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CHAPTER 1

	 

	“Oh yeah, give it to me harder!”

	Jake’s eyes were locked onto his computer monitor, and his hand was pumping up and down on his shaft in time with the action in the scene. A mid-thirties busty blond woman was getting fucked hard, and though it was incredibly arousing for him to watch, he needed to do a certain amount of mental gymnastics in order to keep from comparing her to his step mom, who she looked very similar to.

	He wasn’t exactly sure just how he had ended up looking at porn. It was around 10 AM, and it was Christmas Eve. He had the day off from school, but with his step mom in the house and his step sister and dad on the way home, it wasn’t exactly like he had free reign to do whatever he wanted.

	“Oh god, don’t stop, keep going sweetie!”

	Jake hadn’t checked the details of the porn clip before clicking on it, basing his choice just off the thumb nail alone. He realized, somewhat startlingly, that it was a step mother and step son forbidden sex scene, and felt a strange and uncomfortable emotion take root in his stomach. His cock didn’t seem to mind, but he knew that it was a terrible video to watch before spending the next few days with his family.

	“Jake, are you in there?”

	He only just managed to slide his sweatpants up and switch off the clip as his door opened. Teresa, his real life step mom and the last person he wanted to see at that moment, was standing on the other side of it.

	Teresa was an attractive woman, in her late thirties but looking much more like she was in her late twenties. She had an elegant aura about her, with nicely sized breasts and a body that she kept in shape through five sessions at the gym a week.

	She was already dressed for the day, wearing a nice sweater that was flattering in the way it showed off her bosom, and a pair of tight, butt hugging jeans. Jake was still clad in the clothes he had woken up in, and that, combined with his embarrassingly hard member, made it difficult for him to face his mom.

	“Did you just get up, sweetie?” she asked. “Jessica’s going to be here soon, you need to get dressed!”

	Jessica was Jake’s step sister, and along with Teresa, she had entered his life ten years ago. He had been eight at the time, and to suddenly have a mother after losing his own as a newborn, along with a sister two years older than him, was like a dream come true. 

	“Sorry mom!” Jake was blushing, and sweating a little. He had tucked his cock into the fabric of his boxers, but it was threatening to come loose and pop up, tenting his pants and being too obvious to hide. He imagined for a second what his mom’s reaction would be if that happened, and found himself blushing even more severely.

	“I can fix you breakfast really quick but I really need to get started on the meal for tomorrow.” Teresa walked over and leaned in to give Jake a kiss on the forehead. For some reason, when she came in close, he felt almost as though he was watching the porn video again, except in reality.

	“Uh, okay mom.” He felt her plant a soft, motherly peck on his forehead, and his cock throbbed in his boxers. Jake was horny, but his arousal was connected with feelings of shame and embarrassment for being in such a state so close to his own mom.

	“Christmas is the best time of the year!” Teresa walked out of his room humming a tune, and Jake breathed a sigh of relief.

	He shared most of the sentiment with her. Jake had been almost overwhelmed by the end of the semester exams and assignments that he’d been saddled with. As a senior, the rules about how much effort a student needed to be put in, and easy it used to be to get away with slacking had changed tremendously.

	Jake had spent the last couple of weeks living a Spartan existence. He did homework, he studied, and he made sure that he got enough sleep, but had almost no extra time for socializing or recreation. And that was the main reason why, with hours to spare for the first time in almost a month, he was so drawn to the allure of internet porn and the release it promised him.

	Unfortunately, it seemed like it would have to wait until later on. Jake stood up from his computer chair, and after rooting around in his dresser for a minute, he changed into appropriately warm clothes and headed downstairs.

	His family had moved into their current house a couple of years ago, after it became apparent that their old place wouldn’t be big enough for all four of them to have privacy and space. Jake’s dad was upper management for a biotech firm with branches all across the country, and pulled in a tidy sum for working long hours and traveling frequently.

	His income was more than enough to provide them with a big, spacious house. On top of having a spare guest room, the house was also outfitted with two living rooms, a nice game room in the basement, two bathrooms, a small lounge space in the attic, and a huge, luxurious dining room. 

	This was important for Jake because, over the past couple of months, it had been just him and his mom in residence for most of the time. Jessica was a sophomore in college and would only visit on the weekends, and the complex relationship that she and Jake shared made him glad for it.

	“Hey sweetie,” said Teresa as Jake walked into the kitchen. “I’m also making cookies after, what kind do you want?”

	“Gingerbread, if you have the ingredients.” He sat down at the kitchen table and tried not to look at his mom’s body as she pranced around the kitchen.

	Living in the house with just him and Teresa had been a little confusing for Jake. She was such a beautiful woman, and though he knew in his mind that she was his mom, and he should look at her differently, it was hard for him to not get turned on by her and her body.

	Teresa had pulled on a pink apron and tied it around her back in a way that caused her breasts to pop out even more than they usually did. She was still humming as she watched a couple of pans on the stove and greased up one of the cookie sheets. There was a knock at the door, and she was distracted for a second.

	“I’ll get it mom,” said Jake. “It’s probably Jessica, anyway.”

	Jake hadn’t realized it from up in his room, but snow was coming down with a vengeance. When he opened up the door, along with his heavily bundled up sister, the wind pushed a mess of snowflakes in.

	Before saying anything, Jessica took off her hat, freeing her long and luxurious blond hair, and then her jacket. She was wearing a sweater underneath that showed off her shapely form, hinting at the size and shape of her large breasts.

	“Jess, wow, you look like the abominable snow man,” said Jake.

	“Ha ha, very funny. It’s nice to see you, little bro.” Jessica stepped over and wrapped her arms around him, and Jake hugged her back. His sister was cold, but as they hugged, memories of the past came flooding back to him, heating him up from the inside and threatening to reignite his excitable lower half.

	The trouble between them had started back when Jake first entered puberty. Jessica had always loved making a game out of teasing him, and on many occasions had pushed him to the point of having an aching erection with no outlet as a young teenager.

	It hadn’t all been quite so harmless, however. The summer before Jessica had left for college, the two of them had cuddled on the couch together while watching a movie. His sister was the one who had first crossed the line, letting one of her hands wander, but soon enough the two of them were making out and groping at each other, and would have taken it even further if their parents hadn’t come home midway through. 

	“Jessica! I’m so happy to see you!” Teresa came running out of the kitchen and pulled her daughter in close. Jake’s sister was the spitting image of her mother. She was definitely younger looking, and with slightly less defined curves, but every bit as beautiful overall.

	“It’s good to be home, mom,” she said. “I’m happy I was able to make it. The roads are so bad out there. I saw a car that had gone off the road every few miles.”

	“They said on the weather that the storm is only going to get worse…” Teresa finally released her daughter, and then wiped her hands on her apron. “I hope your dad’s flight doesn’t end up being delayed.”

	“Don’t worry about that, mom,” said Jake. “At least we have Jessica here, to start.”

	“You’re right,” said Teresa. “How about I whip you guys up some hot cocoa? I’m sure you could use something to warm up with, Jess.”

	She turned and walked into the other room, leaving Jake and Jessica alone in front of the door. Jessica bent over and slowly began to take her heavy winter boots off. Her butt was like a magnet for Jake’s eyes, though it made him feel terrible to give in to the temptation of looking.

	“So how has school been?” asked Jake. He forced himself to turn away and walked over to the couch, taking a seat.

	“About what you’d expect, little bro.” Jessica brushed off a couple loose flakes of snow, and then took a seat next to him. It was hard for Jake to keep his excitement under control. 

	Everything was so loaded when it came to engaging with his sister. His body felt more sensitive than it usually did, and it was hard for him to meet her eyes without thinking about how sexy she was, and how close the two of them had come to crossing the line in the past.

	“How have you been doing? Did you finally manage to nab yourself a girlfriend?” Jessica flashed him a mischievous smile that made him blush and feel a little turned on.

	“No, I’ve been single,” said Jake. “Exams have been rough, and I haven’t had much time. I’m really just looking forward to relaxing for the holidays and getting a chance to unload.”

	“Well feel free to let me know if I can be of any use helping you out with your…unloading.” Jess was still smiling at him, and she reached her hand over and rubbed his knee. The two of them locked eyes with each other, and suddenly the room began to feel very, very warm.

	“I almost forgot to put up the stockings!” Teresa came bounding back in the room, and the moment was interrupted. “I was waiting for you to get here Teresa, in case you wanted to hang yours yourself.”

	“Thanks mom,” she said. “I appreciate that.”

	Jake slid away from his sister a little bit on the couch, feeling the same guilt and shame that he had felt after getting so close to her back when they were teenagers. He was confused, both at what was happening between them and what the coming holidays would hold.

	 


CHAPTER 2

	 

	“I just love Christmas, don’t you Jake?”

	Jessica stood near the fireplace, reaching up to hang her stocking from one of the hooks above it. She had her butt pushed out, which was already eye catching enough in the way the loose sweater she had on caught on it.

	“Yeah, of course sis,” he replied. “It’s nice to have you back around.”

	She flashed him a smile, and then hopped in an attempt to get her stocking where it needed to be. Jake was amused by her attempt to put it up, which given her height, was quite the lofty goal.

	“Help me out with this, would you?” asked Jessica.

	Jake walked over and reached for the stocking, standing behind his sister and lifting it up and over her head. Jess pushed her butt backwards against his crotch, and he felt his cock beginning to stir within his pants. Jake wasn’t sure if it was an intentional action or not at first, but the gleam in his sister’s eye when she turned back to him told him all he needed to know.

	“You’re going to have to get way in close if you want to get that stocking up there, Jake.”

	She rubbed her butt around on his cock, and Jake felt pleasure flood across his midriff like a fast moving tide. Jess was warm, and her butt was incredibly soft, with a bounce to it that made him feel like his erection was racing into action.

	“You do want to hang the stocking up for me, don’t you Jake?”

	He didn’t say anything at first. This is how it always was with Jess. She was flirty and dangerous in a sensual way, but very cryptic, and subtle about it. Everything always had a double meaning when he was talking with her, and as usual, he was having trouble knowing exactly how to respond.

	“I…I do want to hang it,” said Jake.

	“Good. Then go ahead, bro…put it up there, nice and high.”

	Jake lifted the stocking back up and drove his hard rod into his sister’s buttocks as he did. It felt amazing, but also incredibly wrong and illicit. He felt as though he was back to being a 12 year old, stealing glances at Jess and even his mom while they were changing, except now the stakes and potential payoff were so much higher.

	“Mmm, there you go,” said Jess. “Now let me show you where I want you to put it.”

	She pointed up to a spot above the fireplace with one hand, and brought one of Jake’s hands around to her chest with the other. He hesitated at first, and then felt something in his mind begin to slip. It was enough for him to start grabbing at her breasts, groping them through her clothes and leveraging his crotch more tightly against her.

	“Right there, sis?” 

	“Oh yeah Jake, right there.”

	Jessica began to rock her buns back and forth against him. He pushed into her with the same rhythm, feeling her squeeze her butt muscles in a way that would occasionally grip onto his erection through his pants.

	The stocking was completely forgotten. Jessica slowly turned herself around and stared at Jake. He recognized the look in her eyes. It was the same one that she had given him that night years back, when the two were just eager teenagers, experimenting on the couch and giving in to their hormones.

	“Oh little brother, you’ve grown so much!” Jessica continued pretending that nothing strange was happening as she slipped one of her hands down and began massaging Jake’s cock through his pants. “You’re such a big boy, now.”

	“I…Thanks, Jess.” Jake leaned towards her and began kissing her neck, one of his hands continuing to rub and tease her breasts. “Is this a new sweater? The fabric it’s made from feels so soft.”

	“Oh yeah, it is. But it’s a really warm sweater. I get hot when I wear it. Like right now, I’m way too hot…”

	The two of them made their way over to the couch, still feeling each other up but keeping their lips a safe distance apart, as though that was the one boundary that they were both nervous about crossing.  Jake pulled his sister’s sweater up and over her head, leaving her in just tight fitting, low cut blouse.

	He ran his hands across the skin underneath it, and let his fingers travel all the way up until they were touching her bra strap. Jess smiled at him, and then slid her own hand down his pants, her fingers making contact with his cock through just his boxers.

	“Why don’t we sit down and watch a movie or something?” said Jess. “You know, like we used to do? It was so fun watching movies with you, baby bro.”

	“I wouldn’t mind watching a movie, either,” he replied. “Maybe we can watch a longer movie than we did last time.”

	There was an erotic hue cast over their movements and what was going on that made Jake feel almost as though the outside world didn’t exist. He still felt guilty, and knew that what they were doing was wrong, but an even more powerful emotion had taken ahold of him. He was horny, and curious, both at seeing and touching his sister and at seeing how far she’d be willing to take it.

	As if to answer him, Jess began unzipping his pants. She moved teasingly slow, making the process of getting Jake’s cock out of his boxers into something that took as much care and confidence as though she were disarming a bomb. And given just how achingly hard and ready his member was at that point, Jake realized that it wasn’t all that far off from the truth.

	“I don’t think we’ve seen this movie before, Jake.”

	“No, I don’t think we have either.” Jake stared at his sister in disbelief as she collected her long hair and deftly pulled it into a pony tail using a pink scrunchy from inside her pocket. He was already pushing his hips up and towards her in anticipation, and when Jess finally wrapped her fingers around it and slowly brought her face down, he felt a tingle run down his spine.

	Their eyes met, and Jake realized that it was really happening. A voice in the back of his head, the voice of reason, chimed in and insisted that he still could stop it, and that he should stop it. Jake almost considered it for a moment, and then Jess brought her lips to his member and made gentle contact against it.

	“Oh man.” Jake watched as she went further, and began to kiss his cock softly and tenderly. Jess continued working slowly, and it was the most pleasurable form of torture that he had ever endured. More than anything Jake wanted her to take it into her mouth and begin sucking, but all his sister was doing was showering it with kisses.

	Jess smiled at him, again appearing as though she could read his mind, and then gave the very tip of his cock a slow lick. A small bead of precum oozed out, and she seemed to relish in tasting it, and used it in the same way as a young girl would use a drop of lip balm.

	“Oh god, Jess,” Jake moaned. “Just-“

	“Shhh.” Jess gave him a look that was both reprimanding and sisterly. “I can’t hear the movie.”

	With those words, she finally began to get serious. Jake’s sister began by taking about a third of his cock into her mouth, slurping on it and massaging it with her tongue in a way that sent Jake straight to heaven.

	“Oh god…” It was too hard for him to stay quiet. Nothing in his life had prepared him for the type of pleasure his sister was giving him.

	Jess bobbed a little faster, and a little deeper. Each time she went down, more of Jake’s cock would go into her mouth, and the pleasure he was feeling would intensify. He started to lean his head back and close his eyes when something totally unexpected happened.

	“Do either of you two want marshmallows in your hot cocoa?” 

	Jake had completely forgotten about the fact that his mom was still in the kitchen, and a strange mixture of pleasure and panic shot through him as he turned his head to look into the other room. Teresa mom was cooking at the stove, facing away from the two of them. At any second, she could decide to come into the living room, Jake realized.

	Jess didn’t seem to care, and if anything, hearing her mom’s voice in the background only made her focus in on giving a better blowjob. Jake gently tried to guide her off him, but she wouldn’t let up, and he was forced to just let it happen.

	“Uh, no mom,” he said, a little more hastily than he really needed to. “I don’t want marshmallows.”

	“Really? I thought you usually liked them?”

	Jake was distracted by the fact that his sister was spiraling her tongue along his dick, drawing patterns with saliva on it, and then taking all of it back into her mouth.

	“That’s okay, no thanks, mom!” he said.

	“But they’re so soft, and sticky? It’s nice to have something like that in cocoa…”

	Jake didn’t even hear her. Jess had gone into full cock sucking overdrive, slurping on his dick in a way that was just obscene. It made him wonder about where she learned how to do it.

	“Jess, do you want any?”

	Jessica looked annoyed as she pulled her mouth off her brother’s cock.

	“No mom, I don’t want marshmallows either!”

	“Wow, I guess the two of you are really growing up…” said Teresa.

	Instead of returning to sucking, Jessica pulled down her pants, and then her panties. She leaned back on the couch and beckoned to Jake. He stared at her like she was crazy being unable to avoid thinking about what a bad idea what she wanted him to do would be.

	“Alright, I’m going to leave it on the counter. I have to head upstairs to do some present wrapping!”

	Jessica pulled a nearby blanket over her, and Jake hid his cock the best as he could as their mom walked through the edge of the living room and towards the stairs. She stopped for a moment, and Jake was sure that the two of them had been caught.

	“I thought you guys said you were going to watch a movie?” she asked.

	“We’re…just picking one out, right now,” replied Jake.

	Teresa shrugged, and then continued on her way. Jake waited until he heard the door to her room shut, and then moved into action as though the sound had been the starting pistol firing for a race.

	 


CHAPTER 3

	 

	Jake was on top of his sister in a matter of seconds. The two of them stripped off their clothing at a frantic speed, doing everything they could to bring their naked bodies into contact with each other as soon as they could.

	“Jess…mom might here us,” said Jake. “Or she might come down.”

	It was the only one of his many concerns that Jake actually put into words. He felt unbelievably conflicted about what they were doing, but both of the debating halves of his mind seemed to have come to a stalemate.

	“We’ll be quick, it’s fine,” said Jess. “You can’t hear much from upstairs, anyway.”

	Jake was still worried, but his cock seemed to lead him forward. Jess was underneath him on the couch, and he kissed her neck while groping at her boobs and letting his cock rub up against her folds. Even her breathing sounded hot and sexual to him, and Jake’s arousal was amped up to the point that all of his doubts were riding in the back seat.

	“Just push it in, little bro,” said Jess. “What’s a matter? Haven’t you done this before?”

	Jake didn’t answer her. He was a virgin, and had been under to impression that Jessica knew. It was too late for him to back down now, at the least because of that. And luckily for him, it seemed as though his body knew exactly what it was doing.

	The head of his cock just barely pushed into his sister’s cunt, and Jess let out a soft moan. Jake felt hot under the blanket, almost overheated, but he didn’t dare to pull it back in case Teresa came downstairs during their illicit coupling.

	“Go crazy Jake. I want this, but we have to be quick.” Jess whispered her words quietly into Jake’s ear, and he could feel her breath burning on his skin. He pushed in deeper, and heard his sister gasp as he began to thrust with more energy.

	Nothing could compare to the intensity of the pleasure coursing through Jake’s body. He had pushed his cock into forbidden territory, and now his flesh was reaping the rewards. Jessica continued moaning underneath him as he continued to slowly increase his pace, the two of them bumping and grinding together and sharing the horny shame that had settled over the room like a fog.

	“Oh my god, I can’t believe that we’re doing this,” moaned Jess. Jake barely even heard her. His hips had taken control of his body and were pushing him forward, ramming his cock into his sister at an ever increasing pace.

	Underneath the blanket, the two of them were sweaty and sticky. Somewhere in his head, Jake was aware of just how dirty and disgusting of a thing it was that they were doing on the family couch. The sanctity of the living room was being violated, and he’d never be able to look at it the same way again.

	“Oh man, Jess,” whispered Jake. “I…I can’t stop fucking you.”

	The fact of the matter was, Jake didn’t want to stop fucking his sister. He would not have stopped even if his hormone charged body had been able to consider the option. All that Jake could think about was one thing, and his body let him know that it was on its way.

	“Oh god, oh god Jake, yes, yes!” Jess was being louder than she should have been, but Jake was too lust crazed to warn her against it. “Fuck me harder, little bro!”

	“Sis!” Jake was slamming his cock into her cunt. The couch would shift on the ground slightly each time he pumped into her. 

	Jake leaned forward, and for the first time that day, he kissed his sister directly on the lips. This was too much for Jess, and she began to tense up as her brother pushed his tongue into her mouth. Jake kissed her several more times as she tensed up and went into an orgasm underneath him.

	He was almost there, too. Every muscle in his body seemed to be moving in coordinated action, focused on fucking Jessica and getting off, regardless of whether she was his sister or an unrelated super model. Jake had to have her, and his mind flicked back to memories of the two of them together as children in one last desperate attempt to avert him from his path.

	It had the opposite effect. Nostalgia washed over Jake, along with platonic sibling love, and bizarrely, it pushed him deeper into his arousal. He let out a groan and slammed into Jess one last time, and then his cock began to explode white, hot, sticky cum deep inside of her.

	Something happened at that moment that caught the both of them off guard. The Christmas tree was set up in the corner of the room, and without any warning, it tipped away from the walls and fell down to the ground with a loud crash, breaking ornaments and pulling the plug for the lights out of the wall.

	Jake was still thrusting when he heard the footsteps coming towards them from the stairs. There wasn’t any time for him or Jess to grab their clothes, or to do anything other than shift positions under the blanket to make it a little less obvious what had been going on.

	“Rats! I was hoping that we could make it through at least one holiday season without this thing coming down.” Teresa shook her head as she walked into the living room and over towards the tree. She seemed to hesitate as she walked by the couch, and Jake felt all of the guilt and shame he’d been holding back crash down on him.

	“Do you two want to help me put the tree back up?” Teresa spoke slowly, and each syllable seemed to carry a hidden meaning. She was just like her daughter when it came to how she would cryptically imply things, and Jake’s face blushed as he fully understood her meaning.

	“Uh, we’re really comfy where we are, mom.” Jake looked up, and first saw his mom’s disappointed face, on the verge of complete and utter disgust, and then Jess’s, which was turned away from it all. Teresa sighed and shook her head, and then looked like she was about to cry.

	“I’ll have your father take care of this when he gets home,” said Teresa. “I’ll let you two get back to just whatever it was you were doing.”

	“Mom, it’s not…” Jake’s words trailed off as he realized that he didn’t know what to say. Teresa quickly walked to the stairs, and then back up to her room, and the reality of what had just happened began to dawn on him. 

	Jessica wouldn’t meet her eyes. It irritated Jake a little, especially knowing just how much of it had been initiated by her.

	“I have to lie down, I think.” Jessica pulled on her clothes and smoothed out her hair, still looking away from her brother.

	“Sis, we should talk about-“

	“There’s nothing to talk about!” said Jessica. “Nothing happened, Jake. Nothing.”

	She walked the same route upstairs that her mom had, at almost the same pace. Jake slowly pulled his clothes on, feeling as though he had just destroyed the very foundation of his family’s mental wellbeing all for the sake of getting off.

	The floor in front of the fallen tree was sprinkled with shards of broken ornaments. Jake went into the kitchen and got the broom, and then began sweeping it all up. He dumped the refuse into the garbage, and then stood the tree back up, working to tighten the stand on the bottom and make sure that it was sturdy and secure. A couple of ornaments were out of place, and he did his best to make it all look as it had earlier that morning.

	It was a small thing, but it was all that he could do.

	 


CHAPTER 4

	 

	Jake felt nervous and uncomfortable as he made his way up to his mom’s room. More than any time before in his life, he wished he could go back into the past and change what had happened. The memory of the illicit, intense sex was still vivid in his mind, though now it was mixed with enough shame to last a lifetime, along with the image of his mom’s disgusted face looking at the two of them.

	He stood outside in the hallway for a moment before softly knocking on her door. Jake heard the sound of movement from behind it, and then it cracked open an inch, and his mom peered out at him.

	She didn’t say anything, but from the look on her face, Jake could tell that she was still upset. He was surprised when she took him by the hand and pulled him into her room, shutting the door behind them.

	“Mom, I’m so sorry. I just want to explain what happened…before.” Jake paused as he looked at Teresa. She had changed out of the clothes she had been wearing and had on a short red silk robe. It was open in the front, revealing the cleavage of her large, gorgeous boobs to him.

	“I know what was happening, sweetie,” she said. “I’m not completely oblivious.”

	Jake blushed, and felt his hands begin to clam up. His mom crossed her arms, and then sat down on her bed.

	“Do you find me attractive, Jake?”

	He was sure that he had misheard at first, but his mom untied her robe and pulled it open a little more, revealing her bra and breasts underneath.

	“What?”

	“Sweetie, just answer the question.”

	Jake could only stare at his mom. Her face was gorgeous, and her breasts were perfect. How could he not find her attractive? The very idea of what she was asking him and the situation they were in made his dick heat up, and begin to grow hard. But it also made him sick, even sicker than fooling around with Jess had felt.

	“You’re my mom…how am I supposed to answer that?” Jake turned and stepped closer to him, and it felt like every inch closer he got only made him more excited, and horny.

	“I know what happened between you and your sister, and it was wrong,” said Teresa. “So I’m going to give you a fitting punishment, young man. Now answer the question.”

	She slowly slipped the robe of her shoulders and let it fall to the bed. All she had on underneath was a tiny bra and white, lace panties. Her hair hung down and shielded a bit of her chest from his eyes, but there was still enough skin showing to drive Jake wild.

	“Fine…yeah mom, I find you attractive,” said Jake. “You are an attractive woman. There, I said it. Is that your punishment? Making me feel like a pervert?”

	Teresa smiled, and then patted the bed next to her.

	“Come and sit down next to your mommy,” she said. “We need to have a little talk.”

	He hesitated for a moment, and then slowly walked over. The room was silent, and his heart was pounded in his chest so loudly that he thought for sure that she could hear it. Jake sat down, and began to feel nervous as his mom scooted in closer to him.

	“What do you want to talk about, mom?” Jake’s voice wavered as he put form to his words. Teresa’s expression was one of secret enjoyment, as if having the effect on him that she did made her immensely pleased with herself.

	“I think you’ve been a very bad boy today,” she said. “If your father found out about this, he wouldn’t know what to do.”

	“Mom please…you can’t tell him.”

	“If I don’t tell him, I’m going to have to punish you.” Teresa ran her hand up her son’s thigh, and Jake gasped as it continued right on up and came to a rest on his now rock hard erection. “I’m going to punish you, sweetie, for being such a naughty, dirty boy.”

	“Oh god, mom,” said Jake. “Why are you-“

	“Shhh…” Teresa pushed him down on the bed, and then brought her large breasts against his face as though she was trying to physically silence him. Jake could smell her perfume, and felt almost intoxicated by it.

	Something inside Jake snapped. The part of his brain that usually second guessed things short circuited. He ran his hands across his mom’s lower back, and let them come to a rest on her soft, supple butt.

	Teresa kissed her son on the cheek in the same loving and motherly way as she always had. Jake’s eyes caught hers, and he felt like he was daring her to do more. His cock was pushing up between her legs, and with slowly, metered confidence, his mom pulled his shirt up and over his head.

	“You must feel so guilty for what you did, honey,” said Teresa. “Mommy can help with that.”

	She let her fingers dance across Jake’s bare chest, and hot electricity shot through his body. He reached up and struggled to undo his mom’s bra. After a few failed attempts, she smiled at him, and did it herself.

	“Is this what you want, you dirty boy,” she whispered. “To see mommy’s boobs?”

	They were big and perfect, dotted with small nipples that called out to his mouth to suck on. Teresa smiled at him, and then slowly began working his pants down and off him. Jake’s cock was achingly erect, and dripping with precum. Teresa pulled his boxers down immediately after, and began to gently fondle it.

	“Mom…please,” said Jake. “Let me do it…”

	“What? What is it that you want to do, honey?” Teresa was clearly having a blast toying with him. She wiggled out of her panties and then crouched with her pussy a couple of inches over his cock, smiling and licking her lips as she looked at him.

	Jake reached up and took her by the hips in an attempt to pull her down and onto his member. Teresa squealed girlishly and swatted his hands away.

	“No, baby, you have to say it,” she said. “Let mommy know just what a bad boy you are.”

	“Mom…I want to fuck you.” Saying the words out loud made all of the terribly guilty emotions that Jake had been feeling a hundred times worse. It also made him crave her even more, and forced him to confront the reality of just how illicit the situation really was.

	He was on the verge of doing something that was taboo, and completely forbidden. This went far beyond what had happened with Jessica, and he wanted it even more. Teresa finally seemed willing to indulge him, and slowly began to lower herself down on him, his cock making contact with her soft, seductive folds.

	“Ohh, yeah,” moaned Teresa. “You’re a big boy, aren’t you Jake?”

	“Oh god, mom.”

	She slid down further, letting the first third of Jake’s cock enter her. He could feel his mom’s pussy stretching to accommodate him, and shivered with illicit pleasure. Jake brought his hands up to her breasts and began to grope at them, feeling like he was entering another world, a world full of limitless, evil pleasures.

	“Oh baby,” whispered Teresa. She dropped further down, and then pushed back up. Her cunt was wet and warm, and Jake felt his shaft being coated with her sex fluids. He flexed his hips up and speared deeper into his mom, and then began to feel the power of his situation.

	“That’s right mom, I am a big boy,” he said. Jake grabbed onto Teresa by the waist and began to bounce her on his cock, slowly at first, but then increasing in speed as she began to moan.

	“Oh, don’t talk like that sweetie,” said Teresa.

	“What’s wrong mom?” Jake grabbed one of her breasts and squeezed it tight with his fingers, eliciting a girlish squeal from his mom. “Am I too grown up for you to handle?”

	“You…I’m teaching you a lesson,” whispered Teresa.

	“Is that so?” Jake flipped his mom down onto the bed. Her legs were locked around him, and he easily shifted so that he was on top of her, and totally in control. Teresa gave him a look that was a mixture of surprise and motherly concern, and then began to bite her lip as her son started pumping his cock into her.

	“Oh no!” cried Teresa. “Jake, you have to let mommy…you have to let her lead!”

	Her objections only turned him on further. Jake started slamming his penis into her, letting his hips bang into his mom’s crotch hard enough to make lewd slapping sex noises. It was almost like he was playing out a drum rhythm, with his mom’s moans and squeals adding to the mixture of instruments.

	“Mommy’s going to be my slut from now on,” said Jake. “Just like Jessica.”

	“Oh god, no!” said Teresa. “That’s…so wroooong!”

	She started to cry out, and then tense up. Jake watched her go into an orgasm, and was sickened, repulsed, and incredibly turned on by the sight. She was his mom, and he was fucking her senseless. It almost didn’t seem real to him.

	To his cock, however, it all made perfect sense. He let it slide almost completely out of her pussy, and then pushed it in right up to the hilt. He was using his mom to get off as though she were an inanimate sex toy, one that took care of him, and used to tuck him into bed, and still told him that she loved him every night.

	He pumped faster, and began to kiss one of her breasts and suck at her nipple. Teresa was still overwhelmed with the pleasure of her orgasm, and didn’t realize until too late that Jake was almost at his limit.

	“Sweetie, no,” she whispered. “You…you can’t cum inside me!”

	She didn’t get the words out inside. Jake let out a moan and then pushed his cock into her as deep as it would go as it began to spasm and explode out hot, sticky seed. It felt unbelievable good to cum inside his mom, and even though his mind began to clear and he felt a little disturbed by the situation, he didn’t regret a thing.

	For a moment, the only sound in the room was of the two of them breathing. Then Jake heard something that made him jump up immediately with surprise.

	“Jake, Teresa, I’m home!” The front door could be heard closing, and Jake realized that it was his dad. He threw his clothes on in such a hurry that he completely forgot about his boxers and socks. His mom pulled on her robe and tied it tightly around her, blushing fiercely and trying to straighten out her wild sex hair as much as she could.

	They stepped out into the hallway at the same time as Jake’s dad made it up the stairs. He was smiling, but his expression shifted to one of mild suspicion when he saw the two of them.

	“Oh, hey,” he said. “Is Jess back yet?”

	“Yes! She’s in her room.” Teresa spoke in a rushed voice, and was still breathing a little heavy. Jake’s dad looked from one of them too the other, and then scrunched his forehead.

	“What were you guys doing in there?” he asked.

	“We were…getting a present wrapped,” said Jake. “Don’t ask anymore, we don’t want to give anything away.”

	Jake’s dad laughed and patted him on the back.

	“Ooh, I’m excited, I know what that means,” he said. “Well feel free to take as much time wrapping as you guys need. I don’t want to spoil the surprise!”

	Jake looked at his mom, and then grinned at his dad.

	“Alright dad,” he said. “We will.”
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FREE EXCERPT FROM “DEPTHS OF DESIRE”

	 

	CHAPTER 1

	 

	Leon still had a hangover from the night before. It was hard for him to shake it off, and made even harder by the rough waves and bouncing of the speed boat. He sat in the back of it, watching the driver shoot the craft forward across the open ocean as though he was in some type of movie chase scene.

	“Yeah, we got lucky with the weather today,” said the man sitting next to him. He had been Leon’s escort ever since they had debarked from the small, remote Polynesian island which he had been flown out to the day before.

	Leon didn’t say anything. The man was loud, brutish, and had a case of body odor that seemed to make his headache flare up every time he caught a whiff of it.

	“The captain wouldn’t tell me why we were bringing you out, least you could do is speak up, boy,” said the man. “It’s pretty rude to take a free ride without respecting your elders.”

	Leon sighed, and rolled his eyes. He had no intention of opening up to the man about anything. His dad was dead, and he was on his way to comfort his step mom, and to help her through it. And none of it was anyone’s business but his.

	“Why don’t you focus on doing your job?” asked Leon. He shot the man a look that he had given many times before throughout his life.

	“Hey, fuck you kid!” yelled the man. “You better hold your tongue if you-“

	“Charles, relax,” said the boat’s captain from the helm. “Just let him be.”

	Leon barely even registered any of the exchange. At that moment, it was hard for him to think about anything, be it the weather, or his eventual destination, or all of the liquor he had drank the night before in a desperate attempt to calm his mind and forget everything that had happened.

	His father was, or had been, Max Anderson, and he was now dead. Leon had heard the news about a week ago, in a brief and concise email from his step mom, Julia. Dead of a heart attack at the age of 45, it had been almost unbelievable when he’d first read it. But Julia didn’t lie about anything, and he could tell from the brevity of the message just how badly she was hurting.

	A phone call would be nice, but as far as he knew, they didn’t have any down below, just a basic internet connection which they all shared, and which left much to be desired in bandwidth capacity. It probably meant that their beverage selection would also be limited, Leon realized. He immediately felt bad for having such a base and simple concern take the forefront of his mind.

	The relationship between Leon and his father had never been perfect. The elder Anderson had remarried almost immediately after the death of Leon’s mother when he was 12, and it had been hard for him to adjust to having Julia as a parent, though she had always tried her best.

	Three years ago, Leon had been eager to get out of the house and off to college. It had been less to do with his academic pursuits and more to do with his frustration towards his family. Julia wanted to be his mom, but she had entered Leon’s life at a time where he was just beginning to become a man. His relationship with her had never been straightforward, and the complexities concerning the way he saw her, and the way he felt towards her, were a major motivating factor in his departure.

	The speed boat seemed to hit bumpier water, and Leon had to grip the edge of the hull in order to keep himself steady. He looked over at the captain and saw the man sporting a wild grin, the type that only the saltiest of seadogs can pull off effectively.

	“We’re almost there,” he said to Leon. “You’re arriving pretty late on the scene, aren’t you? The rest of them have already been down there for a month, and the last shipment for the year is the one you’re headed down on.”

	“It’s a complicated situation,” said Leon. This much was true. Julia had told him about how difficult it was to convince the Blue Vision Company upper management to allow him to come down, even given the extenuating circumstances. As the submersible he’d be getting transport from became visible on the horizon, he began to better understand exactly why that was.

	It looked like something out of a futuristic sci-fi movie. The only thing he could compare it to in his mind was a giant military submarine, but that wasn’t quite right. The shape of the thing was similar to one of the old airships that predated planes, except it had several large spheres attached to the side of it, and one huge one that seemed to trail a short distance behind.   

	“I hope you have a really good reason for heading down to that dome, kid,” said the captain. “They say on the news that a couple of the scientists are already starting to lose it.”

	Leon nodded to the man slowly. He had heard the same reports, and had gotten emails from his mom and his dad, while he was still alive, fleshing out the details behind them. While the situation was not quite as sensational as the media liked to portray it, not everything was going to plan in the undersea outpost.

	Project Cobalt, as it was called, was an experimental sustainable living and science station in the form of a gigantic dome, pressurized to regular atmospheric conditions a kilometer below the surface of the ocean. About 100 people, mostly women aside from a few male scientists and undersea excavators, were living within it, and would continue to do so for a 10 month period.

	The captain steered the speedboat over to a small loading platform on the side of the submersible. There was a crewman standing on the edge of it, and the captain threw him a line as they approached. The boat was tethered close to the platform, and Leon climbed up to it, feeling his feet adjust to the much more stable movement of the large submersible.

	“You are Leon Anderson, right?” asked the crewman. Leon nodded. “Finally, you’re over an hour late. We can’t exactly wait all day for you, kid.”

	”Well, I guess you’re lucky that you don’t have to, then,” he replied. The captain turned the speedboat away from the larger craft after saying his goodbyes, and Leon watched him zip off into the distance.

	There was only blue on the horizon, along with a sun that was slowly beginning to set in the sky. Leon took a moment to take in the view, knowing that it would have to last him a while. It felt like he was getting ready to head off to another world, and in a practical sense, he almost was.

	“Come on, buddy,” said the crewman. “The pilot is waiting inside. We have to get moving.”

	Leon nodded, and then stepped through the hatch that the man was gesturing towards. The submersible was surprisingly cramped and claustrophobic for a vehicle that looked so large from the outside.

	“It’s mostly just a cargo transport vessel, sorry about that,” said the crewman, as if reading his mind.

	“It’s fine,” said Leon. “About how long will it take to drop down to Project Cobalt?”

	“A couple of hours,” said the crewman. “We have to go slow, this thing usually doesn’t carry this many tons of supplies.”

	Leon closed the door behind him, and twisted the handle until a resounding click let him know that it had locked into place. The crewman walked forward, and he followed him into the main section of the transport.

	He was expecting it to look more like a submarine on the inside. It did have a good amount in common with one, but overall, the interior decorators seemed to have had employed a much more ergonomic design philosophy. There was a long, bus like corridor with lots of cozy looking seats. He settled into the one closest through the door that opened into the cockpit, feeling very odd about being the only passenger on the ship.

	“We’ll be getting underway in just a moment,” said the crewman. “Feel free to come up to the front if you want to watch through the feed of the cameras.

	Leon nodded. After a couple of minutes, the ship began to shake and creak. A loud claxon was sounding from somewhere above him, and in his mind it was almost interpreted as though it was a bell in a clock tower, announcing the beginning of a new day.

	 


CHAPTER 2

	 

	Leon headed to the front of the ship, and found the crewman staring at what looked like a screen displaying the ocean outside the ship. There was also a pilot, or a captain, Leon couldn’t tell which, sitting in a chair staring at a complicated array of monitors and controls.

	It seemed like an extravagant amount of effort to put into getting him and a couple of tons of supplies down to the ocean floor. Leon had been familiar with the assets of his parent’s company for all of his childhood and adult life, but he had never seen them in action so directly.

	“This ship is still a prototype,” said the crewman. “A working one, but a prototype, none the less.”

	“How exactly is this thing going to dock with the dome?” asked Leon. He’d been thinking about it since he’d first laid eyes on the behemoth submersible.

	“Did you ever watch any science fictions movies when you were a kid? It’s a lot like that, except in high pressure instead of low pressure.”

	Leon turned his attention towards one of the screens. It almost seemed more like a window than a piece of technology. Fish could be seen racing by the camera in massive schools, and the water had a bluish green hue to it that was slowly fading into darkness as the descended. 

	Leon looked over his shoulder, and realized that there was another screen in back of him that was focused on the surface. It took him a second to recognize a small splotch of circular color in the image as the sun, reduced to nothing more than a spot in the sky.

	“It’s a different world down here, buddy,” said the crewman. “If you look into that one, you can see the dome coming into view.”

	He pointed towards another monitor. Leon could see what looked like a ring of lights in it, with half of a sphere pushing out from the center.

	“It looks so…unnatural,” he said. “I don’t know, I guess I expected it to be a little more…mundane.”

	“Yeah, it’s tough. Let me tell you, I’m glad I don’t live down there. I hope you know what you’re getting in for, kid.”

	Leon didn’t say anything. He had never been the type of guy to bemoan his own circumstances, and he wasn’t about to start right then. What he really found himself being suddenly concerned with was Julia, and her emotional state. He realized that he hadn’t even considered what had happened to his father’s body. The ship seemed to be descending gradually and deliberately, as if to give him plenty of time to get himself in the right mindset for what was to come.

	Slowly but surely the domed city began to come into view. The light from the surface was dim, and almost nonexistent. The ring of lights that he had seen before appeared to be the main illumination for the translucent structure, which was composed of pieces that interlocked into a geodesic dome shape. Several support structures at the very bottom seemed to serve as both a base and as entrances and exits.

	The captain piloted the submersible into a close docking position with the dome, and let it settle down to the ocean floor. Leon watched on one of the screens as tube extended from the side of the ship and locked into a hatch on one of the entrances.

	It took several minutes, and it was a surprisingly loud process, but a light flashing on one of the main monitors and a chiming noise similar to an elevator door signal let him know that the connection was complete. The pilot in the front stood up from his chair, and Leon walked out of the front cabin with the two men.

	“Alright, we’ve reached our destination,” said the crewman.

	“Great, thank you,” replied Leon. He felt strangely ambivalent as he walked towards the main exit hatch.

	“We’ll spend the rest of today unloading the supplies, and then we’re heading back up,” said the pilot. “You’ll be here for the next 9 months, kid. I hope you’re a fan of the scenery.”

	Leon wasn’t really listening. He waited for the crewmen to unlock the hatch and open it, and then he stepped through it into the connecting tube, ahead of the men. 

	The surface of the hatch on the other side had a couple of small, flat sea barnacles attached to it. It began to click as Leon stood in front of it, and after a moment it slowly began to turn, rolling to the side and revealing a tiny, antiseptic white behind it. He walked into it, and immediately heard a voice speaking from a soundbox on the wall.

	“Welcome to Project Cobalt, please take a seat in one of the chairs provided while the entry guidelines and criteria are explained.”

	The voice was female, and clearly artificial. Leon followed its directions as it began listing off the rules of the dome, most of which he had already expected. The voice mentioned that the dome was a no smoking, and he found himself wondering if he’d be able to find a decent beer with in the circular confines of the underwater station.

	“Please enjoy your stay aboard Project Cobalt. Any further questions may be directed to the station manager on site.” 

	The door in back of them closed, and then the one leading to the interior of the dome slowly began to open. Leon could see people standing directly on the other side of it, ready to greet him and the crew of the ship. His heart jumped a beat when he realized that Julia was among them.

	She smiled at him, and a wave of unwanted emotion washed over Leon. The last time he had seen her had been right before he’d moved away from home 4 years ago, shortly after his 18th birthday. He had not been kind to either of his parents in the way he had left, and to see Julia’s soft, beautiful face and accepting, motherly eyes, made all of the memories come back in a flood.

	“Leon…” she said to him as he walked forward. “It’s been…so long.”

	“Mom, I’m sorry,” he replied. “I…I’m so sorry.”

	There were a couple of other people waiting outside the entrance, and most of them moved by him to begin unloading the ship. Leon’s mom was wearing what appeared to be standard issue for the science team women, a tight blue t-shirt that clung nicely to her large breasts, thin leggings, and a medium length white overcoat.

	He stepped forward, and Julia reached out with her arms to wrap him into a hug. Leon had been torn on accepting her affection back when they had lived under the same roof, but he forced himself to reciprocate the gesture, and pulled her against him. She was warm, and her petite body felt strangely vulnerable pushed up on his chest.

	“Thank you for coming, sweetie,” she whispered. “Your father…it’s been so tough, without him around.”

	“I’m so sorry, mom,” he said. “I just can’t believe it. It doesn’t make any sense.”

	“Not now. We’ll talk about that later.” Julia pulled a couple inches back and stared into his eyes. Leon could see her pain and her strength, but something else was layered on top of it, something that looked like love. Julia leaned in and surprised him with a kiss, not on the cheek as she had so many times before during his upbringing, but on his lips.

	Hot fire seemed to spread through his body as their mouths met. Julia ran her hands up his side, and Leon felt his body responding in a way that he was ashamed of. He ran his hand through her hair, and after a moment, managed to summon up the will he needed to break from the embrace.

	“I’m sorry, honey,” said Julia. “I’m just so glad to see you.”

	“It’s fine, mom, I understand,” he replied. He looked up and took around the dome, letting his eyes feast on the sight of it for the first time as a way from distracting himself from the guilty arousal his body had been stricken with.

	What he saw seemed foreign to his eyes, as though he had touched down on a new, alien landscape. The ground was a mixture of sand and clay, pale white, almost as if the color had been bleached away. It felt strangely stiff against his feet, absent of the gentle give and sink of the regular earthen surfaces he was used to.

	The dome wrapped around the science station like a physical horizon. The ring of lights he had seen on the way down were suspended in the water outside and above, and had the effect of shining light through the translucent composite shell material with a teal tint, with flowing shadows and patterns from the movement of the water and sea life being cast across the ground.

	All of this made it seem as though the tiny enclosed area was all that existed, a little island of life and civilization within a broad expanse of dark nothingness. If he had awoken there without any prior knowledge, Leon was sure that he would have thought that his body had passed into another realm, where things worked very differently and the rules of existence were fundamentally altered. He realized that for the most part, those assertions were not all that far from the truth.

	“Welcome to Project Cobalt,” said Julia.

	 


CHAPTER 3

	 

	Leon followed Julia as they made their way into the area. There was a gentle hum coming from a machine installed above the entranceway he had come out through, and he assumed that it was either an air recycler or dehumidifier.

	“Let me take you on a tour,” said Julia. “It won’t take long. This dome is more of a pilot project than the finished product.”

	Leon had never seen anything quite like it. The shell of the dome stretched out high overhead, and he could see that the sides of it created a smooth seal with the base of the ground.

	“What happens in the event of an earthquake?” he asked.

	“The dome is actually a complete sphere,” replied Julia. “It was set into a hole dug out by automated submersibles. There’s only a thin layer of ocean sand and clay on the ground, underneath that we have storage space and thermal generators.”

	She led him towards a large, industrial looking building in the center of the area. Overall, the dome was no more than maybe a kilometer across, maybe even less. Leon found himself thinking intently about the logistics of such a living situation. Julia seemed to pick up on his concern just from the expression on his face.

	“It’s not bad here,” she said. “Your father…your father and I really enjoyed it.”

	“I’m sorry Julia,” he said. “I don’t mean to stir up any bad emotions, but I have to know…dad’s body, is it…?”

	It was hard for him to even get the words out. Julia stopped and turned back towards him. He could see pain on her face, but along with it, there was something else.

	“I…I had him cremated. I was hoping you could scatter his ashes, if you wanted.” Julia pushed a strand of hair out of her face and looked deep into Leon’s eyes. “We weren’t that close, in the last few months. In the last few years, even. Leon, your father’s death hurt me, it hurt a lot…but so did what came before it.”

	He didn’t know what to say in reply to that. Instead, he just looked up at the lights above, outside of the dome. The lack of wind on the inside reminded him of the artificial nature of the set up.

	“It’s okay, mom,” he said, not knowing what else to say. Julia smiled, as though that was all she had needed, and rubbed his shoulder.

	“Come on, I want you to see the science station,” she said.

	The main building looked a little like a mixture between an observation outpost and a factory. Julia led him in through the main door, which was made of polished aluminum. Inside, about a dozen scientists wearing similar outfits to her own were hard at work.

	“This is where most of our research happens,” said Julia. “We’re investigating everything from ocean acidity, salinity levels, to methods for extracting resources from the sea bed, and even ways to improve the sustainability of the entire operation.”

	“Well I never doubted for a second that you were a hard worker,” said Leon.

	“We’re actually short on manpower, always,” said Julia. “If you don’t mind, it would be nice to have some help with some of the more hands on, brute force tasks we have on our plate.”

	“Of course,” he replied.

	Julia led him back outside, and they headed over to a grouping of buildings on the far edge of the inside of the dome. There were two larger ones, and at least a couple dozen smaller domiciles in rows behind them.

	“This is the main meeting hall and cafeteria,” said Julia, pointing. “And that’s our recreation and simulation center. It’s the only place in Project Cobalt that serves a non-scientific purpose.”

	“Sounds like where I’ll be spending most of my time,” Leon joked.

	Julia stepped up to the entrance of the meeting hall and pulled the door open. It was surprisingly spacious inside, with rows of cafeteria style tables and at least twenty or thirty residents eating dinner. She walked over to a kitchen counter with treys and some cafeteria workers behind it, and Leon followed her.

	“Hey Jamie,” she said to a woman working in the kitchen. “Meet my son, Leon.”

	“Oh wow, I didn’t realize he’d be arriving today,” said the woman. “Nice to meet you, Leon. I’m so sorry about your father. He was…a good man.”

	“Thanks,” he said. “And it’s nice to meet you too.”

	His mom encouraged him to load up a plate with food, and he did, feeling his hangover in remission and his hunger back in full force. The two of them headed over to a table and sat down. Leon noticed that he appeared to be the center of attention, and tried to ignore it as he began to dig into his dinner.

	“Don’t take it the wrong way, sweetie,” said Julia. “Visitors down here are essentially non-existent. Give it a day or two and the novelty will wear off.”

	“To be honest, I’m not complaining,” he replied.

	A tall woman with piercing green eyes and short blond hair smiled at Julia and walked over to their table. She sat down in one of the nearby chairs with a confidence that told Leon what he needed to know before she had even said anything.

	“You must be Leon, our new arrival,” said the woman. “My name is Elizabeth. I’m the Project Cobalt Operations Manager here inside the dome. I’ve gotten to know your mom, and your dad, rest his soul, quite well over the course of the last month.”

	“It’s nice to meet you,” he replied. “I’m grateful to be allowed down here, this is a rough time for my family. I’ll help in any way I can with the project.”

	“I appreciate that, Leon,” she said. “There’s more than enough work to go around. Come find me tomorrow morning and we’ll add you into the fold.”

	He nodded, and the tall woman walked over to his mom. The two of them whispered to each other for a moment, and then she walked back towards the table she had been sitting at before.

	“What was that?” asked Leon.

	“Oh, nothing honey,” said Julia. “Come on, if you’re done with your food, we should head back to my domicile for the night.”

	The two of them walked outside of the meeting hall and over towards the rows of small habitats that Leon had noticed before. Julia stopped in front of one near the back, close to the edge of the dome, and unlocked the door.

	“Here we are. I shared this one with your father, but he was barely ever in it. Most of the time he would just sleep at his work desk in the science station.”

	She stepped inside, and Leon followed behind her. He was surprised by the efficiency of the setup, which had a small kitchen, living room, a bed, and a bathroom, almost in the style of a one bedroom apartment, except much nicer.

	“This place looks great, mom,” he said. “I can see how the Blue Vision Corporation managed to get so many people to sign on for this mission.”

	“It’s a small perk, but a perk, nonetheless.” Julia yawned, and sat down on the bed. She patted the spot next to her. “Come over here, sweetie. We haven’t really had a chance to be alone yet today.”

	Leon walked over and joined her. His mom was silent for a moment, and she looked at him with eyes that made Leon feel confused, and hot. Julia leaned in towards her son, letting her large breasts rub against the side of his body.

	“We’ll have to share the bed, honey,” she said. “I hope you’re not too put off by the idea of climbing under the covers with your stuffy old mother.”

	“Mom…” said Leon. “I should probably…just sleep on the couch.”

	She set her hand down on his thigh, and Leon felt his cock begin to stiffen and ache for attention. Julia rubbed her hand back and forth, letting her fingers draw closer to his package, and Leon couldn’t help but let out a soft, guilty moan.

	“Baby I just want to take care of you,” she whispered. “You came all the way down here for me, let mommy do something for you.”

	Her palm came to a rest right on top of Leon’s hard rod, and he almost gasped with pleasure. Julia quickly began unzipping his pants, and reaching her fingers down into his boxers. Her touch was warm, and caused a shiver of pleasure to run up Leon’s spine.

	“Mom, you can’t,” he whispered. “I mean…this, this isn’t right.”

	Julia ignored his appeal to logic and reason, and started to work his cock out through the flap of his underwear. Leon wanted nothing more than to let him stroke him, and bring him right to the brink and past it, but he couldn’t. There was too much guilt and shame involved in the act, and no matter how much he tried, he couldn’t rationalize it away.

	He stood up and fixed his pants, his face blushing hot red as he looked at his mom.

	“I’m sorry, mom,” he said. “This…it’s not okay. What would...dad think?”

	“Honey, you don’t understand,” said Julia. “It was never like that between your father and I.”

	She stood up, and stepped close to him. Leon flinched back, thinking for a second that she was going to try to make another move on him, and not knowing whether or not he’d have the willpower to be able to stop him. Instead, she brought her face close to his ear and spoke quiet words into it.

	“I didn’t want you down here to just help out with the project, Leon,” she whispered. “I need emotional support. I need you to help me get through this, to comfort me, and help keep me safe.”

	“Mom, I-“

	“It’s okay sweetie, you’re my son, and I’m your mom, no matter what.” Julia kissed him on the lips, and the action seemed to make the words she had just spoken seem dirty and illicit. Leon wanted her, as ashamed as he was to admit it, but his confusion was almost paralyzing in its power.

	She didn’t say anything else, and climbed into her bed. Leon thought about joining her for a moment, but instead, he made his way over to the couch in the living area and collapsed down on top of it. Sleep did not come quickly, that night.
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