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CHAPTER 1

	 

	The air inside the car was still, almost suffocating. Max hadn’t said anything since they’d left the funeral, since before they’d even arrived at it, other than a few words to ward off well-wishers. The black suit that he’d been given to wear for the occasion folded strangely, feeling a little bit too stiff for him to move freely.

	We haven’t said much to each other in days.

	Max’s stepmother, Kim, was behind the wheel. Even in her drab, black mourning dress, she was beautiful. She kept her eyes focused on the road, with only the slightest hint of the tears she’d shed minutes earlier showing through.

	I wish I knew what to say to her. It can’t be easy.

	Kim slowed to a stop at an intersection and turned on one of the car’s turn signals. The sound of it clicking made Max feel as though he was being put on the spot, a contestant on a game show with time ticking away for his answer.

	“I… I think she’d appreciate that you came all this way to honor her, mom.”

	Kim glanced over at him and smiled. 

	“Thank you, honey,” she said. “My mom and I… Well, we weren’t on the best terms. It’s part of the reason why you never met her, Max, and why I haven’t been back here for so long.”

	The car drifted forward through the localized business district of Newhaven, the small, Midwestern town that Kim had grown up in. It had taken the two of them an entire day of driving to make the trip out, Max and his mom switching off every hundred miles or so.

	“Why didn’t you get along with her?” Max had been grasping at a question, but as soon as the words left his mouth, he felt like he regretted him. His mom, sweet and amicable as always, just smiled and flicked a couple of strands of hair out of her face.

	“I was still a teenager when I left, a rebellious one, at that.” Kim was glancing at a couple of houses and stores they were driving by as she spoke. “We would talk every now and then over the phone, but with how often the three of us were moving for your father’s job, our relationship slowly fell to the wayside.”

	Max nodded.

	“I guess I understand that.”

	In truth, Max understood it far better than he cared to admit. In the 18 years of his life, his father had moved him and Kim to dozens of different towns, never staying in any one for longer than a year. It was a lonely way of life, devoid of the basic friendships and relationships that most teenagers thrived on.

	The closest person in my life has been my mom, for years and years. How sad is that?

	Max tried not to make the connection to the fact that his mom had just lost her mom, and instead focused on the road in front of them. Kim took a turn and pulled the car onto a long, well-maintained road that led through a standard looking suburban neighborhood.

	“Well, here we are.” She reached over and rubbed Max’s shoulder encouragingly as they pulled into an unremarkable driveway in front of a blue, two story home.

	“This is your childhood home?” asked Max. “I was expecting something a little more…”

	A little more what? Run down, or decrepit? From the way mom always described it, I thought it would look like a place worthy of running away from.

	“Well, it’s ours now,” said Kim. “It’s already late in the afternoon. We can rest for tonight, and then start packing up tomorrow morning.”

	Disappointment stabbed into Max’s chest as he heard his mother’s words. Going to the funeral and packing the old house up were, of course, what they had come out to Newhaven to do. Unfortunately, it brought up familiar emotions, given how often he’d moved throughout his childhood. It had essentially meant restarting his life each time.

	Mom’s already moved out of this neighborhood. Now I get to do it, too, without ever actually moving in.

	Max climbed out of the car, trying to suppress the frown that was creeping across his face. He stretched his arms and glanced over at one of the adjacent houses. 

	A teenage girl was sitting on the front porch steps, staring at her phone. She was dressed casually in the hot summer weather, a pair of tiny athletic shorts and a neon pink tank top. Max’s gaze lingered on her for a second, and when she turned and caught him looking, he flinched away.

	“I’m sorry…” The girl’s voice was sympathetic, and she stood up and began walking barefoot across the grass over to him.

	“What?” Max scratched his head and tried not to ogle the girl’s body.

	“You’re Mrs. Wilson’s grandson, right?” The girl came to a stop in front of the perfectly manicured dividing bush that split the lawns of the two houses apart.

	“Uh, yeah,” said Max. “I didn’t really know her that well, though.”

	He looked back toward the car. Kim was pulling their overnight bags out of the backseat. Max felt like he should have been helping her, but there was something about the girl that he couldn’t pull himself away from.

	“She was a nice woman,” said the girl. “My mom has lived next to her for, well, pretty much her entire life. She went to school with Mrs. Wilson’s daughter, which I guess means…”

	The girl glanced over at Kim. Before she could say anything more, the front door to the girl’s house opened, and another woman stepped out of it.

	“Kim…” The new woman was smiling mournfully and directed her full attention at Max’s mom. She was wearing a flirty summer dress that she filled out quite nicely.

	Max expected his mom to stop what she was doing and join the conversation, but she continued on her way toward the front door of their newly inherited house. She paused before unlocking it, setting a bag down turning her eyes toward the new woman.

	“I’m not interested in rehashing old times, Jen,” said Kim. “I’m only here to honor my mother and tie up loose ends.”

	The woman, Jen, walked along the hedge, positioning herself a little closer to Kim.

	“We still have loose ends, Kim,” she said. “I don’t want to fight with you. It’s been years, decades. All I want to do is-“

	“Just leave it be, Jen,” said Kim. “What’s done is done. We’re different people now, and things aren’t the same as they were back in high school.”

	“Then why can’t we just sit down, as adults, and-“

	Kim finally got the door unlocked, and unceremoniously stepped through it, disappearing before Jen could finish her sentence. Max awkwardly scratched his head and then looked back at the teenage girl, who seemed just as confused as he was.

	“I’m Rose,” said the girl, reaching a tentative hand over the hedge.

	“Max. Nice to meet you.” He took her hand into his and slowly shook it. It was warm and soft, and that, along with the friendly expression on Rose’s face, made him feel a little sad.

	Maybe Mom’s reaction is the appropriate one. I’m probably never going to see this girl or her mother again. We’ll be gone in a couple of days, just like always.

	“Rose, it’s almost time for dinner,” said Jen. “We should give Kim and her son a little bit of space to mourn.”

	Rose nodded and then walked over to the front door of her house. She looked back at Max and flashed him a small smile before disappearing inside. Instead of following after his mother, he took a second to look around the neighborhood.

	There was a soft summer breeze on the air. The sun was slowly and methodically setting on the horizon, lighting up the sky with beautiful shades of orange and pink. Up and down the street, cars were pulling into driveways, and people were retiring into their homes for the night.

	This is where my mom spent her childhood and grew up. I never had a place like this, not for any appreciable length of time, at least.

	“Max?” Kim leaned out the doorway, her dark dress looking every bit as somber as it had at the funeral.

	“Yeah, sorry, here I come.”

	 


CHAPTER 2

	 

	The inside of the house looked like it had been frozen in time. Max slowly explored the first floor stepping through the coat room and into the living room. A large CRT television sat across from a flower printed couch, both looking as though they’d gone unused for several years.

	Everything was impeccably clean, but Max could still detect a faint hint of dust in the air. The floorboards creaked in certain spots, but overall, the house had a warm and welcoming ambiance to it.

	“It’s just like it was when I left.” Kim strolled out of the kitchen, her arms folded tightly across her chest. “They never changed anything…”

	This must be overwhelming for her.

	“Mom, you don’t have to stay here if you don’t want,” said Max. “I’m sure that we could afford a hotel room for you if the memories are too much. I’ll chip in.”

	Kim shook her head.

	“No, this is exactly where I want to be,” she said. “Though it’s a little infuriating that Jen still lives next door. I had thought that she’d moved out of state after marrying her husband.”

	Max shrugged.

	“Maybe she came back for some of the same reason that we did,” he said.

	Kim frowned and walked back into the kitchen. Max followed behind her slowly.

	“Your grandmother left the cupboards fully stocked,” she said. “It’s bringing back a lot of memories. I think a good portion of my culinary flare comes from her, you know.”

	“That’s great.” Max walked over to the counter and took a seat on one of the stools alongside it. “Listen, Mom, there’s something I want to talk to you about.”

	Kim raised an eyebrow at him, turning away from the kitchen utensil drawer she was rummaging through.

	If I don’t bring this up now, we’re just going to fall right into the usual pattern.

	“I’m going to be a senior, this upcoming fall,” he said. “I’ve been thinking about this for a while, and I’d really like it if for once…”

	His mom was listening with a somewhat worried look on her face. Max could tell that she already knew what he was going to ask.

	“Well,” he continued. “I want to settle down for the year, and not have to move. Switching schools all the time has never been good for my grades, or my stress levels.”

	Or my social life, for that matter. I don’t remember the last time I made a real friend.

	“Honey, I understand how frustrating it is.” Kim walked around the counter to him and set a hand on his shoulder. “Your father’s job is really what’s to blame for it. He’s a critical part of the company. They need him in different cities, travelling all the time.”

	“I know that, Mom,” replied Max. “But it’s really hard.”

	“I don’t like it all that much either.”

	“Mom, I’ve never gotten a chance to relate to people my own age.” Max made eye contact with her and sighed. “The only person I have to talk to most of the time is, well, it’s you.”

	Rather than being put off by his admission, Kim actually seemed flattered. She rubbed his shoulder gently and then brought her face in close to his. It made Max feel a little uncomfortable and a little strange.

	“Let’s talk to him,” she finally said. “This isn’t where I want to settle down, Max, with Jen living next door and all the bad memories this place holds. But I understand where you’re coming from, and we do own the house, at least for now.”

	Kim led him out of the kitchen and into the living room. She rifled through her bag for a minute before pulling out her laptop. Max took a seat on the couch as she set it up on the coffee table.

	“Your grandmother didn’t even set a WiFi password for the router.” Kim smiled sadly at him. “That’s the type of neighborhood that this is.”

	After getting the computer connected, Kim opened up Skype and requested a connection with Terrance, Max’s father. The two of them waited for a couple of long seconds, and then the screen shifted to the face of a familiar figure.

	“Kim? Max? Heeeeeeeeey!” Terrance was smiling broadly at the two of them. It took Max a moment to realize what seemed off about him.

	He wasn’t wearing a shirt, and there was laughter in the background. It was easy enough to tell that he was in a hotel room, which given the nature of his job, wasn’t unexpected. His demeanor was cheery, and given the circumstances, it almost felt like he was throwing his happiness in Max and Kim’s face.

	“Hello dear,” said Kim. “We just got back from the funeral.”

	“Oh, you did, huh?” Terrance scratched his head and glanced over his shoulder. “Well, that’s, uh… hold on just a second.”

	The image cut out, followed by what sounded like a muffled conversation and a door closing.

	“Sorry about that!” Terrance was back on screen. “One of the, uh, maids was at the door. How are you two doing?”

	“We’re hanging in there, Dad…” Max suppressed a sigh.

	He’s making it obvious this time. How in the world does Mom put up with this cheating asshole?

	“Terrance, my mother left us the house,” said Kim, softly. “That was part of the reason I wanted you to come out with us. It belongs to us now, and Max… well, you know how hard the moves have been on him.”

	“What?” Terrance was staring at something in the background of the frame. “I’m sorry, we might have to talk about this later.”

	“Dad, I don’t want to have to move anymore,” said Max. “I just want a single year where I-“

	“Not everything is about you Max,” said his father, cutting him off.

	“I don’t have any friends.” Max was shaking his head and gritting his teeth, the honesty of his words biting at the edges of his soul. “Dad, I feel like an outcast. I haven’t learned to be a normal teenager…”

	“Max, this is stupid.” Terrance frowned and shook his head. “I hate to be blunt, son, but it’s your own fault if you’re lonely.”

	“Terrance!” Kim frowned and crossed her arms.

	“I’m serious, Kim. You need to learn how to put yourself out there, Max. Nobody likes a shy guy. When’s the last time you asked a girl out, or really tried to make a friend?”

	Max shook his head and stared blankly at the screen.

	He doesn’t get it. Every time we move, I become nobody.

	“Anyway, I uh…” Terrance looked beyond the perspective of the computer screen and smiled at something in the background. “I gotta go. You two will be coming home soon enough.”

	The screen went black. Max looked down at the ground, feeling his frustration building. He looked over at his mother and saw that she had an empty expression on her face.

	“He’s probably right, Max,” she whispered. “With the property taxes, and what it would take to move everything across the country to get here, maybe we should-“

	“No!” Max spoke in a louder voice than he’d been intending. “Mom, this is my last chance. I want to stay here.”

	Kim frowned at him and then stood up from the couch.

	“Max, this place holds a lot of bad memories for me,” she said. “Some of them in living form. I’m not exactly thrilled by the prospect of living next to my teenage rival, as a 36 year old woman.”

	Is that what this is about, the next door neighbor? If I could convince Mom, it wouldn’t matter what Dad thought.

	“Can we at least stay for a day or two?” asked Max. “It will take us that long to finish packing, anyway.”

	Kim sighed and then shrugged her shoulders. She reached down to the bottom edge of her mourning dress and pulled on it, adjusting it on her fit frame a little.

	“Yes, of course,” she said softly. “Max… Don’t let what your father said go to your head. I’m your mother, but I’m also your friend.”

	She opened her arms and Max stood up into them, pulling her into a hug. Her body felt soft against his, and he had to work to keep from noticing how pleasant her breasts felt pushed against his chest.

	I shouldn’t think things like that.

	 


CHAPTER 3

	 

	Dinner was a straightforward, if unimaginative affair. Max sat in the living room watching TV while Kim cooked chicken breasts, roasted potatoes, and green peas.

	There was something about being in the house that made Max feel warm. He had never known his grandparents on his mom’s side of the family, but their personality and touch exuded from every corner of the home. They had been good people, to the end.

	“The food is just about ready,” said his mother. “You can come into the kitchen and have a seat at the table, if you’d like.”

	“Alright.” 

	The food smelled amazing. Kim had changed out of her black dress and into a white t-shirt and black yoga pants. She wore a pink apron over them casually, and seeing her caused Max to feel a bit uncomfortable in his formal suit.

	“Well, what do you think?” She smiled at him as he looked down at his plate. “I may not always have gotten along with my mom, but I can’t argue with her taste in spices.”

	“It looks great, Mom,” said Max. He picked up his fork and knife and started digging in.

	The two of them always had dinner together. It had been a regular part of their life for as long as Max could remember. Terrance had always been an absentee father, and never contributed much to the conversation even in the occasional dinners that he would manage to be home for.

	“It’s a little hard for me to believe that I spent 18 years in this house,” said Kim.

	“You should be thankful that you were here for that long. I’d be happy to spend even just a couple of years in one place.”

	The remark came out a little snider than Max had intended, but luckily, Kim didn’t read too deeply into it. A comfortable silence hung on the air as the two of them dug into their food.

	There is a lot to like here. That neighbor girl, Rose, seemed to be friendly enough…

	“Mom, what’s the deal with you and Jen?” The question came out of Max’s mouth before he could stop it.

	“We have a lot of history,” said Kim.

	That’s it? That’s all she’s going to tell me?

	“What kind of history?” asked Max. “She seemed to be happy enough to see you.”

	Kim sighed and wiped her hands on a napkin she’d set out next to her plate.

	“Once upon a time, the two of us were about as close as two teenage girls could ever be.” She smiled. “Jen used to be my best friend, my actual best friend, not just somebody I liked.”

	“What happened?”

	Kim shrugged.

	“Boys, mostly,” she said. “Most of the ones we dated during our Junior and Senior years weren’t content to have just one of us or the other.”

	“So she stole your boyfriend?”

	Kim shook her head.

	“It was a mutual thing. We both did it to each other, and neither of us made a big deal about it, at least until it came to Billy.” Kim looked as though the memories were coming back in a flood. “Billy was the first guy who I let, well, it’s complicated…”

	Max cringed internally.

	This is a really weird conversation. I can’t even imagine Mom that way, can I?

	“Anyway, we never talked much after that,” said Kim. “Even back then, Jen was always trying to make it up to me. But I left shortly after, and to tell you the truth, I haven’t thought much about her since.”

	“Jeez, Mom, it’s been way over a decade since then.” Max reached his hand across the table and set it on hers. “Maybe you could think about forgiving her? It would certainly make things a little more comfortable for us here.”

	A knowing smile crept onto Kim’s face, and she squeezed her son’s hand back.

	“It doesn’t matter, sweetie,” she said. “It’s not something for you to worry about.”

	It was dark outside, and Max could see a reflection of the kitchen in one of the windows. He and his mom’s faces were blurred just enough to make the scene look almost like two lovers, sharing a romantic, home cooked dinner.

	What is going on with my head tonight?

	“I should probably be getting to bed.” Max yawned, and forced himself up from the table. “It’s late, and we’ll have a busy day of packing the house up tomorrow.”

	“Yes, of course.” Oddly, Kim looked a little sad, as though she’d been hoping for more company for the night. “Come on, you can sleep in my old room. Assuming that there is still a bed in it.”

	Max followed her over to the stairs. Her butt hung in front of his face as they walked up them, and another round of strange thoughts floated on his mind’s horizon. He pushed them aside and silently chastised himself.

	“Here we are,” said Kim. “Oh, wow. They haven’t touched anything.”

	She flicked the light on, and Max spent several seconds digesting the scene in front of him. It was the room of a teenage girl, and it looked nothing like what he would have expected out of his mom. The sheets on the small bed were pink and white, posters of boy bands and female pop stars adorned the walls, and everything felt incredibly feminine.

	“This… was your room?” Max shook his head and tried to hold his surprise in check.

	“Yeah, it was.” Kim walked over to the bed and sat down on it, rubbing her hand on the top sheet. “It feels odd being back here after all this time.”

	I’m going to sleep here tonight? Seriously?

	“Anyway, the bed’s soft enough, and the bathroom is just down the hall.” Kim stood up and started walking toward the door. “Don’t be too weirded out by all the girly stuff, okay? It’s just for a couple of nights.”

	Max nodded.

	“Alright, I’ll try,” he said. “Goodnight, Mom.”

	“Goodnight honey.”

	 


CHAPTER 4

	 

	Kim closed the door behind her as she left.

	It was hard for Max to connect his prim, proper, authoritative mother to the girl that had once called the room her own. He scratched his head and slowly looked around, letting his eyes take in every inch of the teenager his mother once had been.

	She’s lived an entire life between when this space belonged to her and now. I shouldn’t read too deeply into it.

	Max slowly meandered over to the dresser. There were a couple of photos of an extremely attractive teenage girl on top of it, along with a jewelry box and a photo album.

	Oh my god… That’s Mom!

	He picked one of the framed photos up and examined it a little more closely. A strange mixture of emotions surged through him as he stared at the gorgeous young woman, who was about the same age as he was now, and the spitting image of the woman who had raised him.

	“Every guy must have been drooling over her,” he muttered.

	That’s my mom I’m talking about, god.

	Max shook his head and set the photo down, feeling a strange hot shiver run down his spine. There was another photo on the dresser, this one of Kim and someone else who also looked vaguely familiar.

	That’s Jen next to her. They both look so happy.

	The two of them had their arms around each other’s shoulders and were grinning like they’d just won the lottery. They held a small Tupperware container between them as though it were a trophy or a pot of gold.

	How can two people go from being such close friends to complete strangers?

	Max shook his head and slowly reached for the photo album. He stood in front of the dresser as he flipped through it. All of the photos in the beginning were of Kim as a child, but as he got further into it, she began to mature, both in body and attitude.

	The last few pages were of her as a teenager, around the same age as Max. One in the middle of the page grabbed his attention and dropped his jaw. His mother was wearing a tiny bikini, and her large breasts were only just barely contained by the tight fabric of the top.

	Good god, I can’t believe that’s her…

	Max felt his cock hardening against the confines of his dress pants. He slowly reached his hand out and flipped to the next page.

	The photos were even more revealing. One was of his mom, as a teenager, fresh out of the shower. She had a surprised smile on her face and covered herself with a towel that looked as though it had been grabbed only a moment before the shot had been taken.

	I should close this. She’s my mother. It’s not right.

	Despite himself, Max slowly turned to the next page. His cock was rock hard in his pants, and disappointingly, the photos were much tamer than the ones that on the previous page. He sighed and started to close the photo book.

	As he lifted it up to move it back into its spot, a loose photo that he hadn’t seen before fell out of it and dropped to the floor. Max picked it up and almost flinched in surprise as he took a look at it.

	It was of his mom, and looking at it made him feel a strange mixture of arousal and shame. She was lying on a bed, completely naked. One hand was covering her crotch, and her other arm was pulled across her breasts to cover them, though the edge of one of her nipples was just barely visible. She was smiling seductively, as though inviting Max or whoever decided to look at the photo jump into the frame and join her on the bed.

	This is unbelievable. Mom used to be this sexy? She… still is this sexy?

	Max shook his head and flipped the photo over. He started to put it back in the album, and then stopped. An evil voice in the back of his head was urging him to hold on to it, just in case.

	Just in case of what?

	Instead of putting it back where he’d accidentally found it, Max opened one of the drawers of his mom’s old dresser. He figured he could tuck it away in there, where nobody but him would ever accidentally find it again.

	The drawer he’d opened was full of his mom’s underwear, and looking down into it made his cock instantly become even harder than it already was. Max slowly reached his hand down to slide the undergarments aside, and his finger grazed a pair of red silk panties. Without thinking about what he was doing, he slowly picked them up and held them out in front of him.

	Mom… How can this be?

	Max was on his bed. His pants were down, and the red silk panties were wrapped around his achingly hard cock. His free hand held the photo, and he stared at it as he slowly stroked himself off. It felt amazing, better than masturbation ever had before, better than he’d known that it could feel.

	What the fuck am I doing? She’s sleeping in the next room over!

	Rather than bringing him back to reality and forcing him to yield to his shame, the thought turned Max on even further. He stroked his hand up and down, rubbing the soft panties that his mom had worn against her pussy as a teenager along the shaft of his throbbing rod.

	It was impossible for him to ignore the facts. Kim had always been there for him, as a caring, loving mother. But there had been times, especially as a hormonal teenager, where he’d caught glimpses of her in underwear, or in tiny nightgowns. He’d seen her body before, the body of a hot, sexy, lust-worthy woman.

	That’s not it. I’m not lusting after her. I’m lusting after the teenager in the photo…

	The logic made a strange amount of sense on the surface. His mom wasn’t a teenager anymore, and the panties he was pleasuring himself with weren’t really hers anymore, either. Max nodded along with the train of thought, but a sinister voice whispered in the back of his head against it.

	She’s just as hot now as she was back then, if not even more so. And she’s still my mother.

	Max increased his pace. He thought of Kim lying on the bed in the next room over. He wondered if she was wearing anything underneath the sheets, or if she was just naked, just like in the photo, ready and waiting.

	He came almost immediately. Instantly, guilt flooded into his body, taking the place of the pleasure that had pushed him into doing something so dirty and sinful. Max shook his head and took a deep breath. He carried the evidence back over to his mom’s dresser and tucked it away as deep inside of it as he could.

	I’m never going to think about this again. This didn’t happen.

	Max lied back down on the bed and closed his eyes. Sleep did not come to him easily.

	 


CHAPTER 5

	 

	“Well, are you just going to stand there, or…?”

	What the hell?

	 A young, teenage version of Max’s mother was in front of him on the bed, covering her naked body in exactly the same way as she had been before in the photo. His cock was rock hard, and Max suddenly realized that he was naked too. His face felt hot, and he forced himself to look away.

	“Don’t be shy, honey,” whispered Kim. “Just climb onto the bed and give me a hug.”

	Max looked back. His mom was no longer a teenager, but a grown woman, a MILF of the highest caliber by anyone’s standards. Slowly, he felt his legs begin to carry him forward, his cock throbbing just a little bit harder with every step.

	“That’s it, sweetie.” Kim laughed and reached her arms out in much the same way that she had earlier that night. Max climbed onto the bed and entered her embrace, feeling his hard cock poke into her stomach as he did. 

	Her body felt amazing against him. Strangely, Max’s first instinct was not to lean in and kiss her, as he might have done with another girl. He let her lead him forward, and a tingle went through him as his mom’s hand wrapped around his hard-on and began to slowly stroke.

	“That’s it,” she whispered. “Just let me take care of you, Max.”

	“But… you’re my…”

	She’s my mother!

	Suddenly, Kim reverted to her younger, teenage self. She was just a giggling 18 year old, and Max was overwhelmed by uncontrollable horniness. He kissed her on the neck and felt her wrap her legs around him as his cock poked its way toward her tight, wet hole.

	It’s okay if she’s a teenager, like me.

	“That’s it, sweetie,” whispered Kim. “We’re just experimenting, right?”

	Max let out a guilty gasp as the two of them tumbled forward onto the bed, his mother’s young body falling underneath his own. He grabbed at her breasts, feeling their size and softness as lust overwhelmed his mind.

	Her body is so hot. How could I ever resist her? How can I even try?

	Max slowly slipped his cock inside of her. The pleasure was enough to make him feel like he was about to cum prematurely, and as his mother began to writhe underneath him, he realized that it wasn’t an idle risk.

	“Max…”

	“Oh god Mom!”

	“Max!”

	The scene suddenly shifted out of Max’s awareness. His eyes were closed, and as he slowly opened them, reality began to come back into focus.

	“Uh… what?”

	He was in his bed, or rather, his mother’s old bed. It was still early in the morning, and Kim was standing in his doorway, smiling at him.

	“Sorry, sweetie, I thought you were already up.” She was wearing a nightgown that Max hadn’t seen before, a white one that had turned almost translucent over years of wear and wash. Max realized that he had a bad case of morning wood and tried to push the fading thoughts of his dream out of his head as his mom made her way over to his bed.

	“Oh, sorry Mom,” said Max. “I had a pretty strange… night.”

	Kim sat down next to him and set one of her hands on his thigh. The action sent a tremor of illicit pleasure humming through Max’s body. He glanced past his mom and almost had a heart attack upon seeing the dresser.

	I left the drawer open! If she looks that way, she’s going to see that I was picking through her panties!

	“Well, I’m going to make us breakfast.” Kim rubbed her hand up and down Max’s leg slightly, coming dangerously close to his throbbing cock. “And then we can get started.”

	Kim moved to stand up and turn for the door.

	I can’t let her see the open drawer!

	Max bolted up out of bed.

	“Mom! Hold on!” He was wearing nothing other than his boxers, but he reached out and grabbed onto Kim’s shoulders, preventing her from turning around.

	“What’s wrong, sweetie?” Kim eyed him suspiciously and set one of her soft hands on his chest. It was hard for Max to look at her and not see the teenager she had once been. That had been her once, the same teenager in the illicit photo sitting in the bottom of the drawer, and the same woman that’d been the star of the perverted dream he’d had the night before.

	“I just…” His mind was blank, and no excuse came at first. “I just wanted to give you a hug.”

	“Aw, that’s sweet.” Kim stepped into her half naked son’s arms, either not noticing his obvious erection, or deciding not to make a big deal out of it. “It’s been a rough couple of days, but I’m glad that you’re here with me, Max.”

	“So am I, Mom.”

	That was close.

	As Max pulled his mother against him, he immediately realized that he was far from being out of hot water. Her body was soft and warm, and the nightgown offered only the barest barrier between their bodies. His cock poked into her stomach, and it felt too good for to reel himself in.

	“We’ll have this house to ourselves for the next few days,” whispered Kim. “Though I guess with how much your father travels, that’s pretty typical for us.”

	“Oh yeah, Mom.”

	Max could see a couple of panties poking out of the drawer behind him. He leaned forward, bringing their bodies in closer contact in an effort to reach his hand past her and hide the evidence. He could tell without looking down that his mother wasn’t wearing a bra, the sensation of her big, soft boobs pushing against his chest too compelling and vivid for them to have the extra layer of protection.

	“This was my room for so many years,” whispered Kim. “A lot of things happened in here.”

	“I know, Mom.”

	I know more than I think she must think.

	“It wasn’t too weird for you last night, was it?” As Kim asked the question, she leaned back slightly and pushed her hips forward, positioning herself in more of a lover’s embrace than a platonic hug.

	“No Mom, it was totally fine,” said Max, moving forward. The motion caused his cock to grind into her stomach in a way that felt incredible, but he pretended not to notice. He reached a little further with his hand, almost dipping his mom as though they were dancing, and managed to get his hand on the drawer and push.

	“What are you doing?” Kim eyed him suspiciously. Unfortunately, the sound of the drawer shutting was a little too obvious. She pulled back from Max and looked at your dresser.

	“I was just, uh…” Max bit his lip. “I was bored last night and I ended up looking around a bit.”

	Kim stared at him for a moment. The tension lingering on the air in the room felt like it had been ratcheted up to a new level. She slowly turned away from him and opened the drawer that he had closed.

	“These are my… panties.” Kim’s mouth fell opened, and she blushed. She looked back over at Max, who sheepishly averted his gaze.

	“I mean, I opened all your drawers, not just that one,” he said. “And the closet, too. I don’t know why it was still open.”

	She can see right through me. I feel like a pervert.

	Kim looked as though she was thinking about how to react. Finally, she crossed her arms and favored Max with an understanding expression.

	“Ok then.” She opened the drawer and pulled a couple of pairs of panties out of it, including the ones that Max had used the night before. He opened his mouth to say something, but no words came out.

	“I could use a couple of extra pairs to wear while we’re here,” she said. “Though these are a little bit minimalistic compared to the ones I wear now.”

	Max let out a sigh and slowly nodded.

	As long as she doesn’t find the photo or look too closely at the ones I used, I’m okay.

	“I’ll meet you downstairs, honey.” Kim leaned in and planted a kiss on his cheek. She glanced down briefly at Max’s erection, and the red spots on her cheeks deepened a little more. Max wanted to crawl back into bed and hide, but he said nothing and waited for her to leave before letting himself breathe.

	 


CHAPTER 6

	 

	Max took a second to breathe before pulling on his clothes. He did his best to avoid thinking about what had just happened, and what had happened the night before.

	It doesn’t mean anything. I’m just a horny, stupid teenager.

	He sighed, and slipped on his t-shirt and shorts. As he made his way toward the door, something to the right of the dresser caught his eye.

	It was another photo and Max hesitated for a moment before bending down and picking it up.

	The last thing I want is to see another revealing picture of Mom… Right?

	He forced the thoughts out of his head and slowly picked up the photo. It was a picture of Kim as a teenager, but she was fully clothed, and Jen was in the frame with her. The two girls were both smiling broadly at the camera and holding up a Tupperware box that Max was sure he’d seen in another one of the shots.

	I wonder what’s inside…

	Max flipped the photo over and realized that a crude map had been drawn on the back of it. It was in the style of a classic treasure map, with an X marking the spot at the end of a long, dotted path with a couple of landmarks penciled in.

	He shrugged and stuffed the photo into his pocket as he made his way downstairs. His mom was pulling freshly made waffles out of an ancient looking waffle iron. She smiled at him as he made his way over to the counter, as though nothing out of the ordinary had happened between the two of them.

	“Unfortunately, we don’t have any milk or orange juice, but I’m making some coffee if you want some.” Kim looked as though she was finding a sort of comfort in being back in her old home.

	“I’m fine with just water.” Max set the photo on the counter. “What’s this?”

	The sight of the photo caused Kim to frown slightly. Her eyes had a far off look in them for a moment, and then she shook her head.

	“I can’t believe you found that silly picture,” she said. “God, it’s been a lifetime since I’ve even thought about it.”

	“The map on the back, what does it lead to?” asked Max. “I take it that you and Jen buried treasure, or a time capsule, or something?”

	“Don’t waste your energy thinking about it, honey.” Kim turned away from him and walked back over to the waffle iron. “We’ll be out of here in a couple of days, and I think it’s for the best. I left this place for a reason when I was younger, and it still stands.”

	Kim bent over to take something out of the bottom cupboard by the sink. Max couldn’t keep his eyes off her butt, the same butt he’d seen on the sexy teenager in the photo, ageless and divine.

	What am I thinking? She’s not a teenager, she’s my mom.

	“Honey, do you mind going to the store to pick up some trash bags?” Kim stood up, not noticing the illicit attention he’d been paying her behind. “We’re going to need at least a couple dozen.”

	Max nodded slowly. His cock was hard inside of his shorts, and it made his stomach twist in discomfort.

	“Yeah, sure,” he said. “I’ll leave right now!”

	“But what about breakfast?”

	“I’ll take it to go!” He pinched a hot waffle between two fingers and took a bite out of it as he made his way toward his door. Kim looked at him curiously and shook her head.

	The photo felt like it was burning a hole in Max’s pocket as he stepped out onto the driveway. It was a gorgeous summer day, hot without being too hot, with puffy white clouds being swept across the sky by a consistent, gentle breeze. Max was too busy staring at the treasure map to appreciate it.

	He walked forward toward the car, wondering if he should head back inside to grab the keys from his mom or try to walk into town instead. A gust of breeze suddenly pushed against him and pulled the photo out of his hand.

	“Damn it!” He leaped after it, feeling a bit foolish as it skipped across the ground in front of him. Before he could close the distance over to it, somebody else beat him to it.

	“What’s this?” The girl he’d briefly met the day before, Rose, held up the photo in her hand. Max stared at her blankly.

	She was wearing a tiny pair of shorts, much like she’d had on the day before, along with a loose short sleeve blouse. Her blonde hair was pulled back into a curly braid that hung to her shoulders, and her breasts curved out from her chest.

	“Oh, hey.” Max scratched his head and cringed. She was staring at the girls in the photo, and Max was waiting on baited breath to see just what her reaction would be.

	“Is this some kind of… map?” Rose smiled and then glanced back at him. “Huh. And that’s your mom and my mom, together.”

	Max nodded.

	“I found it in my mom’s room this morning,” he said. “I guess they set up a little treasure hunt. Back when they were still civil to each other, I mean.”

	Rose slowly walked over to him. She looked him up and down, as if taking stock of his body. Max did his best to stay calm and collected, though given how little experience he had talking to girls his age, it was a bit of a challenge.

	“Were you planning on checking it out?” asked Rose. “I recognize a couple of these landmarks, you know.”

	“I… hadn’t really thought about it.” Max shrugged. “My mom and dad aren’t interested in staying in town long. I was going to spend today packing the house up.”

	“Isn’t that all the more reason to check it out immediately?” Rose grinned and leaned her face in close to his, flashing her pretty eyelashes as though trying to cast a spell on him.

	She must have dozens of guys drooling over her.

	“I mean, yeah, I guess,” said Max. “I still have to run an errand today, though, and I should probably let my mom know-“

	“Awesome! Come on!” Rose grabbed his hand and pulled him forward before Max could say anything else. He looked back at his grandparent’s home and shrugged.

	When adventure calls, you don’t put it on hold.

	



	


CHAPTER 7

	 

	“So tell me about yourself, Max.”

	Rose was leading Max out of town by way of a small forested trail that split off from one of the parks next to their neighborhood. She bubbled with enthusiasm, and Max found himself having to work to keep up with her, both physically and emotionally.

	“There isn’t really much to tell,” he said, feeling lame. “I’m 18, headed into my senior year. My family moves a lot, so I haven’t really settled down very much in my life.”

	“So you have a lot of experience traveling, then,” said Rose. “You’ve got me beat on that. I’ve been stuck in this town with my mom for the past ten years.”

	Max shrugged.

	“That doesn’t sound so bad.” He followed behind her as the two of them pushed through a patch of thick vegetation, tall trees on either side of them creating a natural tunnel that blocked out the sunlight. 

	“Trust me, it gets boring fast.”

	“The only person I have around to talk to most of the time is my mother.” Max felt a little foolish admitting it to her so quickly, but there was something about Rose that put him at ease. “That’s about as boring as it gets.”

	Rose glanced back at him as she ducked under a tree branch, smiling.

	“That doesn’t seem like it would be all that boring,” she said with a laugh. “Well, maybe for you as her son, but for any other teenage boy, it would be absolutely riveting.”

	What the hell is she implying, exactly?

	“Hey, don’t look at me like that!” Rose stopped walking for a second and held up both of her hands defensively. “I get plenty of comments about my mother, too. Just figured I’d take the chance to give rather than take.”

	“Whatever.”

	Despite her explanation, it was a little hard for Max to brush the innuendo aside. Rose talked about her life at Newhaven High, local attractions, and the other teenagers in the town. Max listened to almost none of it, instead thinking obsessively about the photo of his mom on the bed and the strange, shameful allure of her as a teenager girl.

	This is ridiculous! I’m driving myself insane…

	“Max? Are you listening?”

	“Yeah, yeah,” Max smiled and scratched his head.

	“Quit being such a space cadet,” said Rose. “You’re acting like this is the first time you’ve been alone with a pretty girl before.”

	Max shrugged.

	“Here, we’re coming up on the next landmark.” He pushed in a little closer to Rose and held the map up so they both could see the details. “Do you recognize it? It’s like, a big tree over a cliff, or something.”

	“It’s the tire swing!” Rose laughed and pulled him forward by the hand. “One of the reasons why I was so excited about going on this treasure hunt.”

	The trail began sloping upward. Max could hear something ahead of them, almost like a long line of cars speeding by on the highway. As they made their way further along, he realized what it was.

	“Here we are,” said Rose. “One of the best cliff diving spots for miles around.”

	Max saw the tree, along with a deep river that he realized was also faintly sketched onto the map. It was twenty feet below them, and the tree jutted out over it at an angle. A tire swing hung directly over the middle, swaying slightly in the gentle breeze.

	“That’s it?” asked Max. “This is a pretty big area to search through. How are we going to find whatever’s hidden here?”

	“Simple.” Rose smiled at him, and then abruptly reached down to the bottom of her shirt and pulled it up and over her head.

	What the hell?

	“You should see your face right now!” Rose laughed as she stood in front of them, her big breasts hanging half exposed in her tiny bra.

	“I just wasn’t expecting you to start undressing,” said Max. “So… you think we should look in the water, then?”

	Rose nodded and then began wiggling out of her shorts. Max felt his cock stirring as he watched her and tried to keep himself calm.

	“Alright,” he said. “It’s the summer. Swimming is fine by me.”

	He quickly stripped down to his own boxers. Rose stood near the edge of the cliff. As Max walked over to her, she also approached him, bringing herself slightly closer than what was platonically appropriate. The air felt hot, and Rose had a curious look in her eyes.

	Before Max could read deeper into the situation, she laughed, and unceremoniously pushed him forward off the edge of the cliff. Max was too surprised to even yell as he dropped down into the water, crashing into the surface of a river in a twisted heap.

	Sounds were muffled and his moments felt drawn out. Max was surprised by how warm the water was, and how clean and fresh it felt against his skin. The river’s bottom was out of reach in the spot he’d landed, and he felt himself being pushed downstream as he reached the surface and took a breath.

	“You’re too easy, Max!” Rose was watching him from the top of the cliff, half naked and incredibly pleased with herself. Max smiled back and flipped her off.

	“The water’s nice, come on in,” he said. 

	I can’t wait to see what she looks like all wet. Her body more than makes up for how annoying she can be.

	Rose ran forward and jumped off the cliff. Instead of letting herself drop directly down into the water, she reached out and grabbed the rope swing. It arced her around in a wide circle, first over the river, and then back over the ground. On the second time around, she let go just as the water passed underneath her.

	“Wheeeeeeeeee!” She landed next to Max in a cannonball, splashing the water up around her. Max tread water as he waited for her to pop back up above the surface.

	“Wow, that was fun!” Rose smiled at him and laughed. “Nothing like a nice swim on a hot summer day.”

	“Let’s see if we can find anything down on the bottom of the river.” Max glanced up at the tree swing, which the two of them were slowly drifting away from. “It’s probably near where we jumped off, so if we dive down and look carefully, it shouldn’t be too hard to-“

	“Found it!” Rose had gone back under without him realizing it. She swam through the water over to him, and for a second, their bodies pushed against each other.

	“Where?” asked Max. Rose grabbed onto his shoulder and then pointed down at a spot that was almost directly underneath the tree swing.

	“I’m going to see if I can pull it up to the surface,” she said. “It’s small, but it was weighted down with like, rocks or something.”

	Max nodded and then followed after her as she dove down. The river wasn’t flowing as fast underneath the surface, and it was a little easier for them to stay in place as they approached what lay on the bottom.

	The object was easy to spot, a rectangular Tupperware container that stood in stark contrast to the rocks and mud around it. Max reached it before Rose, and slowly started to pull it up. Rose watched from the side, and the two broke the surface at the same time.

	“Alright,” said Max. “Let’s get it to the shore and take a look!”

	 


CHAPTER 8

	 

	The two of them waded out of the water and onto a small, sandy stretch of the river bank. Max’s boxers stuck to his crotch as the water dripped off him. He looked over at Rose and saw that her underwear was in an even more compromised state, her bra turned almost see-through by the wetness.

	“Open it up carefully,” said Rose. “We don’t want whatever is inside to get wet.”

	She shook droplets of water out of her hair, causing her breasts to bounce tantalizingly within Max’s line of view. He did his best to be polite, but it was hard, in more ways than one.

	How is she so comfortable standing in front of me half naked?

	Max turned his attention to the box. It looked a little different from the one he’d seen in the photo, the same size but red and brown instead of blue and white. He gingerly pulled the top off of it and found that it was full of rocks on the inside.

	“Just as I thought,” said Rose. “Here, dig through them. Whatever our moms hid in their must be at the bottom.”

	Sure enough, underneath the rocks was a small, sealed, plastic bag. Max stared at it for a couple of seconds before realizing what he was looking at.

	“It’s… an old movie ticket?” He looked at Rose and frowned.

	“Weird. Is there anything written on it?”

	Max took the ticket out of his bag and turned it around in his hand. It felt worn and fragile, as if the paper it was printed on was beginning to lose its constitution. Rose chewed her lip and crossed her arms as she looked at it.

	“Here,” she said. “Let me take a look.”

	She moved to take it from Max, but instead of just reaching her hand out she approached from behind him, letting her arm curl slightly around his chest and pressing her breasts against his back.

	What is she doing?

	Rose just smiled, as though feeding off his confusion. She took the ticket from him and then looked at it closely.

	“Seat 43,” she said. “That’s the clue.”

	“Seat 43?” Max turned around. Rose was still standing a little too close to him, and he couldn’t stop himself from looking at her breasts, his lower half rising to attention.

	“Seat 43.” Rose’s voice was a soft whisper. “The movie theater is the small one in town. We can go and check it out tomorrow.”

	She didn’t back away from him, and rather, stepped in even closer.

	“What’s wrong, Max?” She stared into his eyes and smiled as though she knew something that he didn’t. “Haven’t you ever been this close to a girl before?”

	This is insane.

	Despite his confusion, Max’s body seemed to know exactly what to do. He reached his hands out and set them on Rose’s hips as she leaned her face forward, and the two of them kissed. Her lips were hot against his and his erection poked into her stomach, still cold from the river.

	“Rose…” Max shook his head slightly. This was not something that usually happened to him.

	“Just enjoy the moment, Max,” she whispered, sliding her hand down to his hard cock. “Isn’t that what we came here to do?”

	Max let out a soft moan as Rose seductively worked his cock out of his boxers. He pawed at her breasts with his hands, feeling just how warm and soft they were and getting pulled deeper into his arousal.

	Rose kissed him again, letting one of her hands slowly caress his tool as she pushed her lips against his. It was different from anything Max had ever felt before. His sexual experience had been limited to his own internet activity, and real life foreplay was in a different league of intensity.

	“Oh man…” Max felt pleasure course through his body as Rose began breathing on his neck and then tracing her way down his body with soft, wet kisses.

	“Just relax,” whispered Rose. She slowly dropped to a kneeling position in the sand and then smiled up at Max, fluttering her beautiful eyes with her face an inch in front of his cock. 

	She giggled, and then let out a long, hot breath on the head of his cock.

	I feel like I’m going to cum and she’s barely even done anything!

	Rose was watching him as if deriving her own excitement from his pleasurable torture. She pursed her lips and then carefully moved her mouth forward, meeting Max’s eyes once more before making contact.

	“Oh god!” Max tried to steady his breathing as a bomb of pleasure went off inside of him. His knees were threatening to buckle, but he focused and forced himself to remain standing.

	“I’m really good at this, you know,” whispered Rose. She kissed his cock again, flicking her tongue out as her tongue out through her lips as her mouth made contact. A surprising amount of pre-cum dripped freely from the top of Max’s tool. He watched as Rose licked it up with her tongue, doing it as if she enjoyed the taste.

	“Mmmmm…” She smiled, and parted her lips. Instead of immediately transitioning into sucking Max’s cock, as he’d been expecting, she opened her mouth wide and slowly brought it forward.

	The result was that Max’s erection went inside of her mouth, but didn’t make contact with anything other than humid breath. He watched her carefully and then felt a soft, wet tongue begin sponge over his cock.

	She’s toying with me. I bet she’s figured out that I’m still…

	Rose shifted slightly, and Max’s cock poked against the inside of her cheek, pushing all thought out of his mind. She let out a deep breath and then played her tongue over the tip of his erection. His entire thing was dripping wet with her saliva, but Max still wanted more, needed more.

	Rose could see what she was doing to him, and it was clear that she loved every second. Max moved one of his hands to the back of her head, desperate to give her some encouragement, but she pulled away, taking her mouth off his cock.

	“Is this what you want, Max?” Still in total control of the situation, Rose leaned forward again. Max thought she was going to take the tease further, but instead she wrapped her lips around his fat rod and began sucking ravenously.

	“Jesus!” This time, Max almost did collapse to the ground. Rose set one of her hands on his stomach, as though lending him strength, and sucked like a siren. Her tongue continued sponging and massaging inside her mouth. Her lips were like a vacuum seal. It felt wet, warm, and amazing.

	Rose turned her head a bit each time she bobbed her head, spiraling her mouth along Max’s dick as though trying to unscrew his penis from his body. It felt unbelievably good.

	“Fuck, Rose!” Max tapped on the back of her head. He was approaching his limit too quickly, and everything was happening too fast. Rose didn’t slow down, and rather, sped up her pace.

	I can’t hold out any longer!”

	“Rose!” Max ran his hand through her still wet hair as his cock began to explode. Rose almost didn’t even notice, and continued sucking as pleasure overloaded his body. He blasted string after string of hot, sticky cum into the back of her throat.

	Nothing else that Max had experienced could compare to the blowjob. Well, almost nothing.

	This feels like last night, and then the dream this morning, except different.

	It was a solid minute after Max had blown his load when Rose finally stopped sucking. He immediately pulled up his boxers and collapsed into a sitting position on the sand, his knees free of their responsibility.

	“That was… amazing.” Max shook his head, and then looked over at her. Rose had a strange smile on her face, as though somehow blowing him had empowered her.

	“Like I said, I’m pretty good at it.” She shrugged. “Come on, let’s get our clothes.”

	 


CHAPTER 9

	 

	As much as Max tried not to, it was almost impossible for him to continue to look at Rose the same way. There was something about the natural way she’d seduced him, her confidence and her aggressiveness, that made him wary of her motivations.

	Why did she pick me?

	The walk back up to cliff was a little awkward, at least for Max. Rose had moved along the path with nimble dexterity and was already halfway dressed by the time he’d caught up with her. Max started pulling on his shorts and shirt, trying not to watch the girl out of the corner of his eye.

	“Please don’t be weird about this, Max.” Rose’s words caught him off guard, and he had to suppress a frown.

	“I’m not being weird about it,” he said. “I was just caught a little off guard.”

	“You were hard. You wanted it, and I gave it to you.” Rose ran her fingers through her hair like a comb. “It’s just the kind of person that I am.”

	“Yeah,” said Max. “I… can see that.”

	“I like to have fun,” she said. “Fun is fun. Besides, how bored would you have been spending a hot, summer day inside, packing away a house that isn’t even yours?”

	Packing! I completely forgot. Mom is still waiting for those trash bags.

	“Shoot, I have to get moving.” Max finished pulling on his shoes and stood up quickly. “My mom is already going to be mad enough at me for not coming back immediately.”

	Rose laughed.

	“You’re ditching out on me to go hang out with your mother?”

	“I’m not ditching out on you, and she’s my mom.” Max frowned. “Of course I’m going to go help her.”

	Rose didn’t look entirely satisfied with his answer, but she also didn’t object any further.

	“Okay. I’m going to find another friend then.” She reached into the dry pocket of her shorts and pulled out her phone. “But you should come over for dinner later tonight. My mom was asking about you and your mom this morning.”

	 “Alright,” said Max.

	“And see if you can get your mom to come, too,” she said. “My mom would really appreciate it.”

	I would be surprised if my mom would even consider it.

	Max nodded, and then said his goodbye. He hurried back down the path to the park, remembering the route surprisingly well after only traversing it once.

	Finding a store that sold trash bags was harder than finding his way back into town. There were a couple of different general stores in town, but infuriatingly, the first few he went into lacked household goods. The last one had a single box of trash bags left, and he bought it and left as quickly as he could.

	By the time he’d made it back to his grandparent’s house, it was already mid afternoon. He opened the door and stepped inside, holding the trash bag box in front of him like a shield from his mother’s wrath.

	“Hey Mom,” he called. “I’m back, finally.”

	There was no reply. Max walked into the kitchen and set them down on the table. Somewhat surprisingly, it looked as though Kim had only done a small amount of packing in the time he’d been gone. 

	This place is full of memories for her. It must be hard.

	Max started to make his way back up to the room he’d slept in the night before, his mom’s old room. When he reached the second-floor hallway, the bathroom door opened at the other end, and Kim stepped out of it.

	Oh my god…

	His mom had apparently just taken a shower. She had a small white towel wrapped around her, but it was just a little bit too small to effectively cover her body. The upper portions of her alluring thighs were visible, along with a decent amount of cleavage above.

	“Oh, sorry!” Max blushed and glanced away. “I didn’t realize you were…”

	“Where have you been all day?” Kim stomped down the hall toward him, apparently unaffected by her own semi-nude state. “I’ve been waiting for you to get back and help me for hours!”

	“I was, uh…” Max’s difficulty coming up with an excuse was only compounded by how impossibly hot his mom looked in her current state of dress.

	She’s even sexier than she was in that photo. What the hell am I thinking?

	“You were where?” Kim had closed the distance between the two of them, and stood only inches away, pushing her face in front of her son.

	“I was…” Max glanced down and saw that one of his mom’s breasts was threatening to pop out of the wet towel fabric containing it. “I was hanging out with Rose. The girl next door.”

	Kim frowned, but also seem to shift states emotionally. She looked huffy rather than angry, as though her son’s admission had triggered something inside of her.

	“You’d rather hang out with some girl you don’t even know than help me, like you said you would?”

	“No! That’s why I’m here now, Mom.”

	She moved to set her hands on her hips disapprovingly, and the motion caused the fabric of the towel to pull loose against her breasts. Kim only managed to get it rearranged just in time, and Max felt his cock rising to alertness in his shorts.

	This is ridiculous. She’s my mother!

	“Max…” His mom held the towel at the fold point, drawing even more of his attention to her boobs. “I thought about what you said last night. About us always moving, and never being able to settle down.”

	Hope surged through Max’s chest.

	“And?”

	“And… I feel the same way.” Kim stepped forward and cupped Max’s cheek with her free hand, sending hot arousal through him like an electric shock. “But this isn’t the place for us to do it. I can’t live with Jen next door, Max. I just can’t do it.”

	“Uh…”

	I probably shouldn’t bring up the dinner invitation, not now, at least.

	“Max, you aren’t the only one who is lonely,” she said. “I only have you as a rock in my life, just as much as you only have me.”

	“Mom…”

	Kim opened her arms and pulled Max into a hug. He reciprocated automatically, bringing her into direct contact with his erection. She was warm and still a bit moist from the shower, and it felt incredible.

	“I’m here for you, Max,” she said. “For whatever you need.”

	Max shifted, feeling his cock poking into his mom’s stomach. It almost felt as though she was moving against it, acknowledging it and feeding his arousal.

	My horniness is starting to go to my head. This is Mom, not Rose or some random floozy.

	“I… I’m here for you too.” Max whispered the words as he felt his mom’s cheek nuzzle against his neck. She smelled clean, with a hint of fruity shampoo and fresh flowers.

	“As long as we’re here for each other, we’ll never be alone.” 

	The hug continued on, passing over the line of what was appropriate for a mother and son. Max almost unconsciously began to rock his hips into her, his cock aching with desire. The image of the photo was in his mind, a younger version of his mom in that seductive pose, also clothed in almost nothing.

	She’s my mom. This is stupid, and perverted.

	“Your father is never around, Max,” she whispered. “You’re the one who has always been here for me, and for that, I’m grateful beyond words.”

	Max ground his cock into her stomach a bit more aggressively, realizing that he was even hornier than he’d been with Rose earlier. His motion shifted the towel, and the fold suddenly pulled free. Kim pressed herself more tightly against him as it came loose, pinning her naked body against him and hiding what would be revealed if she gave the towel room to fall.

	“Oops,” she said, giggling. “These towels always come loose on me.”

	“Yeah,” said Max.

	The hug continued. Max fought the urge to slam her against the wall, pull his cock out of his shorts, and lift her legs apart to fuck her. The pretense of the hug was wearing desperately thin, but he couldn’t stop himself from continuing, dry humping against his mother like the horny teenager he was.

	A buzzing noise sounded behind them, and Kim flinched back. She was quick, and grabbed the towel and wrapped it around her before it could fall completely.

	“That’s the timer for the dryer.” She stared into her son’s eyes, letting one of her hands slowly slide down his side, passing within inches of his obvious bulge.

	“Oh,” said Max.

	“I’m going to get dressed and fold the clothes.” Kim spoke in a strange cadence, and her breathing was heavier than it should have been. “Can you start packing up the living room downstairs?”

	Maybe I should say that I want to help her fold. Maybe I should push my way into that cramped laundry room with her, and…

	“Yeah, of course.” Max shook the thoughts out of his head and tried not to let his embarrassment show on his face.

	Am I losing my mind? This is crazy.

	“Thanks, sweetie.” Kim walked away from him without turning around, watching him with a strange, conflicted intensity. Max took a deep breath and then headed downstairs.

	 


CHAPTER 10

	 

	The next few hours went by quickly. Max managed to focus on packing the bottom floor of the house up, even though it was the opposite of what he really wanted to be doing.

	I have to break out of this pattern. I don’t know what it’s like to live a normal life anymore.

	Kim had stuck to the upper floor, and Max was happy with the arrangement. The few times they’d spoken since the hug in the hallway had been awkward and unusual. Kim would call to him from the top of the stairs, and he’d reply from the bottom of them, as though they were both using the distance as a shield from their emotions.

	Max did his best to put the weirdness out of his mind and consider the situation at hand. His mom did seem as though she was listening to his concerns, and in return, he was doing his best to listen to hers.

	It’s all about Jen, and whatever she did to ruin her and my mom’s relationship.

	He considered the photo he’d found of them, and the treasure hunt. The movie ticket was still in his pocket, practically burning a hole in it in much the same way a ten dollar bill would have as a child. Max decided that he’d check it out tomorrow and see what he could find.

	It was a long shot, but the idea of using the treasure to remind his mom of the good times she’d shared with her old friend seemed like the only chance he had. And if it didn’t work, at least he would have tried something.

	It’s going to work. It has to. I’m sick of moving.

	The sun was starting to set on the horizon when Max saw a familiar face outside of the kitchen window. Rose was standing right next to the dividing line between the lawns of the two properties. She waved to get his attention, and Max opened the window.

	“Dinner, remember?” She smiled at him pushed her chest out. “Did you talk your mom about-“

	“Shhhhhh!” Max held a finger up to his lips to silence her. He glanced back toward the staircase and made sure that Kim was still upstairs.

	“What’s with you?” asked Rose.

	“I just, I’m not sure if my mom is ready to extend the olive branch yet,” said Max. “But I’ll still stop by, as long as it’s a quick meal.”

	“That works. The food is just about ready, we’re only waiting on you.”

	Max nodded and watched as Rose sauntered back over to the front of her house. He closed the window as silently as he could and then made his way over to the bottom of the staircase.

	“Mom?” Max stood just in front of the first step like he’d done before. After a moment, Kim appeared at the top step.

	“Hey, honey.” She flashed him a motherly smile, as though nothing out of the ordinary had happened. “What’s on your mind?”

	“I think we’re going to need more boxes.” Max felt more guilt than he’d been expecting from the lie, but it was necessary. “I’m going to go check and see if the general store has any they’d be willing to donate to our cause.”

	“Oh, okay.” Kim was still smiling, but there was something somber in her tone of voice. “Will you be back in time for dinner?”

	“Yeah, of course, Mom,” said Max.

	“Alright. Take care sweetie.”

	He nodded, and then turned to leave.

	“Max?” 

	He turned back. His mom was biting her lower lip and staring at him with a worried look in her eyes.

	“Yeah, Mom?”

	“I love you.”

	The words tugged at his heartstrings in a way that was hot and a little uncomfortable. He forced a smile.

	“I love you too, Mom.”

	Max took the long way around the neighborhood, first walking away from Rose’s house, up a block, and then back around. When he got there, he found that she’d already disappeared back inside. He walked over to the front door and knocked on it softly. A couple of seconds went by, and then it opened.

	“Oh, hello Max.” Rose’s mother, Jen, was standing in the doorway. The resemblance between the two was striking, and for a moment, Max was at a loss for words.

	“Uh, Rose invited me for dinner,” he finally said. “My mom was feeling a bit under the weather and couldn’t make it.”

	“Yes, I’m sure she was.” Jen smiled knowingly and then stood aside so he could step in. She was wearing a low cut red blouse and a tight pair of jeans and looked stunning for a woman of her age.

	Then again, so does my mom. I can see how the two used to be rivals.

	“Come on in, Max,” she said. “Don’t mind the mess. Rose is upstairs on her phone with a… friend.”

	“Okay,” said Max. He slipped his shoes off next to the door and followed after Jen into the dining room.

	“I heard about how the two of you found the old scavenger hunt.” Jen leaned against the refrigerator and raised an eyebrow at Max. “My god, if you only knew how strange it is to think of you too digging into it after all these years.”

	“I uh, found the photo in my mom’s room,” he replied. “It looked like it hadn’t been touched for a really long time.”

	Jen nodded. There was a strange, far-off glimmer in her eye, as though memories of the past were coming back to her in full force.

	“I do hope I get a chance to talk to your mom before the two of you leave.” She shook her head slightly and looked out the side window toward Max’s grandparent’s house. “There’s still a lot left unsaid between the two of us.”

	“Max?” Rose came bounding down the stairs into the living room, looking confused and a bit annoyed. “Mom, why didn’t you tell me he was here?”

	“I figured that you and Phillip could use another minute or two to finish up what you were talking about.” Jen looked at Max as she spoke instead of her daughter. Her eyes had a knowing look in them, as though she’d just done a great favor.

	So that’s it, then. No wonder she came on to me so strong.

	Rose blushed and glared at her mother for a moment.

	“I don’t know about you two, but I’m starving,” said Max. The tension in the room was enough to make him feel a bit uncomfortable, but after what he’d been through with his mother that day, he was sort of used to it.

	“Of course,” said Jen. “Come on, have a seat in the dining room.”

	The table the three of them sat around was small, clearly designed for no more than three or four people to be seated comfortably. Max sat across from Jen, and Rose sat in between them on the side.

	“This all looks amazing,” said Max. Jen smiled as she forked a steak off the serving platter and onto his plate, along with some rice and vegetables.

	“Thank you, Max,” said Jen. “I’ve always seen the value in home cooking.”

	She served her daughter, and then poured them all a glass of red wine.

	“I’ll be right back,” said Jen. “I forgot the salt and pepper shakers.”

	 


CHAPTER 11

	 

	As soon as she had stood up, Rose turned her attention to Max. She leaned in closer to him so that only he could hear what she was saying.

	“Look, don’t read too deeply into what my mom said before.” She furrowed her brow and frowned a little. “It’s not what you think, trust me.”

	Max took a large sip of his wine.

	I think that it’s her that’s different from what I think.

	“Rose, I don’t really care,” said Max. “It’s not my problem. We only met yesterday.”

	Rose looked at him for a second, as though trying to gauge if he meant what he was saying or not.

	“I’ve always been this way, Max,” she whispered. “I really like you, I just… can’t control myself, sometimes. You aren’t even really the one I hurt by doing what we did this afternoon. My situation is complicated.”

	I’ve certainly heard this justification before, but never after having a girl throw herself at me.

	“Rose, I just got into town,” said Max. “For once, I actually am alright with just being friends. It’s not like I have any other ones around here.”

	Surprisingly, it looked as though his words had caught Rose a little off guard. She examined his face carefully and then deepened her frown, as though annoyed that he wasn’t chasing after her affections. After a moment, she pushed her chair back and then, strangely, kneeled down to the floor.

	“What are you doing?” asked Max.

	“If my mom asks, tell her that I’ve gone to the bathroom.”

	“What?”

	Rose slipped underneath the long hanging tablecloth and out of sight just as her mother arrived back in the room. She glanced at Max and then at the empty seat where her daughter had been sitting.

	“Did she get another phone call?” asked Jen.

	“No, she-“ Max flinched in mid sentence as he felt Rose’s fingers begin to unzip his fly underneath the table.

	“What is it?”

	Max coughed into the crook of his arm and tried to ignore the soft, warm fingers reaching into his shorts and massaging his cock through his boxers.

	“She’s in the bathroom,” he finally managed. “I’m sure she’ll be back out in a minute.”

	This is insanity. We’re going to get caught for sure.

	Jen rolled her eyes and then nodded.

	“Of course she will be,” she said. “Max, I feel like I would be doing you a disservice if I didn’t say something. My daughter is a wildling. In this instance, it probably is best for the two of you to be friends for a while, first.”

	Max nodded, trying to keep his face steady as Rose pulled his quickly hardening cock out through the flap of his boxers underneath the table.

	“Uh, why would you tell me that?” asked Max. “You’re her mom, aren’t you… supposed to be on her side.”

	I can barely even talk right now. She’s going to figure it out.

	“To tell you the truth…” Jen sighed, and then set one of her elbows on the table and leaned her head against her hand. “It’s because I still feel guilty.”

	Max glanced down at his lap. He could see Rose’s hand, slowly beginning to stroke him off, but her face was hidden from view. His heart raced, and he had to force himself to play it cool and turn back to the conversation at hand.

	“Why… why would you feel guilty?” He bit his lip as Rose ran her thumb over the tip of his cock, smearing the pre-cum dripping out of the tip of it around in circles.

	“Your mom has a valid reason for hating me.” Jen smiled. “I’m honestly not surprised that she still hasn’t forgiven me after all these years.”

	Max nodded a bit more vigorously than he needed to. He could feel Rose’s breath tickling his cock, and almost lost his cool as something that felt a lot like a tongue licked the base of his shaft.

	“It was back when we both were around your and my daughter’s age,” said Jen. “Our senior year of high school.”

	“Uh-huh,” said Max. Jen suddenly leaned forward across the table to scoop herself another spoonful of rice. The action caused her blouse to billow open slightly, exposing her cleavage and a hint of one of her nipples.

	“Are you okay, Max?” asked Jen. “You look a little flush.”

	“I’m fine.” Max used all of his willpower to act nonchalant as Rose took the head of his cock into her mouth. She worked her lips up and down with the same expertise she’d given him a preview of earlier in the day.

	“Anyway, long story short, the two of us both fell in love with the same guy.” Jen shook her head and looked as though she was imagining another life, in another time. “Kim got to him first, but I… well, I just couldn’t help myself. It was stupid, and it backfired, but love is rarely neat and logical.”

	Max nodded enthusiastically.

	“Yes!” He let out a deep breath as Rose intensified her sexual onslaught. “I know, I totally get it.”

	Jen looked down at her plate for a moment, and Max took the chance to look down at his lap and under the table cloth. Rose popped his cock out of her mouth for a second and smiled at him wickedly. Max tried to tell make her see reason with a few angry blinks of his eyes.

	This is ridiculous. I can barely think straight, let alone hold a conversation. I’m going to be staring at Jen’s face while I cum inside her daughter’s mouth.

	“You should do your mom a favor, Max.”

	“Wh-what?” He tried to keep his breathing from speeding up to match his frantic heart rate as Rose bobbed her soft, supple lips up and down the length of his tool.

	“She’s a good woman, and she needs a lot of love in her life.” Jen leaned over the table again, and this time, Max got a clear view of one of her tiny, pink nipples.

	“I give my mom all the love I can.” The words felt illicit and dirty as they left Max’s mouth. His mind was a vortex of confusing thoughts, Rose and her promiscuity, the photo of his mother from the night before, and Jen.

	“I suspect that I know why your father isn’t with you on this trip,” said Jen. “The same series of events played out between me and my ex-husband a couple of years back.”

	Max nodded along politely as he slipped a hand under the table and began to encourage Rose’s sucking, guiding her mouth up and down over his cock as he felt himself approaching his limit.

	I can’t cum from this. Not here, and not now.

	“Max, your mother needs a strong man in her life.” Jen spoke softly, but deliberately. “It’s up to you to be that man, regardless of what it takes.”

	Max saw his mother’s face and felt himself cross his threshold. He twitched slightly as his cock began to explode, secretly spraying cum into Rose’s face as her mother sat across from him at the dinner table, watching him curiously.

	“Max? Is everything okay?”

	Max nodded, too blissed out with pleasure to even speak. Jen raised an eyebrow and then glanced across the living room toward the bathroom.

	You can tell that the light is off from the crack underneath the door.

	Jen smiled, and stood up.

	“I’m going to take my plate into the kitchen.” The look in her eyes told Max everything he needed to know. “I’ll be back out in a couple of minutes, Max.”

	He breathed a sigh of relief as she left, feeling drained, both from the experience and the orgasm. Rose poked her head out from under the table a moment later.

	“Do you forgive me?” She asked the question with a grin on her face and a strand of Max’s cum dripping from the corner of her mouth. Max just sighed.

	“I have to get home,” he said. “My mom is expecting me.”

	 


CHAPTER 12

	 

	It was dark outside. Even though the walk between the houses was quick, Max began to feel a little anxious as he thought about what time it was. He’d drunk more wine in the end than he’d realized, and felt a little off balance as he stepped across the lawn.

	I told mom I was headed out to get more boxes. She must be worried…

	He slid the front door open as gently as he could, trying not to make noise as he headed inside. The house was dark, and he initially assumed that his mom had already gone to bed.

	“Out getting boxes, huh?” Kim’s voice came from the couch in the living room, accusatory and a bit drunk sounding.

	“Mom, I-“

	“Where are the boxes, Max?” Kim stood up and walked over to him. She’d put on the same tiny nightgown that he’d seen her in that morning, and it was hard for his body to know how to react.

	“Mom…”

	What am I supposed to say?

	“Max, I saw you go into Jen’s house,” said Kim. She turned away from him and then slowly bent over toward the coffee table to pick a full wine glass up, giving Max a flash of her butt as the gown shifted.

	“Oh…” Max held his arms out. “I can explain.”

	“Go ahead.” Kim took a long sip of the wine and then stepped in even closer to him, close enough for Max to feel the heat of her body. “Explain.”

	“Mom…” Max shook his head and felt the tension in the room skyrocket as his mother pushed herself against him, running her hands up his sides and letting her breasts touch his chest. Max’s cock was rock hard, and it almost seemed to reach out toward his mom’s stomach, making contact of its own volition.

	This is dangerous!

	“Is Jen going to steal you too?” Kim whispered the question into her son’s ear, her hot breath tickling his neck. “My own son?”

	Kim’s hand slid over to his crotch, and suddenly it was as though the starting pistol to a sexual race had gone off. Max didn’t know if it was the wine, or the situation, or his own shameful, disgusting, pent up lust. His body knew what it wanted.

	His mom pulled his head down to hers, and Max kissed her, feeling her lips move against his and tasting sweetness. Kim pulled back slightly and locked eyes with him, opening her legs and grinding her crotch against his.

	What the fuck are we doing? This is…

	She kissed him again, silencing his guilt stricken thoughts. Max pulled her against him, and they tumbled down onto the couch. 

	“I won’t let her take you…” His mom kissed his neck, rubbing his crotch with her free hand as she did. “I don’t care what I have to do to stop it…”

	She’s really drunk. This… I should stop this.

	Kim rolled over so that she was on top of him on the couch. With deft fingers, she unzipped his shorts and pulled them down. Max reached out a hand to shoo her away, to put a stop to things before they went too far, but it was too late. His mom brought her lips down to the head of his hard penis, and he was swept away by the tide of pleasure.

	“Oh god!” Max moaned out loud, his entire body aching with sexual bliss. “Jesus, Mom!”

	Kim was sucking him off as though she was in the middle of a porn audition. The blowjob felt amazing, better than anything Rose had done for him, better than anything he had ever felt before. And it wasn’t just her technique.

	My own mother is sucking my cock. This can’t be happening!

	“Mom…” Max wanted to tell her to stop, to get control of herself, to go to bed and sober up. But the words seemed to elude him ever so slightly.

	I’ll stop her, but it feels so fucking good. Maybe if I just let her keep going for a few more seconds…

	Kim’s eyes were looking up at him as she bobbed her mouth up and down. Max knew what he saw in him, and it only made the experience even weirder. It was love, deep, motherly love, and fear.

	She’s that afraid of losing me. How far is she willing to take it?

	As though answering his thoughts, Kim pulled her mouth off her son’s cock and slowly began kissing her way up his stomach and chest. She drunkenly pushed a few strands of hair out of her face and then pulled Max’s hands to her breasts.

	“I felt it when you hugged me this morning,” she whispered, giving his cock a light squeeze. “This big, hard thing.”

	“Mom… why?” Max shook his head slightly.

	“You were so turned on,” whispered his mom. “So ready to go, first thing in the morning. And I saw the way you were looking at me, honey.”

	Kim straddled her son, bringing his cock underneath her gown and positioning the head of it against the entrance to her tight, wet pussy.

	“Are you still ready to go?”

	Max nodded, feeling a mind-bending conflict brewing inside of him.

	I just want to see… what it feels like. I’ve never had a chance before. I’ll stop right after.

	He slowly bucked his hips upwards, and in response, his mother dropped down. His cock pushed the tiniest bit inside of her pussy, and his mom shivered in pleasure.

	“Oh…” She let out a soft sigh and then looked up at the ceiling. When she looked back down at Max, he saw confusion and a bit of regret in her eyes.

	We’ve gone way too far. This has to stop!

	Instead of listening to logic, Max brought his hands up to his mother’s waist and slowly pulled her further down. She bit her lip and shook her head.

	“Oh god!” Kim looked as though she was in the midst of the same conflict as Max. She continued shaking her head even as she bucked her hips up and down, slowly and gently letting the tip of her son’s cock fuck her.

	This feels incredible. It’s beyond what I ever could have imagined.

	Max’s cock was tingling with realized erotic potential. He groped at his mom’s breasts and felt his hips begin to move on autopilot, pushing up to meet each of his mom’s downward movements. Both of them were moaning in rhythm and Kim began to take more of her son’s cock into her cunt. She welcomed it into her in much the same way she’d welcome Max home after being away.

	“God yes!” Max was working himself into an illicit frenzy, fucking the woman who’d raised him and loving every second of it. Their bodies banged together with animalistic intention, and he could feel himself approaching his limit. “Mom!”

	Suddenly, Kim’s fingers dug into his chest. She pulled herself up, looking confused and incredibly guilty.

	“Max…” She set one hand on his cock and the other over his face. “What have we-“

	Fuck!

	Max was already at his limit, and the tiny touch of his mom’s hand was enough to set him off. His cock exploded with cum, and a powerful orgasm wracked his body, causing him to tense up and twitch with pleasure.

	“Oh…” he moaned. “Jesus, Mom…”

	Most of his cum splattered on his mom’s nightgown, only a tiny bit being stopped by her hand. Kim looked as though she’d just had a moment of intense realization. Without a word, she stood up and made her way to the stairs, disappearing up to the second floor of the house.

	What have we done?

	 


CHAPTER 13

	 

	Guilt and regret were Max’s constant companions as he fought his way to sleep, lying on the former bed of the woman who had raised him, the woman who he had just defiled.

	This can’t be happening. How am I going to face her in the morning?

	Compounding it all was the sharp, pounding headache that relentlessly stabbed at his temples. The room felt as though it was turning slightly, and Max came to the conclusion that he had drunk far more wine than he’d realized.

	Eventually, he did fall asleep. When he finally woke up, it was already late in the morning. It took him a second to remember where he was, and his recollections of the night before were hazy at best.

	Was it just a dream?

	He reached his hand down and felt around in his boxers. If it had just been a dream, then it had definitely included a climax. Max sighed and pulled himself up from the bed, dreading having to see his mom downstairs, regardless of what was the reality.

	Instead of heading straight down to the kitchen, he stopped by the bathroom and took a shower first. The hot water was kind to him, but it wasn’t enough to wash away the deep-seated feeling of shame and guilt that was balled up in his stomach.

	I was drunk last night. If anything did happen, it wasn’t really my fault.

	The reasoning felt hollow in his mind, but it was the best justification that he had. Max swallowed his doubts and forced himself to accept it, not even considering any alternatives.

	After washing up, he headed back to his mom’s old room and got dressed, using all of his willpower to ignore the dresser and the photo album. Then, he headed downstairs.

	Kim was fully clothed and standing behind the counter, writing on a small piece of paper. It was at least an hour past breakfast, and a plate of sausage and scrambled eggs was waiting for Max on the counter.

	He walked over slowly, waiting for his mother to look up at him before saying anything.

	“Hey, honey.” Her voice was a little too casual, and it had the opposite effect on Max. “How did you sleep?”

	“Uh, good,” said Max. “I was really tired after…”

	I can’t even finish my sentence. What am I supposed to say?

	“Yes, well, I had a little too much wine to drink, myself,” said Kim. “I don’t remember anything after you got home.”

	Max nodded slowly.

	“Yeah, neither do I.”

	This is the easy way out, and I’m taking it.

	“I fixed you a plate,” said Kim. “Just so you know, I’m taking today off packing. An old teacher of mine sent me an email after hearing that was in town, and I’m going to meet up with her.”

	“Okay, Mom.”

	“I figure since we’ll be gone by the end of the week, I should at least touch base with the people in the town who I do remember fondly.”

	Max frowned.

	I guess she’s still deadest on the move. That means I’m going to be starting over again, all alone.

	Kim smiled at him, oblivious to his inner turmoil, and picked up the list she was writing from the counter.

	“I’m also going to go shopping after,” she said. “Is there anything you need or want?”

	Her words were laced with something that was hard to interpret, a subtext that Max wasn’t sure was really there or not. Kim walked over to him slowly, standing a little too near to him, just as she had the night before.

	“No, I’m all set for now, Mom,” Max said, slowly. “I’ll see you tonight.”

	“See you tonight, sweetie.”

	Kim’s eye contact lingered for a moment, and then she headed for the front door. Max waited until he’d seen her climb into the car and pull out of the driveway before picking up the plate she’d left for him.

	This is insanity. Whatever is going on between us, I need to stop it before it gets out of hand.

	Max sighed, and then took a seat at the kitchen table. He was halfway through eating his food when he heard a knock at the door.

	“Heeeeey Max!” Rose was bubbling with energy and smiling at him from the entranceway. “Let’s get moving! We have a treasure to find!”

	She was wearing a tiny black skirt along with a sleeveless and backless white blouse that showed off a ton of skin. Max smiled as he watched her bound in through the door.

	Rose might be a little crazy, but at least she’s not related to me.

	Strangely, the thought made him feel even weirder rather than putting him at ease. He popped the last bite of scrambled eggs into his mouth, seasoned with salt and pepper by his mom to perfection, and then stood up.

	“Yeah,” said Max. “Let’s do it.”

	The two of them left the house started down the street, toward the center of town.

	“Do you know where this mystery movie theater is?” asked Max.

	“Of course.” Rose stepped a little closer to him and leaned against his shoulder. “Some of the students at Newhaven High use it as a safe house when they skip school, since it gets so little traffic.”

	“Are you one of those students, Rose?” Max hadn’t meant the question as an accusation, but it was clear from her face that she’d taken it as one.

	“Of course not, Max!” She crossed her arms and frowned at him. “I’m a good girl. On the surface, at least.”

	The theater was just ahead of them. Contrary to what Rose had said, there looked to be a decent number of people waiting in line in the lobby.

	“Alright, so the ticket says ‘Seat 43 – Theater B’. That means we’re seeing whichever movie is the second on the list.”

	Rose shrugged.

	“That’s fine by me,” she said. “This is kind of a longshot, though. I’d be surprised if what we’re looking for is still there after all this time.”

	Max and Rose waited in the line for a couple of minutes and then bought their tickets. The second movie was a rom-com that had gotten mixed reviews from critics, but it made no difference to him.

	“Alright, let’s hope that the theater is…” Max pushed through the door leading into Theater B and then frowned. “Empty.”

	There were fewer than ten seats left open in Theater B, and Max could tell from a quick look that seat 43 was already occupied. He looked over at Rose. She was smiling and didn’t seem to mind.

	“Come on,” she said. “I have an idea.”

	What is she thinking?

	Rose pulled him by the hand to the row that seat 43 was in and started pushing by people. A couple of teenage boys were in seats 41, 42, and 43. Rose leaned forward, giving them a clear view of her cleavage as she addressed them.

	“Hey there,” she said. “Do you three mind giving up your seats for me and my husband?”

	“What?” One of the teenagers muttered a stunned reply.

	“It’s our anniversary, and this is where he proposed to me,” said Rose, hiding her hands in her tiny pockets. “I wanted to bring him here as part of our special day.”

	The teenagers looked at each other, shrugged, and then stood up and pushed their way down the aisle.

	“Happy Anniversary!” said one of him on his way out.

	Rose smiled at Max, and the two of them settled down into seats 42 and 43.

	“Nice work,” said Max.

	“Thanks.” Rose leaned over to him and planted a peck on his cheek. Max made sure the people sitting near them weren’t listening and then pulled her in close.

	“We should wait until the end of the movie to check this area,” he said. “It might end up being tricky with all these people around.”

	“Good thinking,” said Rose. “In the meantime…”

	The lights dimmed in the theater, and Max flinched in surprise as he felt Rose’s hand come to a rest on his crotch.

	“Let’s watch the movie,” she whispered.

	 


CHAPTER 14

	 

	Max looked around nervously as the opening trailers started up on the screen in front of them. There was a seat open on either side of him and Rose. Unfortunately, with so many people in the theater, it was impossible for him not to be paranoid as she slowly worked his cock into an iron hard state.

	She must have a thing for sex in public, between this and last night at the dinner table.

	Rose, to her credit, was doing it in a way that was subtle and almost nonchalant. Her attention was focused on the screen in front of her, and she wasn’t moving her hand much. To anyone watching, it essentially looked like she was just resting her hand in Max’s lap.

	Her fingers were doing the real work, massaging Max’s cock through his shorts and slowly kneading it into an erection. Max tried to focus on the movie trailers, hoping that if he could keep from getting an erection, she would give up.

	We didn’t come here to get thrown out of the theater. What the hell is she thinking?

	Rose glanced over at him. She licked her lips and then positioned Max’s hand in her own lap. The last movie trailer ended, and the real movie started. 

	At first, Max refused to play along. Rose had managed to make him hard, and that was already allowing her too much control over the situation, in his mind. As she slowly continued to grope at his cock, Max could feel himself getting unwanted pleasure out of it. 

	If she wants to play this game, fine. I’ll make her give up first.

	He began rubbing his hand against her skirt. It was hard for him to do it with as much subtlety as Rose was managing, especially with his paranoia getting in the way. After a couple of seconds, however, he got into the groove of it.

	Rose’s crotch felt hot, as though Max had stuck his hand next to a heater. She slid her legs open to give him better access, and without meaning to, Max did the same so she could get a better grip on his cock.

	“I’m really enjoying this movie, Max,” she whispered. “Do you like it, so far?”

	Max didn’t say anything.

	This is ridiculous.

	“I can’t wait to see what happens next.” Rose kissed his neck softly. She leaned against him and lifted up the adjustable armrest in between them, resting her head on his shoulder and blocking the view of what they were doing from the people behind him. Her fingers unzipped the fly of his shorts with slow, steady movements.

	“Rose…” whispered Max. It was as though she didn’t hear him. Instead of objecting further, Max decided to go on the offensive. He ran his hand across Rose’s crotch and then, after looking to each side to make sure he wasn’t being watched, slid his hand up her skirt and into her panties.

	Rose shivered, and Max couldn’t resist smiling.

	Two can play at this game.

	His raising of the stakes apparently made her even bolder. She slowly worked Max’s cock out of his boxers, exposing it to the open air and the eyes of anyone who could make it out in the darkness.

	“Rose!” muttered Max.

	“Shhhh…” She kissed him on the cheek again and then slowly began stroking him off. Max’s heart was raising, more from the fear of getting caught then from arousal.

	We’re going to end up on the sex offender’s list if she keeps this up.

	“It’s dark, Max.” Rose gave his cock a little squeeze. “Nobody is going to-“

	Suddenly, the entire row of people behind Max stood up. For a moment, he thought that they were busted, and shamefully moved to cover himself up.

	The people moved forward, toward the front of the theater and a couple of open seats that were a little better positioned than their old ones. The person on Max’s left went with them, apparently also part of their group.

	That was way too close.

	Max leaned his head back as Rose intensified her pace. He looked behind him. Their seats were on the side of the theater, and none of the seats in the few rows behind them had any people in them anymore. He let out a sigh of relief, and then immediately tensed up as Rose began to lean her head over to his lap.

	“What are you doing?” He kept his voice quiet and held her head back with his hand, glancing over at the people down the row to the right of them in a panic.

	“Relax, Max,” whispered Rose. “It’s fine. It will just look like I’m sleeping in your lap.”

	Why do I get the feeling that she’s done this before?

	Max continued to try to hold her back, but Rose was surprisingly determined. She got her lips down to the tip of his cock and gave it an exploratory lick. Max suppressed a moan and forced himself to play it cool and stare up at the screen.

	The female lead was undressing in the bathroom. Max hadn’t realized that the movie was rated R, but apparently that was the case. He caught a shot of her naked breasts as she slipped into the shower and began soaping up.

	Rose was bobbing her head up and down, sucking him off enthusiastically. Max had given up trying to finger her and take sexual revenge. She was too confident, too seductive, for him to be able to keep her in line.

	“Rose!” He tapped on the back of his head as he felt himself begin to approach his limit, and surprisingly, she stopped and smiled up at him.

	“Not yet,” she whispered.

	Rose reverted to stroking him off gently for another couple of minutes. It was absolute torture for Max. Every second of it made him more paranoid about getting caught, and Rose managed to hold him right at the edge of cumming.

	“Rose,” he whispered. “What are you doing…?”

	The person in the seat to the right of them stood up and walked into the aisle. Rose immediately moved into action, reaching under her tiny miniskirt and pulling down her panties. She climbed onto Max’s lap in reverse, still facing the screen as she lowered herself down onto his cock.

	“No!” Max tried to move her off him, and only ended up groping at her breasts. He could feel his cock poking against her tight entrance, and part of him, admittedly, was eager to take things further.

	“Just relax, Max,” whispered Rose. “This is going to feel so… good.”

	She dropped down a little, and both of them moaned in unison. One of the people in the rows in front of them looked back, and they froze.

	It’s done. We’ve been caught.

	The person turned back toward the screen, and as though it had never happened, Rose lowered herself down on his cock a little further.

	“Oh god, that’s good.” Her fingers dug into Max’s leg, and her entire body tensed up. Max brought his hand around to her crotch and slowly fingered her clit.

	“Max!” Rose shivered, and Max felt her cunt tense up around his member.

	She came just from that? No wonder she’s so into this stuff.

	Max wasn’t ready for the encounter to be done, even though part of him was desperately afraid of getting caught. He gripped Rose tightly around the waist and slowly began bouncing her up and down, feeling thankful for how light she was.

	It felt incredible, as though he’d finally taken the control back in the most erotic, pleasurable way possible. Promiscuous or not, her cunt was tight, and it fit his cock like a glove a couple sizes too small.

	“Max, you’re going to make me cum again!” Rose sounded a little worried, and it made him smile.

	“Are you going to scream, Rose?”

	Max bounced her up and down on his cock even faster, moving her enough for it to make a bit of noise. It was during a loud car chase sequence, and he hoped that the noise of the movie would be enough to hide it as his hips began to pound into Rose even faster.

	Fuck, I can’t hold out any longer!

	Rose had her second orgasm right as Max began to unload. It was insanely pleasurable, and he continued thrusting into her as his seed blasted out into her cunt. A single thought hovered in the back of his mind.

	I really hope she’s on the pill…

	The credits rolled on the screen, and Max was just aware enough to move Rose back to her seat and make himself decent as people began streaming by. He caught his breath, and then remembered why they were there.

	“Let’s see what we can find,” he said. Rose smiled at him and nodded.

	 


CHAPTER 15

	 

	Max reached his hand underneath seat 43. He could feel something that had been securely taped to the bottom. After glancing around the theater to make sure the usher’s weren’t watching them, he dropped to the ground to get a better look.

	“Jesus, this floor is nasty,” he muttered. The new angle let him get one of his hands underneath the object and pull it free.

	“What is it?” asked Rose.

	“It’s… an envelope?” Max stood up, turning the relatively unremarkable discovery over in his hands. Rose leaned in to get a better look, almost blocking his view.

	“Well, don’t just stand there,” she said. “Open it!”

	“Excuse me, the two of you need to leave.” A grumpy looking usher stood at the end of their aisle, pushing a wheeled trash can. 

	“Sorry!” Max grinned as he pulled Rose with him toward the exit. They quickly made their way down the hall and then outside, the bright sunlight causing Max’s pupils to ache from its intensity.

	“Open it, open it, open it!” Rose was hopping slightly, like an excited school girl. Max was excited too, and he quickly tore the side of the envelope off and reached inside.

	“It’s… another picture?” He pulled it out and took a look at it.

	It’s just a picture of an old billboard. And there is nothing on the back.

	“Max, I know where that is!” Rose clapped him on the back and giggled. “We can go there right now! It’s a little outside of town. If we hurry we can-“

	Max’s cell phone rang. He paused, and slowly took it out of his pocket.

	Mom and Dad are the only ones who ever call me, and even then, it’s pretty rare.

	He took a look at the screen and saw that in fact, the call was from his dad.

	“Hello?”

	“Max, buddy!” As usual, Terrance’s voice was a mixture of feigned enthusiasm and impatience. “How are you?”

	“Uh, fine, Dad,” said Max. “What’s this about?”

	“I need you to head back to our grandparents house and get your stuff together. You and your mom are headed home tonight, and then to the new place I’ve rented in Austin the day after tomorrow.”

	Are you fucking kidding me? We’re moving again, so soon?

	“Dad, I talked to Mom about this,” said Max. “About us maybe, well, staying her in Newhaven for a while.”

	“She told me.” Terrance sounded more impatient than ever. “Max, I don’t mean to belittle your ideas, but it just isn’t on the agenda. There’s nothing there for me in Newhaven, and hence, there’s nothing there for you.”

	“You don’t even come home on most nights!” shouted Max. “I like it here, Dad. I don’t want to leave.”

	“It’s not up to you, Max,” said Terrance. “Look, I understand that you’re lonely, and depressed, yadda yadda yadda, but get over it. Man up and get on board with the plan.”

	Max started to say something else, but there was a click on the other side of the line, and he realized that his father had hung up. He stared into his cell phone’s home screen blankly for a moment.

	He doesn’t care about me, or about Mom. Everything is always about him.

	“Not good news, I take it.” Rose leaned forward and frowned at the sidewalk in front of her. “Sorry, Max.”

	“Don’t be sorry,” he said. “Come on, we have a treasure to find.”

	Rose smiled. 

	The trip out to where the billboard apparently was took longer than Max had been expecting. The two of them had to take a bus and then walk for another couple of miles once it had dropped them off.

	“It shouldn’t be much further,” said Rose, as they made their way down the side of a rural road. The area looked as though it had once been an industrial park, but now most of the buildings were abandoned and run down.

	The sun was setting over the horizon to the west, and it made the sight of the billboard look intense and climactic. The fading colors and cracked paint of the advertisement were lit up in a way the was beautiful, and almost apocalyptic.

	“It matches the photo,” said Max, holding up the polaroid and comparing it. “Though it’s a little bit worse for wear.”

	“Yeah.” Rose shielded her eyes as she stared up at it. “The stoners at school like to come to the buildings around here and smoke weed when they need a place to be stealthy about it.”

	And this is where Mom and Jen left the next piece of the puzzle?

	“You’re sure there isn’t anything written on the back of it?” asked Rose. “Maybe some tiny hint as to where we might find what we’re looking for?”

	“No…” Max took another look at the billboard and then sighed.

	This is pointless. Why did I even come here in the first place?

	“Max…” Rose walked over to him and set a friendly hand on his shoulder. “You feeling okay?”

	“This is what always happens.” He shook his head and glared at a couple of overgrown patches of grass in the field ahead of them. “The second I start to get comfortable, it always ends up being right before we move. I’m sick of it…”

	Rose took a couple of steps away from him and folded her hands behind her back.

	“Then put your foot down.” She smiled at him. “Don’t leave.”

	“My dad is-“

	“Your dad is trying to push you around, and it doesn’t sound like he’s used to not getting his way.” Rose pushed up onto her tiptoes and looked Max directly in the eyes. “You don’t have to give up, Max.”

	Max shook his head, still unconvinced.

	“I’m serious!” She took him by the hand and started pulling him toward the billboard. “And this treasure, whatever it is we’ve been looking for, is a part of it. Let’s find it, show it to your mom and my mom both, and get them to see…”

	“To see what?”

	Rose let go of his hand and smiled at him, hands set on her hips in a determined fashion.

	“That sometimes a friendship is worth investing in.”

	There was no obvious way to get up to the raised section of the billboard, but Rose found grips for her hands on the metal poles on either side of it and began shimmying up slowly. Max watched her for a second, and then followed after.

	The billboard was only about twenty or thirty feet off the ground, but it felt like much more. The climb became trickier as the black, sun-heated metal began to make Max’s hands sweat. He tightened his grip and forced his body up the last few feet.

	“Whew.” He breathed a sigh of relief and joined Rose on the billboard’s maintenance platform. She was examining the front of the advertisement carefully, looking for any clue that would give away what they were looking for.

	“It’s really old,” she said. “Odds are good that it was already in disuse when they hid the treasure up here.”

	Max nodded and then made his way over to the other side of the advertisement. There were a bunch of interlacing diagonal supports, and he spotted something on one that drew his attention.

	“Rose,” he said. “Over here.”

	Max reached out and ran his fingers across what they’d come there to find. It was a tiny combination locked, secured onto one of the thinner connecting supports of the frame of the billboard. The back of it was facing out, and a simple combination of letters was written in nail polish on it.

	K + J = BFFs

	“That’s it?” Rose slowly shook her head back in forth in disbelief. “That’s what we spent the past two days looking for?”

	“Yup,” said Max. “I think it was exactly what we needed to find, too.”

	He pulled out his phone and snapped a couple of photos of it before smiling to Rose, who still looked incredibly let down and frustrated.

	“Come on,” he said. “Let’s go home.”

	 


CHAPTER 16

	 

	It was dark when the two of them arrived back in their neighborhood. Max said a quick goodbye to Rose and then slowed as he approached the door of his grandparent’s house.

	I’m not ready to leave yet…

	He opened the door and stepped inside. Kim was leaning against the kitchen counter with a book in front of her, slowly flipping from page to page. She was wearing a robe that was tied closed loosely, letting a flash of her cleavage show through.

	“Oh…” She looked up at him as he walked into the kitchen. “I was starting to get worried, honey.”

	“Mom…”

	What really happened last night? Why am I getting hard right now, from looking at her?

	“Look, sweetie, I know you’re not happy with your father’s decision, but I think it’s for the best.” Kim moved away from the counter and over to her son, setting a gentle hand on his shoulder. “This place isn’t a good fit for me. Too many bad memories…”

	“Are they all bad?” Max reached into his pocket and pulled out his phone, stepping in closer to his mom.

	“What?”

	He flipped through his photo album until he found the one he’d taken of the lock.

	“We found the treasure, Mom,” he said. “The treasure that you and Jen spent so much time hiding.”

	“My god…” His mom’s hand tightened on his shoulder, and it looked as though she was trying to suppress a smile. “We spent a couple of days coming up with the locations. We never thought that anyone would actually try to follow the clues.”

	“Well, I did,” said Max. “And I want to try something else out, Mom. I want to try staying put, for once.”

	“Honey, it’s already been decided…” Kim sounded less convinced than she had before, but still resolute. “I care about Jen, I always have, even when I was mad at her. But…”

	“But what?” Max faced his mother, holding both of her hands in his and pressing in a little closer. “This isn’t about what Dad wants. He’s not a part of our lives, Mom. He doesn’t care about us like we care about each other.”

	“Max… what are you trying to say?”

	Max leaned in slowly and kissed his mother, not on the cheek, but on the lips. As he pulled back, he could see a mixture of shock, embarrassment, and a little something else on her face.

	She’s still holding back her smile.

	“Max, what are you thinking? I’m your mother, we can’t…”

	Max leaned forward, pushing her back against the kitchen counter and kissing her neck. The breath pushed out of his mom’s lungs in a surprised and slightly aroused gasp.

	“Mom…” His cock was rock hard and pressing into her thigh, but doubts still raced in the back of his mind.

	This is insanity. She’s my mother. I’m never going to be able to live the shame of this down.

	One of Kim’s legs wrapped around Max’s waist, though whether it was intentional or involuntary, he had no idea.

	“Max.. Is that?” His mom looked at him in shock as she shifted on the counter, his cock pressing toward its illicit target. “Are you… hard right now?”

	Why would she ask that? Then again, why am I doing this in the first place?

	Max slowly nodded and then leaned his face in toward hers again. His mom watched him with restrained eyes, and then they kissed.

	Passion flared and for a moment the two of them pushed against each other in a horny, lustful embrace. Max ground his cock against his mother and started to pull open her robe further.

	“This is crazy…” Kim spoke the words softly, as though she couldn’t decide whether they were an objection to what was happening or part of the seductive foreplay.

	“Mom… I…” Max swallowed, feeling his cock throbbing for her in his pants.

	I don’t know what’s wrong with me. She’s my mother and I want to… I need to fuck her.

	They kissed again, and his mom let out a moan as their tongues passionately began to swirl into each other’s mouths. Max pulled off his t-shirt and pushed his mom back on the counter, spreading her legs open and drinking in the sight of her naked body.

	“But… you’re my son…” Kim’s words were contradicted by the look in her eyes, lust mixed with intense arousal. She held one hand up to her mouth as she started to squeeze his hard cock through his shorts with the other.

	“We love each other, Mom,” whispered Max.

	“What about your father?” His mother’s breasts were on full display, so big and alluring, and dotted with sexy pink nipples.

	“Mom…” Max clumsily pulled his shorts and boxers down, letting his erection out of its confines. “I… I have to have you.”

	“No, don’t say that!” Kim shook her head even as she twisted her hips up and spread her legs even further apart, almost daring him to do it.

	“It’s true though, Mom.” Max slid his cock up to the entrance of her pussy, letting it hover just an inch away from her cunt. “It could be our little secret.”

	“This is insane, sweetie!” His mom’s breathing has heavy, and her chest heaved up and down with each inhale.

	“It will feel so good, Mom,” whispered Max. “And we’ve always done so much for each other.”

	“Max…” She locked eyes on him and licked her lips, shaking her head slightly and blushing. “Honey…”

	“We take care of each other Mom,” said Max, letting the tip of his cock run up her velvety folds. “We both have needs!”

	Kim bit her lower lip and let her legs wrap around her son. Her eyes met his, and slowly Max leaned in to kiss her again.

	She’s my mother, and yet she’s so much more.

	Their lips pushed together. Max felt her mouth moving back in a way that felt almost shameful, painfully aware of just how wrong and fucked up the entire situation was.

	“Max…”

	He slid the head of his cock into her, feeling both of their bodies shiver in unison at the illicit pleasure that it brought to the experience.

	“Oh god, Max!” Kim arched her back and ran her hand through her son’s hair. “Sweetie!”

	“Jesus Christ, Mom!” Max almost couldn’t believe it himself. “I… I have to do it!”

	He slowly began to pump into her. His mother cradled his head against her neck with one of her arms, holding him in as tender of an embrace as any mother would hold their son as he began to fuck her.

	Part of Max felt betrayed, betrayed by his own primal urges and deep-set, illicit emotions. He had his cock inside of his mother, and it felt unbelievably good, but it was still wrong in every sense of the word.

	If it’s wrong, then why do I want to cum inside her so badly?

	He pumped a little faster, and his mother let out a half-stifled cry of pleasure. 

	“You’re so big, Max,” she moaned. “Oh god, yes…”

	His hips were on autopilot. He thrust his cock forward, letting his crotch slam against hers. She was wet and warm, and every movement felt like a slice of paradise.

	Kim was an active participant. She bucked her hips up to meet each of his thrusts, but that wasn’t all. One of her hands was on Max’s lower back, and the other was on the back of his head. She guided him to stay in time with her, slowly leading him into her rhythm. Slowly guiding Max as he fucked her, his own mother.

	“Oh shit!” cried Max. “Mom!”

	He could see her as his mom, but also as the teenage girl from the photo. The two had become one. She was his mother, the most important woman in his life, but also an object of desire. He was ashamed of himself, but he wanted her to be both. The combination turned him on.

	Max groped at her breasts and leaned back. He watched his cock disappearing inside her tight cunt. He watched his mom’s face, the way she bit her lower lip as though she was in the middle of tackling a hard problem, head on.

	This is the ultimate hard problem. The problem of her son’s hard cock, and unnatural, perverted attraction to her.

	It was a struggle for him to hold off his moment of climax, but he used every ounce of his willpower to manage it. The experience was like something out of a bizarrely twisted, yet pleasurable dream.

	Kim had taught Max how to ride a bike, and how to tie his shoes. She’d led him through so many of the defining experiences of his life. And now here they were, with her subtle movements leading him deeper down a forbidden sexually rabbit hole.

	“That’s it, sweetie!” She was just as lost in the sex as he was, both mother and son, partners in a taboo game. “Oh Max, oh god!”

	Kim’s entire body tensed up and she dug her fingernails into Max’s back as an intense orgasm swept through her. Max felt his own moment of truth approaching, and he began to slam his cock into her with renewed vigor, pounding his mom against the counter and making the whole kitchen echo with the sounds of their lovemaking.

	I can’t come back from this! I’m going to blow!

	“Mom!” Max let out a cry and buried his face between her breasts as his cock began to spasm in illicit bliss. His cum shot deep inside of her, and he didn’t stop thrusting. It was as though his body wanted to make sure that every drop of his seed ended up where it was supposed to.

	This is… perfection.

	He stayed on top of his mom and kept his cock inside of her, even after the moment had calmed down. His cock felt warm nestled inside her pussy, as though it had found true acceptance. Kim ran her hand through his hair softly and held him against her, cuddling with her son as they had done so many times before throughout his childhood.

	“We’ll stay,” said Kim, after several long minutes. “We’ll stay here in Newhaven, as mother and son, and continue on with our lives.”

	“What about Dad?” Max pushed up and looked at her, beautiful, naked, and freshly fucked.

	“He’s never been involved with us,” said Kim. “I’m not concerned about what he wants.”

	Max slowly pulled out of his mom’s embrace and pushed off the counter.

	“Are you going to tell him?” he asked, fearing the answer.

	His mom smiled and shook her head.

	“Tell him what, sweetie?” Kim pulled her robe back on and sat on the edge of the counter. “I’m your mother, you’re my son, and we love each other.”

	“Yeah,” said Max. “We do.”

	Kim tousled his hair, and Max felt a wave of happiness and satisfaction wash over him.

	“I think I’m going to like it here,” he said.

	“Me too,” replied his mom.
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FREE EXCERPT FROM AFTER THE FALL: CLOSE AND CONFINED

	 

	CHAPTER 1

	 

	“A couple more explosions would have been nice, but yeah, it was good.”

	Jack turned the handlebars on his bike to the left and cut a meandering turn across the empty night street. His friends, Jason, and Mitch, were on their own bicycles on either side of them. The three of them were on their way back from the movies after watching the newly released sequel to one of their childhood classics.

	“I really liked the female lead,” said Jason. “Though I wished that they would have let the shower scene go on for a little longer, instead of making it such a fucking tease.”

	Jack laughed and let his hands drop from the bike for a moment as he balanced with just his legs. It was past nine, and the sky above them was surprisingly bright and vivid, with the moon sharing the stage with the stars. Usually, the combination of smog and light pollution in their area made it look empty. 

	“I can’t really disagree with that.” Jack smiled. “She definitely did have some nice, uh, proportions. What did you think, Mitch?”

	Out of the three of them, Mitch had always been the quietest. He was looking up at the sky too, and pulled his gaze back down to the group as he thought about Jack’s question.

	“It was good.”

	Jack nodded. 

	Short and sweet, that’s Mitch for you.

	“I thought the woman who betrays, what’s her name… Kim?” Jason scratched his head and then shrugged his shoulders. “Dude, she looked just like your stepmom!”

	Jack opened his mouth to respond and then held back. 

	He probably didn’t mean anything by it. The two did look a lot alike.

	“Yeah, I noticed that too,” said Mitch.

	There was an awkward silence in the air. Over the course of the past four years of his high school career, all the way up until he’d graduated at the start of the summer, Jack had endured sidelong comments about Rebecca, his stepmom. She was 35, heavily involved in the local community and school fundraisers, and the fantasy of just about every straight, horny male in town.

	“Whatever, I guess,” said Jack. The three of them rounded the corner onto his street. As Jack’s house came into view, he could see that the topic of their conversation was standing outside, pulling down a couple of sheets drying on the clothesline.

	Rebecca was a petite woman, with large breasts that looked even larger than they should have on her small frame. Her waist was trim, and her butt pushed out into in bodacious, eye-catching curves. All she had on at the moment was a thin nightgown that blew tantalizingly in the wind as she pulled laundry down from the line.

	“Jesus, man,” whispered Jason. “You are so lucky.”

	Jack turned his head to glare at him. 

	Lucky? Is that really what you think?

	“That’s my mother you’re talking about, ass clown.” He shook his head and began to pedal a little faster, pulling into the front of the group. Rebecca saw the three of them coming and set the laundry basket down so she could wave. A gust of wind rolled through the street, and she pushed the bottom of her dress down and laughed, looking like a caricature of a 1950s pin up model.

	“Hey sweetie,” she called. “How was the movie?”

	“It was fine.” Jack’s voice was curt and emotionless. He turned back to his friends who were circling in the driveway on their bikes, almost like jackals zeroing in on an easy kill.

	“Do your friends want to come in for a minute?” His mom smiled at Jason and Mitch behind him. “I made some cookies if you guys aren’t already overstuffed on popcorn.”

	“That sounds great, Mrs. Burrows,” said Jason. Jack shot his friend a look and shook his head slightly.

	“I know how hungry teenage boys can get, from experience,” said Rebecca. “You appetites are just insatiable!”

	I wish she would stop being so oblivious to the way they look at her…

	“Jason and Mitch actually have to get going,” said Jack. “Isn’t that right, guys?”

	Grudgingly, his two friends nodded and started to pedal their bikes back down the street. 

	“Uh, yeah, we have to go,” said Jason. “See you later, Jack. By, Mrs. Burrows.”

	“Bye, boys!” Rebecca waved to the two of them, letting go of her gown and not trying to stop it as the wind blew it up again, causing a quick flash of her blue panties to become visible for a split second. Jack stepped in front of her, as though trying to block his friend’s view with his body. He didn’t relax until they had rounded the corner.

	“What’s wrong, honey?” Rebecca walked over to him and set her hand on his shoulder. It was an innocent gesture, but it only made Jack feel even more annoyed, both by the behavior of his friends and his mom’s unyielding flirtatiousness.

	“Nothing’s wrong, mom,” he said with a sigh. 

	At least nothing that I can talk to you about, anyway.

	Rebecca shrugged and walked back over to the clothes. One of her bras had fallen off the line in the wind, and as she bent low to pick it up, her butt came directly into Jack’s view. He forced himself to turn away.

	“If you do end up getting hungry, there are cookies like I mentioned before, along with plenty of leftovers from dinner. Your father had to work late again tonight, so it was just lonely old me at the table.”

	“Again?” Jack scratched his head and walked over to give her a hand. 

	That’s the third time this week…

	“Again,” said his mom. “Not that I’m complaining. He’s been in a weird mood lately.”

	Jack remembered the week before when she and his father had gotten into an argument over his late nights out. Jack understood exactly where she was coming from, and harbored his own concerns about his dad’s behavior.

	If I didn’t know any better, I would say that he’s cheating on her. He’s been drinking more lately, too.

	“He’s probably just working late, like he said, mom.” Jack kept his real opinion to himself, both out of love and necessity. Even if he’d had real evidence of it, he wasn’t sure if he’d tell his mom and force her to go through that kind of pain.

	Rebecca had married Jack’s father, Lance, only a couple of short months after his birth. She was the only mother that he’d ever known and had always gone out of her way to put the needs of her family, his needs, first.

	“You’re probably right,” she replied. “And it’s not as though I mind having time to myself. I think I’m getting a preemptive taste of empty nest syndrome, and it really just means that I have more time to read and knit.”

	She smiled at him and leaned over the other side of the laundry hamper. Her gown was just loose enough for her cleavage to come into view, offering Jack another confusing glimpse that he had to try to turn away from.

	She needs to put on something that covers her up a little more. This is just weird, to see her so exposed.

	Jack coughed into his hand and started helping her pull down pillow cases off the clothes line. The summer breeze was picking up a little more, but the night sky was still brilliantly clear.

	“I think I’m going to take my telescope out after I eat,” he said. “I haven’t seen viewing conditions like this in at least a week or two.”

	His mom smiled at him. She had been the main reason why he’d gotten the telescope in the beginning. Jack had always had a strong interest in the stars, but his dad had been staunchly against putting up the money to get him the equipment he needed to make it a real hobby. It had been Rebecca who’d gone out and made the purchase, much to Lance’s frustration, and given the telescope to Jack as a gift.

	“That sounds like an excellent way to spend the night,” said his mom. “If you see anything good, let me know.”

	She brushed a couple of strands of hair out of her face and lifted the basket into the air, the bottom lip of it catching underneath her breasts and pushing them up.

	Jack went inside with her and headed straight for the kitchen. Rebecca had left a plate of food out for him on the counter, and he took it into the living room, eating it as he went. The family lived in a spacious two-story house, renovated several years ago. There was more space than they had ever really needed, and both of his parents had put time and money into decorating it just so.

	He was a little surprised that his dad still wasn’t home as he finished his food and set his plate into the dishwasher. Lance Burrows was an architect for a large construction company, and usually his work was not of the kind to keep him late.

	Given the way things have been lately, I wouldn’t be surprised if he’s avoiding mom.

	Jack pushed the thoughts out of his head and made a quick trip upstairs to grab his telescope. His mom was in her room sprawled out on the bed, an open book in one hand and a glass of red wine within reach of the other.

	The summer had been going by quicker than Jack had expected. As he made his way back outside and onto the front lawn, he couldn’t stop himself from musing about what the fall would hold. He’d gotten accepted into several colleges, and the one that he’d finally settled on was on the other side of the country from his family’s northern New Hampshire estate.

	Things can’t stay the same forever. That’s just a fact of life.

	He set the telescope down in its usual spot, on the lawn that his parents forced him to keep neatly trimmed and maintained. Mars was out and easily visible to the naked eye, and Jack picked out the right lens to bring it into focus and slipped it into the bottom of the cylinder.

	The wind was still blowing, softly now, with just enough chill to make the hair on Jack’s arm tighten up. He leaned forward and looked down into the telescope’s viewfinder. 

	There’s Mars, and…

	Jack squinted as the metal casing of the lens pressed against the ridge of his eye. He could see a strange object next to the familiar red planet, so alien and bold against the dark backdrop of the sky.

	That’s…

	It was moving across the sky, and getting bigger. It took Jack a second to realize and accept what that meant.

	My god!

	The object began to glow around the edges, and for a moment Jack could see what looked like a newly born star in the sky. The color shifted from shining bright white to a neon orange tint, so bright that Jack could feel his pupils burn. Slowly, as if forcing himself out of a trance, he pulled his face away from the telescope.

	His heart was beating with the intensity of a racehorse in the midst of losing a race, desperate to go faster than physically possible. Jack turned toward the house on unsteady legs, feeling adrenaline and tension take a firm hold over him.

	“Mom… Mom!” He ran towards the door of the house and threw it open. “Mom! Get out here! We…” 

	Jack trailed off as he looked back up towards the sky.

	That’s a fucking asteroid, and it’s headed straight for Earth!

	The thought had a strangely surreal overtone to it, dreamlike and hollow. Rebecca ran down the stairs towards Jack, and all he could do as she walked over to him, smiling and oblivious and still dressed in her tiny gown, was point up to the sky.

	“Oh my…” Rebecca could see it at a glance.

	It’s so much bigger than it just was!

	He took a deep breath , blew it out quick, and felt his survival instincts kick in.

	“Come on!” Jack grabbed his mom’s hand and pulled her through the house. The door to the cellar was on the other side of the living room, and he threw it open and took only enough time to pull the cord switch for the lights as he made his way down.

	“Jack, what was that?” Rebecca squeezed her son’s hand . “It must have been a plane, or a satellite, or something, right? That must have been-“

	“We don’t have time!

	He was right. All this time, he’s been right.            

	Jack led his mom over to the corner of the house’s sublevel. A thick metal door, complete with a combination lock circular handle, was set into an even thicker looking metal frame. Jack scrambled to spin in the correct numbers, thanking his luck as he twisted the handle and felt it give way.

	“Get inside, mom!” Jack pushed himself out of the way and pulled her towards the passage. She was shaking her head slightly, as if the most hopeful part of her was still insisting that her son had misinterpreted the situation.

	Jack looked towards the open front door of the house. The asteroid had dropped even further, moving into view on the horizon. He gritted his teeth and stepped into the passageway, pushing the heavy door into it behind him and then following his mom.

	Dad insisted on this shelter. Just in case something like this ever happened. 

	“It’s better to have it and not need it than to need it and not have it,” he whispered under his breath. Rebecca turned to face him, her expression still a mask of confusion.

	“Jack, why are we down here?” she asked. “This can’t-“

	The ground suddenly jumped underneath them, sharp and intense. It was enough to knock the two of them cleanly off their feet and bounce them around on the ground, like freshly popped corn jumping up from the frying pan. Jack covered his head with his hands, listening to the sound of his mother screaming as his body collected bruises from the impacts against the wall and the ground.

	It went on for what felt like an eternity, but must have only been a couple of seconds. Jack had enough time to start to pick himself up when more shaking commenced, starting gentler than it had before but building with every second.

	“No way…” Jack was the one shaking his head now.

	It hit us. It really did just hit us. This can’t be happening.

	Jack took a deep, shaky breath, and then leaned up against one of the walls of the shelter. He stared up at the ceiling and felt his pupils burn slightly from the fluorescent lights.

	 


CHAPTER 2

	 

	“What’s going on?”

	Rebecca let out a scream and ran down the stairs as the shaking continued to intensify. Jack walked deeper into the main room of the shelter after her, the earthquake making every step an act of faith.

	“Mom!” Jack stretched his arms out and felt her fall forward into them. She was still wearing her tiny evening gown, and even in the middle of an emergency it was impossible for his mind to ignore how thin and insubstantial the fabric was.

	“Sweetie, this is insane!” Rebecca pushed tightly against him. Jack could feel the softness of her body, and her breasts. Her body felt hot against him, and it was made even worse by the way the floor insisted on bumping and grinding them together.

	“It’s an earthquake, mom.” His voice was barely audible over the shaking and the far-off sounds of destruction outside. “The asteroid must have…”

	It set off an earthquake. How large of an impact would be needed to do something like that?

	“I’ve got you!” Rebecca pulled him more tightly against her, and Jack could feel the flesh of her boobs sliding across his chest. “Don’t worry, Jack!”

	It was a ludicrous suggestion, but Jack said nothing. He had looked up into the sky and imagined this very scenario an uncountable number of times before. Never in his wildest dreams had he ever thought it could actually happen.

	The shelter was holding up surprisingly well. Jack half expected the roof to come down on their heads, but after several minutes of shaking, the earthquake slowly began to subside. He and his mom were lying against each other on the floor, and regular sensation began to return to his body.

	“Is it…” Rebecca’s voice was quiet, as though she was afraid that the earthquake would start up again if it overheard her. “Is it over?”

	Good question.

	Jack had one of his arms around her and realized with a slight start that his crotch was pressed directly into her buttocks. His cock had hardened into a stiff rod, either a strange way of reacting to the stress of the situation, or just because of how good his mother’s soft body felt against him.

	Of all the things I need right now, embarrassing thoughts are at the bottom of the list.

	He slowly began pulling himself to his feet. The heavy steel shelter door was behind him, no worse for wear from the quake. The entrance room of the bunker was larger than he had realized, with another set of doors that led off into…

	Into what? I never spent very much time down here, or anytime down here, really.

	“I guess dad was right to be so paranoid,” said Jack. “This place, this shelter, may have just saved our lives.”

	Rebecca let out a sigh and pulled herself to her feet. Her hair was in a tangle, as though she had just climbed out of bed or stepped off a roller coaster. She straightened her gown and managed a quick smile for Jack before stepping over to him and cupping one of his cheeks in her hand.

	“We’re alive, and that’s all that matters,” she said. “I was so worried…”

	Jack felt his cheeks begin to heat up. It felt strange, and even though he knew he was too old to relish in his mother’s physical affection, at that moment, there was nothing he wanted more.

	“We’re okay,” he said, walking over to the door at the far end of the tiny room. “And I’m willing to bet that this door leads to another exit, in case we can’t get the one we came in through open.”

	That must be where it leads. I know dad spent a lot of time and money setting this up, he would have thought things all the way through.

	There was another combination lock on the handle of the second door, and after putting in the combination again, his father’s birthday, he turned it and pulled it open.

	“Jack, hold on,” said his mom. “Maybe we should just-“

	“What the…”

	Jack was stunned by what he found on the other side of the door. In all the time that his father had spent constructing the bomb shelter, the extent of what he’d seen consisted of the small hallway that the main stairs down led down into. He had never seen the door in the back, much less what was behind it.

	“This is incredible,” whispered Rebecca. “All this time, and all of that money that I thought he was wasting on alcohol. This is where it ended up.”

	I can’t believe it either.

	The main room of the shelter was about the size of a large bedchamber, except with walls composed of thick, shiny metal. A carpet covered the entire room, but Jack could feel the hard, solid floor underneath it, even through his shoes.

	Tucked away in the corner of the room was a bed that looked just barely big enough for two people. The sheets and pillows on top of it were arranged with surgical precision, giving the appearance of it having never been used.

	A large TV monitor covered the wall directly across from the door, with a button filled instrument panel attached next to it and two plain office chairs in front of it. Large black tote bins were stacked high on either side of it, and there were two more heavy doors on each wall.

	“This must have taken years to set up,” said Jack. “How the hell did dad manage to get all of this in here?”

	Rebecca just shook her head.

	“When we bought the house, the realtor only ever showed us a glimpse of shelter. Some of this stuff could have already been in here, maybe?”

	Maybe…

	Jack walked over to one of the chairs and ran his hand across it.

	“There’s no dust,” he said. “Dad’s definitely been down here recently.”

	Was he really this paranoid?

	“We need to see what’s in the other rooms!” Rebecca walked in front of him, her tiny gown sliding up along her thighs a bit higher with every step. Jack followed, pulled in by both his curiosity and a strange urge to stay close to his mother.

	Jack and his mom turned the handle on the door to the left and peered inside. A motion activated sensor light switched on, revealing a small, somewhat cramped room. The center of it was taken up by a small table that was, just like the bed, only big enough for two people. In the corner and along the back wall, Jack could see a sink, what looked like a microwave, and two large clear tanks, one filled with water and one empty.

	“It’s a kitchen…” said Jack. “Huh.”

	There were more storage containers filling up all of the rest of the free space in the room, and it was obvious to him at a glance that his father had packed them full of canned and preserved foods. He turned and walked across the main room over to the other unopened door.

	“We should head back outside,” said Rebecca. Jack stopped in midstep and looked over his shoulder at her.

	I’m a little afraid of what we’ll find. That was an asteroid strike. This isn’t a dream.

	“Hold on, mom,” he said. “We have to be careful if we do decide to. The house could have collapsed from that quake.”

	Jack finished turning the handle on the new door and swung it open. Inside was a room that was almost a mirror image of the kitchen, with two huge tanks for clean and used water on either side and motion activated lights. In the center of this one, however, was a metal low flow toilet built into the wall, and a small shower stall.

	“He designed it with literally everything a person could need to survive,” said Jack. “What in god’s name was he expecting to happen?”

	His mom didn’t answer him. Jack turned around and saw that she was heading back up the stairs, towards the door to the outside.

	“Mom, hold on!” Jack rushed after her, starting up the stairs just as she was reaching the top. He could see right up her skirt, and the sight of her light blue panties made him flush with both excitement and embarrassment.

	“Jack, people could be hurt outside!” said Rebecca. “We need to do what we can to help, to get them to safety.”

	“We don’t know what’s going on outside, mom!” It was the truth, but Jack left out what he already could feel was the truth in his gut.

	I know what’s happening. The world… is ending.

	“Everyone in the town, our neighbors, your friends, my friends…” His mom looked at him seriously. “And your father, too!”

	She started walking up the stairs and this time, Jack ran over to follow her. His feet tapped out metal echoes as he set them down, slowing to a stop next to his mom in front of the main hatch leading into the cellar.

	“There’s a good chance that rubble from the earthquake is blocking the way,” said Jack. “I’m only going to open the door enough for us to see outside.”

	His mother nodded, and then moved far enough out of the way for him to slide by her in the doorway. Jack tried not to notice the heat that formed in the air as his body brushed against hers.

	Staying in here will be dangerous, in more ways than one.

	He set his hands on the door’s handle and slowly began to turn it. Surprisingly, there was little resistance from the outside, even as he began to push forward. Air rushed in through the widening crack, bringing dust and the smell of something that Jack couldn’t recognize along with it.

	“Well, at the very least we know that we can get out.” He pushed the door open further, creating enough space for a person to slide through if they pressed themselves flat.

	“Just lean out and look around,” said Rebecca. “I think you’re right. It’s too dangerous for us to rush right now.”

	Jack nodded and then began slipping out into what had once been the cellar of his family’s house. He edged his shoulder through, followed by his head, and started to take a look around. What he saw made his jaw drop open In surprise.

	The house had been reduced to splinters. It was the house he’d grown up in, the house that his mom had bought with his father and raised him over 18 long, nurturing years. Now it was nothing more than a scattering of tiny pieces of wood, with various recognizable objects like forks, broken picture frames, and couch cushions littering the destruction.

	“Jack? Is it safe?” His mom’s voice followed out the door after him, more concerned than afraid. The cellar was still essentially intact, but there was no house above it anymore, and the building’s remains layered every inch of the foundation.

	Jack climbed onto a beam that was leaning at an angle up to where the living room had once been and pulled himself up to ground level. One glance around the neighborhood was enough to confirm what he’d already expected.

	Jesus Christ…

	Nothing was left standing. The houses that had once belonged to his friends and other families were in just as bad, if not worse shape than his was. It looked as though a tornado had swept through town, except the damage was even worse, more severe and with more finality. The asphalt itself had been split by several foot high cracks in a number of spots, as though a giant had pushed too hard on it at either end.

	“Oh my god…” Rebecca had followed him out and was peering across the street from a pile of lumber in the middle of the cellar. “We have to find someway to help!”

	“Hello?” Jack acted on her suggestion immediately, raising his voice and shouting off into the ruins. “Can anybody here me? Does anybody need-“

	“Jack!” His mom yelled his name with more terror, more urgency than he’d ever heard before. He looked over at her and followed her eyes, noticing all at once the danger that they were still in.

	The sky was a scene of smoldering chaos. Burning streaks of red and orange were slowly descending all across the night horizon and above him, like dyed contrails, or the marks of a celestial surrealist painter. They were multiplying even as Jack tried to make sense of them, and the wind had an unusual upward pull to it, as if being sucked in by the brilliance of the flames.

	“It’s… ejection rock,” whispered Jack. “From the asteroid’s collision. It must have been big enough to knock debris above the atmosphere, and now it’s all falling back down.”

	“Jack… We need to get back inside!” Rebecca walked across the cellar and reached her hand up to where he was, only barely managing to grab the back of his shoe with her fingers. It was enough to bring him back to his senses, and he only stared down at her tiny, gorgeous, nightgown glad body for a second before lowering himself down.

	“You’re right,” he said. “We need to…”

	His words began to trail off as the flames in the sky became even more vivid. Paradoxically, it began to grow harder to see rather than easier, the air warming around them and slowly filling with a strange fog.

	“This is bad,” said his mom. “We can’t stay out here any longer…”

	Jack nodded. The temperature was rising fast, like a sauna after being refilled with hot coals. He followed his mom as she walked through the shelter’s heavy door, closing it and the outside world off behind him.

	 


CHAPTER 3

	 

	The silence of the shelter’s main room was eerie and almost deafening in its emptiness. Jack’s heart was pounding in his chest, the only noise audible to him against silence. Rebecca had taken a seat on the bed, sitting with her legs crossed and hands folded, as though she was waiting for a kitchen timer to go off.

	“There wouldn’t have been any way for us to avoid this,” she said softly. “Or even really prepare for it, even if we had known ahead of time.”

	Jack looked around at the heavy steel walls and double reinforced roof. 

	There was a way, and it’s the only reason we’re here right now.

	“Dad built this, all of this, because he wanted us to be prepared,” said Jack. “Mom, he saved our lives.”

	Rebecca stood up slowly and walked over to him. The bottom half of her nightgown was dirty, and a small streak of soot ran across one of her cheeks. The thought of washing up in the shelter’s tiny shower stall, stripping naked and soaping herself up, floated shamefully into Jack’s awareness. He did his best to push it out of his mind as his mother pulled him into a close embrace.

	All this adrenaline is spinning me off in wild directions. My mom is my mom. There’s no reason for me to think weird things like that.

	“We can’t just sit here.” Her eyes darted around the room, settling on the TV monitor against the wall. Jack pulled out of the soft hug and walked over to it.

	“I didn’t see a computer, or a radio, or anything when we looked around,” said Jack. “Except for this one screen…”

	He ran his hand around the edge of the TV’s frame and found the power switch. As soon as he turned it on, the display hummed to life.

	“It’s a touch screen,” said Rebecca. “And there, in the bottom left corner.”

	The interface wasn’t one that Jack recognized, but it was vaguely similar to other OSes he’d used before. It was a simple arrangement, designed more for the basic hardware of the TV than to be anything like a fully fledged computer. He touched the square webcam icon that his mom had pointed to with his finger and watched as an onscreen keyboard appeared, along with an input field for emails.

	“Try your father’s email,” said Rebecca. “He’s probably… “

	He’s probably dead. But she’s right, we have to try it.

	Jack entered it in and then pressed okay. The word “CONNECTING” appeared on the screen for a moment, and then nothing happened.

	CONNECTION FAILED

	“Damn…” he said. He looked over at his mom and saw the crestfallen look on her face. She forced a weak smile onto her lips for his sake, and Jack walked over to her and gave her another hug. Her body felt soft against his, and intoxicatingly feminine.

	“Well, we still have power down here,” he said softly. “And it seems like the TV is connecting to something. Dad… he must have installed some type of satellite receiver when he built this place.”

	His mom didn’t say anything. He pulled her against him a little more tightly, feeling her bosom mash against his chest.

	“We should see if any of the TV channels are coming in,” said Rebecca. “Or if there is a way to get online with it.”

	Jack nodded, though he was pessimistic about their prospects. He reached out to the TV and tapped his way back to the main menu. There was an app for cable TV, an app for an online movie streaming service, and an app for the daily news and weather. He tried each of them in quick succession, finding that they all led to nothing but connection errors.

	“That’s… no good.” Jack tried to keep the defeat he was feeling on the inside from slipping into his voice, but it was impossible. His mom was watching him and still smiling, for real this time.

	“It’s okay, sweetie,” she said. “We’re alive. That’s all that matters.”

	Jack felt her arms wrap around him from behind. Suddenly, it became very hard to focus on the TV and figuring out its functions. He could feel his mom’s breasts pushing against his shoulders, her nipples poking through the thin nightgown fabric. Her breath was hot against his ear, and Jack had to focus all of his energy into not getting a hard on.

	It’s the situation, not me. My body is just… confused. I’m just confused.

	“We have food,” whispered his mom. “We have water. We have the bed.”

	Jack clicked on another app, one that had an icon in the shape of an old VHS tape. A downloaded movie, already midway through, instantly began playing.

	“And we have at least a couple of things to watch,” he said, forcing himself to step outside of his mom’s reach and outside of temptation. “I don’t know if dad downloaded them, or if they were already here, but it’s certainly better than nothing.”

	Rebecca smiled at him. Jack’s eyes met hers, and the air in the shelter suddenly felt very hot. He could only hold his gaze against her for the briefest of moments before having to break the silence, awkwardly clearing his throat and turning away.

	“What time do you think it is?” Rebecca walked back over to the hallway leading up to the surface.

	“It can’t be past midnight,” said Jack. “It hasn’t even been an hour since this all began.”

	His mom nodded. Jack was surprised by how calm she looked. It put him at ease, in much the same way that her presence had back when he’d been just a little boy, nervous and anxious about everything in the world.

	“I think we should take another look outside,” said Jack. “Maybe things have settled down a bit.”

	Rebecca shook her head.

	“Sweetie, I don’t think that’s a good idea.” 

	Jack had already started up to the hatch.

	“I’m just going to open it a crack,” he said. He twisted the handle and then gingerly pushed the thick door open, and noxious smoke fumes pushed back into the shelter, stinging his eyes. He shut the hatch as quickly as he could, but what little had made it through was enough to make him cough as it burned his lungs.

	“Honey!” Rebecca ran over and knelt beside where Jack had fallen into a crouch. She pulled his head against her and then took a seat, cradling him as she ran her hand through his hair.

	“It’s… really bad out there,” said Jack. His mother nodded, and smiled knowingly at him. Her breasts hung in his face, and again, impure thoughts filled his head as he stared up at her, clothed only in her thin, tiny nightgown.

	She’s here for me. My beautiful mother… If it weren't for her, I’d already have given up.

	“Come on, let’s head into the main room.” Rebecca helped him to his feet and slowly walked him back down the stairs. “If we’re stuck in here for now, there’s no sense in us not taking stock of what’s available to us.”

	The two of them spent the next ten minutes searching through the neatly stacked plastic boxes. Jack was impressed by the extent his father had gone to in preparing. There was soap, towels, extra clothes, toilet paper, just about everything they could have asked for.

	“Finally!” Rebecca pulled out a white t-shirt and a pair of pink sweatpants. “I’ve been itching to change out of this flimsy nightgown ever since we got down here.”

	She bent over to close the lid on the box, and Jack couldn’t stop himself from drinking in the sight of her butt poking out from underneath the tiny garment.

	This isn’t something I should be thinking about…

	His mom walked into the room on the right-hand side of the main one, the bathroom, and creaked the heavy metal door closed behind her. The latch didn’t hitch, and it slowly began to reopen, giving Jack a view that was even harder to resist than the one he’d just seen.

	She was facing away from him, totally oblivious to her son’s peeping eyes. Slowly, she pulled the nightgown up and over her head and tossed it aside. She didn’t have a bra on, only panties, but all Jack could see from his vantage point was a tantalizing edge on view of her big, gorgeous breasts.

	This is sick. I need to cut it out, right now.

	He stood up and forced himself to turn his attention to something else. His cock was rock hard, an illicit symbol of the strange, perverse emotions that he was struggling with. Jack walked over to the TV and started clicking through the menus, desperate for a distraction.

	He went back to the recorded TV shows and downloaded movies, and began scrolling through them. A couple were post-apocalyptic themed, including one that was a popular, mainstream adaptation of a zombie comic book, and Jack winced internally as he skipped over it.

	Is that what’s happening for real, now? Has the world ended?

	“I think we should eat some food. Why don’t you pick out something for us to watch while I’m at it?” His mom had snuck up behind him, startling him with a reverse hug and a kiss on the cheek just as Jack’s thoughts began to tread into dark territory. She smelled faintly of perfume, a sweet and flowery scent.

	“Uh, okay,” said Jack. “I guess I’ll… do that, then.” 

	She pulled away from him and walked over into the shelter’s kitchen area. A surreal feeling swept over Jack as he tapped on the touch screen and scrolled past a couple of action movies, a mixture of déjà vu and absurdity.

	We’re still acting out our roles down here, mother and son, without even being sure if there is anything left on the surface of the planet.

	Jack settled on a romantic comedy about a man, his girlfriend, and a dog, in the end. Rebecca was humming a tune as she moved about the food stores of the shelter, picking through dried powder soups and mountains of canned goods. He recognized the song and had to fight off a wave of nostalgia as childhood memories crested on his mental horizon.

	“There is an entire spice rack’s worth of seasonings tucked away in the back of the pantry,” said his mom. “That must have been your father’s doing.”

	Jack didn’t saying anything. Thinking about his dad, thinking about any of the many people that they’d left behind above ground, was painful. Jason and Mitch suddenly appeared in his mind’s eye, both of them biking away from his house, waving to him as they went.

	I’m never going to see them again, most likely.

	“Jack?” Rebecca was standing in the doorway, her brow furrowed, and her eyes locked onto him. “Are you okay?”

	“Yeah, mom,” he said. “Sorry. I’m just thinking...”

	She walked over to him, her expression softening into warmth and understanding. She pulled him close to her and ran her hand through his hair. It was exactly what Jack needed.

	“I know,” she said softly. “It’s too much for one person to make sense of. We just have to keep going.”

	Rebecca shifted her son’s face so that their eyes met each other’s. Again, Jack felt a mild sense  of hot tension wave over him. He shook it off and tried not to let his excitement get the best of him.

	“You’re right, mom.” He smiled at her. “Sorry.”

	She reached her hand up to his face and pinched his cheek, a gesture that made him feel like he was a little kid again.

	“We don’t know anything yet, sweetie,” she said. “Whatever is going on, it could be affecting the entire world, or it could just be the state, or maybe even just the local neighborhood. We don’t know. For now we just need to hang tight.”

	Jack nodded, but on the inside his pessimism continued to nip at his psyche.

	The earthquake, and the firestorms in the sky… Those are not the type of things that just happen on a local level.

	“I’m going to finish with the food, and I want you to pick out a movie for us.” Rebecca spoke slowly, as though she was trying to emphasize the importance of the roles each of them had to play.

	“Okay mom. Thanks.”

	Rebecca kissed him softly on the cheek. The touch of her lips against his skin was like fire, like the fire that had lit up the night sky. She turned and walked back into the kitchen, and John turned back towards the TV screen.
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