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CHAPTER 1

 

“Come on honey, we’re going to be late!” 

Jack already had a heavy traveling bag in each hand, but somehow managed to take another one from his step mom, Alicia, as she passed it over. The two of them stood outside of the family’s minivan, grabbing everything that they were going to take with them on the bus ride across the country.

“Jeez mom, are you sure that we’re going to need all of this stuff?” Jack watched as Alicia reached deeper into the trunk of the vehicle, giving him a quick flash of her sexy butt and pink panties underneath the very short skirt she was wearing.

Alicia had married his dad almost eighteen years ago, back when Jack was still in diapers. She was the only mom that he had ever known, and the two of them had always been close. She was in her late thirties, but had a body that put most younger women to shame, with large, firm breasts and sensual hips.

“Trust me, honey,” said Alicia. “It’s always better to over pack than it is to under pack. Besides, it only looks like a lot because your father is meeting us there.”

It was late afternoon, but the sun was a powerful force in the sky, heating the day’s air up and reminding Jack that it was still summer. He’d only worn a tank top and a thin pair of shorts, but it was more than enough clothing to make him feel hot and humid.

“Alright, fine.” Jack grabbed the large, wrapped package that had taken up most of the room in the trunk on the drive out. “Will you at least tell me about what you got for them?”

Alicia turned towards him and smiled. The blouse that she was wearing was low cut and had been tied off on the bottom, revealing a nice amount of cleavage on top, and her toned, sexy stomach underneath.

“It’s a wooden statue,” she said. “Your grandpa’s a little crazy when it comes to collecting that kind of stuff.”

“Oh yeah…Cool, I think he’ll get a kick out of it.” Jack shouldered the bag he was carrying and somehow managed to hold the present in his hands. Alicia was just as overloaded as he was, carrying her own bag and a couple more with Jack’s dad’s clothing in them.

The two of them locked up the minivan and headed through the parking lot towards the main terminal of the station. The bus was large, air conditioned, and designed for cheap, comfortable, cross country travel. All of the windows excluding the large front one were tinted, and the roof appeared to be raised up a little higher than a typical city or school bus.

There was an attendant standing right outside the stairs leading up and into the bus, and he took Jack and Alicia’s tickets and ripped them in half as they walked over.

“You two made it just in time,” said the man. “Most of the under vehicle cargo area is full, but I think they’ll be room inside in the overhead compartment or down by your feet. I mean, hopefully…are you guys sure that you need all of that stuff?”

Alicia shot him a severe look.

“Yes, actually, we do!” Her voice had a matter of fact tone to it. “We’ll find a way to make it work!”

Jack followed behind her as she walked up the stairs and onto the bus. The aisle was surprisingly narrow for how big the vehicle looked from the outside, but each wall of it was lined with comfortable looking seats. Most of them, however, were already taken. Alicia walked down towards the only open two, which were at the very back of the bus.

“Come on honey, let’s figure out a way to make all of this fit!”

It felt to Jake as though everybody on the bus was waiting for them to get situated so the trip could get underway. It took him and his mom a minute of trying to get the bags into the upper compartment to realize that there was just no way it was going to happen. The people who had gotten on before them had taken up almost all of the space, leaving very little left for them to work with.

“Mom, maybe we should bring a couple of bags out to the van?” asked Jack. “I mean, we could probably mail the present, and it wouldn’t take more than a day or two extra.”

“Nonsense, sweetie, we’ll just have to get creative!” Alicia began sliding their bags into the space by their feet. It didn’t take long for them to pile up, and the last few, including the present, she sat down on the actual seat.

“How are we going to fit, though?” asked Jack.

“It’s fine honey, We will both just squeeze in, and make the best of the room we have.”

It was already a couple of minutes past departure time, and the bus driver was giving them an impatient look through the wide rearview mirror across the top of cab. Jack pushed into the row as tightly as he could. Only about half, maybe even less, of the usual space was still open and available for his mom, but she did her best to cram in.

The bus departed literally as soon as her butt had come to a rest on the seat. The two of them were in the very back row, and Jack found himself being grateful for it. Instead of having a seat across from them, there was a tiny bus bathroom, which meant that there was nobody there to witness just how embarrassingly tight of a fit he and his mom had ended up in.

“There, that’s not so bad, is it?” As soon as Alicia had asked the question, the bus went over a bump, and she slipped out of her seat and into the aisle. Jack grabbed onto her and helped her back up, but it was immediately clear that there was no way it would work for the duration of the five hour trip.

“This happens to people every now and then.” There was a woman sitting in the seat directly in front of them, and she looked over and smiled as she spoke. “My name is Jamie. I ride this bus every weekend.”

“Nice to meet you, Jamie. I’m Alicia, and this is my son, Jack.” Alicia was bracing herself against the bathroom door on the other side of the aisle, fighting to hold herself in position as the bus continued to go over bumps. “What should I do? I can’t ride like this for the entire way…do you think the bus driver might listen if I-“

“Frank’s an asshole,” said Jamie. “Unless the two of you want to argue with him and get kicked off, it’s not an option. Just sit on your son’s lap, at least until the first rest stop.”

Jack felt his face flush red as he thought about having his mom sit on his lap. He loved her, and he knew that she was his mom, but he also recognized that she was a very attractive woman. He wasn’t sure if his mind could separate everything out with her soft body right on top of him.

Alicia looked as though she was having a similar dilemma. She was blushing, and looking at their bags and cargo.

“I, I don’t know if that’s such a good idea,” said Alicia. “I think maybe we should-“

“Look, just trust me, it will be fine.” Jamie flicked a strand of hair out of her face, and Jack noticed for the first time that she was also quite attractive. “You guys won’t get caught, and it will be over before you know it.”

Jack looked at his mom. She smiled awkwardly at him, and then lifted her butt in the air and began sliding over and onto him.

“She’s right sweetie,” Alicia said. “Hopefully having the weight of your mommy on your lap won’t be too much for you to handle for a little while.”

Jack blushed even more at hearing her call herself his “mommy”. He rubbed her reassuringly on the shoulder, and then tried to think of something, anything, other than how good it felt to have his mom’s soft, warm butt resting on his cock.








  
 





CHAPTER 2

 

“You grandpa and grandma are going to be so happy to see us, Jack!”

Alicia had come to terms with the situation and gotten comfortable in the new seating arrangement first. She hummed and looked out one of the windows as the bus made its way through traffic.

“Yeah mom, I bet it will be hard for them to keep from celebrating when we get there.”

Jack was having a much worse time with it. Despite his best efforts to focus his thoughts on safe, platonic things, his body was acutely aware of just how good his mom felt against him. The short skirt that she had on didn’t cover more than the bare minimum of her thighs, and he could feel his skin below the bottom of his shorts pushing up against hers.

“I hope they like the wood carving,” said Alicia. “I spent such a long time picking it out! The creator polished the surface of it to an almost glossy sheen.”

“That’s…great mom,” whispered Jack. “Polishing wood, that’s great.”

He was in his own world, and could barely focus on what she was saying. Despite Jack’s best efforts, his cock was slowly getting harder. He felt it reach about half of its full size when erect, and knew that there was no way his mom could still be ignoring it. Jack was completely ashamed and embarrassed, and prayed to god that the rest stop wouldn’t be that much farther.

“Jack, sweetie...” Alicia turned towards him, placing one of her hands on his chest and whispering into his ear. “Do you have something in your pocket?”

Jack was more embarrassed than he had ever been in his life. He avoided his mom’s eyes, and slowly shook his head back and forth, feeling his cock throbbing and becoming more erect even as his shame threatened to overwhelm him.

“No, mom,” he said. “My pockets are empty.”

“Oh…Oh!” Alicia was suddenly bright red too, and Jack could feel heat radiating off her body. “Well…Let me just see if I can get into a more comfortable spot then. It’s okay sweetie, these things happen!”

Alicia stood up right as the bus went over another bump, resulting in her flying up into the air and falling back down onto her son’s lap. Jack managed to catch her before she landed, and held her steady against his crotch. His cock was rubbing up in between her buttocks, and it felt almost as though he was being jacked off by a soft, fat hand.

“Are you two okay back there?” Jamie poked her head back over the seat and grinned at the two of them knowingly. “I’m sure it’s pretty hard for you guys in such a tight spot, huh?”

“Yes…” whispered Alicia. “It…It is very, very hard.”

“Oh wow, I can almost feel the heat from you guys,” said Jamie. “It’s always hot when you’re in such close contact like that.”

“Yeah, it’s hot,” said Jack. “Having her sit on my lap, her body is hot, I mean.”

Jack shook his head, feeling like a fool. He was embarrassed, ashamed, confused, and worst of all, incredibly horny. His mom’s summer blouse was so high up on her chest, and it left tons of exposed skin for his eyes to see and his mind to run wild with. His cock was at its full extent by this point, and it ached for relief underneath her.

“Are you doing okay, sweetie?” asked Alicia. She turned back towards him and put her hand on her chest again, this time orienting her upper body so that he had a perfect downward view of her cleavage.

“I’m…hanging in there, mom,” he said. “What about you?”

Alicia blushed, and then smiled at him.

“I’m okay,” she whispered, leaning in close. “But I had a thought…maybe you could go into the bathroom and, you know, take care of yourself?”

Jack stared at her stupidly for a moment, not willing or able to accept that his mom was talking about what he thought she was talking about. His cock was throbbing underneath her, and every time she would turn to talk to him, her butt would rub and massage across it, making his predicament even worse.

“Mom…what do you mean, exactly?” He didn’t want to ask her, but he had to make sure.

“Honey, I mean…this…” Alicia stood up and off him slightly, and then ran her fingers across his rock hard tool. Jack let out a small moan and almost came in his pants. It was too much, too fast, and the embarrassed and yet still incredibly motherly look on his mom’s face only made it even more arousing.

“Mom, I’m so sorry!” Jack said. He wanted to die, or at the very least, turn invisible.

“Sweetie, it’s okay!” Alicia ran her hand across his cheek and leaned in to give him a kiss. The bus went over another bump, and her lips ended up making contact with his, turning what was meant to be an innocent show of affection into something much more illicit.

“I…I’ll do it, mom,” said Jack. “I think it will make this trip a lot easier.”

“Thanks, honey.” Alicia smiled at him, still blushing.

Jack watched as his mom slowly stood up and off him, his cock bouncing to attention as the weight keeping it down was lifted. She looked unbelievably hot in her skirt, and the way she tried to smooth it out before walking into the aisle was enough to get Jack’s mind primed with nasty, shameful ideas.

He stood up and walked over to the bathroom. It looked tiny from the outside, but once he had gotten the door open and himself inside of it, he realized that there actually was a good amount of space. The toilet was also clean, and the room was free of any unsavory bathroom odors.

Jack slowly pulled down his shorts and boxer briefs, feeling his massive erection beginning to hum at the idea of being touched, and stroked. He had to do it, he reminded himself. It was for the sake of his mom, for the sake of them being able to have a calm and unobstructed journey.

His mind was alive with ideas and images, and embarrassingly, they all were about his mom. Her perfects tits, and sexy ass. The way she felt balanced on his cock, and how badly he wanted to feel her body and pull her into him.

Jack’s cheeks flushed red, and he tried to think about something else. He was already beyond his limit for shame, just having to deal with what had already happened. His mom was off limits, and she always would be.

He slowly began to rub his hand up and down his cock. Jack didn’t have any lube, but even just letting his fingers dance along his shaft felt incredibly good. He let out a sigh, and sped up, feeling his cock pulsing in its hand, rock hard and ready for action.

Jack almost jumped when he heard a small knock at the door. He hurried to pull his shorts up, banging into the back wall clumsily in his rush.

“Uh, hold on, just a minute!” The door opened, despite his shout. Jack was surprised to see Jamie, the woman who had been sitting in front of them, walking into the bathroom stall.

“Shhh…” she whispered. “The bus driver’s one rule is that only a single person can be in the bathroom at a time. You wouldn’t want him to catch us, now would you?”

She was an attractive woman, in a way that reminded Jack a little of his mom. She had big breasts and a nice figure, and though she was ever so slightly on the curvy side, she pulled it off well.

“What are you doing in here?” asked Jack.

“I told you mom that I’d help you out, make it a little less awkward for you,” said Jamie. “She thinks I’m only coming in to give you this…”

Jamie held a porn magazine in her hand and tossed it to the ground. Jack felt his cock throb as he looked at the cover, bringing him back to what he’d been doing before the intrusion.

“Here, let me help you,” said Jamie. Jack watched, his mouth wide open in surprise, as the attractive older woman stepped in close to him and took his cock into her hands.

“Oh god, oh man,” moaned Jack. “What are you-“

“Just taking care of you, sweetie,” said Jamie. “My my, did your mommy really make you this hard?”

Jack blushed and tried to look away. It was embarrassing enough for him to deal with the situation without having to talk to strangers about it.

“It was just, I mean, I’m a man and she’s a woman,” he said in his defense. “It would have happened to anyone!”

“Oh, but you’re so hard!” Jamie gave his cock a playful squeeze and waves of pleasure went shooting through Jack’s body. She pushed her breasts up against him tight, and slowly began to slide down, letting them rub all along Jack as she dropped to her knees in front of them.

“I bet your mom wonders what’s taking so long,” said Jamie. “If I was only coming in here to give you a magazine, I should be back out by now, right?”

Jamie gave Jack’s cock a lick all the way from the base to the tip, and Jack gasped from the pleasure.

“Oh god, Jamie,” he moaned. “That feels…really good.”

“Let’s just hope your mommy doesn’t come in and catch you with my lips wrapped around your cock,” whispered Jamie. “That would be a little too much embarrassment for one day, I think.”

She kissed the head of his cock, and then pushed her lips forward along it, taking Jack’s member into her mouth. He let out a moan and grabbed onto the walls of the stall, pleasure sweeping over his body like the darkness of a solar eclipse.

Jamie was good at sucking cock. She pushed all of her hair back behind her and focused on getting Jack off, turning her head slightly as she sucked and slurped. Her tongue massaged across the skin of his dick as she went, giving Jack an unbelievable amount of extra pleasure.

“Oh jeez, Jamie,” moaned Jack. “Fuck, don’t stop, don’t stop!”

She was sucking his dick like a pro, as though it was her mission to make Jack cum. She was leaned forward, and Jack brought his arm down to one of her tits and began to grab at it. It was soft, and warm.

Jamie pushed all the way forward, and Jack felt the tip of his dip slide down her throat. He almost lost it, and as Jamie slid her mouth back and gagged slightly, he knew that he was on the verge of cumming. Jack reached forward and grabbed the back of her head, intent on face fucking her until his dick was ready to let his load go, when a noise interrupted them.

“I need to use the bathroom! It’s an emergency!”

Jack had barely enough time to pull his shorts up before the door was open and an old man was standing impatiently outside of it. He looked at Jamie and saw her smiling as though nothing strange had happened. He followed her out of the stall, blushing fiercely and staring at the ground.

“You two were in there together for a while…” said Alicia. “Is everything okay?”

“Yeah mom, it’s fine.” Jack slid by them into their row and then cringed as he realized that their situation hadn’t changed. She was going to be sitting on his lap again, and he was harder than ever.

“Did you…are you okay now, honey?”

Jack looked at his mom, embarrassed and ashamed.

“I…It’s still hard, mom,” he whispered. “But we’ll figure something out…”

They had to figure something, Jack thought. If they didn’t, there was no telling where they’d end up.








  
 





CHAPTER 3

 

Alicia was blushing as she slowly settled back down into her son’s lap. The second her soft butt made contact with Jack’s barely contained, rock hard erection, he felt a powerful, illicit pleasure wash over him. There was so much temptation, and Jack felt himself immediately giving in a little, and letting his hands come to a rest on his mom’s waist.

“We’ll just try to get as comfortable as we can,” said Alicia.

“Yeah, okay mom.” It was hard for Jack to talk to her. Even the sound of her voice sounded erotic, as if she was moaning with sexual desire.

“Have you tried…sweetie, have you tried just thinking about safe things?” asked Alicia. “Like playing sports, or childhood memories?”

Jack’s mind immediately jumped back in time to grade school basketball. His mom had been in the bleachers, cheering for him at every game. Wearing clothes that even at the time, he had known looked good on her. He pictured her standing up and jumping in response to him getting the ball, her big breasts bouncing and capturing the attention of all the adult males around.

He shook his head and tried to think about something else. Another memory popped into his head, from middle school. He had woken up earlier than usual one Saturday morning, and had carelessly rushed into the bathroom without knocking. His mom had been standing there, fresh out of the shower, completely naked and more than a little shocked to see him. The image of her perfect, pink nipples and carefully trimmed pubic hair had been burned into his memory, along with the surprised look on her face.

“I don’t know mom, I don’t think its working.” Jack’s cock was harder than ever. He rubbed his hands against his mom’s waist, doing his best to restrain himself and keep from grabbing her and grinding her into him.

“I think the two of you should just try to make the best of it.” Jamie was leaning back over the seat and smiling at the two of them. “You guys are stuck like that at least until we get to a stop, I saw, quit fighting it and have a little bit of fun.”

“That’s terrible advice!” cried Alicia. “He’s my son, in case you’ve forgotten!”

Jack wanted to chime in and agree with his mother, but he couldn’t. A part of him thought Jamie was right, or at least desperately wanted her to be. His mom’s body was so soft and hot, and he was so ready for her.

He forced the thoughts out of his mind and felt a terrible deluge of guilt and shame push its way in to replace them. This was sick, and terrible. He needed to find a way to bring it to a stop before it went any further. 

“Maybe I can ask the bus driver if there are any empty seats that we missed?” asked Jack.

“There aren’t any, sweetie,” said Jamie. “You’re going to have your mom on your lap for a good while longer, whether you like it or not.”

The bus went over a bump, and Jack felt his mom hop up and land back down on his cock. A burst of pleasure shot through his body was she involuntarily tightened her butt cheeks, squeezing his cock into a tantalizingly tight hug.

“Sweetie, just focus on breathing and staying calm.” Alicia was rubbing one of his legs and talking softly. “That’s it, honey, just let mommy calm you down and make it alright.”

Her efforts were having the opposite effect. Jack was getting more turned on by the second. His hands slowly began to drift further up, coming to a rest on his mom’s breasts. He didn’t say anything as he began groping at them, and neither did she. Alicia let out a quiet moan and tensed up a little, before grabbing his hands and moving them back to safe territory.

“Honey, please,” whispered Alicia. “I’m your mom, and you’re my son.”

Her voice had an undercurrent of something that Jack only partially recognized. Her breathing was heavy, and it sounded almost like she was trying to keep herself under control. Jack knew exactly how she felt, and ached for release as the bus continued to vibrate his mom’s soft body on top of his cock.

“Has it gotten any easier, or is it still really hard?” Jamie was smiling at them again, the smugness evident in her expression.

“It’s gotten harder,” said Jack. “It’s a lot harder now.”

“Oh my. It must be so hard. Your mom is such a sexy woman, too. I mean, that must be pretty weird for you, Jack?”

“Yeah, I uh, I’m just trying not to think about it.” Jack was staring at his mom’s cleavage. The bouncing of the bus had caused her shirt to shift down a little, and he could almost see the edge of one of her areola poking out of the top of her bra.

“Jamie, mind your own business!” said Alicia. “I’m sitting on my son’s lap, and the two of us are struggling to make the best of it. We don’t need you putting impure, disgusting thoughts into his head!”

“Okay, sorry, I just-“

The bus went over a huge bump, and both Jack and his mom were thrown up into the air. The back of Jack’s shorts caught against the textured material of the seat, and were pulled down to his thighs before he could do anything about it. His cock strained against his boxers as he landed back into a seated position.

Likewise, Alicia’s short skirt had slid up her body, and when she fell back into Jack’s lap, it was no longer underneath her. Jack could feel an intensified heat through the thin fabric of their underwear, and knew right away that something was different.

“Uh, mom,” he whispered. “I think that bump might have…”

“Shhh, sweetie, quiet.” Somebody was walking down the aisle towards the bathroom. Jack could feel his cock throbbing against his mom. In its new position, it was right between her legs and up against her crotch, with only underwear separating it from the illicit realm it wanted so badly to make its way into.

“Are the two of you okay?” asked Jamie. “Maybe you guys should shift around a little, that is, if you think things are getting too hot back there.”

“It’s fine!” shouted Alicia. “This is my son you’re talking about. I have no idea what you’re even suggesting!”

Jack felt his mom twist a little bit as she spoke, rubbing his cock even more. He realized that they had a new, intense danger looming on the horizon. His dick was shifting towards the open boxer flap, drawn as though by some sort of erotic magnetism.

“Mom, I think we might have a problem…” Jack tried to whisper quietly, as to not alert and attract the attention of Jamie in the next seat.

“Honey, just do your best,” said Alicia. “I know it’s tough, but we’ll be okay. Just keep trying to stay calm.”

She rubbed his thigh encouragingly, and Jack almost came in his pants.

“Ok mom, I-“

The bus hit another bump, the biggest one yet. Jack managed to keep himself balanced, and reached up to grab his mom. His hands missed her waist, and ended up grabbing her breasts, pulling on them as he brought her down. One of her thighs slid down his member as she dropped, pulling it out through his boxer flap and against her pussy, with only her thin panties left as a barrier. Alicia’s skirt covered the entire scene from view, but both of them could feel instantly what had happened.

“Uh-oh,” whispered Jack. “Mom, we should fix this…”

Alicia wiggled in Jack’s lap, trying to move her sensitive slit away from her son’s cock, but only making the situation much, much worse in the process.

“Jack, I can’t stand up,” said Alicia. “If I do, people will be able to see your…thing.”

His mom moved a little more, as if expecting that if she positioned her body just right, she could escape from the embarrassment and shame of having her son’s hard cock rubbing against her pussy. 

It didn’t work, and all of the rubbing made Jack feel as though his cock was about to explode. His hands began to meander up his mom’s sides, headed for her big, soft tits that he wanted so desperately to hold and feel.

“Oh wow, that last bump was quite the kicker,” said Jamie, smiling at them knowingly. “Do you to need to fix yourselves up after that one?”

“We’re fine!” Alicia turned and gave Jack a kiss on the cheek to make her point. His body wanted to take her, right then and right there, and the fact made him feel guilty and evil.

“I’m sure you guys are,” said Jamie. “Jack, you might want to hold onto your mom tight. It looks like the road is going to get very bumpy up ahead.”

It started almost immediately after Jamie finished speaking. The first bump bounced his mom on his cock, just enough to cause her crotch to rub against his. Jack moaned and grabbed onto his mom’s waist tight.

There were more bumps, causing Alicia to rub and shift on her son’s cock in a manner that felt both good and torturous for him. Jack felt his mind begin to fog over as his body moved against his mom’s. One of his hands grabbed onto her breast and began to knead it, teasing the nipple and feeling the softness.

“Jack, hang in there!” whispered Alicia. “Just try to stay calm!”

It was more than he could do, at that point. His cock was rubbing right against his mom’s panties, which were a little wet at this point, both from her juices and his pre cum. Jack shifted his position, intending to make things easier on himself, but in the end just sliding his cock into even more dangerous territory.

The angle he had set his member at cause it to push inside the fabric of his mom’s panties. Now he could feel her flesh against his, and knew that all it would take to be inside her would be one decently aimed thrust, or one large and lucky bounce of the bus.

“Sweetie, this is bad…” whispered his mom. There was fear in her voice, but also something else. She was just as turned on as he was.

The bus bounced, and it almost happened. The head of Jack’s cock slid in, just a little, just enough for both of them to get a taste of how good it would feel to set the taboo aside and throw themselves deep into forbidden territory.

Their bodies wanted it, but their minds resisted. Jack was having more trouble holding out than his mom, and he groped at her breasts and thrust his cock in a desperate attempt to get deeper inside, and to fuck her properly. All it managed to do was dislodge his member, and as he shifted to try to get things back on track, the bus came to a stop.

“I’m sorry everyone, but we’re having engine trouble.” The bus driver spoke in a loud voice as he stood at the top of the aisle. “We’re right across from a motel, and I’m afraid we’ll have to stay the night. Megabus will cover all of the expenses, and again, you have my apologies.

Almost everyone on the bus began grumbling and moaning, except for Jack and his mom. Alicia immediately stood up and walked out into the aisle, straightening her skirt nervously and blushing like a little girl that had done something very bad.

“Alright, sweetie, this is good,” she said. “We can get a better seating arrangement tomorrow, this is perfect.”

Jack could barely look at his mom. He stuffed his cock into his shorts, feeling more embarrassed and ashamed than he ever had before in his life. His urges had gotten the best of him, and he had almost crossed a line that would have changed everything.

“Yeah mom, you’re right,” he said. “That would be good, ha ha.”

Jamie stood up from her seat and yawned. She smiled at Jack and his mom, and then stared at his crotch.

“Oh wow, looks like you two are still in dire straits,” she said. “You should take care of that thing before you poke an eye out with it.”

“That’s my son you’re talking to!” said Alicia. Jack just looked out the window, feeling his face flush red.

He would have to take care of it, somehow. He tried to push the memory of the bus ride out of his mind, and out of his head, but it was impossible. He wasn’t sure if he’d ever be able to look at his mom in the same way again.








  
 





CHAPTER 4

 

All of the passengers on the bus crowded into the motel lobby, and being the last ones off, Jack and Alicia were at the end of the line. By the time everyone else had gotten their room keys, it was dark outside, the sun having set and only street lights left to illuminate the parking lot. 

The clerk was typing into his computer, looking as frustrated as the two of them felt as they waited for him to find their rooms. Finally, he let out a sigh and shook his head.

“I’m afraid I only have one room left, and it’s a single occupancy,” said the clerk. “I’m so sorry, I didn’t realize that this was going to happen.”

Alicia looked over at the wall, her face set in a neutral expression. She had been through so much that day, and most of it was because of him, Jack realized. He walked over to the desk and nodded.

“That’s fine, we’ll take it,” he said. “Mom, I’ll just sleep on the floor. It will be fine, at least we’ll have more space than we did on the bus.”

Alicia didn’t say anything, and Jack took the key that the clerk handed to him.

“It’s room 172, on the first floor,” he said. “Do you want me to show you the way, or-“

“It’s fine, I’m sure we can find it.” Jack smiled at his mom, and saw her manage a motherly smile back.

Neither of them spoke as they walked along the motel’s outer terrace. Jack wondered if things would ever go back to normal, or if the awkward sexual tension in the air would be something he and his mom would just have to learn to deal with. He breathed a sigh of relief when they finally reached their room.

“Alright, here we are.” Jack unlocked the door and flicked on the light as he stepped inside.

Calling it a single occupancy was almost false advertising. There was a bathroom and a bed, sure, but the room had prescious little floor space to speak of. The bed was tiny, barely big enough for an average sized person to sleep in.

“Oh wow,” said Alicia. “It’s just one thing after another today, isn’t it?”

Jack closed the door and took his shoes off. All of their stuff was still on the bus, other than a bag of clothes that each of them had grabbed to change into.

“We’ll find a way to make it work mom,” said Jack. “I’m not worried. Look, at least there’s a nice flat screen TV, right?”

Jack sat down on the bed and picked up the remote. His mom followed him over and sat down beside him. He hit the power button, and the sound coming from the TV made it clear to them what the previous occupant had last been watching before they had even made sense of the visuals.

“Oh yeah, give it to me,” moaned a naked woman on the screen. “That’s right baby, fuck me! Fuck me hard!”

In his rush to hit the power button, Jack dropped the remote. It had slipped underneath the bed. His mom’s face was beet red, and she moved for it at the same time he did. The two of them collided as they reached down to the floor, falling onto the carpet, bodies tangled.

“Whoops, sorry mom!” Jack had ended up on top of Alicia, his crotch pushed against her open legs. He realized with horror that one of his hands had landed right on her breast, and his cock immediately began springing back to its former proportions.

“Fuck yeah, don’t stop! Fuck me harder baby!” The porno was still playing, and the sound of it was making Jack rock hard. He moved to stand up, but there was so little space to the side of the bed that it was difficult.

“Honey, the remote’s under the bed, but I can’t reach it.” Alicia looked mortified by the situation they were in. Her top had come undone, either by the way that she had fallen or Jack’s hand. He stared at her bra and breasts, and felt disgusting, lustful thoughts enter his mind.

“I’ll get it for you mom.” Jack reached under the bed, his cock rubbing along his mom’s thighs and stomach as he did. His fingers could just barely touch it, but he had to stretch out completely. Alicia shifted underneath him, and her hand accidently slid underneath her son’s crotch, rubbing his cock with her palm.

“Got it!” Jack finally pulled it out and quickly shut off the porno. He managed to stand up and sat on the bed, staring at his half naked, short skirted mother and feeling as though the thermostat in the room had been turned up.

There was a loaded silence in the air. The TV had been turned off, and it felt to Jack like something needed to happen to fill the emptiness. His mom was staring at him, blushing and looking more like a sexual being than he had ever thought of her as before.

“I…I should take a shower.” Alicia walked by him, looking at his hard cock and causing Jack to shift uncomfortably. “We’ll figure out the sleeping arrangements when I get out.”

“Okay, mom.” Jack’s eyes were glued to her butt as she walked across the room.

Alicia swung the door to the bathroom closed behind her. It was still open a crack, and Jack could hear her starting up the shower water. His mind was filled with thoughts of her undressing, and the water running down her big, shapely boobs, and off the curve of her perfect butt.

Jack was hard as a rock, and he hated himself for it. His mom was off limits. He repeated the sentence to himself over and over in his mind, as loud as his inner voice would go. She was off limits, and if she knew just how sick and twisted the thoughts running through his head were, she would hate him for it.

He worked hard to keep himself under control as his mom took her shower. He turned the TV back on, and switched it to a different channel, though his urges made him consider leaving it on the porn, and enjoying it while he could. After a couple of minutes, he heard the shower knob squeak and the water turn off.

“Jack, I think the towels are in the closet.” Alicia called to him from the shower. “Can you bring me one, I don’t have anything to dry off with in here?”

“Yeah, sure mom,” Jack replied. 

His cock throbbed, and his heart rate went through the roof as he grabbed a towel from the closet and walked over to the bathroom door. The voice of reason in his head told him to just stick his hand into the bathroom, to give it to her and get away. Instead, he swung the door completely open.

Alicia had opened the shower curtain, and Jack took in an unobstructed view of her gorgeous hips and big, beautiful breasts. Her hair was wet against her skin, and when she saw that he was looking at her, she instantly turned red and did her best to cover up with her hands.

“Jack! Jeez, sweetie, I’m naked!” Alicia was embarrassed, and suddenly, Jack was too. He averted his eyes and held out the towel to her, feeling disgusted by his behavior.

“I, I’m sorry mom,” he said. “I wasn’t thinking!”

“It’s okay sweetie. Today has been a really weird day.”

His mom took the towel from him, and Jack got one last, fleeting look at her breasts as she began to dry off. He walked out of the bathroom in a horny daze, feeling like if he didn’t get some sort of release soon, he would go completely insane. 

There were also some extra blankets in the shower, and Jack laid them out on the floor to make a bed for himself as best as he could. The room hadn’t been designed with enough floor space to make sleeping there comfortable, and Jack could see right away that he’d be cramped for the night to come.

Alicia had thrown on a loose white nightgown, one that was so thin that it was almost see through. Jack felt ashamed as he looked at her, his eyes being drawn to her nipples, which poked out against the fabric.

“Sweetie, that’s not going to be enough space for you,” said Alicia. “Maybe…you should just sleep in the bed. With me.”

Jack was silent for a moment, and felt his cock getting excited at her suggestion.

“With…you?” He stared at her, feeling the tension in the air weighing down on them. “But mom, the bed is tiny.”

“I know, but so was the bus seat…and we managed okay.” Alicia sat down on the bed and patted the spot next to her. “If you sleep with your boxers on, I don’t think we’ll have anything to…I mean, I’m sure it will be fine.”

Jack sat down by his mom. He was hornier, but the voice of reason in his head was making a desperate attempt to keep him in check. His mom smiled at the awkward expression on his face.

“It’s okay sweetie, I’m your mom and your my son,” she whispered, rubbing his thigh. “We just need to remember that, and everything will be fine.”

“Okay mom.” Jack stood up from the bed and walked over to the main light. He turned it off, leaving just a tiny reading lamp on the bed stand on, and then walked back over. Alicia was already climbing under the covers.

Jack took his shirt and shorts off, and did his best do hunch over and keep the full extent of his erection concealed from his mom. It didn’t work. Alicia looked embarrassed, but also a little intrigued, and had one hand up over her mouth as though she was stifling a gasp.

It was just like it had been on the bus. There was no other choice. Jack climbed into the bed and under the sheets, feeling his mom’s body radiating out warmth.

“I love you sweetie,” said Alicia.

“I love you too, mom,” he replied.

His mom reached over and turned off the last light, and the room was dark. The bed was small, and for a second, neither of them moved. Then, in an instant, Jack felt his resolve giving, and the urges taking control.

At first he convinced himself that he was just going to snuggle up against his mom, and cuddle with her until the two of them fell asleep. She was turned away from him, and the bed was small enough that all he had to do was move forward an inch and his body was against hers.

His cock nuzzled between her legs, throbbing and aching for release. Alicia tensed up as it made contact, tightening her butt cheeks and thighs as though she was trying to prevent his member from gaining access.

“Honey…” she whispered. Her word carried with it a double meaning. Jack knew that she was trying to hold out, but he could hear in her voice that she was just as horny and ready as he was.

He ran his hands up her stomach and to her breasts, and slowly began to push his cock more deliberately against his moms butt. She was so soft, and it felt so good. 

Alicia let out a little moan, and her legs slipped open. Jack took full advantage of the opportunity, sliding his cock out of his boxer flap and lifting her gown up to her waist. Her skin was so warm, and he let the head of his dick probe into forbidden territory.

“Sweetie, I’m your mom…” whispered Alicia. Jack was too horny to think straight. The head of his cock was rubbing against his mom’s warm, inviting folds. He needed her, and all of his shame and guilt was outweighed by the intense temptation that her gorgeous body presented.

Jack kissed his mother’s neck, and let his hands pull the night gown completely up and over her head. Alicia didn’t stop him, but didn’t help, either. Jack could tell that her urges and her reluctance were duking it out in the same way he had experienced his own inner conflict.

She turned towards him in the bed and grabbed his cock, and Jack instantly knew what she had decided. It felt amazing and incredibly wrong at the same time.

“Sweetie we can’t…” Alicia’s words were quiet, almost inaudible. “We can’t ever let anyone know about this. Only tonight, never again.”

Jack was on her in an instant, pushing his mom’s legs open and kissing her with an unbridled passion. The situation had boiled over. He had to fuck his mom, and he knew there was no way to stop it, now that things had gone so far.

The head of his cock found the entrance of her cunt easily, and Jack pushed it inside. She was tighter than he expected, much tighter, but her sex fluids made for the perfect lube.

“Oh god, mom!” cried Jack. His hands were groping at her breasts, and his cock was halfway inside of her, but he still couldn’t believe it. She was right there underneath him, and he was fucking her, and Jack felt an almost overwhelmingly confusing mixture of emotions.

“Jack, sweetie,” moaned Alicia. “It’s okay…Shhhh, it’s okay.”

Jack began to thrust, and pleasure exploded through his crotch and through his body. His mom felt amazing, beyond anything he could have expected. Every element of the situation was erotic, from the dim sliver of light pouring in from the window that lit the room just enough for him to see his mom’s heaving breasts, to the tiny squealing noises she made as he slowly started to move inside of her.

This is what he’d been so close to doing on the bus, Jack realized. He wanted to do it on the bus, and they had come so close. But they stopped, and at the time, both of them had been glad. What they were doing was wrong in every sense of the word.

Strangely, the more shame and guilt over just how illicit and forbidden the sex was, the more arousing and overwhelmingly pleasurable the act became. He fucked his mom harder, pushing his cock as deep into her as it would go and pinching her nipples.

“That’s it!” cried Alicia. “Fuck your mommy, sweetie. Fuck your mommy, baby!”

“Oh god mom, I…I can’t stop fucking you!”

Jack’s hips thrust into his mom with a mind of their own. He loved her, both as a mom and as a woman, but in the moment, all his cock cared about was getting off. Alicia ran one of her hands across his chest and the other through her own hair, and then tensed up suddenly.

“Oh god, oh god, sweetie!” she cried. “Mommy’s cumming!”

Jack felt his mom’s cunt begin to seize up, clenching around his cock and sending even more pleasure raging through his body. He couldn’t stop himself, and kept fucking her with even more intensity. His flesh slapped against hers loudly, and he wondered what the people in the rooms on either side of them must think.

As Jack felt his own orgasm on the horizon, he realized that he had reached the end of the line. If he blew it inside his mom, and shot his load deep inside her body, the two of them would never be able to come back from it. Maybe if he pulled out now, and apologized, they could just treat it like a terrible mistake, one that they got a handle on before it went too far. But to cum inside her, it would be too deliberate, too final.

Jack’s cock began to explode, spraying white hot cum deep inside of his mother, and there was nothing he could do to stop it. He felt guilty and ashamed, but also incredibly unburdened, as if he’d finally found the relief he’d been searching for all day.

The room was still. Jack let the spurts of his cock die down before rolling off his mom. Alicia was silent for a minute. She reached over and rubbed his hand, and kissed him on the cheek.

“It’s okay, sweetie,” said his mom. “If we don’t tell anybody, it will be like it never happened.”

Jack nodded, even though he didn’t believe her. It did happen. And he couldn’t wait for it to happen again.
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FREE EXCERPT FROM “COMMUNITY THEATER”

 

CHAPTER 1

 

“That was excellent, John!” The director was beaming at him, scribbling notes onto a pad as he watched from the front row of seats in the auditorium.

His words were exactly what John had been hoping for. He had been acting in an amateur capacity since he was old enough to walk, and had never before attempted to take on a pivotal and meaty lead role like the one he was currently auditioning for.

“Thank you, sir,” he said. “Do you want me to run any other scenes?”

“Nonsense, I’ve seen more than enough,” said the director. He stood up from his seat and climbed up onto the stage, reaching his hand out to shake John’s. “I want you to take on the role of Maurice, and really live it up in the same way you just did with your monologue.”

“Of course!” said John. He felt a wave of emotion begin to wash over him, and couldn’t keep a broad smile from spreading across his face.

“I still have a number of roles to cast, but I want to get started with the rehearsals for the core characters immediately,” said the director. “Can you be here tomorrow morning, 10 AM sharp?”

John nodded his head.

“I wouldn’t miss it for the world!” he said.

He could barely contain his excitement when he got back home. John’s father had been away on a business trip for the past week, but he expected his step mom, Helen, to be around, and was a little disappointed when he couldn’t find her.

Helen had been John’s step mother since shortly after his mom had walked out on the family when he was ten, and over the past eight years the two of them had grown incredibly close. She was a beautiful woman, with a busty figure and the type of elegant beauty that made her seem timelessly attractive, even at 37 years old.

John ended up hanging out for a bit in the living room, reading through the copy of the script that the director had given him. It was an independently created production, completely new to him. The basic plot involved a romance between a rich older woman and a much younger man that was a friend of her son’s , and as he read through the scenes, he found himself getting strangely excited at his role in the play.

A number of them seemed to be very intimate and physical, and John found himself getting a little turned on just from reading the dialogue. He began to wonder about who would be playing the role of the older female lead.

His mind began to wander into illicit places, and he ended up heading upstairs into his room. John began browsing the internet on his laptop, and without even realizing what he was doing, he ended up on a porn site, staring at erotic images that only seemed to further fuel the wild thoughts in his mind.

He couldn’t resist for long, and after a moment, he pulled out his hard cock and began to stroke it to the naked women on the screen. John had always had a fetish for milfs, and the idea that he would be acting across from one in a play, kissing her, feeling her body, and being in such close contact, it was enough to drive him wild.

“Honey, are you home?” asked Helen. Her voice came from directly outside his door. John jumped back from his desk, frantically trying to cover up his nudity, but not moving nearly fast enough to beat the speed of the opening door.

Luckily, he managed to turn away, and fell down onto his bed and grabbed a sheet in time to hide anything too illicit, though his step mom looked at him suspiciously.

“Are you okay, sweetie?” she asked. Helen walked over and sat down on the bed next to him, and John couldn’t help but think about how much she looked like some of the milf porn stars he had just been jerking off to. Her top was low cut, and it was hard for him to keep his eyes off her cleavage.

“Uh, yeah, of course mom,” he said. “What’s up?”

Behind Helen on the screen of John’s computer was an older naked woman, slowly performing a strip tease for him. He prayed to god that she wouldn’t turn around before the clip finished playing and returned to the default image.

“I just wanted to tell you the good news,” she said. “I ended up following through with it! I auditioned!”

Helen dropped her hand down on her son’s thigh in what was meant to be a tender gesture. In reality, it just made John’s dick throb and ache for attention, and he felt a small bead of pre cum beginning to smear into the top of the thin sheet covering his crotch.

“That’s great mom,” he said, blankly. “Wait…what play did you audition for?”

“The one that you mentioned the other day,” she said. “Young Life, New Experience. The director wants me to play the part of the female lead!”

John could only stare at her for a second.

“Could you…could you say that again?”

“I’m the female lead!” said his mom. “What, I thought that you would be happy for me…”

Inside, John’s emotions were threatening to tear him apart. He wanted to do this play, and his mom being the lead character’s love interest seemed to wreck everything. Strangely, his cock seemed to throb at the idea, and he silently admonished himself in shame.

“Mom…” he said. “I also auditioned for that play. The director cast me in it as Maurice.”

Helen blinked several times at her son, as though her mind couldn’t quite process what he was saying.

“What…but, that would mean…” Her voice suddenly became very tiny and small. “I’m playing the role of Rose.”

“Yeah,” said John. “…I guess we’ll have to talk to the director. I’ve read the script, there’s no way that we can act some of this stuff out.”

Helen began to shake her head back and forth.

“No!” she cried. “John, this role….I know what it means to you!” Helen flicked her hair back, and for a moment John could smell her perfume on the air. “And you know what it means to me,” she said. “We’ll both just have to stick with it, and just be actors while we’re on stage.”

“But mom, how is that going to work?” asked John. “Some of the scenes in this play-“

Instead of answering him with words, Helen leaned forward and kissed him on the lips, flicking her tongue into his mouth in a manner totally inappropriate for a mother to do with her son. Her hand ran up his thigh and came to a rest on his hard cock, timidly rubbing the head of it as though she was trying to desensitize herself to what was to come.

“We’ll find a way to manage,” said Helen. “I know it will work out in the end, honey.”

There was an intense, almost palpable tension on the air. John felt a strange desire coming over him, and he had to work to keep it out of the forefront of his mind. His mom was so hot, he realized, and his cock seemed to pulse at the possibility of having her as his costar.

“Okay mom,” he said. “Let’s give it a try.”

Helen nodded, and then gave her son a hug. She stood up and walked out of his room, leaving John alone and confused. Tomorrow was the first day of rehearsal, and he couldn’t help but wonder just what it would hold.








  
 





CHAPTER 2

 

John drove his own car to the community theater instead of catching a ride in the minivan with Helen. It was important for the two of them to keep up the pretense of not knowing each other, and of being random strangers. The situation was already weird enough without the director and everyone else in the production knowing about the relation between them.

He parked near the entrance and headed inside. A couple of the cast members were already gathered in front of the stage, including his mother. As they saw him walk over, they greeted him warmly.

“Maurice!” called one of them. “The prodigal son has returned.”

“Yeah, yeah,” said John. “I’m excited, today is the first day.”

They hung out in the auditorium seats for a little bit. John found it incredibly awkward to have to pretend that he didn’t know Helen. He did his best, and knew that any momentarily lapse in the ruse could cost one or both of them their roles.

“Alright everybody!” The director was the last to arrive, and he called out to them in a booming voice as he made his way down the aisle. “It’s time to get started!”

The first scene was mainly just backstory for John’s character, Maurice. He spent a lot of time working with the director on the delivery of a monologue, and the basic blocking of the act. It led right into the second scene, in which his character met Rose, his mom’s character, for the first time.

“My son should be home any minute,” said his mom, in character. “You can come in and wait, if you’d like.”

John was surprised by her acting ability, and found himself really believing that she could play Rose.

“Uh, I would like that,” he said, fighting his embarrassment as he found himself slightly flubbing the line.

He walked over towards his mom, into the area of the set that the director had blocked out. The props weren’t set up yet, but in the scene, he was supposed to slide in close next to her as he stepped through the door. John did the best he could to make it fit what it seemed like the director expected.

“Cut!” yelled the director. “That was garbage! Where is the tension? Where is the lust? These two characters are star crossed lovers, I want to see the two of you eying each other as though you want it now!”

John walked back into his spot, and began to run through the scene again. This time, he could tell that his mom had taken the director’s advice to heart. She had a look in her eyes when she spoke her lines that made his cock tingle with desire.

As he moved to head into the imaginary house, this time Helen stood so that there was no way that he could get by her without brushing up on her body slightly. His crotch made contact with the side of his mom’s hip, and he felt a wave of hot, pleasurable fire shoot through his body. Their eyes met, and he could see his mom blush a little, though it was hard for him to tell if it was from embarrassment or arousal.

“Alright, that was a little better!” called the director. “Let’s get the slum town kids out on stage.”

John and his mom walked back into the staging area behind the curtain. He felt incredibly confused by what was happening, but Helen seemed to be handling it much better than he was. She smiled at him, and rubbed his shoulder.

“Don’t take it too seriously, sweetie,” she whispered. “It’s all just pretend.”

John nodded, and did his best to take her advice to heart. It didn’t feel like pretend, not to his mind and not to his hormones. He began to worry that the situation might get out of hand in all the wrong ways.

“Maurice and Rose!” yelled the director. “We need you back on stage, pronto.”

The director had jumped around in the script to account for cast absences, and the one he had chosen for them to rehearse was midway through the play, a sex scene starring Maurice and Rose. John began to blush intensely when he realized what they were going to have to do, and wondered if it was too late to come up with an exit strategy.

“Alright, we’re running the scene where Maurice and Rose watch a movie on the couch for the first time,” said the director. “Helen, I really want you to tease him under the blanket as much as you can. He’s a strapping young lad, he can take it.”

John’s mom blushed a little, but nodded dutifully. He walked over to the couch that the director had set up and lied down on in lengthwise. His mother climbed on in front of him, and then pulled the blanket over both of them.

“Alright action!” cried the director.

“Rose, I really should be getting home,” said John, feeling more confident in his lines. “I can stop by and see Tim another time.”

“Oh, please, Maurice,” whispered his mom.

“Louder!” called the director.

“Oh, please, Maurice,” said his mom. “You know that you didn’t come here to see my son, did you?”

John felt his mom’s hand begin to massage his crotch, and almost forgot his next line.

“Uh, Rose, don’t say things like that,” he said. “I’m your son’s friend, and I came here with pure intentions.”

“Oh, is that really true?” asked his mom. “Your fellow down below seems to tell a different tale.

It was true, and not just in the scheme of the play. John had a full blown erection, and was mortified by the way his mom was rubbing it up and down. It felt incredible, but the guilt and shame he was experiencing made it hard to focus on acting.

“Oh god, Rose,” moaned John. “This isn’t why I’m here. The orphanage needs volunteers, we need to get the kids back on track.”

“You’re one of those kids, Maurice,” said Rose. “How about I get you back on track?”

His mom began to pump faster beneath the blanket, her hand closing around his cock through his pants. John began to grab at her breasts and rub against her, under the guise of the scene. It felt so amazing, and he felt himself getting closer and closer to…

“Cut!” cried the director. “Maurice, that’s your line!”

John didn’t hear him. He kept thrusting into his mom hand, faster and faster, until finally he couldn’t hold out any more, and began to spill out his sticky wet cum into his pants. It began to soak through almost immediately, and he felt his mom recoil her hand in horror.

“John!” she whispered.

“Sorry,” he said, feeling himself overwhelmed with disgusting feelings. “I got a little carried away.”

He saw her face, and it was flushed redder than John had ever seen before. It only made him feel worse, and he found himself wondering just how he could have done something so sick and perverted.

“We’re going to break for today, I have to pick up my mother from the airport,” called the director. “Great work everyone.”

Helen immediately began heading towards the seats and towards the other cast members, not even giving John so much as a fleeting glance. He was grateful for it, however, as it meant that he could sneak out through backstage without anyone seeing the mess on his crotch. John had never been so embarrassed in his life, and had a confusing, silent drive back home.
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