply. My cock found her hole once again and I entered her. I breathed deeper as I sank inside. It was a struggle, as my fat cock stretched her, I felt her walls tightening around my dick. I closed my eyes and deepened my breath. I reached her depths and then pulled back without pulling a river of embarrassing cum with me. I then pushed in again and relaxed. “I’m fucking you,” I whispered.

“Yes, you are,” she whispered back. “Do you know why this is one of the best positions for pleasuring a woman?”

“Tell me before I burst,” I chuckled in joy as her walls kept massaging my cock.

She chuckled with me. “You have a free hand, give my clitoris a few touches here and there, go with the flow. My breasts also like to be fondled with and perhaps finish it off with a kiss on my neck.”

She gave me all those delicious tasks on the side. It was a friendly reminder it was more to this than just in and out. I pumped my cock in a slow steady rhythm in and out of her. I then reached between her legs and fingered her clitoris. She squirmed a little. That sure was some powerful touches. I then moved up and fondled her warm breasts soft as dough. I quickened my pace and then saw how they slapped her. The movement of her breasts rolling up and down her chest was like fuel to my erection. Her breath deepened as I found the rhythm and held the steady pace. I felt the sensation build up at the tip of my cock. I thrust her more aggressively as I gripped her flesh, not being afraid to let my fingers sink into her skin. Her moans rose. “Ah, that’s it,” she cried.

I stabbed her deeper and harder. Her walls were so soaked I didn’t even have to push into her. Her wetness spilled all over our legs. The sound of me slapping her mingled with our moans. We ascended to heaven, far above the clouds and brought the most pleasurable sensation with us. I then kissed her neck and we arched our backs at the same time, my seeds shooting out from my slit entering hers in a moment of mutual pleasure. We gasped both, the desire so intense it knocked us both down from the clouds.

We descended from heaven. I hadn’t even noticed, but both of our bodies gleamed in fresh perspiration and fluids from both of our sex. I pulled out my seeping cock, and watched her a little longer as the cum trickled out the corner of her lips: a delicious creampie.

“It felt as if I reached heaven for a moment,” I broke the silence. The second time made me even more speechless than the first.

She breathed in and out. Her eyes had disappeared to the back of her head. It took her a few breaths before they rolled back to her sockets. “Yeah, you pushed the right button, and all that on the second go.”

“Did I make you orgasm?”

“Don’t play stupid,” she said with a chuckle. “I was about to squirm out of bed. The way you held me … you held me like a man. It turned me on more than you can imagine.”

“Now I know how to handle Sara.”

“You will make her sneak up into your bed and back her young ass against your crotch for the rest of your life.”

I chuckled. “I like the sound of that.”

“If you have a few questions,” she said. “Don’t be afraid to ask while mommy is here.”

“I’m still afraid of cuming too quickly.”

“You will hang in there,” she told me with firm eye contact. “But, during foreplay, spend as much time licking her, making her as warm as possible. That way you don’t have to fuck her for so long to make her orgasm.”

“Thank you,” I told her. “Good tip … should I sleep with you or go back to my bed?”

She laid her hand on my shoulder. “A woman never likes to sleep alone. We have broken the barrier, so why not cuddle up together?”

I spooned her from the side and kept my right hand on her breasts. “Good night.”

“Good night and good luck tomorrow.”

I kissed her neck and dozed to sleep.




It was difficult to describe the sensation yesterday, on top of that I had the best sleep of my life. I woke up with my morning wood nestled deep into the crack of my stepmom’s ass. When she woke up first and rose, then I noticed pearls of precum stringing from my slit to her inner ass cheek.

She was going to spend her day with Aisha and a couple of her friends, so I had the entire day for myself. I was pretty certain she hinted, to invite her home later, so perhaps I could dip my cock inside her as well, giving her the same fucking I’d given my mom yesterday.

I was in the bathroom with the window open. The bristling heat made me sweat as I stood there, butt naked, and carefully chose my outfit. I didn’t want to seem like a homosexual, but I needed to dress decently in front of Sara. I’d picked my nicest two-buttoned collared shirt and a pair of matching shorts. I made sure to roll the deodorant under my arms and then considered myself ready.

My mom had left a couple of roast beef sandwiches ready for me which I devoured with pleasure. I glanced at the clock and it was time. My first date.




Halfway there, three shady-looking guys walked toward me. They spread out so they occupied the space of the sidewalk. The guy in the middle aimed his eyes at me, and I knew he wanted something from me. His jet-black hair was combed back. He wore baggy jeans and an Adidas sweater in this bristling heat.

I had to stop before bumping right into him. He quickly darted his hand to my collar, clenching it in his grip. I gasped and struggled to look into his eyes as they drilled into me. “Ron?”

“Uhm yeah,” I said, shrinking under his menacing shadow.

He cleared his throat and spat right in my face. “Come with us, I will teach you little shit a lesson for messing around with my girl.”

I swallowed hard. With the help of his friends, they hauled me into a shady tunnel, shielded from the street. I froze and didn’t know how to react. I’d never been robbed or confronted in my entire life. “Give me your wallet,” he said and kept his fist clenched.

I meekly fumbled for it in my pocket and gave it to him with trembling fingers. Then one of his friends kicked me right in the stomach so I fell to my knees against the concrete, coughing. The guy in the middle lifted my chin, forcing me to look into his dark eyes. “What makes a piece of shit like you think you can flirt and invite Sara for a date?”

“I d-didn’t know she was t-taken,” I stammered and felt tears welling in my eyes.

“A hot chick like her not taken?” He cleared his throat and spat at me again.

One of his friends kicked me again in the abdomen. The pain shot through me as I struggled to breathe. “P-please, I will go back home. D-don’t hurt me.”

They all sniggered. “Did you hear that? You have to start speaking like a man instead of oinking like a pig.”

“Let me g-go home,” I begged with my hands pressed against my painful abdomen.

“You little bitch, that’s what you are.”

He yanked my face up again and all three of them spat me right in the face. “Looks like someone blew a load on this homo’s face.”

They all sniggered. “Where’s your purse you little pussy?”

“Please,” I sniveled, my lower lip quivering.

“You cry like a little baby, what are you going to do, go back to mommy?”

I sniffled and started crying with my head bent. He then kicked me again and I fell back to the concrete, hoping they’d left but they all stood and surrounded me. One of the guy’s phones suddenly rang. I then took the chance and sprang up to my feet and ran away, back home.

“Look at that, little piggy can run!”




As soon as I got back home, I wiped my eyes. I felt devastated and weak. I just sat there and let the humiliating spit dribble down from my face. It wasn’t only the physical pain of getting kicked right in the belly, but the mental pain, something which I had never been good at processing. The tears kept streaming past my cheeks. I reached for some tissue paper to wipe the filthy saliva from me. The degradation just made me cry more. I wanted to disappear or run away, never to see the light of the day. I started shaking like a leaf, my entire body in pain. I couldn’t handle this agony. It was about to break me to pieces.

I retreated up to my bedroom. I was desperate for comfort and turned my laptop right on. The tears stopped streaming on my cheeks as I typed in my favorite porn site. A rush of dopamine flooded my brain as I was reminded of the good old sticky days. I smiled despite what had just happened and unbuckled my belt and pulled my pants down to my ankles.

I binged like never before.
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I had never had such a fun evening with my friends. It even felt better when I could return home and know that everything was well with Ron. I’d told them about him, and they were all surprised over his impressive progress. I knew there was more to him. And I even chuckled at myself when thinking of walking in on him while pounding his new girl.

I quickly locked up the door and was more than thrilled for this moment. I was a bit disappointed when I didn’t see any girly shoes in the foyer but quickly felt better as I didn’t see his either. He probably decided to take it to her home instead.

I checked my phone but didn’t find any texts from him, which was more than odd since I would have been certain he should have told me. I thought a bit further and thought it was even more strange he hadn’t told me anything about how the date went. Right when he invited her for a date, he texted me immediately. I tried calling his phone number but it went straight to voicemail.

“Ron?” I shouted from the stairs. “Are you there?” I carefully tread up the stairs and then went into his bedroom. I halted at the threshold and gasped in shock. His bin was welling with crumpled tissue paper and his laptop was still turned on. On his desk were fresh globs of cum. I accidentally touched the mouse and the screen popped open. Twenty different tabs with pure porn. I staggered back till I hit the wall and kept my right hand over my thumping chest. “Oh my.” It stabbed my heart. Something terrible must have happened.

I quickly rushed down the stairs and dialed his number. It went again to voicemail. “Ron, it’s Viktoria, please call me as soon as you get this.”

It stressed me out as I paced back and forth in the living room. I had to go out and search for him. I knew there was a little lake he usually walked by whenever he felt really depressed. I had to start looking somewhere. It felt like a knife was twisting in my gut.




He sat on the bench with his head bent. He kept staring into the ground, shuffling his feet around. Something weighed his neck down and it wasn’t a pretty sight. “Ron?” I carefully said not to startle him. He didn’t move an inch as I sat next to him. He was the same boy as two weeks ago. All the progress had gone up in smoke. “Ron, please say something.” I tried to nudge some life into him, but he looked lifeless and pale.

“I’m sorry,” he finally mumbled. “Something happened and I just fell.”

“What happened?” I asked and was dying to know.

“I’m just too embarrassed,” he sniveled.

I wanted to sigh but not make him hear it. Not this again. I thought we’d gotten closer there he could open up even embarrassing subjects for me. If it was the porn then I had no understanding of why he didn’t tell me. He did so weeks ago. “Ron, did you relapse?” I asked him firmly and got a hold of his tear-stained hand. “If so, I’m not mad at you or anything. You did several weeks on your first attempt, not many can accomplish such a thing, especially after dealing with years of addiction.”

“It wasn’t the fact that I binged like mad,” he said. “It was what led me to it, something happened before.”

I should have guessed. “Didn’t the date go as planned?”

“Do you mind if I can talk with Aisha tomorrow? It helped first when opening up about the pornography addiction.”

“Of course, hon,” I said and wrapped my arms around him. “She will talk to you tomorrow and put you back on track.”

“Thanks,” he mumbled.

“But come, you can’t be sitting here for the rest of the night.” I pulled him up to his feet and it was a wretched sight seeing him like that. Especially after finally seeing him turn into a man.
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Here I was again, depleted and weak. I had my dirty hoodie on and my hands stuffed into the front pocket. A cap shaded the sun and hid my embarrassed face. I had no idea what to do at work tomorrow. How could I face that girl again? We had so much in common, like the perfect match. Yet I was weak and didn’t have the strength to hold onto her. I sighed.

I went up to my mom’s psychologist clinic. I was greeted by Aisha. She looked more beautiful than ever with her red lipstick and dark eyelashes. Yet her beauty didn’t interest me. I found it hard to look her in the eyes again. “Come on,” she said and understood straight away that something was terribly wrong with me. I got comfortable in the chaise lounge and knew I had to in order to tell her what bothered me. “You look quite different from last time we met.”

I already guessed it would come as a shock to her. My mom probably had told her proudly how I’d managed so well and was already going out on a date. Here I was and had hit rock bottom again. “I completely relapsed yesterday.”

I didn’t have to mention it for her to see that. “Gosh, I’m so sorry. Did you only masturbate yesterday or this morning as well?”

“No, only yesterday,” I said.

“That’s a good sign then,” she noted and put me in a better mood. “How did this happen exactly? I can imagine it wasn’t an urge, but an obstacle that you sort of faced, correct?”

I nodded. “That’s what I didn’t tell my mom yesterday. I was too embarrassed. On my way to my date, appearently this girl Sara had a boyfriend. It sounds fishy, I know. He and a couple of other guys beat me up, robbed me and threatened me if I would see her again.”

“I see,” Aisha said, sounding sadder than usual.

“Nothing like that has ever happened to me, and I felt so bad afterward, and also embarrassed.”

“I must tell you something — you shouldn’t give up on that girl.”

I blinked and then for the first time lifted my gaze to hers. I had a hard time believing what she was telling me. “Sara told me before she had addiction issues. It seems like her boyfriend is some sort of a drug dealer.”

“I still hold onto what I said,” she said firmly. “You should be the one beating up him.”

The way she talked was enchanting. I’d been stuck at my laptop for most of my life. I’d never thought of beating someone up. “I don’t even know how to make a fist,” I told her.

“And a few days ago, you didn’t know how to please a woman either. There is a beginning for everything.”

“I … I don’t know what to say,” I said, flabbergasted.

“Do you need some motivation?” she asked and I caught a grin at the corner of her lips. “Your mom is my best friend, and anything to make her happy will please me as well.”

“I … I wouldn’t say no to that,” I said and could only imagine what she meant by that.

“Pick up boxing and learn to defend yourself. I will then motivate you from then on,” she said and unbuttoned her blouse and then unclasped her bra right in front of my face, still pale as milk. “But it won’t be these two.” She spread her legs for me, letting the aroma of her grapefruit free in this room. “It will be my sweet, pink little pussy.”

I picked myself up from the chaise lounge. “Do you mind if we stop this talk earlier?”

“Not at all,” she said with a sly grin of success. “The quicker you will get there the better. I will be waiting for you, keep that in mind.”




After work tomorrow, I was going straight to the gym. After speaking to Aisha, she’d fueled me with motivation. It was more than magical the way her words made their way straight to my heart. My mom pulled up the driveway and to the back of the house. I regretted that our talk had ended earlier than usual since I still had some questions.

“Ron?”

“I’m on the veranda,” I told her.

“I’m glad to see you,” she said. She sat down next to me. “Aisha told me what happened to you if you don’t want to tell. You haven’t gone to a doctor to get you checked up?”

“I’m fine,” I said and brushed her idea away. “I’m more mentally hurt than physically. Aisha told me something. She recommended that I fight back, but I’m unsure since they are more than me.”

“What she said was right. You always have to fight like a man,” my mom told me. “The girls will always look at you as their protector. If some other stronger guy will get to you, then they most likely will bring the girl with them. If you want Sara, I agree with Aisha, pick up a sport and get back at him.”

It sounded even more real when my mom told me. “Do you think I can do this?”

She shook her head. “Confidence.”

It dawned on me. “I will do this.”




The next day I didn’t see Sara at work. I’d heard she’d called herself sick. I was more than pumped to get started at the gym. I’d already brought my bag with me and had bought a pair of boxing gloves on my way

At the gym, straight into the locker room, I saw a taller guy next to me. I must have struck gold since a pair of gloves dangled from his backpack. “Do you box?” I asked him. It was unthinkable that I would go up to a taller guy like this before.

“I sure do,” he said. “I see your gloves hanging there as well.”

“I bought them today,” I told him and met his gaze. “That’s why I’m here, looking for a sparring partner.”

“I’m a beginner myself,” he opened up his arms to me. “So, we sure can spar together.”

I extended my hand to him and he accepted it with a grin. “Ron,” I told him.

He chuckled. “I guess I will be Ron two then.”

We instantly clicked. He showed me around the gym when I told him it was my first time here. The sacks were rarely occupied during this time of the day, so he told me I was fortunate to have come now. He taught me how to properly throw a punch, to not flare the elbow and don’t tighten the arms. “Like a whip,” he said and demonstrated a light punch at the bag. “And don’t push your punch. It should snap back immediately.”

I punched the bag and his eyes widened in surprise. “That’s damn good,” he said and gave me a brofist.




We met every day of the week. Once I got a hold of how to throw punches, we swapped turns sparring. We did all kinds of exercises, throwing medicine balls at each other’s abdomen, shadow boxing drills and bodyweight exercises. I progressed rapidly as we were there to pump each other up.

A week later, we were shirtless out in the scorching heat. I swung my right fist at his glow and then ducked as he swung with his other hand. I started getting the rhythm, started understanding the bend of the knees and turning my torso, rising when he wasn’t prepared for it and striking back. “That’s good man,” he said and raised his hand for a break. He wiped the sweat from his brow and we retreated into the shade. “That’s some mad progression,” Ron two said and handed me another brofist.

“It feels like I got fire in my hands,” I told him and pushed off my sweaty gloves.

“You sure do man,” he said and wiped his face with a towel. “Dude, let’s take a break and go see a movie or something. I haven’t trained this hard in years”

“I would love to … a fighter movie.”

“Hell yeah man,” he said and was more than hyped and so was I.




As I progressed, my confidence just rose to new levels. While passing the street, I no longer went with my head bent. I no longer was fearful when keeping eye contact. I didn’t let anyone get through me. Even my mom noticed as I devoured dinner with her. “Extra hungry,” she noted.

“Work and training,” I said and shoveled the food in my mouth. I had gotten noticeably larger. It wasn’t that ideal for boxing but the extra mass made me more self-assured. It was something Ron two had told me as well, confidence matters in boxing. It will give you that extra edge – that extra edge to smash the face of that drug dealer.

“I’m not even going to ask how the addiction is going,” she said. “And especially now that you are strong enough to face most things in life.”

I agreed. “I still think of it now and then,” I had to admit. “There are certain acts I have to experience before letting go of it completely.”

“We’ll get there, don’t worry,” she said and winked. “By the way, Aisha will stop over for a cup of coffee,” she added. “She forgot something in my car, so while she’s still here I thought why not. I hope you don’t mind.”

“Of course not,” I said. “I’m happy whenever I see that red-headed beauty.”

My mom returned my grin. “I have a feeling she forgot something in my car with purpose, just so she could come over.”

And I believed mom was right when I saw her step out of her car. I almost lost my jaw. She wore a light blue summer dress that hugged her body. I noticed the lip of the white lace bra near the V-cut from her delicious cleavage billowed from the opening. Her red hair fell about her shoulders, glistening as if dusted with rubies. My boner threatened to burst right through the table. Viktoria just rolled her eyes. I had a feeling she knew something which I didn’t. “It will be brief, don’t worry.”

She opened the door for her and they embraced each other like usual. “Forgive me for being clumsy.”

“Never,” mom told her with a chuckle and to my surprise heard what I believed to be a spank. “I just need to go to the bathroom. You can wait for me on the veranda.

Aisha waited till mom went away. She quickly came over to me, wrapped her soft hands around my back and pushed her body against mine. The scent of her honey had never been so strong between her legs. “God, look how hot you’ve become,” she drooled.

“Your clothes,” I murmured and my cock straightened even further as she mashed breasts onto my chest.

“Do you like them?”

“I love them,” I murmured and kept my eyes glued on her wonderful body.

“I’ll wear them for you tomorrow during our meeting. I’ll give you that little savage boost so you can go fetch that girl of yours.”

“Hmm,” I drooled and could already tell it would be difficult falling asleep tonight.
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I’d told them I would leave, but I’d just waited at the stairs. I wouldn’t want to miss seeing them two in full action. I’d been thinking a lot more about Ron lately. It was difficult to say with a straight face that I did this for him any longer. He’d just grown so rapidly in such a short amount of time. Now he stood there with more muscles on his body and with a skill that would make him a protector.

I was more than glad he’d picked himself up so quickly from that painful fall. Hopefully, soon we could seal his addiction for good with a good foursome that Aisha had drooled over for so long. I went up and carefully pressed the door handle down. To my surprise, I noticed they’d forgotten to close the door to her therapy room. It must have been getting hot in there so they had to ignore it.

The door had been left ajar and I heard the dirtiest sucking sounds. I peeked in and saw my son suck her two pale breasts. The nipples were pink and wet like sweet fruits. He stood there bare-chested and Aisha sat on top of the table with her legs spread, only her mini skirt covering her up with her upper body all open for me to see.

After he’d licked her breasts till the chunks of glistening saliva dripped down, he moved to her hips and pulled her skirt off, letting it drop to the floor. The movement made his back muscles flex, making it drip between my legs. I snaked my hand under my skirt and reached my lips to give them an intimate touch. I couldn’t just stand here and watch without giving myself a stroke, but it was a slippery slope down there. Shortly after, I reached in with a second finger and then a third.

My son spread her legs apart and went to his knees. He buried his face right in her crisp pink slit. Her flaming red hair had started to grow again, the colors blending in with her beautiful pussy of hers, looking as fresh as a teen’s. Aisha threw her head back and started singing as his tongue went to work.

I trailed my eyes further down. Even if he sat on his knees, I saw his throbbing bulge. A weapon that was soon about to explode. I quickened the movement of my fingers, rubbing my lips and making the blotch in my panties widen. I didn’t think of changing clothes. This was such a steaming moment, I couldn’t retreat.

He rose and leaned back a bit to show what strained so hard against his pants. “It’s yours,” he said in a gruff voice. She darted her fingers toward his belt and unbuckled it within seconds. She licked her lips and her eyes lit up as the erection sprang free. She seized it with both hands and stroked it. But only for a moment, she took the head quickly into her mouth, rubbing it along her cheeks, making him arch his back in pleasure. Her tongue swirled around the head, coating it in her flavors and close touches. “Shove this beast inside me,” she said and refused to let go of it.

“Bend over,” he ordered.

She went on all four and flashed her round ass straight at him. Both his hands settled down and he pressed his cock between her two lips, sinking into her and widening her up till she curled her back and pushed her ass further against him.

I was at the tipping point of orgasm. If only Aisha’s tongue could have been between my legs, finishing this up. I tried to postpone the orgasm, being gentle with touching my clit and rubbing my walls. But it was getting difficult. I was getting too hot in my already revealing clothes.

The sounds of my son’s hips being slapped onto the redhead’s red bottom filled the room. Aisha glanced at the window and her eyes met mine. It startled me. Her lips curled up to a grin. “Do you enjoy this,” Ron said and pounded her ass harder.

“It’s another woman in here that enjoys it even more than I,” she said between moans.

He glanced over his shoulder and caught me with my hand in my honey jar. He let his cock slip out from Aisha and turned around to face me. “It’s room for one more,” he invited me.

My blush suddenly ebbed. My eyes flickered to Aisha and by the look of her eyes, she didn’t mind this at all. I stepped in and closed the door. “How long have you been standing there?” Ron asked, his grin getting wider as a threesome dawned on him.

I slipped off my skirt and unveiled my white panties, currently see-through because of how wet they were. “I will let you be the judge.”

He stepped forward and fingered them, reaching the mound and into the folds. “Gosh, you are wet.”

“You fuck like a real man,” I purred and reached for his sopping cock, glistening with my best friend’s fresh nectar.

We moved to the chaise lounge. Aisha lay down. The thrill in her face said it all. “You should have just stepped in,” she said with a giggle as another one of her dirty fantasies came true.

“I had to warm up first, what will it be, face sitting?”

“Just lower your great ass right on my face,” she said.

I took a seat on Aisha’s face, pressing my slit right on her lips. I got a full potent view of my son spreading her legs and sliding in his cock, fucking her missionary all the while having my naughty friend pleasuring me.

Aisha reached deep into my lips, tickling them and making me spill more fluids on top of her face. There were a few pauses in her licking, while a sharp moan escaped her lips as my son pushed deeper into her.

Ron held onto her thighs, his fingers sinking deeper into her soft flesh. “Ah,” he grunted as his thrusts grew more powerful. It turned me on even more, and I started twerking my hips against Aisha’s face. She dug her fingers into my ass, holding onto me as the intense pleasure crisscrossed through all of us. “Ah, ah,” my pleasure rose, bringing me to the clouds. The potent view of my muscular son while it started to strain on his face tipped me over the edge. I let out a great moan as the orgasm shot through me. Ron groaned even harder and then his body jolted as he stood up. He arched his back and I imagined his hot cum spilling inside Aisha.

He pulled his cock out pulling a flow of molten silver with him. I rose and Aisha’s eyes were somewhere behind her skull. Her face was slick and she smelled like the dirtiest sex, all the while my son’s cum trickled out of the corner of her pussy lips.

I looked over to Ron as he breathed in relief. “Are you ready to fetch Sara?”

He nodded. The mention of that girl stopped his cock from growing limp. It rose back up and he straightened his posture, all the while his muscles pulsed. “I’m more than ready.”















Ron
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“Do you have any plans for the weekend?” Ron two asked.

We were both drenched in sweat after a hard round of boxing. He even admitted that I had progressed to the same level as himself, and he’d been boxing for just a year. It made me more than confident that I was ready. I was going to get Sara back and I will be spending time with her on Saturday. “Just for Saturday, I have a date with my girl.”

“You never told me you had a girlfriend,” he said.

“It’s been complicated but we will be back together.”

“Let’s settle for a double date on Sunday then,” he suggested. “A little break from all that sweat and sip on some fruits, if you know what I mean.”

I returned his grin and extended my fist to him. He bumped like usual.




As soon as I had dumped my bags at home I went outside, in search of Sara and the three guys that had spat on me. I broke my knuckles and the confidence was like a flame right in my chest. I was going to get back at him and there was nothing he could do about it. And after I had snatched his girl, I will bring her with me, my mom and Aisha. Another girl in my pack of harem. The threesome yesterday had pumped me up more than anything. I had almost forgotten everything there was to porn. Women were all I needed, and even with how painful falls I would suffer in the future, I would do anything to have one or several near me.

I went from street to street, ignoring hunger and thirst as the sun steadily lowered on the horizon. I hadn’t bothered with the bristling heat as we entered the first month of summer. There was one final spot I hadn’t checked and it was the park on the outskirts of the town. It was usually teeming with junkies and alcoholics. It wouldn’t surprise me to find him there.

I stepped into the lawn. There was a gravel path intersecting across multiple directions but all of them led to a fountain in the middle, which was surrounded by eight benches. I then finally caught sight of him and my blood boiled. He was with four other guys, currently smoking. He stood up and held onto a fistful of Sara’s hair. She looked devastated and I then spotted a blue eye. “You have another week of punishment for cheating on me, you slut,” he laughed. “And tomorrow will be the first day at your new job as a whore.”

The guys at the bench laughed with him. There was another girl between them which I couldn’t care any less about. I wanted Sara. We had so many things in common and she didn’t deserve the pig in front of her. I strode toward them. The bully started tearing her clothes off. “Please, stop,” she begged, as I got closer, I noticed the tears streaming down her cheeks.

“Any one of you want a sample before she begins her new work tomorrow?”

I then jumped onto the gravel path. And he released the ponytail he kept onto. “Let her go, you pig,” I spat at him, looking him deep into his eyes to let him know I was more than serious.

“He-he, look’s back. The little piece of shit, coming back for a spit or two in the face.”

I heard someone step behind me. I quickly whirled around and dodged a swinging fist. As he missed his first punch, he stepped back and noticed something was wrong. I then threw a left hook right at his abdomen, making him crunch over. I then did an uppercut with my right, knocking him so hard in the chin he staggered back and fell with his back against the gravel.

The main bully wasn’t laughing any longer. He let go of Sara and he rolled up his sleeves. He was lacking confidence as I approached him like an ox, waiting for the moment to strike. “What’s the matter? Shouldn’t you be home crying on your mom’s lap?”

I lunged forward and struck him right in his face. It happened so quickly it caught him off guard. I didn’t see what went on to the side of me, as one of his friends threw a punch at my abdomen. I clenched my muscles and felt the pain, but I was used to it. Ron two and I had practiced with a medicine ball and it was no joke getting that ball thrown at you. I twisted to the side. He was the biggest one of us and he tried to get a hold of me but I jumped to the side. I swung my right foot to his bottom and made him stagger forward and face plant right into the gravel.

The fourth guy looked at me with fear in his eyes. He jumped up from the chair and ran away. I thought it was over, but then I got hit from behind. It felt like a girl punch but any hit in the head was a bad one. I staggered to the side but still stood firmly on my feet. My vision got blurry, but I was trained for this. I ducked under his swinging fist and went straight for his face as I threw my right fist at him. It knocked him out.

I spat him in the face and also the second guy who had spat at me as well. Now it was just the main bully left, lying on the ground trying to crawl away as I approached him. “Your nose is bleeding, perhaps your mommy is somewhere nearby, waiting to take care of you.” I stomped my foot down right at his stomach, making him jolt in pain.

“Please,” he pleased, coughing up blood. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to.”

I pulled him up with just the strength of my one fist. “What did you say, you little shit?”

“I’m sorry.” It was difficult hearing his voice after I’d punched him in the lungs

I dragged him to Sara who sat on the bench crying. “Spit him in the face.”

She cleared her throat and spat at him. I faced him as well and spat a nasty chunk at him. “She is my girl. Is that understood?”

He nodded. “Yes, I’m sorry.”

“You touch or harm her, I will split your legs in half and make you a pig in a wheelchair for the rest of your life, is that understood?”

He nodded and I threw him aside. I extended my hand to Sara and she didn’t hesitate when I brought her with me.

We walked toward my home. It was in the middle of the night, work, workout and then this fight had made me tired. “Thank you,” she sniveled. She squeezed my hand and leaned closer against me.

“You will never see him again,” I told her and draped my arm over her shoulder. “I will hold my word if he will get near you again.”

“Ever since I got sober and wanted to move away from him. He refused,” she said and let a few tears trickle down her cheeks. “He even went so far that he wanted to force me out as a prostitute to pay his debts.”

It made my blood boil and a few extra punches wouldn’t have hurt. “You are safe with me.”

“Thank you, you sure you aren’t hurt.” She raked her fingers through my hair. “You have a bump in the back of your head.”

“It’s nothing, the guy punches like grandma.”

She smiled and clung harder to my arm. “Where are you taking me?”

“You will come home with me. I live with my stepmom, but she is the sweetest woman on this planet.”

“She must be proud to have raised such a strong man like you.”

“She is. Tomorrow, let’s go camping together.”

“I love camping,” she said and beamed. “It was something I usually did when dealing with my addiction. The peace is so therapeutic.”

“I know what you are talking about. My stepmom is a psychologist and runs a clinic downtown. I talked to one of her friends. It was equally as peaceful and helped a great deal.”

“Have you watched any porn lately?” she asked with a hint of curiosity.

“None at all. I got a girl now so why even bother.” I squeezed her hand firmer in my grip. And she leaned her head on my shoulder.




I walked carefully up the doorsteps in case she was asleep. I locked open the door and then we put our shoes in the foyer. “A big home for two,” she said.

“You are more than welcome here,” I told her. The light in the living room was on and my mom sat there as if she’d been waiting for me. “Aren’t you tired?” I asked her.

“I wanted to meet your little sweetheart.” She rose and smiled at Sara, giving me a wink and gesturing that I had done a good job.

My mom greeted Sara with a handshake. “He makes me more than proud to bring home such a beautiful flower-like you.”

Sara blushed and I let my hand trail down to her tight ass, bringing her closer to me. The touch caught her off guard. She didn’t know about our relationship and how intimate we actually were. I had to settle her into it. I wanted to hold onto both of them equally as hard.

“We’ll go camping tomorrow,” I told my mom.

She just smiled. “The double tent will fit you perfectly.”

I shook my head. “No, we will take the bigger one.” My mom blinked at me. “You and Aisha will come with us.”

Now she grinned and her nipples turned to daggers. “Will it be okay for your girl?”

“That’s up to me,” I told her firmly. Sara just clung to me harder as I sat my foot down. Viktoria has taught me well.

“Good night you two,” she said and winked at both of us.

When we walked up the stairs, Sara whispered close to my ear. “Is this house soundproof?”

I chuckled and imagined my mom’s grin. “Don’t even worry about it.”
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My mom raised an eyebrow as I threw my laptop into her trunk. “You will see,” I told her.

We got seated and we drove away deep into the forest. I peeked at Sara and brushed some crusted cum from her upper lip. It was a beautiful morning waking up with my morning wood being taken care of by that sweet girl. She’d giggled, surprised at the size but more than curious to get it inside of her. “At the camping,” I’d told her.

“But your mom?” she’d questioned.

I’d just squeezed her ass harder. “She will join in on the fun.”

It had just excited her more, but she also questioned what type of relationship we had. We parked the car next to Aisha’s. She stood there waiting patiently. Fully clothed just like my mom, hiding her delicious curves and jiggling breasts. I didn’t mind. I knew I had the power and authority to tear her clothes off whenever I wanted to.

“This is Aisha, my stepmom’s best friend.”

Sara greeted her. “What a beauty,” she commented, making her blush. “Good job, Ron.”

I just smiled, her comment added an extra inch to my height. As we descended onto the trail, Sara whispered to me. “Are you into older women, or have I missed something?”

“You have missed yourself,” I reminded her and held her hand harder.

“But the way Aisha looked at you,” she questioned.

“Yeah, she has her needs as well.”

She chuckled. “So long she has something to teach me then I don’t mind.”

“Those two are the reasons I got well, to begin with.”

“What type of therapy did they have to offer?”

“Sexual.”

She grinned. “I think I also need a little bit of therapy this evening.”

“So do we all.”




We found a little clearing by a lake. “Enough, privacy or should we continue?” Viktoria asked me.

“I don’t mind if someone will pass us,” I told her.

She returned the smile and we settled here. “Gosh it will feel good to get these long pants off,” Aisha said. We walked for about an hour. It was cloudy but the sun appeared now and then. The grass here was only ankle-length, so we weren’t afraid of poisonous snakes hiding in the bushes. She wore a flowery mini skirt, almost flashing the lower mound of her sweet bottom. Her crop top showed off her flat tummy, looking as stunning as my mom’s. She also made sure to take her top off, letting her boobs bounce free with only a thin bra as a cover.

While they fixed the tent, I rolled the wood logs and gathered the stones and dry grass for the fire. The sounds of nature lulled me and brought down my stress levels to the bottom. It made my libido rise. “I will leave you here while I shoot around with my bow and arrow.”

They were already getting along well, delving into numerous topics I could only yawn at. I brought out my bow and arrow. After abandoning the time on my laptop, I looked forward to hobbies I’d always wanted to learn. The girls were left by the camp and kept chatting about clothes and cookies. I didn’t even bother and just had to kill some time till I could bend their asses over and fuck every one of them. I bent the bow and fired the arrow, trying to hit the target in front of me. It was more difficult than it seemed when the arrows went flying all over.

After a few attempts, I did manage to hit the target. It was more satisfying than I imagined. I always wanted to hunt and I was going to ask Ron two tomorrow if we should learn together, like two brothers.




When the sun started sinking, I returned, shirtless with the bow and some of the broken arrows in my right hand. They all looked at me. Sara sunk her teeth into her lower lips, and I knew by the look of Aisha’s and stepmom’s eyes that they wanted to get their claws on me. I slumped down between them. Sara was first fondling my right shoulder. “You are all pumped up,” she drooled.

“It takes a lot of power shooting with that thing,” I said and tossed it behind me. My mom stirred the stew. The steam of the kettle rose and dispersed among the canopy of trees. It was a relaxing setting and Sara’s hand started trailing down to the bulge between my legs. I stopped her. “Let’s eat first. There’s plenty of mushroom tip for you later.”

She sighed playfully and didn’t let go of the bulge. “It won’t soften so long I’m surrounded by you three. Don’t worry.”

“I don’t know if you’ve seen it,” Aisha said with a wink. “But it’s big enough for all three of us.”

“I sucked it this morning,” Sara said. “I could barely get it past my mouth, just making me gag like mad.”

“We’ll have plenty of nights together,” Aisha said and was more than thrilled to have another young girl to play with. “I will teach you even to deep throat the size of his.”

“Deep throat?” she questioned as if it were impossible.

“You got some work to do,” Aisha said. “It’s even possible to stick it in your ass if you are well trained for it.”

She chuckled and waved her hand. “That one I have to see to believe.”

Aisha had surprised me the last few weeks. I was perhaps surprised if petite her could take it in the ass, but I was more than certain that my mom’s full moon had what it took to take it deep into her rectum.

She served us the food and we dug right into the stew. It was more than delicious, especially eating outside exposed to nature. The lack of stress made us eat more than usual. I found it hard to resist to not fill myself to the brim. But I had to remind myself, I had three rare flowers that had to be filled as well.




The campfire flickered and the embers glowed beneath. We’d all filled ourselves with food and I noticed my females started spreading their legs and becoming jittery. They wanted their fill as well. Suddenly, Sara placed her hand right on my throbbing bulge again. “Okay,” she said, “now the wait is over.”

My eyes flickered from Aisha to Viktoria. “I want all of you at once.”




While I stood and made out with Sara, swirling my tongue in her delicious ripe mouth, Aisha and my stepmom were on their knees, giggling while unbuckling my belt. I felt the cool breeze for a moment, but it didn’t last long as both of them swapped turns, taking my cock into their mouths while the other tongue went trailing up and down along my shaft. Sara glanced down, her deep kisses had numbed me, but she felt envious as my two women took turns nibbling on my meat. “Is there room for one more down there?” she asked. Viktoria and Aisha inched aside. They bombed my cock with kisses and licks. Sara descended to her knees and took the head in her mouth, sucking the head like a lollipop. She came off with a pop and then looked around her, both Aisha and Viktoria’s boobs bounced and jiggled as they moved their heads up and down my cock. She took off her top as well, her perky breasts bouncing free. I watched in awe at the three different pairs of boobs I had in front of me. It made my cock harden even more, and as I curled my toes, I had to stop them before blowing the fun too early. “Viktoria, sit on my face while Sara and Aisha grind me.”

I reclined on the grass, watching the thick clouds pass by, making this hot moment a bit cooler. But then my stepmom lowered her bottom right on top of my eyes, her cheeks bulging over my face. It just made the bright pink light of her slit dazzle my eyes. I stuck my tongue out and licked it till she started rubbing her clit harder against my face. I then felt something warm and moist envelope my cock. Even though the sounds were muffled by Viktoria’s great ass, I still heard Sara gasp as she sank onto me. She was definitely the tightest. Aisha had her pussy right on my abdomen, guiding Sara. Aisha couldn’t sit still though but made sure to grind her pussy as well on top of me, spilling puddles of juice.

When Sara felt she could handle me, she started grinding as well. I didn’t know if I ever would feel any more manly than I did at this moment, having three different pussies to take care of at once, making sure all of them got an equal amount of satisfaction.

“Let me taste your tongue sweetie,” Aisha said and leaned forward to fetch Sara’s tongue. Their tongues interlocked and chunks of saliva leaked from their lips, just making the puddle grow bigger.

I dug my fingers onto the cheeks, sinking deep into her fat. Her moans were rising and the way she grinded my face just got more violent. I reached deeper into her walls and licked her roof and the sides. I then tried to rub my nose on her pearl and that’s when her entire body jolted. She took her ass off my face and bent down to kiss me right on the lips. She opened her mouth and extended her tongue inside, mingling her fluids together. “That felt so good,” she told me.

I shuddered in pleasure as Sara’s tight pussy just got tighter. “I’m in heaven,” I said. “But I’m not finished with you. I want your ass. I have wanted it since I hit puberty.”

“I haven’t taken a dick up there in a long time,” she said and her lips curled up to a grin. “It’s about time.”

When Aisha and Sara got off me, I noticed the gleaming, pink and sticky pool smeared all over me. Both of them must have squirted when they were grinding me. Viktoria got on all four, her ass looked like the flank of a racehorse as she braced herself for anal.

“Watch, Sara, sooner than later your man wants to take you in the ass as well. Us two will show you how it’s done.” She spread Viktoria’s ass cheeks and spat right in the middle. Sara was about to rub the lube with her finger, but Aisha stopped her. “With your tongue.” Aisha dove between the crack of my mom’s ass and wiped her tongue all over her rim, spreading her spit all over her anus. Sara then spat right at the crack and dived down with her tongue as well.

Two drops of precum trailed from my tip as the dirty scene unfolded in front of my eyes. “It’s ready,” Aisha said and stepped back to leave room for this taboo act. I pushed my cock in the middle of the rim. The head disappeared inside the puckered hole, making me gasp. I settled my hands on her gleaming butt cheeks and slowly pushed my cock all the way in and all the way out. The way her tight rectum massaged my cock, made it way harder to hold anything in. My mom arched her back, throwing her blonde hair back. It still shone like molten gold even if the sun disappeared behind the horizon. Her massive cheeks started to jiggle like jelly the harder I increased the pounding. It was a delicious sight and the most powerful sensation shot through me, from her asshole to my cock and then flowing all over my body. I grasped her cheeks harder as it strained my face. The cock slipped in and out of her dark forbidden cave, stretching her up till the point she moaned.

“This feels so good,” I said between my moans. “I’m going to cum.”

“You better finish that load on our faces,” Viktoria said. Just the idea didn’t help me to last longer.

“You better be quick then,” I said with my eyes half-closed, clenching my pelvic muscles as hard as I could. I slipped my cock out from her ass, pulsing as if the vein was about to pop. The pain in my balls stabbed me as another drop of precum leaked from my slit. They all descended onto their knees. Sara was in the middle. My meat was throbbing red after being rubbed by Viktoria’s tight cave. Just ten hard strokes did the trick. I leaned back and blasted Sara first, so powerful that droplets sprayed all over them, but I then aimed my fat cock at Viktoria and then Aisha, giving their faces a hard blast as well. In the end, I milked my cock over all three of them, drizzling my seeds over all of their faces. “Ahhh,” I moaned as I made sure to dump an equal load on them.

I closed my eyes for a brief moment. When I opened them, I saw all three of them swap turns taking it in their mouths, cleaning it up, even after it had been buried deep into Viktoria’s rectum. I shivered as their sucking and slurping sounds echoed up to my ears.




The flames danced brighter as it turned to dusk. We’d gotten some rest and talked about random topics that came to our minds. I’d forgotten about my laptop. It was the reason why I had brought it with me. I got a hold of my laptop. It was just filled with bad energy and health, a ball of anxiety chained to my foot, pulling me behind. I stood in front of the fire, and my mom admired my strength as the flames licked the case of the laptop. I closed my eyes and then dropped it right on top. The flames quickly spread all over, melting it. I sank onto the wood log, between Viktoria and Sara. I watched it burn in front of me. A painful era had finally come to an end. My mom dried her right eye as an honored teardrop trickled down her cheek. “I’m proud of you Ron.”

“Thank you,” I said and gave an equal amount of attention to Aisha. “You made me realize that the real world is better than the cyber. That female flesh feels better than my own and to get strong and heroic feels better than playing some stupid computer game. I owe you both a lot.”

“I knew the foursome would be the final seal of your addiction,” Aisha said, her red hair had never looked so pretty by the flames, along with her pale, fresh skin. “Now you only have one direction to go from here.”

I agreed with her. I squeezed Sara’s hand to make sure I hadn’t forgotten about her. “I’ve dreamed of moments like this,” I told all of them. “To be surrounded by females out in nature. To have nothing to worry about.”

“Except for pleasing us,” Sara added. I brushed some more crusted cum from her cute face.

“You are right with that.”

“It feels like the greatest freedom when you have wrestled yourself free from an addiction,” she said and shared some of her experiences. “You feel all light and fuzzy, like a new chapter of life.”

“I can relate to that more than anything,” I said and held onto her hand harder. Even though I’d sworn to take more girls on the side. The bond between her and me and what we had in common would always be the strongest along with my stepmom and her best friend. They were like my three guardians. They had protected me from evil spells coming from the deep sticky web. No longer was I caught in the cobweb or will be milked by big tech. “Was it difficult?” my mom asked me.

I shook my head. “The only difficult part is the regret that I didn’t do this earlier.”

“It’s better late than never. You have internet addicts up in their forties. You are at the peak of your youth. You will have such a head start in your life.”

I curled my arms and saw the strength flowing through my veins. If I had the strength to cover one of the most rising addictions in the modern world, what else waited for me out there? I might have gotten ahead of myself, but I felt myself growing way taller and kept my head higher as I watched skyward at all the stars waiting for me. “Let’s get some sleep, I want Sara for tonight,” I told them.

“We don’t mind,” Viktoria said and exchanged glances with her friend. “We can take care of each other.”

“Scissor or sixty-nine?” Aisha asked.

“I’m feeling for scissors,” Viktoria said.

I pulled Sara closer to me and we all crawled into the tent. It was another memorable moment in my life. All the while my laptop and all my bad memories burned outside, never to be able to reach me again.
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