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CHAPTER 1

“Would it help if you watched a porn video? You know, to get into the mood?”

I blinked. It was almost impossible for me to believe that I’d just heard those words come out of the mouth of Stacy, of all people.

“I mean, sure, yeah, I guess,” I said. In reality, I could already tell that I wasn’t going to need any help, relaxed or not. Just hearing her say the word “porn”, and talk about getting into the mood was more than enough to push my buttons. My dick was stiffening into a solid slab of wood, even as I watched her smile reassuringly and reach for the laptop on the table.

“Alright, let me see what I can find,” said Stacy. “Though it would help if you told me what you were into.”

I blushed. As though the situation couldn’t get more embarrassing, now I had my stepmom questioning me about my tastes in porn. Was it even possible to tell her the truth? Could I come right out and say I enjoyed watching MILF videos, videos of women around her age, sometimes even similar in appearance?

“Anything’s fine,” I managed. Stacy smiled again, and then leaned forward. She was still dressed in her work clothes, which looked as though they’d been chosen to seduce as much as look professional. She had on a tasteful white blouse that was cut low in the front, revealing the slightest hint of a red bra underneath.

A short black skirt hung from her waist, making it down only just to thigh level when she was seated. Standing up, I was sure that if she bent over, it would be impossible to keep the tiny garment from allowing a quick peak of her panties and gorgeous butt.

“How about this?” Stacy set her hand on my thigh as she asked the question, and then hit play. There was a woman on the screen wearing a bikini, and she matched all of the mental criteria that I’d been too embarrassed to bring up. She was in her mid-thirties, with big, well-formed boobs and a perfect butt. She looked a lot like Stacy, and just noticing that made me blush an even deeper shade of red.

“I’m not sure if this is helping.” It was the truth. The video was incredibly arousing, but on top of making my dick even harder than it already was, it served to highlight the absurdity of the situation in which the two of us found ourselves.

My stepmom has been trying to get pregnant for almost a year now. It’s one of those things the women in their mid-thirties tend to take a lot more seriously, with their biological clocks ticking away at a constant, unrelenting pace.

I thought it was something that would just take time. My dad acted like he was trying his best, and as their son, I never really asked any questions. It wasn’t until last night that I fully began to understand just how serious she was about having a baby.

The conversation that I’d had with her had been brief, and very informative. She’d spoken with the same soft, motherly voice that she also used to explain to me why I needed to mow the lawn or walk the dog.

“Your father is sterile, honey,” she had said. “And beyond that, he’s never been particularly… well, let’s just say that the sex we have is a little limited, due to his condition.”

I’d never known this, but apparently it’s been difficult for my dad to sustain erections, for years now. I never really needed to know that, just like I never imagined I’d be sitting on the couch with my mother, planning on doing what we were about to do.

The porn video was still playing, and my mom’s hand had slowly begun to inch up my thigh, closing in on my rock hard cock. I felt weirdly ashamed of it, even though I knew that I shouldn’t. We were both adults. We both knew what needed to happen.

She moved her hand a little closer, and I flinched in surprise.

“I’m sorry, it’s going to take me a minute,” I said. “This is just… a little strange.”

The fertility doctor that my mom has been seeing insisted that she try a natural approach before considering any fertilization treatments. She had been terrified of explaining this to my father, telling him that her doctor had recommended that she sleep with another man in order to get pregnant.

And so she turned to me for that “natural approach”. I guess as my father’s son, it makes sense, in a way. The baby will look enough like him, and given our close, trusting relationship, the two of us will be able to go on with our lives without the sex meaning anything, at least in theory.

“Honey, if this is too weird for you, I understand.” Mom’s hand was a half inch away from rubbing against my cock, and my heart was racing out of my chest. “If you don’t find me attractive, or if you just feel like you can’t do it, I-“

“No!” I spoke with more force than needed. “No, uh, that’s not it, mom. You’re gorgeous. I mean, you should hear what some of my friends say about you.”

I instantly wanted to kick myself for bringing up the gang’s gossip. Mom looked at me with curious eyes and slid a little bit closer in on the couch. Her hand moved the final inch needed to be on top of my aching bulge, and I let out a silent moan as she began to rub.

“Your friends… talk about me?” asked mom. “What do they say?”

For a moment, my mind was blank. I was staring at her, the way her cleavage pushed up out of her blouse, the way her face was so familiar and comforting, and I felt the tiny movements of her gentle hand on my package. Then I began to speak.

“They call you a MILF, mom.” I had to force the words out, and it felt like I was going to die of embarrassment. “They spy on you every chance they get, and sometimes, well, they talk about what they’d do to you if they could.”

“What would they do to me, sweetie?”

“God, mom, I can’t say it!” I shook my head as I spoke. “It’s just too… weird.”

My mother smiled at me, and then leaned in and planted a soft kiss on my cheek. My heart was racing in my chest, and I wondered if it was medically safe for it to be going so fast.

“Just tell me, honey,” she whispered into my ear. “It will make this easier.”

“A-alright,” I said. “Well… Some of the guys, I won’t name names, but they say that they’d like it if you, well, took care of them.”

“Like this?” Mom slowly undid the zipper and button on my jeans and then pulled them down. She had a dangerous look in her eyes as she worked her fingers into my waistband and then freed my cock, which popped out like an orca jumping beyond the surface of the water.

“Oh god, mom!” I watched as she wrapped her hand around my naked erection. “Yeah, like that!”

She slowly began to stroke, and I had to blink several times to reaffirm that I wasn’t dreaming. It looked like she was having fun, and that only made her illicit touch feel even more erotic, and totally wrong.

“Go on,” she said. “What else do the boys want to do to your mommy?”

She was pumping her hand up and down, letting it move over my member with soft, graceful strokes. When she had asked me if I’d fill in for my dad, my mom had also asked if I was a virgin. I’d told her no. It had been a lie.

“Oh, wow, mom,” I said, trying to catch my breath. “They… some of them say that they would love to walk in on you in the shower, and then just… Climb into it with you.”

“What do you think they’d do to me in there, sweetie?”

“They say that they’d just go wild on you.” It was hard for me to think clearly, and the shameful words were just pouring out. “They’d cum all over you, and inside you, mom.”

“Is it hard for you to picture, honey?” asked mom. “Me, and all of your young, eager friends, in the bathroom together. All of them with their hard cocks out, and me working to please them in any way I can, sucking, fucking, stroking them off.”

“Mom…” I shook my head, both disgusted and incredibly aroused by the mental image.

“What if it was just you, sweetie?” she asked in a whispered tone. “What if you walked in on me while I was naked in the shower? Would you stare at my body, my boobs? Would you come in closer, and go wild on me?”

I had to stop myself from nodding, right there and then. It just felt too wrong. Mom continued pumping her hand up and down my cock, sending intense, active pleasure through my entire body. I stared at her chest, her breasts, her lips, and felt myself closing in on my limit.

“Would you cum inside me, sweetie?” she asked. “Would you cum inside mommy?”

It was too much for me to hold out even a moment longer. I began to cum, just as she had suggested. Long, hot strands of my seed spilled out and splashed up onto her blouse and tits. My body shivered with pleasure, and I collapsed back onto the couch, embarrassed and completely spent.

“It’s okay, honey,” said mom. She moved my head so that she was cradling it in her lap, and then ran one of her hands through my hair.

“I… that was…” I felt stupid, like I could barely put a sentence together.

“We’ll try again tomorrow night,” she said. “Your dad will be getting back later tonight, but I’m sure we’ll be able to figure something out.”

She took my hand in hers and squeezed it as she had so many times before over the course of my life. I felt totally, utterly confused.


CHAPTER 2

I woke up no less confused the next day. It was Friday, and as a senior in high school, I had to get moving early. It wasn’t until I began to go through my normal routine that the reality of what had happened began to hit me.

My mother had given me a handjob. The thought of it alone was enough to make me blush. I pulled my clothes on and glanced out into the hallway, feeling a little mortified at the prospect of having to face her again on my way to the bathroom.

I felt embarrassed and ashamed, but not because of her. She was gorgeous, one of the most physically stunning women in the neighborhood. I remembered what I told her about all the things my friends had said they’d do to her if they got the chanced, and realized that I had just done one of those very things.

I was embarrassed because of something deeper than that. My very first sexual experience had finally happened, and it had been with my smoking hot, bombshell of a mother. It was hard to know whether I should be happy, or filled with regret. I wouldn’t be able to brag to anyone about this. Hell, my life would be over if I even let it slip to even my closest friends.

The food downstairs smelled good. I tried to set my face into a neutral expression as I made my way downstairs. My mom was there, of course, along with my dad, who was sitting in his usual spot at the table. I smiled to him and did my best to avoid mom’s eyes.

“Good morning, Todd.” He spoke to me, but continued reading the newspaper he held in front of him.

“Morning, dad,” I said.  As I took my spot at the table, I could feel my mom’s eyes burning into me. I couldn’t face her, couldn’t turn my face to meet hers. It felt as though if I did, anything could happen.

“Good morning, sweetie,” she said, in a sweet, singsong, motherly voice. “I’m making banana bread for breakfast. It should be out of the oven in just a minute or two.”

“Er… that’s great, mom,” I mumbled.

“So how did last night go?” asked my dad. The question made my heart skip a beat, and my mouth drop open. I slowly turned towards him, shaking my head back and forth slightly. How could he have known?

“You know, the astronomy assignment?” he continued. “I was stuck working late in my cubicle, but I heard that the weather was pretty nice for observations.”

“Oh… uh, right.” I breathed a sigh of relief. “It went great, uh, mom helped me pick out some of the planets.”

I turned to look at my mom, forgetting myself for a moment. She was wearing a flirty summer dress that her butt threatened to poke out of in back, with a pink apron on over it. Her boobs pushed out against the fabric, as though they refused to ever be anything other than the center of attention.

“Yeah, I did give him some help, dear,” said mom. “I gave Todd all the help he needed. We were up pretty late, it was so hard.”

She was smiling at me as she spoke, her eyes full of something that I didn’t recognized. I swallowed hard, and hoped my dad wouldn’t pick up on it.

“That’s great,” he said. “Well, I might be coming home late again tonight, so hopefully you can give him some more help.”

I didn’t know whether to be anxious or excited. Mom kept smiling the same way she always smiled, like a sweet, doting mother. I could see something more in it, though, and it made my cock begin to harden as quickly as if she’d been naked.

“Oh yes, I’d love to give him some more help tonight,” said mom. She pulled the banana bread out of the oven, set it on the stove, and then walked over to the table and sat down on the same side as me. My body felt hot, and my heart pounded in my chest.

“Uh… mom, I uh…” I wasn’t sure whether what to say, how to keep up with the ruse. It all felt so terribly strange, and along with the intense, forbidden arousal came a heavy guilt.

“I’m sure you could use my help again, couldn’t you?” Mom leaned a little closer to me as she spoke, pushing her breasts so that they were against my shoulder. My dad was still reading his morning paper, totally oblivious to what was happening in front of him.

“I, I guess…” I stammered.

“I’ll give you whatever help you need, sweetie.” Mom’s hand began to run up my thigh, and I almost jumped out of my chair. “I’ll help you all night long.”

Her fingers came to a rest on my hard cock. What the hell was she doing? I shook my head at her, confused and scared of the possibility of dad looking up. She just smiled, and began to rub my cock like it was a genie’s bottle, and she was ready to make a wish.

“That’s good, dear,” said dad. “Sorry again for having to work so much, hopefully I can make it home a little earlier and help out too.”

“Oh, I’m sure Todd won’t mind if it’s just me.” Mom had unzipped my jeans, and was slowly working my cock out through the flap of my boxers. “Will you, Todd?”

“N-no, of course not, mom.” I was sure that my dad was going to notice. My breathing was so heavy, and I could barely think straight enough to form a sentence.

“It will just be your mommy helping you out tonight, doing whatever it takes to help you, honey.” Mom still spoke in a conversational tone, but her meaning was like fire in my ears. “I’ll give you all the help you need, and make the assignment fun for you.”

She was jerking me off right there at the kitchen table. I couldn’t believe it. The sensation was so intense, and so pleasurable, and this time, it made me ache for something more. Her hand was soft and gentle underneath the table, pumping up and down with a motherly touch.

I stared over at her. She looked hotter and sexier than I’d ever seen her before, more gorgeous and tempting than any woman that I’d ever seen. A tiny smile adorned her face, and she licked her lips as she began to pump my cock faster. She was my mom, and she was giving me a handjob right in front of my dad.

“Say Todd...” Dad spoke up, and then dropped the newspaper down and looked at me. I froze, and my mom’s hand stopped moving. He couldn’t see what was happening other the table, to him it just looked like her hand was on my leg, but I was still sure that the look on my face was going to give us away.

“Yeah dad?” I asked, trying to mask the fear in my voice.

“How’s your skateboard holding up?” He glanced down at the newspaper, and then smiled at me.

“Oh…uh…” I felt mom’s hand slowly began to move again. “It’s actually a longboard, dad.”

“What’s the difference?”

It was so hard to think. I didn’t understand what mom was doing, why she felt so much like torturing me with her touch. But at the same time, it felt so good, almost like being in on an evil conspiracy of pleasure.

“Well, it’s a lot longer,” I said. “It feels different to ride. It’s a lot harder to ride, too, right mom?”

My mother had tried to ride my longboard when I’d first gotten it about a year ago. Remembering the way she had clumsily climbed onto it, and wiggled back and forth trying to keep her balance, her butt swaying and her boobs jiggling, made my cock ache with desire.

“Oh yes, it’s so hard,” said mom. “So very hard. But I want to ride it as soon as I can. Would that be okay, Todd? If your mother went for a ride?”

“Yeah, definitely mom,” I said, my breath quickening, along with her hand’s pace. “I want you to ride it as soon as you can. You can ride it tonight, I’ll let you ride it for a long while.”

MY dad wasn’t listening, and lifted the newspaper up again. Mom was jerking faster, and I couldn’t stop myself from leaning towards her and grabbing one of her boobs. She pulled my cock against her leg as she jerked me off even faster, as though she was trying to pull my cock right into her pussy.

“I’ll ride it until I can’t ride anymore,” whispered mom. “You’ll see just how well your mom can ride, when she really gets into it.”

That was it for me. My cock began to explode, playing white hot strings of cum onto my mom’s apron and flooding me with orgasmic pleasure. I moved in my chair, causing it to scape on the floor slightly. Luckily, my dad didn’t look up from his paper.

“Oh, honey, you should get going,” said mom. “You can’t be late, you’re a senior, you have to set a good example.”

“Oh… uh, yeah, of course mom. “ I forced myself to return back to reality. Mom had wiped my cock clean on her apron, and I quickly tucked it away and made myself decent.

“I’ll give you some banana bread for the road,” she said. “I’m looking forward to tonight.”

I nodded, and an intense guilt began to form in the pit of my stomach. Just what the hell was I doing? What were the both of us doing?

“Don’t give your mom any trouble, Todd,” said dad. “Remember, she’s the boss. Whatever she says, goes.”

I nodded, and then started towards the door. Mom passed me a slice of banana bread as I went by her and gave me a secretive smile.

Maybe dad was right. She was my mother, and I had to listen to her. I had to do what she told me, as her son.

Even if it meant fucking her. Even if it meant getting her pregnant. A shiver of anticipation shot through my body. I felt dirty admitting it to myself, but I was looking forward to that night.


CHAPTER 3

I made it through the school day in a walking daze, classes blending together and assignments mostly being ignored. It wasn’t until I had grabbed my bag from my locker after my last class that the reality of what was going to happen really began to set in.

“Todd! Yo Todd!” One of my friends, Mike, tapped me on the shoulder. “Did you not hear me when we were walking down the hall?”

“What?” I blinked at him a couple of times, my mind still zoned out. “Oh, my bad. What’s up?”

“Do you want to hang out at my place and play some games?” he asked me. I shook my head.

“Sorry, man,” I said. “I’ve got to get home and uh, help my mom with something.”

The words made me blush a little to say out loud, so casually. Was that all I was doing? Helping her out with something? Mike gave me a strange look, and then smiled.

“Maybe we could hang out at your place, then,” he said, with a laugh. “Your mom is so hot, dude!”

MY cheeks felt even hotter. I slammed my locker shut and started walking away from Mike.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about man,” I said. “I have to get going.”

“Oh come on, you’ve heard us talk about her before!” Mike followed after me, walking down the quickly emptying hallway at my side. “It’s nothing personal, man, I’m just saying, well, she’s a total MILF.”

“Dude, just leave it,” I replied. It was hard for me to listen to what he was saying without getting even more excited about what was waiting for me back home, even though it made me a little angry to hear Mike talk about her.

“I’m not trying to weird you out, just being honest,” he said. “If you want to be mad at anyone, be mad at Dave. He used to go over to your place all the time last year and try to mack on her.”

“Later, Mike,” I said, increasing my pace enough to get further ahead of him.

“Yeah, alright,” he said. “Give me a call tomorrow!”

The walk home felt longer than it usually did. My body began to feel excited as I made the turn onto my street, the same street that my family had lived on for as long as I could remember.

My mom’s car was in the driveway, and I felt my lower half begin to get excited just from looking at it. I stopped outside the front door and paused for a moment. Was I really about to do this? Was this really happening?

I opened the door, and walked inside.

“Mom,” I said. “I’m home.”

I always let her know that I was home whenever I got back from school, but it felt so different this time. I heard footsteps coming from the second floor and looked up to see her walking down the stairs towards me.

“Perfect timing, sweetie.” She was wearing a thin robe, much thinner than her usual bathrobe. It was almost see-thru, and I felt like I had to glance away as she came closer and her perfect pink nipples could be seen poking against the fabric.

“Mom…” I felt so stupid, completely at a loss for words. Mom looked as though she was dressed for the occasion, and totally ready. She smiled at me, and put one of her hands on my shoulder.

“It’s okay, honey,” she said. “Let’s just sit down on the couch again. Maybe we should just watch TV this time? Would that help you relax?”

I nodded, and let her take my hand and lead me into the living room. We sat down on the couch together, and I felt my arousal begin to battle my nerves as I stared at my mother, her sexy body calling out to me.

“What do you want to watch?” she asked. “I can put on a movie, or maybe something on Netflix.”

“It… doesn’t matter,” I said. My mom nodded, and then started clicking through channels. Her attention was focused on the TV, but her free hand came to a rest on my stomach, and then slid down to my crotch.

“Just relax, sweetie,” she whispered. “This is just something you’re helping me out with.”

“Mom,” I said, feeling her hand begin to move across my sensitive member. “What happened this morning… dad was right there.”

She stopped clicking through channels and then put the remote down. Her other hand moved to my hair and began tousling it lovingly as she unzipped my pants and began lewdly stroking me off.

“That…” she said. “I just wanted to help you adjust a little more to the idea. I know how intimidating and weird it must be for you.”

“Oh yeah,” I moaned. She rubbed her thumb over the head of my cock and I shivered with pleasure.

“We both love each other, honey,” mom whispered. “You’re just helping mommy out in a way that nobody else can.”

“I, I know mom,” I replied. “Of course.”

She was pumping my cock up and down, faster now. I let one of my own hands grab at her breast through her robe. She smiled at me and then pulled it open. The sight of her naked boobs was familiar, but also shocking to me. I had never been so turned on, so ready, in my life.

“You’ll get to have fun with mommy’s boobs.” She whispered the word into my ear, and then moved one of my hands onto her chest. “And you’ll get to enjoy what mommy has to give you.”

Mom leaned her face in close to mine and then kissed me softly. I felt foolish and inexperienced and barely knew what to do with my lips. Her kisses continued down my neck, and then onto my chest, all the way down.

I knew what was about to happen, but nothing in the world could have prepared me for what came next. Mom brought her face into my cock and let her hot breath tickle its sensitive tip. She smiled up at me with an flirtatious look in her eyes, and then licked her lips.

“Do you want a reward for being such a good boy and agreeing to help your mother out?”

I nodded slowly.

“Just relax, sweetie,” she said. “I’ll take care of you. Just relax and let it happen.”

I nodded again, and then felt her soft, wet lips wrap around the head of my cock. It was unlike anything I had ever felt before, and if the pleasure hadn’t been so overwhelming I would have been shaking from it.

“Oh god, mom!” I cried. “Oh my god!”

She pulled her mouth back, enjoying the newfound control she had over me.

“Did that feel good, honey?” she asked. “Do you like what mommy can do for you with her mouth?”

I nodded dumbly, and watched as she leaned in again. This time, mom slowly planted soft, wet kisses all over my dick. She covered every square inch of it, all the way from the base of the shaft to the very tip. Then, she brought her pursed lips forward against it, and held them tense as she brought my cock back into her heavenly mouth.

The effect of it was to make it feel as though my dick was sliding into a tight, slick, warm hole. Mom went slowly, only bringing me in a centimeter at a time. She continued beyond where I expected, bringing all of my big, hard cock into her mouth and letting it slide into her throat.

“Ohhhh…” I leaned my had back and felt my body glow with pleasurable bliss. It felt so unbelievably fucking good. I felt guilty and ashamed, but at the same time, it was as though I had discovered a new realm of sensation. I’d made a deal with the devil, and it had been beyond worth it.

Mom began to suck my cock in the same way she did everything for me, as my son. She took her time with it, moving slowly, but with gentle, elegant focus. She was doting on my cock, and sucking it in the same way that she had used to wash my hair, or give my back massages.

“Oh mom,” I said. “Yeah mom, don’t stop.”

She didn’t. She started to suck faster, the sound of wet saliva and slurping coming from her movements. I let one of my hands come to a rest on the back of her head and began to guide her back and forth, her tongue and lips massaging my cock as though it was what they’d been designed to do.

My mother was giving me a blowjob. The phrase began to repeat itself over and over again in my head, almost like a mantra. My mother was giving me a blowjob and I was enjoying every second of it. My eyes were locked onto her big naked breasts, which bounced back and forth each time her head moved up and down my knob. Mom pulled her mouth off for a second to catch her breath, and noticed my gaze.

“Do you like mommy’s breasts?” she whispered. “How would you like it if she did this with them?”

Mom took her big boobs in either hand and brought my dick into them, smothering it with all the pleasure her gorgeous mammaries could provide.

“Oh, fuck mom!” I moaned.

“Yeah, that’s it, honey,” she whispered. “This is just the start.”

She began to move her tits up and down the length of my big, aching cock. Each time her face came in closer to it should would either give it a little kiss, or a quick suck. It was too much for me to handle.

“Mom, I, I can’t…” I started breathing heavily and thrust my hips forward. “Mom!”

I blew my load, shooting my cum onto what was directly in front of me, my own mother. Mom held her mouth open and took each blast with eager pleasure, letting it splatter on her lips, boobs, and face. I had never seen anyone look so erotica, so incredibly enticing before in my life.

Pleasure was the only thing that mattered. My mom had sucked me off and let me nut on her face, and I wanted more. I wanted so much more, and I wanted it from her. The one woman who was supposed to be off-limits, the one who’d always been there for me with love and kisses.

“Oh no!” Mom quickly stood up and looked towards the window. Dad’s car had just pulled into the driveway.

“What! He’s not supposed to be home yet!” I scrambled to pull my pants up and hide my junk, only managing to get my jeans zipped just in time. Mom had wiped her face off on the inside of her robe, but she didn’t make it upstairs before the door opened.

“I’m home early!” Dad walked into the house with a cheerful smile on his face. “Stacy, I… what’s this?”

He looked at her, and the lingerie robe she was wearing suspiciously. Mom just smiled at him.

“It was supposed to be a surprise for you,” she said, giving him a quick kiss on the lips. “I was just… getting Todd’s opinion on it.”

“Uh, okay,” said dad. “You taste kind of salty.”

Mom laughed.

“I was trying out a tasty new sauce in the kitchen,” she said. “Todd helped me prepare it.”

I blushed, and tried to avoid my dad’s eyes. I had never felt so guilty before in my life. In that moment, the reality of what me and my mom had been doing hit me like a ton of bricks. It was wrong, and the shame and embarrassment I felt over it was justified.

“I have some homework to do,” I mumbled. “Just call me when dinner’s ready.”

“Sure thing,” said mom. She turned back to my dad, and I saw her whisper something into his ear. He shook his head and then sighed.

“Honey, I’m tired, maybe another night,” he said. “How about this weekend? I’ll have more energy.”

Mom nodded, and then gave my dad a hug. I made eye contact with her as I walked up the stairs, and saw her wink at me.


CHAPTER 4

I couldn’t sleep. Dinner had been an awkward, uncomfortable affair, though mom acted as though she was right at home with the strange new tension on the air. Immediately after I’d finished, I headed upstairs to take a shower and go to bed.

Confusing thoughts filled my head, too many for me to make sense of. More than anything, I felt guilty, guilty for doing such terrible things with my own mother, guilty for betraying my own father, and guilty for enjoying it so incredibly much.

The house was quiet. Through my window, I could see the glow of the sky from outside, the crescent moon allowing a sliver of a moon beam to shine across my bed. The air had been just warm enough to convince me to go to sleep in my boxers, and I only had a thin sheet and a light blanket over them.

Soft footsteps began to echo my way, and were followed by an almost inaudible knock on my door. I knew that it was her, and I knew what she was there for.

“Sweetie, can I come in?” Mom’s voice was so quiet that I had to strain to hear it. Slowly, I sat up in bed, already feeling my body pulse with excitement.

“Yeah,” I whispered back. “It’s unlocked.”

The door opened slowly. My mother had changed into a night gown that made the robe she’d had on before look almost modest in comparison. It was tiny, barely covering her pussy and butt, and so low cut that even in the dim light I could see the cleavage of her breasts.

“I’m glad that you’re still up,” said mom. “I was worried that I wouldn’t get a chance to talk to you in private after what happened today…”

“Mom…” I tried to think of what to say, the words that would explain exactly what I was feeling on the inside. Stacy closed the door behind her and made her way over to my bed before she could.

“Todd… If you’re not comfortable with this, I understand.” She smiled at me, that same caring, motherly smile, that made it seem as though she put me above all else.

“I just… well, I don’t really know how to act around you, now.”

She set one of her hands down on my chest and slowly began to rub gentle circles across it. My body responded as though she’d been rubbing my crotch.

“You don’t have to act any different, honey,” she whispered. “I’m still your mother, and you’re still my son.”

Her hand began to slide lower, and I couldn’t stop a quiet moan from escaping my lips. He fingers slipped underneath the sheets and made their way further down, until she was cupping my already rock hard cock. It felt as though she was contradicting her own words, throwing a complication into the way things should have been, the way things would never be again.

“Oh… mom!” It was a struggle to keep my voice quiet. I felt my abdomen begin to wave, almost as though I was being tickled, but in the most pleasurable way possible.

“I’m going to take things a little further this time, sweetie.” She slowly worked her fingers into the waistband of my boxers and pulled them down.

“Mom… are you going to…?” The question was too embarrassing, to shameful for me to come right out and ask. The goal from the very beginning had been for her to get pregnant. Was this what she wanted, in the middle of the night, with my dad sleeping in the next room over?

“Shhhhh, it’s okay.” She was smiling as she pulled the blankets back and positioned herself over him. “It will feel good… really good.”

I felt something warm and wet push down on my cock as my mom lowered herself against it. I knew what it was, but it took me a second to accept it, to get over my cock.

My mother was sliding her pussy against the head of my rock hard penis. I could feel the size of her entrance, and realized almost instantly that either she was very tight, or I had a much bigger cock than I’d ever realized.

“Oh…” whispered mom. “This might take a bit of work.”

I leaned forward to set my hands on her waist, but she pushed me back against the bed, controlling the situation like she always had. It was a struggle to hold back, to keep still, as she began to wriggle and push, the head of my cock being teased at the edge of her wet, warm confines.

“I… I don’t think it’s going to fit.” I felt stupid for saying the words, and realized with a guilty, disgusting shock that I was disappointed by the fact that I wasn’t going to get to fuck her.

“Just relax, honey,” whispered mom. “It will just take a bit of…”

She trailed off as she shifted her hips and let herself drop a little lower. The tip of my cock slipped inside of her.

I blinked, almost expecting to wake up from a dream. I was fucking my mother. It was really happening. Up until that very moment, the things that had happened between us had been confusing, sure, but this was just… wrong.

“We shouldn’t,” I whispered. “Mom, this is... oh god!”

It became impossible for me to focus on anything other than my mother, even my own shock and shame. She had pulled her nightgown down slightly, letting her big beautiful breasts hand out the top of it and dangle right in my face. Her entire body shivered as she slowly dropped a millimeter further, wiggling her hips around in a circle as though trying to perform some type of lewd belly dance.

“Oh, wow….” Mom was shaking her head, and taking deep breaths. “Sweetie, you’re so big. This is…”

I could see from the look in her eyes that the conflict going on inside of me was one that she also shared. She shifted between looking at me like a son, and looking at me like a lover, biting her lower lip in confusion.

“Oh god…” she whispered. “What have we… what have I… done?”

I wanted to tell her that it wasn’t too late for us to stop. I wanted to tell her that this had been a ridiculous idea from the get go, and it was time for us to step back from the edge and go back to being family members.

Instead, I reached my hands up and grabbed her waist. Mom looked at me in total shock for a split second, and then clipped her hands down over mine.

“Yes,” I whispered. “Just… slide down a little lower.”

Mom slid her knees further out to the side and more of my cock was slowly ingulfed. She was so tight, as though my cock was the first one she’d ever taken that had really been a challenge for her pussy.

“Oh, honey,” moaned mom. She ran one of her hands through my hair and looked away from me, slowly moving her hips back and forth and really beginning to fuck.

I grabbed at her breasts, her perfect, forbidden breasts, and let my fingers trace around her nipples. She let out a moan and rocked backward on my cock, sending a wave of pleasure rushing through me.

“Mom!” It was impossible for me to stay quiet anymore. I set a hand back on her waist and pulled her down the rest of the way, feeling my cock enter a world of pleasure that I’d never knew existed.

“Sweetie!” cried mom. “You’re really… fucking me.”

I nodded, though in my head I couldn’t help but note that it was really she who was fucking me. The thought instantly brought my attention back to the taboo at hand. She was my mother, and my dick was inside of her, and…

Nothing had ever felt so good before in my entire life. Mom began to bounce up in down on my cock, and it took all of my self-control to not cry out in ecstasy. We’d crossed the ultimate boundary, and now that I’d seen what was on the other side of it, I never wanted to go back.

“Oh yeah, mom,” I moaned. “Just… keep doing that!”

“Yes!” She leaned over so that her breasts were flat against my chest, still bucking her hips up and down lewdly. “Sweetie, remember, you need to… you need to do it inside.”

I nodded, and then kissed her, not on the cheek, but on the lips. I needed to cum inside her. I needed to cum inside her. The phrase reverberated in my head like an evil prophecy, and my body begin to hum with pleasure as it started to become true.

“Mom!” I cried out. I didn’t care about my dad being in the house. I didn’t care about what people would think if they found out. All I cared about was the feeling of the orgasm as it swept over me, the intense, overwhelming sensation of shooting my seed inside the woman who had raised me, my sweet mother.

“Yes…” whispered mom. “You did it.”

I couldn’t even so much nod in reply. My cock was still convulsing inside of her, and my body felt like it was melting into the bed. The most beautiful woman in the world was on top of me, accepting my seed into her sacred canal as though it was the nectar of the gods.

“Honey…” Mom reached her hand down to me and cupped my cheek. “IT might take more than one try. You’re young, but I’m, well, I’m at an age where this might not be easy.”

I nodded without the slightest trace of hesitation.

“Okay mom,” I said. “We can do this again.”

The words felt filthy on my lips, but they were the truest words I’d ever spoken.

END
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CHAPTER 1

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

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

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

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

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

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

“It was good.”

Jack nodded.

Short and sweet, that’s Mitch for you.

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

Jack opened his mouth to respond and then held back.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Jack turned his head to glare at him.

Lucky? Is that really what you think?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

That’s the third time this week…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

There’s Mars, and…

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

That’s…

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

My god!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It’s so much bigger than it just was!

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

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

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

“We don’t have time!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 2

“What’s going on?”

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

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

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

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

It set off an earthquake. How large of an impact would be needed to do something like that?

“I’ve got you!” Rebecca pulled him more tightly against her, and Jack could feel the flesh of her boobs sliding across his chest. “Don’t worry, Jack!”

It was a ludicrous suggestion, but Jack said nothing. He had looked up into the sky and imagined this very scenario an uncountable number of times before. Never in his wildest dreams had he ever thought it could actually happen.

The shelter was holding up surprisingly well. Jack half expected the roof to come down on their heads, but after several minutes of shaking, the earthquake slowly began to subside. He and his mom were lying against each other on the floor, and regular sensation began to return to his body.

“Is it…” Rebecca’s voice was quiet, as though she was afraid that the earthquake would start up again if it overheard her. “Is it over?”

Good question.

Jack had one of his arms around her and realized with a slight start that his crotch was pressed directly into her buttocks. His cock had hardened into a stiff rod, either a strange way of reacting to the stress of the situation, or just because of how good his mother’s soft body felt against him.

Of all the things I need right now, embarrassing thoughts are at the bottom of the list.

He slowly began pulling himself to his feet. The heavy steel shelter door was behind him, no worse for wear from the quake. The entrance room of the bunker was larger than he had realized, with another set of doors that led off into…

Into what? I never spent very much time down here, or anytime down here, really.

“I guess dad was right to be so paranoid,” said Jack. “This place, this shelter, may have just saved our lives.”

Rebecca let out a sigh and pulled herself to her feet. Her hair was in a tangle, as though she had just climbed out of bed or stepped off a roller coaster. She straightened her gown and managed a quick smile for Jack before stepping over to him and cupping one of his cheeks in her hand.

“We’re alive, and that’s all that matters,” she said. “I was so worried…”

Jack felt his cheeks begin to heat up. It felt strange, and even though he knew he was too old to relish in his mother’s physical affection, at that moment, there was nothing he wanted more.

“We’re okay,” he said, walking over to the door at the far end of the tiny room. “And I’m willing to bet that this door leads to another exit, in case we can’t get the one we came in through open.”

That must be where it leads. I know dad spent a lot of time and money setting this up, he would have thought things all the way through.

There was another combination lock on the handle of the second door, and after putting in the combination again, his father’s birthday, he turned it and pulled it open.

“Jack, hold on,” said his mom. “Maybe we should just-“

“What the…”

Jack was stunned by what he found on the other side of the door. In all the time that his father had spent constructing the bomb shelter, the extent of what he’d seen consisted of the small hallway that the main stairs down led down into. He had never seen the door in the back, much less what was behind it.

“This is incredible,” whispered Rebecca. “All this time, and all of that money that I thought he was wasting on alcohol. This is where it ended up.”

I can’t believe it either.

The main room of the shelter was about the size of a large bedchamber, except with walls composed of thick, shiny metal. A carpet covered the entire room, but Jack could feel the hard, solid floor underneath it, even through his shoes.

Tucked away in the corner of the room was a bed that looked just barely big enough for two people. The sheets and pillows on top of it were arranged with surgical precision, giving the appearance of it having never been used.

A large TV monitor covered the wall directly across from the door, with a button filled instrument panel attached next to it and two plain office chairs in front of it. Large black tote bins were stacked high on either side of it, and there were two more heavy doors on each wall.

“This must have taken years to set up,” said Jack. “How the hell did dad manage to get all of this in here?”

Rebecca just shook her head.

“When we bought the house, the realtor only ever showed us a glimpse of shelter. Some of this stuff could have already been in here, maybe?”

Maybe…

Jack walked over to one of the chairs and ran his hand across it.

“There’s no dust,” he said. “Dad’s definitely been down here recently.”

Was he really this paranoid?

“We need to see what’s in the other rooms!” Rebecca walked in front of him, her tiny gown sliding up along her thighs a bit higher with every step. Jack followed, pulled in by both his curiosity and a strange urge to stay close to his mother.

Jack and his mom turned the handle on the door to the left and peered inside. A motion activated sensor light switched on, revealing a small, somewhat cramped room. The center of it was taken up by a small table that was, just like the bed, only big enough for two people. In the corner and along the back wall, Jack could see a sink, what looked like a microwave, and two large clear tanks, one filled with water and one empty.

“It’s a kitchen…” said Jack. “Huh.”

There were more storage containers filling up all of the rest of the free space in the room, and it was obvious to him at a glance that his father had packed them full of canned and preserved foods. He turned and walked across the main room over to the other unopened door.

“We should head back outside,” said Rebecca. Jack stopped in midstep and looked over his shoulder at her.

I’m a little afraid of what we’ll find. That was an asteroid strike. This isn’t a dream.

“Hold on, mom,” he said. “We have to be careful if we do decide to. The house could have collapsed from that quake.”

Jack finished turning the handle on the new door and swung it open. Inside was a room that was almost a mirror image of the kitchen, with two huge tanks for clean and used water on either side and motion activated lights. In the center of this one, however, was a metal low flow toilet built into the wall, and a small shower stall.

“He designed it with literally everything a person could need to survive,” said Jack. “What in god’s name was he expecting to happen?”

His mom didn’t answer him. Jack turned around and saw that she was heading back up the stairs, towards the door to the outside.

“Mom, hold on!” Jack rushed after her, starting up the stairs just as she was reaching the top. He could see right up her skirt, and the sight of her light blue panties made him flush with both excitement and embarrassment.

“Jack, people could be hurt outside!” said Rebecca. “We need to do what we can to help, to get them to safety.”

“We don’t know what’s going on outside, mom!” It was the truth, but Jack left out what he already could feel was the truth in his gut.

I know what’s happening. The world… is ending.

“Everyone in the town, our neighbors, your friends, my friends…” His mom looked at him seriously. “And your father, too!”

She started walking up the stairs and this time, Jack ran over to follow her. His feet tapped out metal echoes as he set them down, slowing to a stop next to his mom in front of the main hatch leading into the cellar.

“There’s a good chance that rubble from the earthquake is blocking the way,” said Jack. “I’m only going to open the door enough for us to see outside.”

His mother nodded, and then moved far enough out of the way for him to slide by her in the doorway. Jack tried not to notice the heat that formed in the air as his body brushed against hers.

Staying in here will be dangerous, in more ways than one.

He set his hands on the door’s handle and slowly began to turn it. Surprisingly, there was little resistance from the outside, even as he began to push forward. Air rushed in through the widening crack, bringing dust and the smell of something that Jack couldn’t recognize along with it.

“Well, at the very least we know that we can get out.” He pushed the door open further, creating enough space for a person to slide through if they pressed themselves flat.

“Just lean out and look around,” said Rebecca. “I think you’re right. It’s too dangerous for us to rush right now.”

Jack nodded and then began slipping out into what had once been the cellar of his family’s house. He edged his shoulder through, followed by his head, and started to take a look around. What he saw made his jaw drop open In surprise.

The house had been reduced to splinters. It was the house he’d grown up in, the house that his mom had bought with his father and raised him over 18 long, nurturing years. Now it was nothing more than a scattering of tiny pieces of wood, with various recognizable objects like forks, broken picture frames, and couch cushions littering the destruction.

“Jack? Is it safe?” His mom’s voice followed out the door after him, more concerned than afraid. The cellar was still essentially intact, but there was no house above it anymore, and the building’s remains layered every inch of the foundation.

Jack climbed onto a beam that was leaning at an angle up to where the living room had once been and pulled himself up to ground level. One glance around the neighborhood was enough to confirm what he’d already expected.

Jesus Christ…

Nothing was left standing. The houses that had once belonged to his friends and other families were in just as bad, if not worse shape than his was. It looked as though a tornado had swept through town, except the damage was even worse, more severe and with more finality. The asphalt itself had been split by several foot high cracks in a number of spots, as though a giant had pushed too hard on it at either end.

“Oh my god…” Rebecca had followed him out and was peering across the street from a pile of lumber in the middle of the cellar. “We have to find someway to help!”

“Hello?” Jack acted on her suggestion immediately, raising his voice and shouting off into the ruins. “Can anybody here me? Does anybody need-“

“Jack!” His mom yelled his name with more terror, more urgency than he’d ever heard before. He looked over at her and followed her eyes, noticing all at once the danger that they were still in.

The sky was a scene of smoldering chaos. Burning streaks of red and orange were slowly descending all across the night horizon and above him, like dyed contrails, or the marks of a celestial surrealist painter. They were multiplying even as Jack tried to make sense of them, and the wind had an unusual upward pull to it, as if being sucked in by the brilliance of the flames.

“It’s… ejection rock,” whispered Jack. “From the asteroid’s collision. It must have been big enough to knock debris above the atmosphere, and now it’s all falling back down.”

“Jack… We need to get back inside!” Rebecca walked across the cellar and reached her hand up to where he was, only barely managing to grab the back of his shoe with her fingers. It was enough to bring him back to his senses, and he only stared down at her tiny, gorgeous, nightgown glad body for a second before lowering himself down.

“You’re right,” he said. “We need to…”

His words began to trail off as the flames in the sky became even more vivid. Paradoxically, it began to grow harder to see rather than easier, the air warming around them and slowly filling with a strange fog.

“This is bad,” said his mom. “We can’t stay out here any longer…”

Jack nodded. The temperature was rising fast, like a sauna after being refilled with hot coals. He followed his mom as she walked through the shelter’s heavy door, closing it and the outside world off behind him.


CHAPTER 3

The silence of the shelter’s main room was eerie and almost deafening in its emptiness. Jack’s heart was pounding in his chest, the only noise audible to him against silence. Rebecca had taken a seat on the bed, sitting with her legs crossed and hands folded, as though she was waiting for a kitchen timer to go off.

“There wouldn’t have been any way for us to avoid this,” she said softly. “Or even really prepare for it, even if we had known ahead of time.”

Jack looked around at the heavy steel walls and double reinforced roof.

There was a way, and it’s the only reason we’re here right now.

“Dad built this, all of this, because he wanted us to be prepared,” said Jack. “Mom, he saved our lives.”

Rebecca stood up slowly and walked over to him. The bottom half of her nightgown was dirty, and a small streak of soot ran across one of her cheeks. The thought of washing up in the shelter’s tiny shower stall, stripping naked and soaping herself up, floated shamefully into Jack’s awareness. He did his best to push it out of his mind as his mother pulled him into a close embrace.

All this adrenaline is spinning me off in wild directions. My mom is my mom. There’s no reason for me to think weird things like that.

“We can’t just sit here.” Her eyes darted around the room, settling on the TV monitor against the wall. Jack pulled out of the soft hug and walked over to it.

“I didn’t see a computer, or a radio, or anything when we looked around,” said Jack. “Except for this one screen…”

He ran his hand around the edge of the TV’s frame and found the power switch. As soon as he turned it on, the display hummed to life.

“It’s a touch screen,” said Rebecca. “And there, in the bottom left corner.”

The interface wasn’t one that Jack recognized, but it was vaguely similar to other OSes he’d used before. It was a simple arrangement, designed more for the basic hardware of the TV than to be anything like a fully fledged computer. He touched the square webcam icon that his mom had pointed to with his finger and watched as an onscreen keyboard appeared, along with an input field for emails.

“Try your father’s email,” said Rebecca. “He’s probably… “

He’s probably dead. But she’s right, we have to try it.

Jack entered it in and then pressed okay. The word “CONNECTING” appeared on the screen for a moment, and then nothing happened.

CONNECTION FAILED

“Damn…” he said. He looked over at his mom and saw the crestfallen look on her face. She forced a weak smile onto her lips for his sake, and Jack walked over to her and gave her another hug. Her body felt soft against his, and intoxicatingly feminine.

“Well, we still have power down here,” he said softly. “And it seems like the TV is connecting to something. Dad… he must have installed some type of satellite receiver when he built this place.”

His mom didn’t say anything. He pulled her against him a little more tightly, feeling her bosom mash against his chest.

“We should see if any of the TV channels are coming in,” said Rebecca. “Or if there is a way to get online with it.”

Jack nodded, though he was pessimistic about their prospects. He reached out to the TV and tapped his way back to the main menu. There was an app for cable TV, an app for an online movie streaming service, and an app for the daily news and weather. He tried each of them in quick succession, finding that they all led to nothing but connection errors.

“That’s… no good.” Jack tried to keep the defeat he was feeling on the inside from slipping into his voice, but it was impossible. His mom was watching him and still smiling, for real this time.

“It’s okay, sweetie,” she said. “We’re alive. That’s all that matters.”

Jack felt her arms wrap around him from behind. Suddenly, it became very hard to focus on the TV and figuring out its functions. He could feel his mom’s breasts pushing against his shoulders, her nipples poking through the thin nightgown fabric. Her breath was hot against his ear, and Jack had to focus all of his energy into not getting a hard on.

It’s the situation, not me. My body is just… confused. I’m just confused.

“We have food,” whispered his mom. “We have water. We have the bed.”

Jack clicked on another app, one that had an icon in the shape of an old VHS tape. A downloaded movie, already midway through, instantly began playing.

“And we have at least a couple of things to watch,” he said, forcing himself to step outside of his mom’s reach and outside of temptation. “I don’t know if dad downloaded them, or if they were already here, but it’s certainly better than nothing.”

Rebecca smiled at him. Jack’s eyes met hers, and the air in the shelter suddenly felt very hot. He could only hold his gaze against her for the briefest of moments before having to break the silence, awkwardly clearing his throat and turning away.

“What time do you think it is?” Rebecca walked back over to the hallway leading up to the surface.

“It can’t be past midnight,” said Jack. “It hasn’t even been an hour since this all began.”

His mom nodded. Jack was surprised by how calm she looked. It put him at ease, in much the same way that her presence had back when he’d been just a little boy, nervous and anxious about everything in the world.

“I think we should take another look outside,” said Jack. “Maybe things have settled down a bit.”

Rebecca shook her head.

“Sweetie, I don’t think that’s a good idea.”

Jack had already started up to the hatch.

“I’m just going to open it a crack,” he said. He twisted the handle and then gingerly pushed the thick door open, and noxious smoke fumes pushed back into the shelter, stinging his eyes. He shut the hatch as quickly as he could, but what little had made it through was enough to make him cough as it burned his lungs.

“Honey!” Rebecca ran over and knelt beside where Jack had fallen into a crouch. She pulled his head against her and then took a seat, cradling him as she ran her hand through his hair.

“It’s… really bad out there,” said Jack. His mother nodded, and smiled knowingly at him. Her breasts hung in his face, and again, impure thoughts filled his head as he stared up at her, clothed only in her thin, tiny nightgown.

She’s here for me. My beautiful mother… If it weren't for her, I’d already have given up.

“Come on, let’s head into the main room.” Rebecca helped him to his feet and slowly walked him back down the stairs. “If we’re stuck in here for now, there’s no sense in us not taking stock of what’s available to us.”

The two of them spent the next ten minutes searching through the neatly stacked plastic boxes. Jack was impressed by the extent his father had gone to in preparing. There was soap, towels, extra clothes, toilet paper, just about everything they could have asked for.

“Finally!” Rebecca pulled out a white t-shirt and a pair of pink sweatpants. “I’ve been itching to change out of this flimsy nightgown ever since we got down here.”

She bent over to close the lid on the box, and Jack couldn’t stop himself from drinking in the sight of her butt poking out from underneath the tiny garment.

This isn’t something I should be thinking about…

His mom walked into the room on the right-hand side of the main one, the bathroom, and creaked the heavy metal door closed behind her. The latch didn’t hitch, and it slowly began to reopen, giving Jack a view that was even harder to resist than the one he’d just seen.

She was facing away from him, totally oblivious to her son’s peeping eyes. Slowly, she pulled the nightgown up and over her head and tossed it aside. She didn’t have a bra on, only panties, but all Jack could see from his vantage point was a tantalizing edge on view of her big, gorgeous breasts.

This is sick. I need to cut it out, right now.

He stood up and forced himself to turn his attention to something else. His cock was rock hard, an illicit symbol of the strange, perverse emotions that he was struggling with. Jack walked over to the TV and started clicking through the menus, desperate for a distraction.

He went back to the recorded TV shows and downloaded movies, and began scrolling through them. A couple were post-apocalyptic themed, including one that was a popular, mainstream adaptation of a zombie comic book, and Jack winced internally as he skipped over it.

Is that what’s happening for real, now? Has the world ended?

“I think we should eat some food. Why don’t you pick out something for us to watch while I’m at it?” His mom had snuck up behind him, startling him with a reverse hug and a kiss on the cheek just as Jack’s thoughts began to tread into dark territory. She smelled faintly of perfume, a sweet and flowery scent.

“Uh, okay,” said Jack. “I guess I’ll… do that, then.”

She pulled away from him and walked over into the shelter’s kitchen area. A surreal feeling swept over Jack as he tapped on the touch screen and scrolled past a couple of action movies, a mixture of déjà vu and absurdity.

We’re still acting out our roles down here, mother and son, without even being sure if there is anything left on the surface of the planet.

Jack settled on a romantic comedy about a man, his girlfriend, and a dog, in the end. Rebecca was humming a tune as she moved about the food stores of the shelter, picking through dried powder soups and mountains of canned goods. He recognized the song and had to fight off a wave of nostalgia as childhood memories crested on his mental horizon.

“There is an entire spice rack’s worth of seasonings tucked away in the back of the pantry,” said his mom. “That must have been your father’s doing.”

Jack didn’t saying anything. Thinking about his dad, thinking about any of the many people that they’d left behind above ground, was painful. Jason and Mitch suddenly appeared in his mind’s eye, both of them biking away from his house, waving to him as they went.

I’m never going to see them again, most likely.

“Jack?” Rebecca was standing in the doorway, her brow furrowed, and her eyes locked onto him. “Are you okay?”

“Yeah, mom,” he said. “Sorry. I’m just thinking...”

She walked over to him, her expression softening into warmth and understanding. She pulled him close to her and ran her hand through his hair. It was exactly what Jack needed.

“I know,” she said softly. “It’s too much for one person to make sense of. We just have to keep going.”

Rebecca shifted her son’s face so that their eyes met each other’s. Again, Jack felt a mild sense  of hot tension wave over him. He shook it off and tried not to let his excitement get the best of him.

“You’re right, mom.” He smiled at her. “Sorry.”

She reached her hand up to his face and pinched his cheek, a gesture that made him feel like he was a little kid again.

“We don’t know anything yet, sweetie,” she said. “Whatever is going on, it could be affecting the entire world, or it could just be the state, or maybe even just the local neighborhood. We don’t know. For now we just need to hang tight.”

Jack nodded, but on the inside his pessimism continued to nip at his psyche.

The earthquake, and the firestorms in the sky… Those are not the type of things that just happen on a local level.

“I’m going to finish with the food, and I want you to pick out a movie for us.” Rebecca spoke slowly, as though she was trying to emphasize the importance of the roles each of them had to play.

“Okay mom. Thanks.”

Rebecca kissed him softly on the cheek. The touch of her lips against his skin was like fire, like the fire that had lit up the night sky. She turned and walked back into the kitchen, and John turned back towards the TV screen.


CHAPTER 4

Rebecca brought the food into the main room once she was finished making it, carrying both of their plates along with two bottles of water on what almost looked like a school lunch tray. Jack took his portion and was surprised by how hungry he suddenly felt.

I would have figured that the stress would have eliminated my appetite.

He could tell that the soup didn’t have quite as much charm as his mom’s homemade creations at a glance. Even so, something about it was more heartfelt than any meal that she’d prepared for him in recent memory. Jack brought a spoonful of it up to his mouth and watched his mom watch him.

“It’s good,” he said. “Really good, especially for something out of a can.”

Rebecca smiled at him.

She has always cared so much about cooking, about making every meal special. This must be hell for her.

“Anyway, come on mom, have a seat.” Jack patted his hand down next to him on the other office chair. “I paused the movie for you.”

His mother carried her plate with her as she walked over and settled into her spot. Jack’s eyes were involuntarily drawn to her, the way her hair and breasts bounced with every step, and the positive aura that almost seemed to emanate from her body.

“Thanks, Jack,” she said. “See, this isn’t so bad? We’d be doing the same thing, even if…”

Even if the world hadn’t ended…

“Mom…” Jack ate his food in a rush, unable to block the claustrophobia of the situation out of his thoughts. “This isn’t the same.”

Rebecca shook her head.

“It’s not the same, but it is what it is.” She opened her bottle of water and took a sip of it.

“It’s… the end, mom,” said Jack. “It’s the end of the world.”

“Don’t say that!” Rebecca reached out to take Jack’s hand, and he gave it to her.

I know how it must sound, but I can’t just delude myself.

“There isn’t going to be anything left for us even if we do make it back above ground.” Jack felt all of the emotions he’d been suppressing bubbling to the surface. “The rest of our family, my friends… even dad.”

Rebecca took a deep breath. She glanced away from Jack for the briefest moment and then turned back to him with a determined look on her face.

“We don’t know anything yet…” Rebecca moved her chair closer to, setting her food plate aside on the floor. “And at the very least, you still have me, honey. And I still have you.”

She took Jack’s hand into her own and looked at him with big, loving, motherly eyes. Jack’s entire body deepened in sensitivity, feeling her touch ten times over.

She’s right. I still have her. She’s right here, so close, and so loving.

“We should…. Probably head to bed.” Jack had moved in closer to his mother without realizing it, pushing his knees against her’s and reducing the distance between their lips to mere inches.

“That’s a good idea,” said Rebecca.

She looked over at the bed across the room, the tiny, working couples’ bed, and then smiled at him.

She can’t possibly mean what I think she means?

“I was planning on sleeping on the floor.” Jack looked up at the ceiling sheepishly. “It’s probably-“

“That’s ridiculous,” said Rebecca. “The two of us can share. There’s enough room.”

She set her hand down on Jack’s thigh, and he felt an inordinate amount of blood rush down to his cock.

“Mom, jeez, I’m…” He did everything he could to avoid looking into her eyes. “I mean, I think it would be for the best if I slept on the floor. So the two of us can have our own space.”

Rebecca turned his head so that his eyes were facing her directly and slid her other hand further up on his thigh.

“We’re stuck in here for now, honey.” She blinked, and rubbed the back of Jack’s neck slightly. “We have to share our space.”

Jack didn’t argue with her any further, and over the course of the next twenty minutes, they both prepared for bed, taking turns in the bathroom. After taking a close look at the water tanks and pipes leading out of them, Jack was able to figure out another incredibly sophisticated aspect of the emergency shelter’s design.

There are water recyclers built into this place. Even at a tenth efficiency, hell, even at a twentieth, we’d be okay with the water stores we have now for a very long time.

He was impressed, but at the same time, slightly unnerved. His father had spent a lot of time on the build, and a lot of money, money that Jack and his mother had never seen and never known about.

Maybe he was paranoid. Maybe he was obsessive. But we’re only here right now because of him.

Jack finished brushing his teeth, making sure to use as little water as possible, and then headed back out into the main room.

“Ready for bed?” Rebecca had already climbed under her covers. She sat up slightly, and the bare flesh of her shoulder revealed to Jack that she’d taken off everything other than her bra and panties.

“Yeah,” said Jack. “I’m ready.”

His entire body throbbed with shameful excitement as he made his way over. After everything that had happened, all that they’d been through, he wanted to be close to her. Jack wanted to be in bed with his mother, hugging her, holding her, and feeling as though it was all going to be okay.

“Don’t be shy, honey,” she whispered. “Take off your clothes and climb on in. Except for your boxers, of course.”

Of course.

Jack turned away from her and quickly began stripping his clothes off. His mom had rearranged some of the supplies in the plastic totes and repurposed one of them as a laundry hamper. He tossed his shirt and shorts across the room, both of them landing nearby, but a little off target.

“Can you look for the light switch and turn it off?” asked Rebecca. “We need to do everything we can to make sure we save the limited energy we have down here.”

Her voice was melodic in Jack’s ears. He nodded and walked over to the door that led to the stairs and hallway, feeling his cock guiltily beginning to stiffen with illicit horniness.

This is stupid. She’s my mother, and I’m her son. Nothing is going to happen. Nothing can happen!

The switch was just a tiny panel next to the hatch that they’d overlooked on their way in. Jack flicked it off and was introduced to darkness far beyond anything he’d ever experienced before in his life. There was nothing to give off even the slightest amount of light, no stars, no moon, no street lamps.

“Over here, honey,” whispered his mom. “Just follow the sound of my voice.”

“Thanks.” Jack walked quickly across the main room and towards her, a little too much so. He was still in midstep as he reached the bed and tripped forward onto it, landing on his mother with all the grace of a fish out of water.

“Whoops!” The way Jack had fallen left him in a very compromised position. His mom was directly underneath him, warm and soft and mostly naked. An erotic shiver went down his spine as he reflexively pushed his crotch forward, grinding his dick against what was either her thigh or her butt through his boxers.

“Easy, sweetie,” whispered Rebecca. “There should be enough room, just slide over.”

Jack set his hand down on something soft and warm instead of the bed. It took him a split second longer than it should have to realize that it was one of his mom’s breasts, and react accordingly.

What am I doing?

He rolled to the side, tangling the sheets as he did. Rebecca reached over to remake the bed and then brought her hand down on his thigh. Jack’s cock was rock hard, and it pulled his full attention to the strange, tense nature of the situation.

“Honey…” whispered his mom. “Are you okay?”

“Uh, yeah, of course, mom!” Jack turned so that he was facing her in the dark. His hard on brushed against her stomach, neither of them able to get more than a few inches of space on the small surface of the bed.

“I know how different this is,” she said. “And I know how hard it is for you. But we’ll find a way to adapt to it, it will just take some time.”

She reached her arms out and pulled Jack into a soft hug. His cock strained against the fabric of his boxers, and he could feel her warm naked body against his, the silkiness of her bra and panties making him almost insane with desire.

She’s my mother! What kind of pervert am I?

“I… mom…” Jack was at a loss for words. Rebecca leaned her face in close to his, her hot breath tickling the skin on his neck as she planted a kiss on his cheek. Jack’s hips were moving of their own accord, slowly grinding forward against her.

“It’s okay, sweetie,” she whispered. “I love you.”

This is wrong!

It took every drop of effort in his body, but Jack managed to pull himself away from his mother. He slid his legs over the side of the bed and stumbled across the room, fumbling blindly against the wall and through the door of the bathroom.

“Honey, are you okay?” Rebecca’s footsteps could be heard following after him. Jack closed the door to the bathroom and slid down to the floor against it.

“Yeah mom, I just have to get some water.” Jack’s hand moved as though it were possessed by a demon, pulling his hard cock out of his boxers and running his fingers over it. “You can… go back to bed.”

“No, that’s okay,” said his mom, through the door. “I’ll wait for you.”

I can’t even get her out of my thoughts to masturbate, not when she is always so close by.

“I, I’ll be out in… just a second!” Jack’s hand began to stroke up and down the length of his erection. He saw his mother in his mind’s eye, still only in bra and panties, slowly pushing herself in closer to him.

“Are you sure you don’t need any help?” asked Rebecca, in her sweetest, most motherly voice.

“No… mom.” Jack tried to picture anything, anyone else. He thought of girls from his school, of porn stars and internet cam girls. In every instance, regardless of how different the woman looked, when he turned up to see her face, it was her.

Mom…

“We’ll make it through this, Jack,” she said, just loud enough to make it through the door. “I’ll help you through it. I’ll do whatever it takes, whatever needs to be done.”

“Mom,” he replied, his voice breathy and sex tinted. “You, you shouldn’t do anything.”

Jack’s hand was moving faster, and faster. He wanted her to be there with him in the bathroom, and paradoxically, he wanted her to be further away.

“I will do it, sweetie.” Her voice was full of love and parental determination. “I’ll do whatever it takes, whatever you need. So don’t worry, just relax, and let me take care of you.”

Jack stifled a groan as he felt himself pass over the line. His cock began to erupt like a geyser, and it was all he could do to catch each blast of seed in his free hand as the pleasure took hold of his body.

Mom… I need you.

“Honey? Are you sure you’re okay?”

Jack was lying on the bathroom floor, still at the mercy of the afterglow of the orgasm. With it came something else, something that he didn’t want to feel, something truly hard for him to internalize.

He had just masturbated to thoughts of his own mother and enjoyed every second of it. Guilt and shame flooded into his mind, replacing what had been arousal and lust only seconds before.

“I… I just need to uh…” Jack bit his lower lip almost hard enough to draw blood as he flicked on the bathroom’s light and walked over to the sink. “I just need wash my face, and then I’ll come to bed.”

“Alright, Jack,” said his mom. “I’ll be waiting for you.”

There was a mirror on the wall above the water faucets, and Jack stared into the eyes of his reflection as he scrubbed his hands clean.

Everything has changed, both in the world and inside of me.


CHAPTER 5

The rest of the night went by relatively uneventfully. Jack spent another couple of minutes in the bathroom collecting himself before heading back out into the main room. His mother’s breathing was even and regular, and when he climbed into bed next to her, sleep came easily enough.

He wasn’t sure how long he’d been asleep for when he awoke. Rebecca was climbing out of bed, and it took Jack a minute to catch up with everything that had happened.

The asteroid strike… The world is still over, isn’t it?

He blinked his eyes open and glanced over to the other side of the main room, where his mom was wiggling into a pair of tight jeans she had pulled out of storage. Jack chastised himself internally, feeling even guiltier as he realized that his morning erection was actually enjoying the show.

“Good morning, honey,” she said as she pulled a long sleeve purple blouse over her bra clad breasts. “Did you manage to sleep well last night, after…?”

After my little sexual meltdown? Does she have any idea what I ended up doing in the bathroom?

Jack nodded and tried to bring his thoughts back into safe territory.

“Yeah, I did.” He smiled at her. “The bed is a little too small, but at least the mattress is comfortable.”

His mom laughed. Her hair was a little messy, still tangled from the night’s sleep.

“I’m glad you think so,” she said. “Especially because I get the feeling that we might be down here for a while.”

She hummed a familiar tune as she made her way over to the bathroom to wash up. Jack stared at her, feeling a strange mixture of appreciation and surprise at her confident, frank way of stating the facts.

If it weren't for her company, her energy, and presence, I probably would have given up by now.

He forced himself out of bed, double checking to make sure that the door to the bathroom was completely shut behind his mom as he did. His cock had tented his boxers, and there wasn’t really anything he could do about it.

There’s only one bathroom, one bedroom and living room, and the kitchen. Privacy is a thing of the past.

Jack walked over to the storage totes and began digging through the one with the spare clothes. He was a little surprised, again, at how far his father had gone to prepare. All of the clothing looked as though it had been bought new, and all of the men's clothing was close enough to his size. He picked out a t-shirt and a pair of jeans and pulled them on.

He walked a slow lap around the emergency shelter, again looking over the food stores and water tanks. It was hard for him to guess at exactly how long the two of them could survive off what they had, but at the least, they were in no danger of starving or running out of water immediately.

Rebecca came out of the bathroom looking completely refreshed. She had washed her face, and it was hard for Jack to tell, but it looked as though she’d put on a light layer of make-up.

Why would she need that? It’s just me down here, her son.

“I’ve been keeping an eye on our water usage, and how fast it’s draining the tanks.” She walked over and stood in front of Jack, crossing her arms and smiling. “I think that we could potentially take one shower every three days, and still save enough to get by.”

“One shower each, or one shower… for the both of us?” Jack had meant the question as a joke, but the way his mom smiled back at him sent a hot chill down his back.

“You wouldn’t mind sharing that tiny stall with your dear old mom?” She stared into his eyes and held the tension for as long as she could before giggling. “Relax, I’m joking. At least I hope I am.”

Jack sighed and shook his head.

“Wait a second though,” he said. “How can that be? We’ll go through the water stores too fast if we take showers, won’t we?”

Rebecca smiled and shook her head.

“I heard enough about your father’s construction projects to guess how he set this one up. It’s powered by solar panels and probably uses rain collection to supply its filtration system and give us additional drinking water.”

“Mom, after the earthquakes, and everything else that’s happened, we can’t really count on that stuff to still be working, can we?”

Rebecca held up one of her hands, as though shushing a young boy’s interruption.

“There are more solar panels in one of the totes, I already checked.” She gestured to the boxes stacked along the walls. “And I’m sure that we can clean the water collectors up without having to be outside for too long.”

Outside… I didn’t even think to check and see what it was like today.

Jack glanced at his mom and saw that she was thinking the same thing.

“We should…” he started. “At some point, we should try opening the door again.”

Rebecca nodded slightly, almost grimly.

She’s afraid of what we’ll find, afraid of having any hope of going back to normal pulled away. She’s afraid for me, for my future.

“I’m going to get started on breakfast.” His mom’s voice had a forced cheeriness to it that both put Jack at ease and made his heart ache. “I saw some granola bars that looked pretty good.”

“Alright,” he replied.

Jack felt as though he had too much energy and not enough to do with it. He paced around the main room aimlessly, a mild claustrophobia working its way into his thoughts. The TV was the only thing of note, and he turned it on after a minute and began tapping through different options and menus.

The list of movies and TV shows downloaded to the screen was more substantial than Jack had initially thought. Still, if it were all they had to do, they would run out of new media in a relatively short amount of time. He thought about what people did in situations like this, stuck inside, fighting boredom with nothing to do.

I guess there is one thing that a man and a woman could resort to. Why would I even think that, god?

He bit his bottom lip and sat down on the floor. Rebecca was taking her time in the kitchen, slowly digging through one of the food containers and looking for something in particular. Jack walked over to the door that led up to the stairs and began meandering up them.

I shouldn’t open the door until mom can be there to take a look with me, but… maybe just a crack.

The main hatch looked exactly as it had the night before. Jack reached for it slowly, letting his hands grip the door handle and feel the cold metal before beginning to turn.

Almost as though on cue, like a static shock jumping through his hand, a loud beeping noise came from the TV in the main room. Jack turned around and headed back down the stairs quickly. His mom was still busying herself in the kitchen, but that wasn’t what caught his attention.

Flashing across the screen in bright red, urgent letters, were the words “EMERGENCY CONNECTION REQUESTED”. Jack practically ran across the short distance between him and the TV, tapping several spots on the touch screen before hitting a big bubble that said “ACCEPT”.

A woman appeared in the image, her long blonde hair flowing freely as though there was a strange breeze in the air. She was at an angle, too, and moved within the frame erratically, slowly shifting from left to right, up and down. Jack blinked a couple of times, unsure of whether or not the connection was real, or if he’d accidentally clicked on a movie instead.

“Uh, hello?” he said, weakly. The woman clapped her hands together and began to laugh as though she’d won the lottery.

“Yes! Yes! Oh my god, yes!” She jumped up, or rather, pushed up, floating through the air and then pulling herself back into frame. “Can you hear me? Can you hear what I’m saying? Don’t disconnect, okay? Please, stay on the line!”

“What’s going… on?” Rebecca had heard the commotion and walked out into the main room to find the source. She froze when she saw the screen and dropped a butter knife on the carpet.

“Mom,” said Jack. “I… I think I made contact, with…”

“With Molly!” The woman was grinning and giggling. “You made contact with Dr. Molly Campos!”

“Molly…” repeated Jack. “Jesus Christ… You’re alive. There are still people left alive!”

Jack glanced at his mom and saw that her reaction was mirroring his own. She rushed over to him and pulled him into a tight, bosomy hug, and then held his hands tightly and began swinging his arms up and down.

“It’s going to be okay!” yelled Rebecca. “I told you, John! Everything is going to be okay!”

They laughed and hugged each other again. It took a second for Jack to pull his attention back to the screen. Molly was smiling, but behind it was something else, something that Jack wasn’t sure that he liked.

“Where are the two of you?” asked Molly. “I have my communications satellite trained on the northeastern United States.”

“We’re in New Hampshire,” said Jack. “In an emergency shelter, underground.”

“That… makes sense,” replied Molly. “But still… I’m not sure the two of you realize just how lucky you are.”

Rebecca stepped forward and shook her head. She looked unsure of where exactly to look in order to meet Molly’s eyes, with the web camera hidden inside the TV’s frame.

“What do you mean?” she asked. “Where are you?”

Molly didn’t say anything. She moved in a little closer to her own camera, and again, Jack was a little unnerved by something in the motion.

“What are your names?”

“I’m Rebecca, and this is my son Jack.”

“It’s nice to meet you,” said Jack, with a laugh. “Molly, it is beyond nice to see you. We haven’t heard from anyone on the outside, or heard anything about what the situation is.”

Molly smiled again, the same sad one she’d managed before.

“Jack, Rebecca… I think the two of you should sit down for this.” She sighed, and then floated backward a little further. “I would too, but as you can see, there is no gravity way up here.”

“Are you… on the space station?” asked Jack. “Like, NASA, or something?”

Molly nodded, and then curled up into a tiny ball and executed a perfect, slow-motion back flip.

“That’s correct,” she said. “I arrived up her a couple of days ago. The astronaut I was relieving left early on the morning of the asteroid impact. It’s quite a shame, actually.”

Jack glanced over at his mom. She was chewing her lower lip, staring intensely at the screen and waiting for Molly to continue.

“There’s no easy way for to say this…” Molly furrowed her brow, and then slid both of her hands down across her chin. She had an attractive face, long and slender, along with skinny arms and modest breasts.

“Just tell us,” said Rebecca. “We can handle it.”

Molly nodded and then took a deep breath.

“The two of you are the only survivors I’ve made contact with, so far,” she said. “Now, that doesn’t mean that-“

“Wait, you mean the only two survivors in New Hampshire, or the northeast?” Jack struggled with what she was saying, his mind unwilling to make the connection.

“No,” she said softly. “That’s not what I mean. Here, this might be easier for you to understand.”

Molly floated in closer to her webcam. Her hands disappeared for a moment and tapped away at what must have been a keyboard offscreen. Suddenly, the image switched, and Jack and his mom were looking out from the perspective of a new camera, directly at the planet Earth from the space station’s orbit.

Oh my god…


CHAPTER 6

The planet was almost unrecognizable. The space station, along with Molly and the camera’s perspective, was passing across the eastern seaboard and over the Atlantic Ocean. Thick clouds of gray smoke and smog covered everything, an apocalyptic caricature of the Earth’s normally white atmospheric swirl.

The North American continent was completely mangled. Jack could see where the asteroid had struck at a glance, deep in the heart of northern Canada. The crater that had been left was the size of Wyoming, with an oozing orange glowing center that made it look like an inverted volcano. Long cracks extended from the impact point throughout the country, looking almost like exposed geological veins.

In fact, there were cracks everywhere. Several cut through the United States, as though the strength of the asteroid’s blow had been enough to jostle the tectonic plates loose. To the north, where the frozen Arctic ice had once been, there was now nothing but water, and scattered islands. Jack suddenly realized that dozens of miles of the coast had been swallowed up, with all of the water that had once been locked away in ice now free to join the ocean.

Wherever there had once been green grass, forests, and vegetation, was now replaced by black and gray wasteland. The Earth looked like a battlefield, as though extraterrestrial invaders had given it a shelling, followed by napalm. There was nothing left that looked unscathed, with even the outlying Caribbean islands smoldering in ashes.

“This can’t be… happening.” Even as Jack spoke the words, he knew that what was on the screen was a fact. Rebecca stepped over to him and pulled him into a soft hug, running her hand through his hair.

“Is anything left, Molly?” asked Rebecca. “Europe? Asia? The Southern Hemisphere?”

The monitor flicked back to the inside of the space station, with a frowning Molly center frame. She shook her head no, and then shrugged her shoulders in a fashion that was more depressing than Jack had thought possible.

“I’ve been watching from up here for more than a dozen orbits and haven’t seen anything,” she said. “Every communication system on the station has been operating at full capacity, sweeping the planet for anyone in a position to respond back. Your receiver is the first one that my message has gotten through to, let alone given a response.”

“There must be people left, somewhere,” said Jack. “We need to start looking immediately, start helping.”

He took a single step towards the stairs leading up to the shelter’s main hatch.

“No!” Both Molly and his mother shouted in unison. Jack felt frustration brewing in his chest as he turned to look at them.

I can’t just sit here. There has to be something I can do!

“Jack, I know we just met, but you need to trust me.” Molly had pulled in closer to the camera and was making eye contact with him through the screen. “I wasn’t expecting there to be anyone left at all. If you had watched it from up here, like I did…”

Jack glanced over at his mom, wishing that she would come to her senses and back him up.

“If we stay in here, how is that not just giving up?” The question came out angrier than he would have liked it to, but he wanted an answer.

“Jack, the entire planet was an inferno. I’ve never seen… never even imagined anything like what I saw. It looked like somebody switched Earth out for a ball of fire. Everything was caught up in it, the ejection debris from the impact heated the atmosphere to the point of combusting every inch of the surface.”

Jack shook his head, still determined to find another option.

“No, no, we can… we can find a way!” He was shouting, unable to contain his emotion. “There must be something else!”

Molly nodded.

“There is. Just wait, for now.” She tapped on the keyboard again, and the screen in front of Jack and Rebecca shifted to what almost looked like an online weather report. “I can use my equipment up here to get a sense of what the conditions are down there. Temperatures are still in excess of 65 degrees Celsius. That’s 150 degrees Fahrenheit, and hotter in certain places. But it’s been steadily dropping over the past few hours.”

Rebecca reached her hand out and set it on Jack’s shoulder.

“We just need to be patient, sweetie,” she said. “If we hang on for just a while longer, maybe…”

Maybe what?

Jack still felt hopeless, but with his mom and Molly watching, he did his best to not let it show. He smiled and then nodded to them.

“Sorry, you’re right,” he said. “I just am a little sick of this. Not having any control.”

Molly laughed and then winked at him.

“Aren’t we all,” she said. “The NASA training manuals didn’t have a section devoted to what should be done in the event of the apocalypse.”

The apocalypse…

Molly coughed into her hand awkwardly to break the silence, and then pushed off into another part of the station. When she came back, she had a sealed drink with a straw poking out of it in her hand.

“Anyway, I can keep trying to contact people from up here. Now that I have a general idea of where you are, I can try to find others who could be nearby.”

“Are you expecting to find anybody other than us?”

Molly scratched her head and hummed slightly.

“No,” she said. “To be honest, I’m not. But I’ve found you, both of you. That’s the most uplifting thing that’s happened to me in the past 12 hours, by far.”

Rebecca squeezed Ben’s shoulders and then leaned in close to him.

“I’m going to grab those granola bars from the kitchen.” She walked away slowly into the other room.

“So…” Jack looked at the screen and stared at the cute astronaut on the other side of it. She was smiling in a way that made him feel like she was sizing him up.

“I’m 26,” she said. “In case you were wondering.”

Jack opened his mouth in surprise.

Is she… trying to flirt with me?

Molly laughed.

“Sorry,” she said. “I’ve just been up here alone for a while. Even before this mess began, the only conversations I was having were with the other astronauts and ground control. Very professional, and very boring.”

“That’s okay,” said Jack. “I totally understand. I’m 18, just finished my last year of high school.”

“Really? You look older than that…”

“Really,” said Jack. “And I could say the same thing about you. That you look younger than you are, I mean.”

He had never realized before just how intense eye contact could feel through a screen, a thousand miles distant in real terms. Molly licked her lips and slipped her fingers through her weightless hair, and started to say something else.

“Here you go, sweetie.” Rebecca was back, and she stood a little in between Jack and the TV as she handed him the granola bar.

“I should… probably go back to searching for other survivors, now,” said Molly.

“Hold on, will we still be able to get in touch with you?”

The astronaut nodded.

“My connection address should be saved in your computer’s history,” she said. “Just find it and initiate a video chat. Solar panels power the station, so I don’t have to worry about the electricity it uses.”

“Okay.”

Molly waved to Jack and his mother, and then the screen went blank. He continued to stare at the wall for several empty seconds, doing everything he could to make sense of all the information she’d just dropped on him.

“Mom…”

Rebecca turned to him, eyebrows raised.

“Yes, sweetie?”

“What are we going to do if…” Jack paused, trying to find the words. “If we don’t find anybody else.”

His mom sighed. She walked over to him and pulled him into a tight, warm, motherly hug.

“We’ll do the same thing that we’ve been doing,” she said. “Just keep on living.”

Of course we will. I shouldn’t have even asked.

Jack slowly brought his head up against the side of hers. Their cheeks rubbed together, and for a brief instant, their lips almost came into contact.

“I should probably take a look outside, once Molly gives us the okay to head out there,” he said. “We need to make sure that we’re still getting water, and take a look at the situation up there.”

I’m already planning on this being permanent.

“Okay honey, I’ll help you.” Rebecca smiled at him and stepped towards the kitchen. “I took a look at our food supplies. We should be all set for at least two or three months if we don’t rush to eat it.”

What happens after that? If everything has been destroyed, burned into nothingness by the asteroid’s fire, there won’t even be any food for us to scavenge.

Jack swallowed his doubts and walked over towards the storage area in the main room. He was trying to think of something, anything, productive that he could do to distract himself, but ideas refused to come to mind.

“Mom?”

“Yes, honey?” Rebecca looked at him with patient, caring eyes.

“I… I love you.”

“I love you too, Jack.”

The two of them smiled at each other. Jack felt emotions welling up in his chest that were both comforting and confusing.

She’s all that I have now, and I’m all that she has. I really do love her, more than anything.


CHAPTER 7

The two of them spent the next few hours acting as though it was a lazy Sunday morning. Jack ate the granola bar that his mom had brought him, along with some dried fruit, and then spent some time picking through the supplies that they still hadn’t looked at.

Rebecca acted exactly like the busybody, perfectionist mother that she was. She took stock of everything in the shelter, sorting through what they had as though expecting to discover something new.

She found a hand held broom and dustpan in the kitchen and slowly began sweeping the floor of the main room. Jack was sorting through a box full of extra blankets, wondering if they had enough to make a second sleeping mat out of. He turned around and saw her down on all fours, moving along the outside edge of the wall, dusting as she went.

If it were anyone else, I would be a little worried.

Rebecca was humming a tune of her own creation as she went. She was the same mother that Jack had known back in the real world, on the surface, back when things made sense. She gave off an aura of ease, as though her very presence was enough to assure him that everything was going to be okay.

Nothing will ever really be the same again, not like it was. But she’s here with me.

The hardest part of being stuck in the shelter was the way that it changed his perception of time. It didn’t matter anymore whether it was 1 PM or 1 AM. Every hour felt the same, worked in the same way. There was no reason to live according to any schedule other than the natural rhythm of their bodies.

Jack also couldn’t resist the pull of the TV, the one object in the shelter that held the promise of novelty. He scrolled through the list of downloaded movies and shows for the umpteenth time, finally settling on a series that had several seasons downloaded, one that was ironic to be thinking about watching, given the circumstances.

“Mom, do you mind if I throw this on?” Jack had the remote in his hand, waiting to press play on the thumbnail for a post-apocalyptic zombie TV show that his dad had been particularly fond of. H was expecting Rebecca to chew him out for picking something so inappropriate, but she only shrugged her shoulders.

“No, I don’t mind,” she said. “If anything, it will probably give us a couple of major things to be grateful for.”

She’s got a point. But then again, at least in this fictional scenario, there are other people left alive.

Jack hit play, and then took a seat over on the edge of the bed. His mom was finishing up with her sweeping, drawing the dust pile into the pan, and then walking over to the corner of the room to dump it in the empty box that they’d turned into a garbage can.

She walked over and took a seat next to him. Without really thinking about it, Jack reached his arm out and wrapped it around her waist, pulling her in a little closer.

I like having her this close.

He’d already seen the first few episodes of season one, but starting from the beginning felt like the best way to settle into such a plot-centric show. The series began just before the world fell apart, with the main character, a sheriff, getting into a shootout with a suspect.

“I was doing laundry, right before it happened.” His mom spoke in a whisper, almost too quiet for Jack to hear her over the gunshots in the show. “Taking clothes and sheets off the line, and bringing them in to fold. I thought it was going to rain, last night.”

Jack squeezed the hand he had around her waist against her.

“The movie I saw last night, I guess it’s the last one I’ll ever see.” He smiled. “In a theater, I mean. Even if things get back on track, I doubt that kind of thing is going to be high on the list of priorities.”

Rebecca turned her head towards him slowly. Jack could still hear the show, but his mother had all of his attention. There was so much that the both of them had lost, so much that they’d never get back. So many things that he would now never get a chance to experience.

“Helllooooo? Anybody home?”

The TV show cut out, and in its place was Molly. A broad smile adorned her face, and she blew the two of them a kiss as they turned their attention her way.

“Molly, hey.” Jack stood up from the bed and walked in towards the wall monitor. “What’s up? Did you make contact with any other people?”

The female astronaut frowned slightly and shook her head.

“No, unfortunately. But I do have a little bit of good news.”

Rebecca walked over and joined the conversation.

“What is it?”

Molly waited a moment, drawing in the anticipation of her tiny, captive audience.

“I’ve been monitoring the temperatures on the ground,” she said. “By tomorrow afternoon, they should be low enough for the two of you to be able to go outside.”

“That’s amazing!” Jack laughed and pulled his mother into a hug. “We’ll be able to get out of this tin can, explore, maybe even find people on our own.”

“Well, there is a bit of bad news to go with that.” Molly furrowed her brow. “I’m not sure if the atmospheric oxygen levels have held steady. We don’t have any sensors for that anymore. The fire was enough to burn, well, essentially everything made of carbon. It may have used up too much oxygen in the process for the air to be, well, breathable.”

That would mean…

“Let’s hope that’s not the case,” said Rebecca. “And if it is, we’ll find a way to cope.”

Jack’s initial reaction was to disagree with her, to explain just how totally doomed they would be if there really was no hope of taking back the surface, but instead, he held his tongue.

“Anyway, I just wanted the two of you to know.” Molly smiled as cheerfully as a person could after sharing something distasteful. “Well, that, and I was really bored. I can totally relate to what you must be going through. There isn’t much to do up here, either.”

The three of them were quiet for a long moment. It was the kind of empty silence common to sad situations of all types, funerals, hospital rooms, and memorial events. Finally, Jack let out a sigh and took a step closer to the monitor.

“How did you end up in the station, anyway?” he asked. “I mean, I know you probably took a space shuttle, or whatever, but before that? How did you end up as an astronaut?”

Molly looked as though she’s been waiting for him to ask since they’d first met.

“I was always fascinated with space as a kid. I remember learning about the planets, dreaming about traveling off to them, and exploring them. You can imagine my disappointment when I eventually learned just how uninhabitable they were, and how impractical they would be, at least to live on the other ones we have here in the solar system.”

Our planet might be just like the rest, now. A place where humans are not welcome.

“Anyway, I got really good grades in high school, and then in college, and started out at NASA as a sustainability intern, if you can believe it. I wouldn’t shut up about wanting to become an astronaut, and eventually the brass took notice. This is actually the first time I’ve gone up into space for real… Lost my orbital virginity, as we used to say.”

Molly’s eyes were locked onto Jack’s through the screen, and even over the distant connection, it was enough to make his body feel a little hotter than it should have. He heard his mom cough over to the side and move in closer to him.

“That’s very impressive, Molly. For both of our sakes, we’re glad that you were so committed.” Rebecca reached her arm over to Jack and ran it through his hair.

“Anyway, what about the two of you?” Molly gestured to the edges of the screen. “And what about the one of a kind bomb shelter that you guys are in? I feel like there must be a story behind it.”

Jack shrugged.

“It was one of my dad’s projects.” He suddenly felt a little embarrassed, even though he knew that pride would be a much more appropriate emotion. “He was a little paranoid… I guess rightly so. We always knew that it was down here, below the cellar, but he put a lot more work into it than either of us ever realized.”

“You can say that again,” said Molly. “The earthquakes and the firestorm combined were literally enough to change the landscape of the planet. Part of it was positional luck, the region you’re in wasn’t hit as bad as a lot of other places, but structurally, your shelter must be top of the line.”

“My husband started his own construction company after we married, back when Jack was only a little boy.” Rebecca smiled, as though recalling long lost memories. “This type of project came naturally to him, I guess. More naturally than a lot of other things did…”

Molly looked as though something that Jack’s mom had said had peaked her interest.

“Wait, did you say that you married Jack’s dad when he was a kid?” She paused, and raised an eyebrow. “Does that mean…?”

“She’s my stepmom,” answered Jack.

Molly leaned back, away from the webcam and away from the screen. It was an odd gesture in zero g, made only odder by the way she held one of her hands to her mouth, thinking intently.

“What’s wrong?” Rebecca waved to the webcam, trying to pull the astronaut’s attention back.

“I uh, hmmm….” Molly continued to think. It looked like something was on the tip of her tongue, and after a second she shook her head and let out a conflicted sigh.

“Molly, what’s the problem?” asked Jack. “You can tell us.”

Molly floated back over to the webcam and brushed a couple of loose, freeform strands of hair out of her face.

“The two of you might want to sit down for this. I would, too, but zero g evironments aren’ exactly chair friendly.” She smiled, but her attempt at humor was lost on Jack and his mother. “Okay, so… wow, this is going to be a really hard topic to bridge.”

“After all that we’ve been through, I think we can handle it.” Rebecca reached her hand over and squeezed her son’s shoulder. Molly continued to squirm in her skin. She bit her lower lip and then continued.

“I’m just going to come right out and say it. I still haven’t found any other survivors. It’s just the two of you, at least so far.”

“What about you?” Jack pointed at the screen. Molly held her arms out, as if gesturing to the space station itself.

“I’m still in orbit, remember? I can’t even think about returning to Earth, not with the search for survivors as my priority. That works best from up here.”

I get that much, but where is she going with this?

Jack glanced over at his mother and was surprised to see that her face was bright red. He couldn’t remember ever seeing her blush before.

“I think Rebecca has already figured out what I’m trying to say,” said Molly, softly. “And trust me, it’s not an easy thing to be said, especially given that it’s coming from me, someone who is essentially still a random stranger.”

“Just say it already,” said Jack. “All of this dancing around the point is making me feel stupid.”

“Jack… you and your mom aren’t related by blood.” Molly paused, and then continued when she saw that it still hadn’t clicked in his head. “And, well, you’re a man… and she’s a woman.”

Wait, what? She can’t be saying what I think she’s saying… can she?

Jack was still shaking his head when he felt his mom’s hand come to a rest on his knee. She was looking at him strangely, with a gleam in her eye that he had never seen before.

“This is crazy…” Jack felt a strange tension settling into the room, as though he was out on a first date with a teenage girl. “There must be some other way!”

“Well, if I can find some other people, there obviously will be. But I just want you both to be clear that it’s an ‘if’ at this point, not a ‘when’.” Molly looked at them seriously through the screen, holding herself against part of the station’s frame and emphasizing her words. “I just want to get the two of you a bit more comfortable with the idea, and with each other, if such a thing can be possible.”

“Mom!” Jack couldn’t help but raise his voice. “Aren’t you going to say something? She’s suggesting that we-“

“I know, sweetie.” Rebecca rubbed slightly above his knee and smiled at him, determination and love bleeding together and forming something new on her face. “And… I think she’s right.”

“Jack, just listen to me.” Molly turned her attention to him, seeing that his mom had was already convinced. “The world that we knew, that you grew up in, it doesn’t exist anymore. Everything has changed. I know how weird it must be, even to just think about it, but you have to understand how important it is right now, of all times, to keep an open mind.”

Keep an open mind? To fucking my own mother? This is insane!

“Look, let me put it this way. The old social standards, the judgments and traditions of society, those don’t apply if there is no society!” Molly ran her hand across her face and shook her head.

“Molly, this is my mother that you’re talking about! I’m her son!” Jack desperately looked over at Rebecca for backup. “Mom, say something! You know what she’s suggesting! Things would never be the same between us again. Hell, even just thinking about it makes me…”

He trailed off.

Makes me what?

“I should have waited a while longer before bringing this to discussion,” said Molly. “I’m sorry for making you uncomfortable Jack. Just keep in mind that from where I’m sitting, yes, I see the two of you as mother and son. But I also see a man and woman, an attractive man and an attractive woman, both of breeding age. I see… potentially, the future of the human race.”

Jack was speechless. Molly was staring at him through the screen, and his mom, too, was waiting for a reply. He looked over at her, noticing her large breasts, silky hair, and trim waist as though for the very first time.

She’s still my mom. How is this even being suggested?

“I’ll talk to him about it tonight, Molly,” said Rebecca. She turned to Jack and squeezed his thigh again. It felt vaguely sexual to him, and he wasn’t sure if it was intentional or just due to the circumstances.

“Thanks, Rebecca,” said Molly. “And Jack?”

He looked up at her, still too stunned to be able to think straight.

“If this really makes you that uncomfortable, just put it out of your head for now.” She smiled at him. “I didn’t mean to drop a bomb on you, but it’s hard for me to be so subtle when it comes to something so important. Hell, if it was me in that bomb shelter with you, we probably already would have gotten started by now!”

Jack didn’t laugh. Molly scratched her head awkwardly and then leaned in a little closer to the webcam.

“Anyway, I have to get back to scanning the channels for a bit,” she said. “Just relax, keep an open mind, and be grateful for the fact that the two of you are still alive! Talk to you guys soon!”

“Bye…” Jack whispered and then watched as the communication ended. Instantly, the screen jumped back to the zombie TV show that had been on before Molly’s call.

“Jack… sweetie.” Rebecca turned to him, forcing a smile onto her face and rubbing his leg. “I know that was a lot to take in. We don’t even have to talk about it. We can wait until you feel ready.”

“You say that as though I’m the only one with objections,” he replied. “You’re… fine with this? Fine with the two of us…?”

He couldn’t finish his sentence. She was his mother, the woman who had raised him, cared for him all his life. Rebecca blushed and bit her bottom lip.

“I’m not sure I’d say that I’m fine with it, but if it’s the only option…” She walked over to his chair and leaned over it, dangling her large breasts in his face. “It’s not exactly like there are any other options. Even artificial insemination would require equipment that we don’t have.”

“That’s… I mean, even if that’s true, you’re still my mother!” Jack felt his determination returning in a wave. “I love you, and for me to do something like, like that…”

Rebecca looked at him, her eyes full of love, and caressed his cheek. She brought her face in close to his, close enough that he could feel the heat in her breath and the vibration in her voice.

“I love you too, honey,” she whispered.


CHAPTER 8

Jack spent the next few hours pushing through each second, trying to casually keep his distance from his mom. He felt uncomfortable, confused by every bit of what Molly had told them.

This is too weird. I can deal with being trapped down here, and with the end of the world, but this…

Unfortunately, the emergency shelter was far too small for him to be able to avoid her for long. He spent a while going through the last of the supplies and found a box of books stored away underneath the more practical equipment. He picked one of them out to read for himself, and looked up to see his mom sitting on the bed, humming and working two knitting needles around a ball of yarn.

How is she so unaffected by all of this?

Even with a book to read, it was still incredibly hard for Jack to escape from the situation. The shelter only really had one room, with both the kitchen and the bathroom too small for him to get comfortable in. He staked out a corner of the main room to sit down, but even the empty silence felt intimate, almost illicit.

He was watching her out of the corner of his eye. As much as he wanted to put what Molly had suggested completely out of his mind, he couldn’t, and it manifested in the way he consciously  interpreted her figure.

Every little movement Rebecca made drew more of Jack’s attention to her body, her soft curves, beautiful long hair, and long slender fingers. She was smiling slightly as she went about her knitting, a real smile, beautiful and rare under the circumstances.

“Mom…” Jack said, finally breaking the silence late into the day. “You aren’t going to… say anything, about it?”

Rebecca turned and looked up at him. She was still his mother, and her eyes accepted him as her son, without judgment.

“We don’t have to say anything about it.” She cleared her throat, as though trying to clear out the tension from the room along with it. “I know it’s a hard thing to talk about, or to even think about. Let’s just wait for now, and let things play out naturally.”

Let things play out naturally? What the hell does that mean?

Before he could ask, his mother had stood up and begun walking towards the kitchen.

“I’m going to get started on dinner,” she said. “I hope you don’t mind canned soup because it’s just about all we have that I can serve warm.”

Jack found another TV show for them to watch on the monitor, this time a comedy. Rebecca brought out the food once it was ready and wordlessly passed him a bowl. Jack glanced down at it and then back up at her, frustrated by how tense things had become.

“Mom, I don’t want to be like this,” he said. “Why don’t we just pretend that Molly never said anything, and go back to normal? We don’t have to…”

Don’t have to what? Act like we’re in the middle of an awkward hookup?

“That’s one way for us to deal with the tension.” His mom smiled at him, as though she had a secret that she couldn’t tell him. “I’m not sure if that’s something we really can do, though, honey.”

Jack felt his cock stirring in his pants like an unwelcome party guest.

“So what do you suggest, then?” He felt stupid even just asking the question, as though he was dancing around the obvious.

“Let’s just eat a nice dinner, and enjoy each other’s company,” said Rebecca. “And then we’ll head to bed and… enjoy each other’s company there, as well.”

She can’t possibly mean what I think she means, can she?

The silence returned. Jack ate his food as quickly as possible to avoid having to endure it for very long. After bringing his bowl into the kitchen area and doing his best to get it clean without using much of the water, he headed into the bathroom and closed the door behind him. The face staring back him in the mirror was still his, but it looked somehow different from how it had that morning.

“Jack, sweetie, are you okay?” called his mom.

“Yeah mom, I’m fine.”

He splashed some water on his face, willing his cock to relax with all of his mental might. It had the opposite effect. Thoughts began pushing their way into his head that threatened to lead in dark, forbidden directions.

It’s just the two of us here. It might always just be the two of us from now on, and she’s gorgeous. Maybe…

There was a soft knock on the bathroom door.

“Are you sure you’re okay? You don’t have to take what I said so seriously. I love you, Jack.”

“I know, mom.”

He hurried to brush his teeth and then headed back out into the main room. His mother was holding a change of clothes in her hands and stepped into the bathroom in his place.

Jack walked over to the bed with slow, suspenseful steps. He slipped out of his t-shirt and pants and climbed under the sheets in only his boxers, feeling his hard cock straining against them.

Nothing has even happened, and I’m already this turned on. What the hell is wrong with me?

A couple of minutes later, the bathroom door opened. Jack was in awe at what he saw behind it.

His mom had changed out of her day clothes and into a long, baggy pink t-shirt. It was almost big enough that she wore as though it were a short fitting dress. Jack could see little flashes of her panties with every step she took as she walked over to the light switch and flicked it off.

“There we go.” Her soft footsteps closed in on the bed. “Jack, just relax. We love each other and that’s all that really matters.”

“Mom, this is…” Jack felt torn between his objections and what his body was telling him that it wanted, needed, even. “This feels wrong. What about… dad?”

It hurt to bring up his father, especially at that moment above all, but he had to do it. His mother sat down on the side of the bed and brought one of her hands down on his stomach.

“I love your father, Jack,” she said. “But you know as well as anyone what our relationship was like. He just wasn’t that type of man. I loved him, but as a friend, rather than as a partner, at least in that way.”

She slipped closer to him on the bed.

“But even putting that aside, sweetie, that’s not what this is about,” she whispered. “This isn’t about repopulating the world, either.”

“Then… what is it about?” whispered Jack. “Mom?”

She slid under the sheets, her heat joining Jack’s in the bed. One of her hands cupped his cheek, and the other slid down to the waistband of his boxers.

“I love you, sweetie.” Her words were infused with love, and nothing but. “I have so much love for you and I want to make you happy, even if it means exploring new places, and new feelings.”

Her fingers traced a path over the fabric of Jack’s boxers, and he couldn’t stifle a moan.

“Mom…” His words were hot, and full of treble. “That’s my…”

“I know.” Rebecca softly gripped his hard on through his boxers with her thumb and forefinger. Jack felt it throbbing under her touch, bustling with sensation like a tea kettle nearing a boil.

She’s really doing it.

His mom leaned in and kissed him on the cheek. Her breasts pushed up against Jack’s shoulder through her shirt, and he could tell that she wasn’t wearing a bra. In all of his sexually inexperienced life, Jack had never even come close to feeling anything that could compare.

“There’s no rush,” said his mother. “We can slowly get closer to each other, Jack. Take our time, and enjoy each other’s company.”

She took one of Jack’s hands and slowly brought it to her breast. It felt soft under his fingers, and bigger than he had thought it would. Jack was groping it without her guidance after only a second.

Rebecca ran all of her fingers under Jack’s waistband and then slowly began to pull his boxers down. She had to stretch it all the way to let her son’s cock spring out, and it vibrated back and forth, like a guitar string that she had just plucked.

“Let me know if this is still too weird for you,” she whispered. “I mean, I am your mother.”

Why did she have to say that? This is so wrong!

As her hand closed around Jack’s cock, precum dribbled out of the tip. Rebecca ran her thumb over it, smearing it around the skin of his dick as though she was trying to polish it. The sensation was phenomenal, and Jack’s hips jerked up involuntarily.

“There we go, doesn’t that feel good?” His mother was speaking in the same voice that she had used to comfort him as a kid, the same one that was soft and silky and reserved for things like back massages, and getting his hair washed in the bath, and having her put a band aid on a scraped knee.

I shouldn’t be enjoying this. It’s sick and embarrassing.

Rebecca slowly began to move her hand up and down his shaft, only making light, gentle contact at first. She adjusted her breathing to be in time with each stroke, as though she was turning the hand job into something almost spiritual, a form of meditation.

“Mom…” whispered Jack. “This… this is…”

What am I saying? I’ve never been more ashamed of anything in my entire life. I can’t let it feel good.

“I know.” She pushed her body in closer to him and began to push forward each time she’d pump her hand down his cock. “It’s only natural. And we love each other.”

She’s my mom. I love her, but this goes above and beyond that.

“Just relax,” said Rebecca. “You’re allowed to enjoy this, Jack. I give you permission.”

She tightened her hand around his cock a little, and Jack suddenly found it hard to stay quiet. Little moans began to escape his throat, as though drawn out by the intense pleasure his mother was forcing onto him. She was playing his cock like an instrument, lavishing him with music that typically went unheard, an off limits sonata of forbidden love.

“It feels good.” The words came out of Jack’s mouth against his will. “Oh god, mom!”

“Shhhhhh,” she whispered. “It’s okay, sweetie.”

Her free hand caressed his cheek and then ran through his hair. She was pushing against him faster now, too, as if trying to dirty dance with the side of his waist. Jack turned his face towards her and buried it against her breasts as she intensified her pace, jerking him off with gentle determination.

“Oh, wow…” Jack couldn’t believe how good it felt. “Mom!”

This can’t be happening…

He didn’t want to believe how good it felt, didn’t want to believe that such insane pleasure could come from something so taboo and disgusting. She was his mother, and after all the years of raising him and supporting him in life, she had crossed the ultimate line.

“You don’t have to hold back now,” she said. “Whenever you’re ready, just go right ahead.”

Jack was bucking his hips into the air furiously. It was too dark to see his mom’s face, but somehow, he knew that it was a mirror of illicit lust, just the same as his.

We’ve been trapped down here, bored, this entire time, with this right under the surface.

He wanted to hold out for as long as he could. He wanted to strip his mom’s clothes off, to kiss her deeply, to press his body against hers and feel all of her. But her hand continued to pump up and down, giving him the hand job of a lifetime, and Jack had reached his limit.

“Mom!” He pushed his hips up one last time and began to blow his load. Rebecca had already pulled the sheets back, and she dutifully moved in closer to his cock as cum began to spray out, collecting it in her shirt. Pleasure coursed through Jack’s body as though he’d taken the ultimate drug, and he stared at his mother’s silhouette against the darkness.

She’s still taking care of me. It’s almost like I have a runny nose, and she’s using her stained shirt to wipe it up with.

“Just relax, Jack,” whispered his mom. “Don’t worry. This is a good thing. This is how it has to be from now on.”

“Mom…” Jack could barely find the words for what he was feeling. All the guilt and shame that his lust had been pushing to the side during the act was hitting him like a ton of bricks. Rebecca continued milking the cum out of his cock, getting every last drop of it as Jack’s afterglow melted him into the bed.

“I’m going to change my shirt,” said his mom. “We should head to bed now. Tomorrow is another day.”

“Okay…” whispered Jack.

She’s right, tomorrow is another day. And I’ll have to wake up and deal with what just happened.


CHAPTER 9

Jack was shaken awake, and it took him much longer than it should have to realize what was going on.

“Earthquake!” He cast the sheets off himself and tried to stand up next to the bed, falling as his foot hit the shifting ground and slipped underneath him.

“Jack, get away from the walls!” His mom was still in bed, as far as he could tell. All around them the stacked storage containers were falling, their contents spilling out as they crashed down.

“Mom!”

The shaking was at least as intense as any of the earthquakes in the days prior. Jack struggled to stand up and climbed back onto the bed, feeling through the dark for his mother and pulling him close.

“It’s okay, we’re okay!” Rebecca pulled him in close against her, as much for her sake as for his. The reinforced metal roof above them was groaning, stressed to its limits, and Jack expected the worst.

It was at least a minute before the shaking finally subsided. Jack was still clinging tightly to his mom, his heart beating as if in solidarity for the intensity of the quake.

“Is it… over?” He asked, less to his mom and more to the ground. The emergency shelter was eerily still, as if nothing had ever happened to begin with. The room was silent, with only their intense, fearful breathing carrying over the air.

“I think it might be,” whispered his mom. She set her hand on his head and squeezed him, her breasts pushing up against his chest and reminding him of the night before.

This is life or death. None of that matters now.

“I’m going to turn the light on,” said Jack. “We have to get a sense of what the damage was.”

Still in his boxers, he stood up and made his way over to the main door that led up to the surface, pawing for the switch next to it. Nothing happened when he flicked it up.

“What is it, sweetie?” asked his mom.

“The power is out.”

He remembered all of the times the power had gone out when he was a kid, cutting him off from the computer, or his video games, and almost smiled.

This is about a thousand times worse than that.

“The power is out?” asked Rebecca. “That means…”

It means that we’re fucked.

Jack bit his lip, unable to think of anything constructive to say. His heart was aching inside his chest, and part of him wanted just to sit down and give up. They’d already given up so much, to lose one of the few creature comforts that they had left was the ultimate demoralizer.

“We can fix it!” announced Rebecca. “At least, I think we can. I saw some backup fuses, wires, and equipment in one of the storage boxes that might be able to help.”

Jack’s eyes still couldn’t adjust to the darkness, which was total and all consuming. He pulled his cellphone out of his pocket and turned it on, the light from the screen giving it a use again at last.

“Jesus,” he muttered. The main room was a complete mess. Clothes and supplies were scattered everywhere. Luckily, the roof was still in one piece, and without any cracks, as far as he could tell.

“This is fixable,” said his mom. “I can clean all of this up. Getting the power back on should be our main focus.”

Jack thought carefully for a second about what they needed to do. Slowly, he looked over towards the main door and the stairs.

“Mom,” he said. “I’m going to go up to the surface.”

He saw his mom shake her head in the darkness and stand up from her bed.

“That’s ridiculous, Jack!” She started towards him. “You’ll end up-“

“Molly said that the temperature would be low enough today.” Jack was already opening the door to the stairs. “I’ll just crack the top door open and take a peak.”

“Jack, what is the point?” Rebecca’s voice was sad and almost defeated. “You’re just going to see…”

I’m just going to see the destruction. Everything that’s been destroyed. I know.

“Mom, it might not just be a wiring issue,” he said. “The shelter is powered by solar panels, remember? After what Molly told us about the fire that swept over anything, there’s almost no chance that they’re still working. This will be a good time to see if we can set up some of the replacement ones.”

His mother didn’t say anything, but he could tell that she wanted to.

“Fine,” she said softly. “But I’m coming with you.”

The two of them took a minute to get dressed, a slightly frustrating task to have to do in the darkness, and then headed up the stairs. Jack felt as though every step made him a little more anxious, and he paused before turning the door handle after gripping it.

“Ready?”

He felt one of his mom’s hands settle on his shoulder.

“Alright, here we go.”

He pushed the door open about a third of the way and flinched back at the light that streamed in. It was brighter than anything he had ever seen before, bright enough to make his eyes sting and give him a mild headache.

“Jesus,” he whispered.

“The air… It’s still breathable.” Rebecca slid her hand through the opening. “And it’s not that hot, at least not to the point of being dangerous.”

The two of them waited for about a minute, letting their eyes adjust, and then Jack opened the door further. What he saw was completely different from the last time they’d been outside, right after the first earthquake and before the sky ignited.

The cellar’s foundation was still there, but coating it was a thick layer of ash and ruin. The house that Jack had grown up in was gone, and in its place was nothing more than a several inch deep pile of soot and charred pieces of scrap.

“This is unbelievable,” he whispered. Even after seeing the Earth from Molly’s perspective, and seeing the damage that the flames had done, it was still hard for him to process just how complete the destruction had been.

“We’ll have to climb up carefully,” said his mom. “There isn’t really anything for us to get a boost on.”

Jack glanced up at the sky as they walked into the empty cellar and over to the earthen wall on the other side. There were no clouds in sight, not even a hint of the smoke and smog that they’d seen when Molly had showed them her view. The sun hung against a brilliant blue backdrop, completely oblivious to anything being out of the ordinary.

“I think I can make it up on my own if I get a running start,” said Jack. “Here, I can give you a boost.”

His mom nodded, and stepped her foot into his clasped hands. Her sweatpants were tight against her thighs and butt, and Jack found himself shamefully aroused by the sight as she swayed right in front of his line of vision.

I need to focus on what’s important right now, not being horny over my own mother.

Rebecca’s blouse became dirtied with ash and soot as she pulled herself up to ground level. Jack took a couple of steps back once she had made it up and then charged at the wall with a couple of fast running steps. He jumped, managed to get his elbows on the edge, and let his mom take his hand and pull him the rest of the way.

“Honey, don’t panic,” she whispered. “We knew this was how it was going to be…”

Jack had to take a look around to understand fully what she was talking about.

“There’s… nothing left.”

It wasn’t an exaggeration. The landscape looked as though it had been leveled. Jack could still see where each house in his neighborhood had been, but all of them had been burned down to nothing more than a pile of black and gray ash. Even the cars had been destroyed, the ones that still managed to be identifiable as such being nothing more than charred, roofless auto skeletons.

“You’re right, there is no way that the solar panels would have…” His mom trailed off, and then refocused her words. “They wouldn’t have made it through something like this. We’ll have to find a spot to put the new ones down and connect them.”

Jack was still in awe of the destruction. He could see for miles in every direction, further than he’d ever been able to before with buildings and trees in the way. There was nothing but a sea of ash and soot on every side of them.

“There is no way that anyone could have survived this, is there?”

He asked the question without expecting an answer, and his mom didn’t give one.

All of my friends… Everyone at school… Even dad. They’re all dead.

“Jack, honey…” His mom walked over to him and wrapped her arms around him from behind. “We can’t mourn just yet. We have to stay strong.”

“I… I know, mom.” He forced a smile onto his face, but dark thoughts continued to nip at the edges of his mind.

The only reason we survived is because I literally saw it coming. We only had seconds to get down underground. That’s the last thing anyone would do if they didn’t see the asteroid, if they thought it was just an earthquake, and then the fire would have caught them by surprise.

“Come on.” Rebecca was pulling him back over to the edge of what was once the cellar. “We need to make it a little easier to get outside. I saw a survival shovel in one of the boxes, we can get it and dig a little trail up to ground level.”

Heading back into the darkness of the emergency shelter was just as depressing as leaving it. It had been their home for the past two nights, but without electricity, it just felt like an empty tomb, stuffy and claustrophobic.

Jack grabbed the shovel, and his mom grabbed a couple of granola bars for breakfast. They headed back outside and took turns shoveling and eating. The dirt was easy to dig into, much drier than it would normally have been . Soon enough, they had a rudimentary earthen staircase leading up to ground level, just wide enough for one person to walk abreast.

“Alright,” said Jack. “I guess now… we should start troubleshooting the electricity.”

His mom went and grabbed the solar panels, which looked totally different from what he had been expecting. They were attached to flexible plastic and rolled up into a long, easily transportable tube. The cables of each one connected to all of the others, almost like strands of Christmas lights. There was a long extension cord to go with them, and Rebecca took it inside.

“I think I know what this connects to,” she said. “There is an outlet right next to the door.”

There was also a skirted rubber hole right above the main door, just big enough to allow the cord through. A reinforced metal hatch opened and closed to keep it from being exposed if need be. Rebecca slipped the cable through it and brought it inside, and Jack climbed to ground level with the solar panels.

“We’ll have to come out here at least once per day and make sure that the ash hasn’t blown onto them,” he called down to his mom. “They won’t do us any good if they aren’t exposed to the light.”

“No. No, they won’t.” She looked at him with a very slight, very sad smile on her face. Something within Jack stirred, and he had no choice but to look away. Making sure that the ground was level and even underneath, Jack slowly unrolled the panels and connected all of the plugs.

It’s all up to us now. The shelter, the solar panels, and the food we eat, all rely on our ability to push forward.


CHAPTER 10

Jack crossed his fingers as he followed his mom back into the emergency shelter. The main door leading to the stairs down looked about as inviting as the mouth of a deep, dark cave, and the air tasted stale.

We need to get the power back. This is all that we have left.

Rebecca stopped short in the middle of the stairs, and Jack crashed into her from behind. Only a quick reaction on his part saved her from falling forward, instead pulling her up to where he was and against him. His mom was soft, and it was hard to ignore how much his hands enjoyed touching her.

“Sorry,” said Rebecca. “I thought I heard-“

A switch clicked from somewhere within the wall, and the lights flickered back to life. Jack breathed a sigh of relief.

“Thank god,” he said. “The earthquake must have just done something to the batteries.”

His mom nodded and then turned her attention down to the main room.

“Well, it looks like we still have our work cut out for us.”

All of their supplies had been scattered about the floor by the shaking. Jack had seen the aftermath of tornados that were less chaotic. Everything was mixed together, all of their clothes, survival supplies, dried food, canned food, bottles of water, and even some of his mom’s panties.

“At least we’ll know where everything is after this,” said Jack. “There is one thing we should do before we get started, though.”

He walked over to the wall-mounted monitor and touched the face of it.

Let’s hope the earthquake didn’t break this, either.

He turned it on and tapped through the menus until he found Molly’s connection address. After double clicking it, a message appeared on the screen in big, green, capital letters.

CONNECTION PENDING

After a couple of seconds, the screen changed to the familiar view of the inside of the space station, and Molly. Her face froze in an expression of confusion, and tears were streaming down her face.

“Jack?” she whispered. “I… I thought that… I thought you were…”

“I’m okay, and so is my mom,” he said. “Sorry about that. The earthquake turned our power off for a little while.”

Molly let out an emotional laugh and wiped her face. Rebecca walked over to join the conversation, putting an arm around Jack’s waist.

“I was so sure that the two of you were dead.” She shook her head. “I saw the earthquake from up here. Like, I could actually see some of the damage it was doing. It was one of the worst ones yet.”

“We had to go outside, to set up new solar panels,” said Rebecca. “It’s pretty barren out there. Molly, is there anywhere left in the world that’s still habitable?”

Molly frowned.

“The ash storms have cleared up,” she said. “It’s made it easier to see from orbit. Here, take a look.”

She tapped on the keyboard under her webcam, and Jack and Rebecca’s view shifted.

Earth looked different from how it had before, right after the asteroid strike. The sky had calmed down and it was easy to make out the planet’s distinctive features, and how massively the impact had changed them.

The space station was orbiting over the Pacific ocean, heading towards North America. The water looked almost like it always had, except more extensive, swallowing up more of the coastline and extending north and south into the now nonexistent polar regions.

The impact crater that Jack had noticed was still there, and still glowing orange with hot, gushing magma, like a deep, open wound in the flesh of the planet. Both of the American continents were barren of any green or even brown, only gray and black, and North America, in particular, looked as though it had interlaced with cracks.

“Wow…” whispered Jack. “I was hoping that it would look a little better, but it’s still…”

“Like the aftermath of a nuclear Armageddon,” finished his mom. “Except without the fallout, and more geological damage.”

The screen switched back to Molly, who was looking at them with eager eyes.

“So you still haven’t found anyone else yet?” asked Jack. He knew what the answer was even before Molly had shaken her head no.

“Jack…” she whispered. “I don’t think there is anyone else left to find. It’s just you two, and me.”

The silence that followed her statement was intense enough to make Jack’s heart ache a little. Rebecca tousled Jack’s hair and leaned over to kiss him on the cheek. He found himself wishing that that he could reach through the screen and do the same for Molly.

“Molly, I’m sorry,” he said. “It must have been tough for you while our communications system was down.”

The astronaut shrugged and smiled, but it was impossible for her to hide the sadness in her eyes.

“I’m okay,” she said. “And so are both of you. That’s all that really matters.”

Rebecca had started cleaning up the main room, sorting through the destruction left in the wake of the earthquake. Jack started helping, leaving the line with Molly open and continuing to chat with her as he did.

“So what was life like for you before this, Molly?” Jack had a loose extension cord in his hand that he was rolling up as he asked the question. “I mean, back before becoming an astronaut.”

Molly smiled at him and flicked her hair back in the zero g.

“In a word: boring. I was focused on my studies for most of high school and college, and then at NASA my life was all about work. I guess you could say I was a bit of a bookworm.”

“That’s a little hard for me to believe,” said Jack. “You are way too, uh…”

Jack had been about to say gorgeous, but his mom shoot a look his way that made him stop short, a mixture of possessiveness and jealousy.

“Yeah, yeah, I get that a lot.” Molly rolled her eyes. “What about you, Jack? What did your life used to be like?”

“Nothing special,” said Jack. “High school, hanging out with friends… Uh, I had a part time job at the drug store?”

He shrugged.

“Girlfriend?” The way Molly asked the question, almost as though she was teasing him, made Jack’s face feel a little hot.

“No, no girlfriend.” He smiled and decided to fire back. “Why, are you interested in auditioning for the part?”

Molly laughed.

“It’s good to see that your sense of humor is weathering the apocalypse,” she said. “And in all seriousness, you are pretty cute for the last man on earth.”

Rebecca cleared her throat loudly and crossed her arms.

“Jack, I think you should take over cleaning up in here,” said his mom. “I’m going to take a shower and wash all of this dust and ash off.”

“Wait, mom, do we have enough water for-“

Rebecca had already stepped through the bathroom’s door and closed it behind her. Jack furrowed his brow and glanced back over to the screen, back over to Molly, as he set a pack of iodine tablets back into the box it belonged in.

“I wouldn’t worry too much about it, Jack,” said Molly. “If you guys run out, you can just set some of those plastic totes out in the rain. You could catch more than enough for two people to get by.”

Jack nodded, and was suddenly taken into his head by a serious thought.

It is still just the two of us. Molly is up there, in the space station.

“Molly…” he said, softly. “What’s your plan?”

The astronaut ran one of her hands through her hair and shrugged.

“This is my plan, Jack,” she said quietly. “To keep looking for people up here. To keep chatting with you, and to keep you and your mom in good spirits.”

“You can’t stay up there forever,” said Jack. “That would mean…”

That would mean an early death, in an orbiting coffin.

“Jack, is this about what we talked about yesterday?” asked Molly. “About, well, you and your mom? Or step mom, I should say.”

Jack blushed. He had pushed the memory of the night before out of his head after the power had gone out. Now it was back, and just as vivid and intensely sexual as ever.

“No,” said Jack. Molly was quiet for a second.

“Did the two of you…?” Even she sounded as though it made her a little uncomfortable to talk about directly. Jack shook his head.

“No,” he said. “I mean, not yet.”

His cock was hardening in his pants. It wasn’t just the thought of his mother that were doing it, either. Molly looked like she held sexual potential in the palm of her hand and was in the midst of sizing him up.

“I can help the two of you out, if you need me to.” She smiled, licked her lips, and then floated up in zero g so that her breasts were center screen. “I don’t mind, if that’s what it takes to keep humanity going.”

“Molly…” Jack shook his head and looked over at the bathroom. The door was still closed, and his mother was still in the shower.

“What’s wrong, Jack?” asked Molly. “Does the sight of a pretty woman make you nervous?”

Jack turned back to the screen and saw that she had unzipped the front of her blue, one piece astronaut jumper. Her breasts were tantalizingly big and held in place by a white lace bra.

“Jesus, Molly,” said Jack. “My mom could come out at any time!”

“I honestly think that would be a good thing. I could coach the two of you in exactly what you should be doing every night.” Molly saw the look on Jack’s face and smiled. She reached behind her and unhooked her bra, and then held it against her boobs as though she was in the beginning stages of a strip show.

Jack was shaking his head, but it was hard for him to deny just how turned on he was.

“I’ve been so bored up here, all by myself,” whispered Molly. “It would be nice if I had something, anything, to make it a little more… interesting.”

She slipped her bra down a little, revealing the edge of one of her nipples. Jack’s erection was visibly tenting his pants, and Molly gestured to it with her free hand.

“Take out your cock, Jack.” She smiled devilishly at him. “Let me see just how much you’re enjoying this.”

This is insane…

Jack couldn’t stop himself from going along with it. He unzipped his jeans and pulled them and his boxers down far enough to expose his rock hard member, still keeping them enough in place to be able to quickly pull them up if his mom came out.

“Ooh, that’s nice,” said Molly. “What would you do to me with that big thing? What do you think I’d do with it if I were there with you?”

Jack felt the last of his resolve give way.

“Show me more,” he said. “Take off your jumper.”

Molly licked her lips, and then slowly unzipped it the rest of the way. The zero gravity let her float out of it, and she let go of her bra as well, bringing her gorgeous breasts into full view. They were made even more perfect by the lack of gravity, hanging with idealistic posture.

“Jack…” whispered Molly. “Do you know what I do up here when I get bored?”

She twisted the position she was floating in so that her legs were open towards the camera, and then ran one of her hands across her panty covered mound. Jack let his own hand wrap around his cock and slowly began stroking it.

“I know what you do, Molly,” he said. “You have fun. Why don’t you give it a try right now? Go ahead…”

Molly smiled at him and slid one of her hands inside her panties.

This is a terrible idea…

“Ooh, yeah, Jack,” she said. “Now it’s your turn. Stroke your cock for me. Imagine that it’s my hand around it, instead of yours.”

Jack followed along, masturbating for the camera as he watched her do the same. Molly’s breasts heaved up and down as her breathing intensified.

“Pull your panties down, Molly,” said Jack. “I want to see all of you.”

The sultry astronaut wiggled out of her remaining underwear with movements that begged for attention. Jack felt as though he was right there with her, and a pearl of precum formed on the tip of his cock when he saw how wet her pussy was.

“Jack…” she whispered. “If I was down there, or if you were up here… what would you do to me?”

Jack felt his heart begin to race as he stroked his cock faster. Molly was biting her bottom lip and rubbing tiny circles around her clit.

“I would push you up against the station’s wall, if I was up there,” he said. “I’d let my cock tease around your pussy lips, and take full advantage of the zero g to position myself, and tease you.”

“Oh, god yeah,” moaned Molly.

“And then I would push up inside of you, slowly at first.” Jack slowed the pumping of his hand to match his description. “I would make you beg for it before really heating things up.”

“Yes! I would beg for it, Jack. I’d take care of you until you were ready, licking, sucking, tasting all of your delicious-“

The bathroom door had opened without either of them realizing it. Rebecca walked into the room, her hair still wet and steamy, wearing only a tiny white towel, with her jaw dropped open.

“Mom!” Jack jumped up in surprise and rushed to cover himself. He saw Molly doing much the same thing on the screen, contrary to her previous boasts.

“Turn the connection off.” His mother’s voice was stern and full of parental authority. “Now.”

Molly did it before he could, leaving Jack alone to face the music.

I knew it was a bad idea…


CHAPTER 11

“I can explain.”

Jack had gotten his boxers up, but one of the legs of his pants had turned itself inside out during his panicked rush to preserve his modesty. He gave up on putting them on and set them aside.

“I don’t think it’s necessary.” She walked over to the bed with soft, slow steps, each one opening up a tiny, enticing slit along the side of where the ends of her towel met. “It’s clear to me what the two of you were doing.”

“Mom, you don’t understand, though.” Jack struggled to find words for what he was feeling, and what had led to the strange encounter. “She’s up there all alone, by herself, with no hope. I was just trying to… help.”

If I really wanted to help her, I’d find a way to get her back to Earth.

Rebecca sat down next to her son. Her face was a mixture of anger and amusement.

“I’m sure that it was very helpful for her,” she said. “And I can relate to what she’s going through. It’s what we’re all going through.”

As she spoke the last sentence, she slid in closer to him, as though to emphasize her words. Jack’s cock was still hard, and still eagerly pressing up against the fabric of his boxers.

“Mom… you’re only wearing a towel.” It was a stupid thing to say. Jack felt as though all of the blood required to think clearly had abandoned his brain in favor of his cock. His mom smiled at him and set one of her hands down on his thigh.

“I’m not mad, and I can see how it happened,” said Rebecca. “Especially after the conversation we had yesterday about.. the things we need to do now, the lengths we have to be willing to go to.”

Her hand slipped closer to his crotch, her fingers drawing swirls up his leg as they went.

“But she’s not down here, sweetie, and I am.” She leaned her face in close to his ear and whispered each word, all of them landing in his ear like hot bombs of seduction. “I am here. I’m right here, and I love you.”

She slipped Jack’s cock out of the flap of his boxers and wrapped her fingers around it.

“Oh god, mom!” Jack let out a moan and felt his cock threaten to cum prematurely.

This is so weird, so different from playing around with Molly.

“We have to keep moving forward, Jack,” whispered his mom. “We can’t give up on the future. And that means making sacrifices and pushing forward into new territory.”

Jack was at her mercy. His mother was stroking him off with long, tender pulls, and it was incredible. It was just like it had been the night before, except the lights were on, bringing the experience to the next level.

It’s really happening. I can see her doing it.

Jack clumsily reached his hand over to her towel. He managed to unhook it, and it dropped about an inch before his mother quickly caught it an rewrapped it around herself.

“You’ve already seen a set of breasts tonight,” said his mom. “Mine are still off limits. But there is something that I can do for you, something that Molly can’t.”

She locked eyes with him, her hand continuing to pop his cock up and down as she repositioned herself. His mom ran her fingers through his hair and then slowly pulled his t-shirt up.

“Just relax for this, honey,” she whispered. “It’s going to feel different from what we did last night.”

She can’t really be planning to do what I think she’s going to do… can she?

Jack’s excitement was threatening to get the better of him. He hadn’t gotten a chance to calm down after being teased by Molly, and now his own mother, of all people, was kissing her way down his chest. He ran one of his hands through her hair, still wet from the shower, and felt an overwhelming mixture of shame and arousal.

“Mom…” He felt like he had to warn her. She was still pumping his cock with perfect, loving strokes, pleasuring it in a way that revealed just how well she knew the boy she’d raised. Her kisses were leading her mouth towards it, but it was a slow and sensual process, and…

And I’m at my limit!

Jack sucked in air and tensed his stomach muscles up. His mom had reached his waist and quickly pulled his boxers down, diverting her kisses to her thigh before bringing her lips to the tip of his cock. She planted a soft, wet kiss on it, gently pushing her tongue out to join in the fun. It was more than Jack could take.

“Oh god!” His cock began to explode, spraying cum directly onto what was in front of it, the face of his sweet, caring mother. Rebecca stared up at him. Her eyes were full of love, lust, and shame. It was a moment like no other, and as pleasure ripped through Jack like a tempest, all he could do was lean back against the bed and dig his fingers into the mattress.

“Jack…” she whispered, sensing his confusion. “It’s okay. This is what we need to be doing.”

She stood up and turned away from him, using the towel to clean her face off.

“And I love you.” She lied down next to him and planted a chaste, motherly kiss on his cheek. “No matter what.”

“I… I love you too, mom.”

Jack wasn’t sure how much time had gone by when he woke up. His mother was sleeping next to him in bed, clad in a large t-shirt and pajama bottoms. It was hard for him to know if it was still afternoon, early evening, or the middle of the night.

I guess it doesn’t really matter underground.

The room wasn’t entirely dark, and when he glanced over at the TV screen, he instantly saw why. A familiar message was flashing across it.

CONNECTION REQUESTED

Doing his best to stay quiet and not disturb the bed, Jack climbed to his feet and walked over to it. He tapped on the accept connection circle on the touch screen and saw the space station and Molly fill the frame.

“Jack? Finally, I’ve been trying to get a hold of you for-“

“Shhhh,” said Jack, holding a finger to his lips and pointing to his mother with his thumb.

“Sorry,” whispered Molly. “Just didn’t want you to miss out on the fun.”

She held her hand up, and Jack recognized what was in it at a glance. It was a bottle of bourbon, with about a third of it already missing, the alcohol inside dancing and trying to get out through the thumb Molly held over the opening at the top.

“You’re getting drunk?” asked Jack. “That doesn’t seem very professional.”

“We had webcam sex earlier today,” giggled Molly. “I’m surprised that this would surprise you.”

We did, but before that, we’d been talking about something serious.

Jack watched as Molly took another shot of the bourbon and began humming a tune. She let herself float freely, rotating into a slow, balled up backflip.

“Molly…” said Jack. “Are you okay?”

“Can anyone really be okay, given the circumstances?”

Jack shrugged.

“You know what I mean. Did something happen? You’re acting like you don’t even care anymore…”

Molly pulled back in close to the camera, letting her face fill the screen. She took another small sip of the drink, and let her finger circle around the bottle’s opening.

“There’s something that I should probably tell you.” She took a deep breath, and then exhaled. “One of the station’s oxygen scrubbers was damaged by a hunk of debris right before the asteroid struck Earth. It was probably in a nearby orbit, pulled in by the big one’s gravity.”

Jack shook his head, not fully understanding.

“But, you’re still here,” he said. “And as far as I can tell, you’re still breathing.”

Molly forced a smile.

“For now. I… thought I’d be able to fix it on my own, but there is just no way. This is something that would usually trigger aborting the mission.”

Jack shook his head. He had to suppress hi first impulse, which was to reach through the screen, to pull her into a hug.

“How much longer do you have?” he asked. “There has to be something that we can do.”

“By the day after tomorrow, it will be impossible for me to breath. I can use the StarX capsule’s oxygen for a while, but that will only last for a couple of hours at best. Might as well just climb into my own coffin.”

“You have the capsule up there!” Jack struggled to keep his voice quiet, not wanting to wake his mom. “You can come back down… can’t you?”

“I don’t have any ground support, Jack. It’s not like I can just pilot the capsule down and then climb out of it. Even just a couple of days in space is enough to weaken a person when they reenter Earth’s gravity, and I haven’t been keeping up with my training regiment.”

“We’ll be your ground support,” said Jack. “You can wait until the shuttle is over where we are, and try to drop down nearby.”

Molly still looked unconvinced, and increasingly drunk. She took another shot of bourbon. Jack wished that there was a way for him to take the bottle from her.

“Even if I did somehow manage to land on target like that, and even if the two of you were there waiting, the reentry vehicle is designed to be piloted by two people, minimum. It would be suicide for me to try it on my own.”

“Molly…” said Jack. “You have to try. If you stay in the station, you’re just giving up.”

She looked scared. Jack didn’t break eye contact, trying to impart some of his determination to her, a thousand miles away.

“Okay.” The word was barely a whisper on her lips, but it took all the resolve she had. Jack watched as she set picked up the bourbon bottle’s cap and slipped it back into place.

“I’m going to wake up my mom,” said Jack. “We need to get this planned out tonight, if…”

If she’s going to stand any chance at surviving.


CHAPTER 12

“You want to do what?”

Rebecca was sitting up in bed, still in the process of wiping the sleep out of her eyes. Jack waited for her full attention and then repeated himself.

“We need to get Molly back down to Earth,” he said. “The closest landing she can make, given the orbit of the space station, is about 30 miles to the north of us.”

“That’s with a margin of error of a couple of miles on either side,” said Molly. “If we sync up our timing so that you’re in position before I come down, you’ll see me enter the atmosphere, like a shooting star.”

Jack’s mother was shaking her head.

“It’s too dangerous. Molly you’re going to get yourself killed. And Jack, we don’t know what kind of danger might exist on the surface. The ash storms could start up again, or the earthquakes, or-“

“She’s running out of oxygen, mom.” Jack gave her a serious look. “The only other alternative is to let her die.”

Rebecca chewed on her lip for a moment, deep in thought.

“Okay,” she said. “We don’t have a choice then.”

Using an old-fashioned paper map that Jack had found in one of the survival kits, the three of them planned out the route that Jack and his mom would need to take. It would take them through what had formerly been a large expanse of New Hampshire and Canadian wilderness.

“There’s no telling what we’re going to find on our way. You’re right about that, mom.” Jack set his hand on her shoulder and tapped on the map.

“Hopefully, between the surface scrubbing of the atmospheric fires and earthquakes, it should be a relatively open and easy route,” said Molly. “But we don’t know. I’ve seen a lot of new geological features all over the continents. I can’t zoom in enough to get a detailed look for you.”

“We’ll manage,” said Rebecca.

“She only has two days, mom, and it’s 30 miles.” Jack traced his finger across the map. “We have to leave as soon as the sun comes up.”

Rebecca moved closer to Jack and pulled him into a hug.

“Alright,” she said softly. “Let’s start packing.”

The emergency shelter contained a wealth of survival equipment, enough for Jack and his mother to have their pick of what to bring with them. Jack made sure that they had the essentials covered, packing away a two-person pop tent, sleeping bags, a fire-starting kit, and clothes.

Rebecca took stock of the food that they had and packed as much of the high caloric density food away as she could. Jack watched her for a bit, surprised by how easily she made decisions about what was essential.

“I used to hike a lot, back before I married your father.” His mom smiled at him, a sad, mournful smile. “I think… I think he’d be proud of us, if he could see us right now. For surviving, and pushing forward.”

Would he be? Would he be proud of me, lusting after his wife and my mother? For doing the things that we’ve done?

“Jack, here.” His mom tossed something into the air, and he realized what he was as he caught it.

“Duct tape,” he said. “Good thinking, mom.”

Once they had everything they needed, the two of them climbed back into bed to sleep for the few hours they had left before sunrise. Jack thought that it would be hard for him to manage to get any rest, given how tense he felt, but the second he’d closed his eyes, he instantly drifted off.

“Wake up, sweetie.” Rebecca was shaking him up after what felt like only a couple of minutes. “It’s time for us to get going.”

Jack dressed quickly and then walked over to the TV. He found Molly’s connection address and requested a video chat. She picked up after only a few seconds.

“Hey.” Her voice was quiet, but resolved. “Is it time?”

Jack nodded.

“We won’t be able to talk to you again until we see you on the ground.” He smiled at her and saw the effort it took for her to smile back.

“I guess this is goodbye then,” said Molly.

“Only for now. Tomorrow night, we’ll be meeting in person for the first time.”

Molly nodded slowly.

“It’s been nice talking with you. With both of you.” Molly took a deep breath and then let it out. “It’s hard for me to describe how much it’s meant to me.”

“I know, Molly,” said Jack. “I feel the same way.”

Rebecca walked up next to Jack, her backpack already over one shoulder.

“We’ll be waiting for you, Molly,” she said. “This isn’t goodbye. This is just… see you later.”

“Yes, of course.” The astronaut ran her hand through her loose, gravity unbounded hair. “I… I want you both to keep in mind what I said. The most important thing that I said.”

Jack glanced over at his mother, feeling a little uncomfortable about what he knew she was about to bring up.

“Keeping the human race going is the most important thing now, the only thing now.” She leaned in closer to the webcam, emphasizing her point. “Even if you are his mother, and he is your son, you always need to remember that.”

“We will,” said Rebecca. “That’s a big part of the reason we need to make sure this rescue goes off without a hitch.”

“You’re right,” said Molly. “You should get started.”

Jack felt his heart ache slightly at the prospect of having to turn the connection off.

“Goodbye, Molly. I mean, see you later.”

“Goodbye Jack. Goodbye Rebecca. Stay safe.”

The screen went black. Jack continued staring at it for another couple of seconds, until his mom finally took his hand into hers and pulled him towards the door.

“Come on. We don’t have any time to waste.”

Jack was overcome by a powerful feeling of finality as he followed his mom up the stairs and out of the shelter’s main door. His backpack weighed heavily on his shoulders, and he gave thanks for the time he’d taken to dig out the earthen stairs leading from the bottom of the cellar to ground level.

The outdoor scenery looked very similar to how it had the day before, almost eerily so. This time, Jack wasn’t as shocked by it, and it was a little easier to overlay a map of the way things had been onto the destruction. He could see the remains of his neighbor’s houses, their cars, and in one instance, of an inground swimming pool that he had always been a little jealous of.

“We’re headed almost due north, but this is still going to be a little tricky.” His mom was holding the map in both hands, alternating between looking down at it and ahead at their path. “Most of the landmarks are going to be useless.”

Jack glanced back at the cellar, and the heavy reinforced door leading down to the shelter below. It had been their home for the past few days, the only thing protecting them from the harsh, apocalyptic elements. He was a little sad to leave it behind, even though he knew it was necessary in order to save Molly.

We can always come back. It’s not like there is anyone around to steal our stuff while we’re gone.

“Ready?” His mom was looking at him expectantly. Jack nodded.

“Yeah, let’s go.”

The family’s house had been on the south side of town, which meant that they had to walk through the ruins of their old life on their way forward. Calling anything in the landscape a ruin was almost giving it too much credit, as Jack soon realized.

There were no buildings left standing, and even things like cars, fire hydrants, and lampposts looked as though they’d taken a dip into a bath of molten lava. Jack expected to feel sad, to mourn for what had been lost on his way through, but there was hardly enough left to trigger his memories.

As they passed by what had once been his high school, now just a slightly thicker pile of ash than what covered the surrounding area, Jack found himself thinking about all of his friends, teachers, and fellow students that had died in the impact.

“We should build a monument or something,” he said. “Something to honor all of the people that have died.”

His mom looked over at him. Her expression was a mirror of what he was feeling on the inside.

“I don’t think that’s a bad idea,” she said. “I had the same thought when we passed by your father’s office building. Your father… he was most likely in that building when it happened.”

My dad is dead. It still doesn’t seem real, even days after the fact.

“But,” continued his mom. “There’s no point in having a memorial if we’re the only ones around to look at it. Right now, we have to focus on the people that are left for us to save. The… person, who is left.”

“I’m not sure if I’m as pessimistic as you and Molly are,” said Jack. “Just because we haven’t found anybody else out there yet doesn’t mean that we’re the only ones left.”

Rebecca glanced around the surrounding area as they walked forward, as if allowing it to make her argument for her.

“Maybe,” she said. “But until we find anyone else, it’s not going to make any difference.”

The two of them traveled in silence for long minutes, eventually hours. The sky was totally clear and brilliant blue, more vivid than Jack had ever seen it before, back when planes and pollution were a regular part of life.

It was juxtaposed against a landscape that looked as though it had been imported from Mars, or Venus. Fine ash covered the ground, so thickly in some places that it reminded Jack of pictures he’d seen of massive deserts.

This isn’t sand. I would take sand over this dust, this wreckage, any day of the week.

The wind blew softly across the wasteland ahead of them. Rebecca was in front of Jack, and he watched as dust flew through the air like pollen, painting a light coat across the fabric of the tight jeans his mother was wearing.

“Try not to breathe it in,” she said.

“I know.”

It was late in the afternoon when they came across something that didn’t fit the pattern of the old or the new. It appeared on the edge of the horizon, growing as they approached. It was a ridge, one that clearly had not been a part of the continent before the asteroid, and it carried with it a sense of alien newness.

“That wasn't here before,” said Jack. His mother smiled and nodded at him, politely acknowledging the obvious.

“We’ll have to climb up it,” she said. “It doesn’t look like we can go around.”

The ridge went on in either direction for miles, sinking off into the distance. Jack felt vaguely reminded of pictures he’d seen as a kid of the Great Wall of China.

I wonder what it looks like now, after all of this.

As they drew closer, the enormous size of the ridge became abundantly clear. It was unlike anything Jack had seen before. He’d climbed mountains before, some higher than the massive earthen wall he saw before him, but none of them had ever been like this.

The ridge was beyond steep. Jack and his mother stopped a couple hundred feet away from it and spent a minute just staring at it.

It’s almost straight up. How in the world are we going to make it to the top?

“Jack, sweetie…” His mom looked even more concerned than he felt. “I take back what I said before. I think maybe we should try to find a way around.”

Jack scratched his head and tried not to let his frustration show on his face. He walked over to his mom and reached into her back pocket, pulling out the neatly folded map and unintentionally copping a feel of her soft behind at the same time.

“Mom, there’s no easy route around.”

“Honey, the map is of the old landscape! There very well could be a way by, and maybe we just can’t see it from here.”

Jack held the map in front of her, pointing to mountains to the far east and west of where they were.

“If I had to guess, I’d say it probably stretches the distance in between them.” He shook his head. “I have the rope with me, still. I can climb up first, and then pass it down to you and help you up.”

A look of fierce protectiveness came across Rebecca’s face. Jack could tell that she wasn’t going to be convinced, but he felt just as determined and stubborn about pressing forward with their schedule.

Molly will be screwed if she lands down and we’re not there. We won’t be able to find her, and she won’t be able to find us.

He turned away from her and started jogging north, towards the ridge.

“Jack! Listen to me, we have to go around!”

His mom was following after him, but she wasn’t as tall as he was, and her stride wasn’t as long.

“Mom, we can do this,” he called back. “I know that we can. We have to!”

The ridge grew larger and more imposing as he approached. His heart began to beat as though it were taking measurement of it, letting him know just how dangerous a fall from even the halfway point would be. Jack estimated that the it was at least a hundred feet high, with far fewer crags and hand holds than he’d been hoping for.

Here goes nothing…

Jack didn’t wait for his mom to catch up. He took a second to shrug off his backpack and pull the rope out of it, looping it around his shoulders diagonally before stepping forward and committing to the climb.

Jack knew himself, and he knew his mom, and he knew that if he gave her the chance, she could talk him out of it. He almost wanted her to.

The first twenty feet or so went very quickly. The rock was not especially easy to scale, but Jack had been an avid tree climber as a kid.

The rock wall was different mechanically, but it still involved the same process. There was a particularly difficult handhold after about twenty-five feet, and after grabbing it and pulling himself up to a small intermission ledge, he knew he’d passed the point of no return.

“This is insane! You’re going to get yourself killed!” His mother was looking up at him, hands squarely on her hips and her face set in disapproval.

“I know what I’m doing, mom.” The words felt hollow and weak even as Jack spoke them.

The world has ended. I’m going to look like an idiot if I get myself killed doing something like this.

His palms were sweaty, and the bulk of the climb still lay ahead of him. Jack wiped them on the back of his jeans, took a deep breath that was meant to be calming, and set off.

It wasn’t so much that the climb was difficult. The rock was steep, but there was a myriad of places to grip onto, and his sneakers had a surprising amount of traction against the cliff wall.

What really got to Jack was the fact that he knew that death was only a single mistake away. The rules were unlike any other challenge he’d had before in his life, save for running from and surviving the asteroid.

If I fall here, I’ll either die instantly, or die slowly. There’s no hospital, no ambulance, and no way down.

He made the mistake of glancing down at his mom on the ground. The distance between them was enough to make him dizzy. For the first time in his life, he felt like he was at the mercy of stomach wrenching vertigo.

Rebecca looked as though she had arrived at the same conclusions that he had, and said nothing. There was no way for him to get down now, and no hope other than continuing forward and making it to the top.

I can do this. I just need to make my hands stop sweating.

Jack took a couple of quick, energizing breaths and scaled up a dozen feet further. His fingers hooked onto a slab of rock that jutted out a bit further than anything else had, and he pulled himself up to it.

“You can do it!” His mom’s voice sounded distant, and it was. “Just keep going, sweetie! You’re almost there.”

About fifty feet separated Jack from the top of the ridge. The wall shifted textures, becoming much less climbable, much more foreboding sheet of sheer rock. He squinted as he looked for handholds. There were almost none.

I don’t have a choice. She’s counting on me. And Molly is counting on me.

Jack stretched his body to the limit as he began to move further up. His fingers were blistered, even bleeding in some places. After every couple of movements, he would have to pause to wipe his sweaty hands on his jeans.

The stakes were higher than they’d ever been, compounding with the difficult terrain into a risk larger than the one Jack thought he would be taking. He was scared, and the fear behind it was enough the threaten to sabotage his approach and his life.

It’s just one more grab, and then I’m there!

The last handhold was insubstantial, tiny enough for Jack to question whether or not it as really a crack, and not just a line of coloring in the rock. He had been biting his bottom lip for the entire climb, and he dug in deeper and felt blood squirt out as he hung, neutered by indecision, with his finger stamina running low.

I have to do it, for everyone’s sake.

He shot his right hand up like a striking viper, and he felt it strike a crack that was thinner than his fingers. Even as he pressed forward, struggling for the new grip, he felt his other hand giving way.

“No!”

Rebecca’s voice sounded like it was in slow motion. Jack felt his heart flutter, as though he’d just tipped too far back in a chair.

Fuck!

He had slapped his right hand down against the wall as he lost his balance, and as he slipped, his fingers moved a little further over, into the exact spots that he needed.

Jack was hanging by one hand, a thread of hope. His fingers burned and tore, but the new grip was solid enough for him to regain his footing and steady himself.

“I got it!”

The triumph was not just in his voice. Jack was within reaching distance of the top, and confidence surged through him as he used the last of his strength to pull himself to safety.

“Jack! Oh my god, Jack!” His mom was shouting up to him, congratulating him with her musical voice. “You did it!”

I did it… I made it in one piece.

Jack was lying flat on the ground and staring up at the sun. For the first time since the world had ended, he felt as though he was back in control.


CHAPTER 13

Jack helped his mom follow up after him after using the rope to lift the packs up. He took his time as he guided her as much as possible, pointing out handholds that he’d used as she went. The sun was dropping quickly on the horizon when she finally reached the top of the ridge, and the two of them took a minute to rest.

“That was insane,” said Rebecca. “I hope we don’t run into anything else like this on the way.”

Jack turned around to take in the view from the high ground. Far off to the southwest, a large expanse of cracks spider webbed across the ground, with glowing orange lava flowing through some of them.

“Mom… We’re going to have to be careful.”

She followed his gaze and brought her hand to her mouth as she looked off into the distance.

“My god,” she said. “It’s almost like the glaciers in the Arctic used to be. Those cracks are enough to swallow people whole.”

And in this case, there would be no climbing back out.

“This isn’t the planet that we remember,” said Jack. “It almost feels wrong to call it Earth anymore.”

Neither of them said anything. After a minute, Rebecca picked one of the backpacks up from the ash and handed it to him.

“We don’t have any time to waste,” she said. “If we don’t get at least to the halfway point tonight, tomorrow is going to be a chore.”

The landscape to the north was much the same as it had been down below the ridge. Jack had been expecting it eventually to slope downwards to bleed off some of the extra height, but it didn’t. The ground was just as flat as it had been outside the shelter, and still covered with thick ash.

One thing that had changed, for the worse, was the wind. The further forward Jack and his mother progressed, the more it began to toss the ash around.

“There aren’t any trees or buildings to keep the gusts in check,” said Rebecca. “We need to hurry. If it gets windy out here, we’ll get caught in a dust storm.”

Her words were scarily prophetic, and within a couple of minutes, the dust was filling the air to the point of making it difficult to see more than a couple dozen feet into the distance. That, combined with the swiftly setting sun, added a sense of urgency to their forward push.

“We should make camp the second we lose the light,” said Jack. “There’s no point in even trying the flashlights we brought. The dust is too thick.”

The wind and ash particles were whirling around him, and he wasn’t sure if his mother had heard him or not. He drew closer in, suddenly afraid that the veil of dust might be enough to separate them.

The sun dropped under the horizon, and the moon appeared behind them, as though they were working separate shifts. Jack had his shirt up over his mouth and found it impossible to take more than one or two confident steps every couple of seconds through the tempest of dust.

“Jack!” yelled Rebecca. She pointed to a large boulder ahead of them, and Jack nodded.

We need to get our camp set up as soon as we can!

The tent was in his bag. He had been hoping that they wouldn’t need it when he’d done the packing, but it represented their only hope of getting any real rest that night. His mom stood behind him as he began spreading out the tarp, doing the best she could to illuminate the process with a flashlight.

The ash let up for about a minute, and it was just enough time for Jack to get everything he needed into place for the next step. He slid the long, flexible, carbon fiber support rods into the tent’s fabric and then managed to secure everything to the ground with heavy metal stakes just as the wind began to pick back up.

“Let’s get inside!” His mom’s voice was barely audible over the environment, but Jack didn’t need to hear her. He picked up his bag and followed after her through the tent’s open screen, zipping it up behind him.

It’s… a little smaller than I thought it would be.

The tent had been designed to sleep two people, but apparently only if they were willing to get very well acquainted with each other. It was long, but very narrow and lacking much headroom, essentially just a weather enclosing for a sleeping bag.

“It’s better than being outside, in the storm,” said Rebecca, as though reading his thoughts. Jack nodded.

“Let’s just hope for clear skies tomorrow night. Can you imagine adding Molly into a tent this size?”

Even though he’d been the one to ask the question, as soon as it had left his mouth, his imagination began whirling.

We’d all be pushed up against each other, rubbing and grinding with every movement.

“It’s just about dinner time, I think,” said Rebecca. “We can’t exactly do anything special for it without a fire, but we need to eat.”

Jack was sick of granola bars, but that was what they had in spades, along with dried fruit and a brick of nutrient dense survival bread. The two of them wet a washcloth slightly and used it to clean off their faces and hands, and then began eating. Jack was much hungrier than he’d realized, and wolfed down his share.

“It’s quieting down outside.” Rebecca looked through the dark and towards the entrance flap of the tent. “If we’re lucky, it will keep clear up in the morning. It’s not going to be much fine hiking through the wasteland if we can’t see where we’re going.”

Jack nodded.

“We have to keep pressing forward, regardless of whether it does or not,” he said. “Molly is going to be waiting for us.”

He couldn’t see his mother’s face clearly, but her concern was evident in her body language. She reached her hand over and tousled his hair.

“Of course, sweetie,” she said softly. “But… you should also keep in mind, this trip is important for more than just that.”

“How so?”

“Even if it is just the two of us…” Rebecca trailed off, and then corrected herself. “The three of us, after we find Molly, we’re going to need somewhere to live.”

“We have the emergency shelter to go back to,” said Jack. “Which has a ton of supplies, running water, electricity, almost everything we could need.”

“Almost everything,” repeated Rebecca. “It doesn’t have a renewable food supply. And the ground around it, what used to be our old town, our old neighborhood, isn’t a place where anything can grow.”

Jack stared at her in the darkness, feeling incredibly glad that she was there with him at that moment.

“I hadn’t really thought about that,” he said. “I guess you’re right.”

“The most important thing for us to do right now is to scout out the area within traveling distance of the emergency shelter. We can eventually go back and take everything useful from it, but it can’t be where we settle down.”

There was something in his mom’s phrasing, something about where she put her emphasis in her words, that made Jack acutely aware of himself. He stared at her body in the darkness and felt a tension spread through the tent, taking the place of the ash storm in his awareness.

“I’m going to set up our bedrolls,” said Rebecca. “Can you wait outside, so I have room to unroll them?”

“Okay.”

Jack unzipped the tent and stepped through it. The wind was gentle now, only blowing the ash around superficially. He looked up at the sky and felt his eyes focus in on the moon against a crystal clear backdrop of stellar wonders.

They never looked like this back before, back when light pollution made it hard to see anything at all.

“We’re all set,” called his mom. “You can… come back on in, now.”

Jack turned back towards the tent and unzipped it. He stepped inside and stopped as he looked over at the sleeping area his mother had arranged.

“Mom, there’s only one sleeping bag?”

“I connected the two that we had.” Rebecca was already tucked in, and Jack could see her silhouette clearly against the dark as she sat up to answer him.

She’s almost naked. This is an even smaller amount of space than the bed back in the shelter.

“I know it’s weird to talk about, especially now, but we have to keep what Molly said in mind.” His mother’s voice was soft and loving. It felt almost like she was explaining something distasteful, but necessary, like how to use a condom, or why to say no to drugs.

“I… guess you’re right.” Jack felt his cock hardening as he moved closer over to the sleeping bag, stripping down to his boxers as he went. “But it’s just a strange thing to think about doing.”

She’s my mother. Just because it’s in the best interests of humanity doesn’t make it easy for me to cross over that line.

“We don’t have to do anything that you don’t want to do, sweetie.” Rebecca, as always, was his open and understanding mother. “When you’re more comfortable with the idea, and with what it means, we can come back to it.”

She put a special emphasis on the word ‘come’ as she spoke, though Jack wasn’t sure if she meant to or not. His cock throbbed as he slipped into bed next to her. There was even less space inside the sleeping bag than he had been expecting.

“Are you comfy?” asked his mom. Her bra clad breasts pushed against Jack’s chest, almost up into his face. The night had cooled down the air considerably, and the warm sleeping bag was welcoming.

“Yeah, I guess,” said Jack. He shifted slightly and felt his hard on poke against his mother’s thigh. “Whoops, sorry mom.”

“It’s okay, honey.” Rebecca slid her hand down and rubbed his lower stomach, right above his tool. “I don’t mind at all.”

Neither of them said anything for a couple of long, tense seconds. Jack’s heartbeat sped up, and his cock began to throb with fierce intensity, as though trying to keep up with it. He did his best to ignore it and lowered his head to the pillow.

“Goodnight, mom,” he whispered. His mom didn’t respond at first, and then he felt her soft lips on his cheek, and hot, breathy words in his ear.

“Goodnight, sweetie.” Rebecca turned away from him, towards the far side of the sleeping bag. Jack felt a shameful amount of disappointment at her breasts no longer being against them, but a new terrible, illicit temptation quickly replaced it.

Her butt is right against my cock.

His mom had on a silky pair of panties, and Jack’s hard on had slipped right up against them, the head of it nestling itself in between her buttocks. Jack tried to slip further back, but there was nowhere for him to move away to. The action caused Rebecca to sprawl out even more, taking up a larger share of the bag and letting Jack’s cock slide a little further against her soft rear.

This is going to be a problem.

He thought about saying something for a moment, but his mom’s breathing was in the process of steadying itself. The very idea of telling his mother that he couldn’t sleep because he was too horny, too turned on, and that it was her fault, made him feel a new type of embarrassment.

Maybe if I’m really careful, I can take care of it myself.

Jack reached his hands down, slowly moving as to keep from disturbing his mother, and lowered his boxers all the way down. It wasn’t until after he’d taken them off and lost them in the bottom of the sleeping bag that he realized what a terrible idea it had been.

He could now feel the silk of his mom’s panties directly, along with the warm flesh of her inner thighs. Even holding himself at his stillest, the sensation was enough to make his cock throb with the type of severe horniness that only a teenager can truly understand.

Jack shifted slightly, attempting again to gain a little bit more space. His cock twitched as it rubbed against his mom’s butt, and it was one of the most amazing things he’d ever felt in his entire life.

This is bad.

Rebecca let out a soft moan in her sleep and pushed herself even further back against him. Jack’s cock moved forward, right into position between her thighs, flat against her pussy.

I have to wake her up!

Jack reached his hand over to shake his mom awake and bring the achingly hard situation to an end. He brought it to a rest on her shoulder, but she didn’t stir.

“Mom,” he whispered. “Are you awake?”

Rebecca let out a sleepy sigh and then squeezed her thighs together. Pleasure exploded through Jack’s cock, so much that he had to turn his face into the pillow to keep from swearing out loud.

His hand slid down her shoulder, coming to a rest right underneath her breast. He knew that he was in dangerous territory, very dangerous territory. But it felt as though he’d, at least in part, lost control of his body.

I’ll just cuddle with her a little bit from back here…

Jack brought himself closer in, feeling his mom’s butt mash against his crotch and his cock slide against her soft thighs and silky panties.

There’s nothing wrong with a son cuddling with his mother.

Without really thinking, he cupped his mom’s breast through her bra and gave it a grope. Jack’s hips began to push back and forward rebelliously, as though they’d decided to team up with his sex-crazed cock and stage an illicit coup.

“Mom,” whispered Jack, in one final attempt to awaken her. She said nothing.

The sleeping bag was heating up. Jack’s cock felt like it was the main source of it, a bar of iron being dipped into the forge. His hand grew bolder and he slipped the his fingers down the edge of the cleavage of his mom’s bra, feeling her boobs.

This is so wrong. She’s my mother!

She was his mother, and she felt insanely good against him. Both were facts that he was unable to deny. Jack felt his shame and modesty going to war against pure, unbridled lust, and losing. He was getting into a rhythm in his thrusts against her thighs, the precum dripping from the tip of his cock smearing into the sleeping bag and his mom’s legs.

He let his hand slip completely into one of his mom’s bra cups, and suddenly she stiffened. Jack froze immediately.

Is she awake, or…?

His mom’s thighs tightened against his cock, as though answering his question.

“It’s okay, honey,” she whispered. “Keep going.”

“Mom, Jesus!” Jack started to pull back, but one of her hands gripped his and kept it held to her breast, and the other trapped his cock against her panty clad pussy.

“It’s only natural.” Rebecca was breathing deeply and began squeezing her thighs to match her son’s rhythm. “You’re a teenage boy. I know how hard it can be for you.”

This is ridiculous! I need to get myself under control, before…

Jack’s hips continued plowing forward. His mom’s panties felt damp and red hot. Her fingers were toying with the fabric of them and toying with his cock. He realized, with a bit of a shock, that she was getting off to his thrusting just as much as he was.

“Oh, sweetie,” she moaned. “Oh god, sweetie! Just a little more!”

Jack was pushing against her with force now, letting his cock grind into the thin barrier separating it from his mother’s pussy. It felt about as close to having sex as two people could possibly get without insertion. It was a dry run of something that made Jack feel guilty, disgusting, and completely controlled by his primal impulses.

“Yes!” Rebecca tensed up sharply, arching her back and pulling Jack’s cock up against her clit. She shivered, and then melted against him.

Did I just… give her an orgasm?

His mom turned around in the sleeping bag. At first, he thought that they were finished, and his throbbing cock began to ache with disappointment. But Rebecca kissed him softly on the cheek, and even without any light, he could tell that she was smiling at him.

“That was nice, honey,” she whispered. “Now I’m going to do something special for you. We can’t have you getting the sleeping bag all sticky, can we?”

Jack nodded dumbly and watched her lower herself down into the bottom of the bag. He couldn’t see her, and what happened next caught him totally off guard. Something wet, warm, and utterly heavenly enveloped the head of his hard penis and slowly began slipping down to the base.

“Fuck!” Jack couldn’t stop himself from shouting out. “Mom, that feels…”

It feels like she’s giving me a blowjob. My own mother… it can’t be.

Rebecca sucked with long, loving movements, her lips enveloping her son’s member with the type of special effort that a mother reserves for only her son. Her tongue was also an important part of the equation, massaging and twirling along his shaft like a warm sponge.

“Mom, fuck!” Jack felt pleasure building in his crotch to a level that he hadn’t been aware was possible. “Mom!”

She bobbed her head up and down, making soft scratching noises against the fabric of the sleeping bag with every movement. Jack’s cock was pulsing in time with her rhythm, and he had to dig his fingers into the ground to keep from spasming with pleasure.

I’m going to cum!

He bucked his hips up as he felt himself cross over into orgasmic territory. His mom didn’t stop sucking, keeping a tight seal against his member and refusing to let any seed escape, treating each blast with as much value as her son’s old baby clothes.

“Jesus…” The word barely left Jack’s lips. He couldn’t think, couldn’t move, couldn’t do anything other than breathe deep and feel the pleasure coursing through him. Rebecca kept sucking for almost a minute, kept going even after his orgasm had subsided, and his cock was still.

“We should get to sleep,” she whispered, sliding back up next to him. “There’s a lot of hiking ahead of us tomorrow.”

Jack nodded and closed his eyes.


CHAPTER 14

Jack was alone in the tent when he woke up the next morning. The ground was hard underneath him, and though his body still hurt from all the miles he’d put on it the day before, he forced himself up immediately as his awareness returned.

There’s no time for me to get up leisurely. Molly is counting on us.

He pulled on a fresh change of clothes and pushed his way out the tent’s opening. His mom was already packing things away. She was wearing a pair of black yoga pants and a purple zip-down sweatshirt, clothes that would have looked more appropriate on a teenager.

“Good morning,” she said, smiling at him.

“Morning, mom.”

There was a brief lull in their interaction, both of them still in the process of assimilating the experiences from the night before. Jack coughed into his hand awkwardly and began folding up the sleeping bag inside of the tent.

This is so weird. She’s my mom, but last night…

He couldn’t find the words, even in his head, to appropriately describe how their relationship was changing. Instead of trying, he redoubled his focus on the task at hand. After stuffing the sleeping bag into his backpack, he went back outside and began striking down the tent.

“Are you hungry?” asked Rebecca. “We don’t have anything new to eat, but you should get some food in you.”

Jack’s appetite was nonexistent, but he took the peanut butter protein bar from her when she handed it to him.

“Thanks.” He avoided her gaze and focused instead on stuffing the tent’s canopy into the small bag that it had been in originally.

“Jack…” His mom was standing nearby, watching him. “What happened last night…”

Jack still kept his gaze on his hands and the tent.

It’s too strange for me even to know what to say, how to react.

“Mom, I’m sorry.” Jack wasn’t sure why he was apologizing, but he finally turned his eyes her way. Her clothes fit her perfectly, accentuating every enticing feature of her body. Her face was covered in concern, but she looked determined.

“I’m still your mother, and you’re still my son,” said Rebecca. “Nothing has changed. We’re closer now, and we’ll grow even closer, still. But all that matters is that we love each other.”

We love each other, and apparently now we also make love to each other, as mother and son.

“We should get moving, mom,” said Jack. “It’s okay. I’m just tired, and… worried, about Molly.”

Rebecca nodded. She walked over to where he was slowly and began helping with the packing of the tent.

Fifteen minutes later, after munching down the protein bar and some dry cereal, Jack was walking north alongside his mom. The landscape ahead of them looked a little different from what they’d faced the day before. Small hills created waves out of the scorched earth and ash, giving texture and contour to the horizon.

Mixed throughout the grey, dirty hills were a number of deep cracks, starting out just the width of a hair, and then opening up to be big enough to swallow a person as they extended across the ground. The cracks were all connected, like the branches of a tree, and collectively they extended as far as the eye could see in every direction.

“Stay close,” said Rebecca. “If either one of us gets caught in one of these, it’s-“

Jack tripped before she could finish her sentence, falling forward in a perfect reenactment of exactly what she was warning against. The crack that he landed forward on was several inches too narrow for him to fit down, but the soft, dry earth crumbled against the weight of his body before he could let his breath out.

“Jack!” His mom’s footsteps were closing the gap between them. He didn’t notice. Jack had gone into the crack head over heals, and slid down it almost like a child might slide down a snowy hill on their stomach. He pushed his arms to either side in a desperate attempt to slow his descent, and then tasted ash on his tongue.

I can’t see… I can’t breathe…

He felt itchy all over, as though something in the dust was burning his skin. There were muffled screams in the background, his mother’s, but he was too focused on navigating the dry quagmire to make them out.

I’m going to die, in the ash.

Jack saw his dad’s face in his mind’s eye. It was the first time that day that he’d thought about him, and the fact that he had died was no longer quite so unbelievable.

It’s my turn now.

“Jack!”

Something pulled his chin down, opening his mouth before reaching in and clearing ash out of it. Jack coughed, and then coughed again, and then broke into an uncontrollable fit of it as his airway finally acknowledged the situation that it was in.

“Here, drink this!” Rebecca’s voice was scared, more than it had been at any time during the past few days.

Jack felt liquid in his mouth and against his tongue. He tried to swallow it, but the coughing stopped him midway. It made it just far enough down his throat to help out, easing more of the ash and dust into something that he could push out of him.

“Mom…” The word was raspy as it left Jack’s mouth, and he immediately started coughing again after speaking it.

“Shhh, it’s okay, honey.” Rebecca had pulled his head onto her lap and was slowly rocking him back and forth. “You’re okay now. Here, try to drink a little more.”

I’m not a child. I don’t need her… babying me like this.

The mouth of the water bottle touched his lips again, and this time as Jack took a sip, he could taste the foulness of the ash. He coughed hard and then turned his head to the side and wretched up dirt and bits of protein bar.

“I’ve got you now,” whispered his mom. “You’re going to be okay.”

“Thanks… mom,” replied Jack. She gave him another sip of water, and he repeated the process, clearing out his throat a little more.

“I was so scared. I’ve never been that scared before in my life.” Rebecca gently wiped ash out of his eyes, first with her fingers, and then with a shirt that she’d wet the corner of. “You were next to me one second, and then you were just gone.”

“My timing was…” Jack coughed a couple of times. “My timing was perfect.”

His mom laughed, and ran one of her hands through his hair.

“You’re going to need a good bath when we get back,” she said. “I might have to find a river to dunk you in in the meantime.”

If there are any rivers left…

They lost about an hour of traveling in total. Jack wanted to get back on the road after he’d gotten most of the ash out of his throat, and some of it off his face, but his mom insisted that they wait a while longer. When he’d gotten to the point where he could take a deep breath without coughing, and his eyes had stopped being scratchy and painful, they did set off.

“This messes things up,” said Jack. “If Molly touches down before us, it’s going to be almost impossible to find her.”

“We’ll make it work.” His mom smiled at him, the resolve showing through on her face. “Don’t worry, Jack.”

I’m not worried. I’m realistic.

He was the one that pushed their pace forward, forcing his mom to increase her pace to what was almost a mild jog. Jack’s shirt, jeans, shoes, and essentially all of his body other than his face, was encrusted with ash. He wondered what he must look like to his mother, blending in with the new landscape.

The morning dragged on, turning into afternoon with little fanfare. Jack had no appetite, and though part of him wanted to make sure his mom got a chance to eat lunch if she wanted to, it was pushed aside by his concern for Molly.

The sun was overhead, slowly beginning it's descent, when the clouds appeared in the sky. The came from the east, much faster than Jack had ever seen weather shift before the chaos had begun.

“That doesn’t look good,” said his mom. “I’m not sure how well we’ll be able to endure rain if the weather turns to that.”

On either side of them were huge, scorched spires, once healthy, snow-topped mountains, turned into massive scorched rock teeth by the destruction. Jack saw the tip of one of them disappear as the clouds moved in.

“We can handle rain just fine,” he said. “I wouldn’t mind some at this point. It would certainly help clean me off.”

“It could be acid rain,” replied his mom. “If that’s the case, we don’t want to be caught in the middle of it.”

Jack nodded, and the two of them began to jog forward a little faster. The weight of their packs was a little restrictive, but they managed to make it a decent distance before thunder cracked nearby, and rain drops slowly began to drip down.

“Hurry, Jack!” His mom pointed to the mountain ahead of them. A dark, cave opening, large enough for a person to fit through, sat at the base of it.

Rain began to fall in thick sheets. It had the effect of turning the ash into mud, and though Jack was grateful for the dirt it took off his skin, his mother’s warning kept him wary.

“Come on,” he said. “It’s not much further!”

The sky had grown dark, and enough rain filled the air to make it a little hard to see. Lightning struck the top of the mountain they were heading towards, lighting up the sky and shaking them with the sound of thunder.

Jack let his mom slip through the opening first and then ducked in behind her. The rain had essentially drenched him, and though he was now relatively sure that it wasn’t toxic, it was still beyond what they could safely travel through. He wiped mud out of his hair and off his arms, happy for every clean square inch of skin he’d gained.

“Jesus,” whispered his mom. Jack turned towards her and saw a blank, vulnerable expression on her face. She was shaking her head back and forth, and when Jack followed her gaze, he saw exactly why.

There were other people, bodies, in the cave with them. The two hadn’t seen any up until that point, the strength of the destruction having been enough to destroy any trace. The forms were unmistakably human, though heavily charred, and lacking any clothing or skin to speak of.

To make it even worse, there were three of them, the larger ones on either side hugging and protecting a burnt smaller one in the middle.

It’s a father, a mother, and a child. The cave must have sheltered them… but it wasn’t enough.

Jack’s heart sank, but what he felt didn’t even compare to what he saw on his mother’s face. She was strong, and continued to be strong even in the face of the horrible scene, but Jack knew how sensitive she was to this type of thing.

This is mom’s worst nightmare. And… we’ve already lost dad.

He walked over and pulled his mother into a tight hug. She set her hand on his head, as though she was trying to pull him in, and protect him.

“It’s okay mom,” he whispered. “We’re still alive, and we aren’t giving up.”

“I know, honey.”

Jack glanced back towards the cave’s entrance. The clouds were still in the sky, but the rain had let up a little.

“Come on,” he said. “We can’t stay here.”

“Okay…” Rebecca’s voice was a whisper, and she repeated herself with more force. “Okay. Let’s go.”


CHAPTER 15

The next few hours of traveling were some of the hardest that Jack and his mother had experienced on the entire trip. The rain had dropped down to little more than a light mist, but it was still enough to muddy the ash, making for horrible traction, every step sinking in slightly.

Worse, still, were the larger cracks in the ground, like the one that Jack had fallen into before. With all of the ash turned to mush, it became impossibly hard to differentiate between solid land and the openings. His childhood fear of quicksand began to bubble up in the back of his awareness, and he had to force it down.

There is no time for us to waste. This isn’t about me, this is about Molly.

They didn’t slow down, and eventually, the weather began to let up. A rainbow formed on the horizon to the west of them, arching over the setting sun in the distance.

“It’s beautiful,” said Rebecca. “Or at least, it should be. It’s almost like a joke, against this kind of backdrop.”

“It doesn’t have to be a joke.” Jack smiled at her, a real smile. “This isn’t the world we recognize, but that doesn’t mean we have to give up on everything in it.”

His mom didn’t say anything. She’d had the map out for the last hour of their journey, and every couple of minutes she would glance back down at it and sigh. Jack had a general idea of where they were, and he suspected she did as well, but getting to the exact location of the landing site was proving to be more of a challenge than they’d expected.

I can’t doubt myself now. This is the plan we came up with. It has to work.

“Here,” said Rebecca. “We’re close. Within a few miles, at least.”

She traced something on the map, and then pointed in front of them. The ground ahead had a long strip that was slightly discolored, darker than the scorched earth around it.

“This used to be a highway,” said his mom. “And Molly’s going to be coming down near it. We just need to travel north a little further along it.”

“Alright.”

Out of all the fears and worries he’d had during the trip, none of them compared to the anxiety that began to take hold of Jack as they closed in on their destination. There were so many things that could go wrong, all of which he’d dismissed as trivial problems during the creation of the plan.

She might not even make it off the space station. Or what if she had to come down early and we’re waiting for nothing? There’s a chance that the landing capsule won’t even be landable with just one pilot, and then she’d…

“Hey.” His mom’s arms wrapped around him from behind, and he felt a soft kiss on his cheek. “It’s going to be okay.”

Jack nodded.

“Yeah, you’re right,” he said. “Come on, let’s keep moving.”

After another hour of hiking, made easier on top of the former highway, the two of them slowed to a stop. It was impossible to pinpoint the exact location that they’d agree on with the imperfections of the map and the changed landscape, but had they reached a spot that was about as close as they could get.

Jack sat down on the ground and stared up at the setting sun. Thoughts flowed like waves through his mind, pulling him into introspection.

“I almost feel like we’re right back where we started.” Jack looked over at his mom, who was still standing, and smiled. “I’m outside, looking up at the sky, trying to see a shooting star.”

“This time it’s a shooting star that we can make a wish on, instead of being cursed by.” Rebecca set her hands on his shoulder and brushed more ash out of his hair before leaning in and planting a kiss on his head.

Another minute went by, followed by another, and then she appeared. It looked as though one of the stars had decided to come out early, growing brighter and moving across the sky. Jack stood to his feet and felt his heart begin to pound wildly.

“She’s over there!” He yelled. “To the east!”

Molly’s capsule grew bright, and then suddenly slowed down. A white parachute expanded out behind it, and Jack was a little surprised and unnerved by how fast the craft was going.

“No!” he yelled. “She needs to slow down more!”

He slipped off his pack and began sprinting off in the direction of the falling capsule. It closed in on the ground before he could reach the landing site, bouncing several times as it was carried forward by its horizontal momentum. The sound of it reminded Jack of a car crash, and he felt his heart sink.

“Hold on, Jack!” yelled his mom. “Wait for me!”

He could feel the heat coming from the capsule even before he’d slid to a stop next to it. It had tipped on its side, with the parachute extending behind it like the useless cape of a defeated superhero.

“Molly!” yelled Jack. “Molly, can you hear me!”

She’s inside of it! I need to get her out!

A loud bang came from the capsule. The large, rectangular door on the side of it looked as though it was trying to pop open. Unfortunately, it was a little to banged up by the crash to get more than an inch out from its frame.

I can’t let anyone else die!

It took every ounce of determination that he had, but Jack moved in closer, feeling the intense heat doing everything it could to push him back. He reached his hands toward the tiny crack in between the door and capsule and instantly recoiled back.

“Damn it!” His fingers burned from the heat. He bit his lip and ignored the pain, dipping his hands down to the ground in coating them in as much ash as he could.

“Stop, Jack!” His mother was still a ways off behind him. He turned back and gave it another try.

Jack could still feel the heat, still feel his hands burning as he grabbed onto the door again, but the ash gave him just enough of a cushion to keep going. He let out an animalistic yell and pulled with all his strength.

The door popped open. Behind it, strapped into a complicated looking harness and wearing a white, glass faced helmet, was Molly. Jack wasted no time, climbing into the capsule and undoing her restraints.

“Molly!” He yelled and tapped on her helmet, but she didn’t respond. “Molly!”

Jack began pulling her towards the door, crouching low and singing the back of his neck hairs on the hot outer shell.

“Wait…” Molly’s voice was quiet and muffled, but unmistakable. “I’m… I’m okay.”

Jack continued pulling her, even after they were out of the craft. He pulled her another ten feet away and then collapsed on his butt beside her.

“Molly…” It suddenly felt unbelievable to have her there, alive, in person, right next to him. The young female astronaut clumsily detached gloves from her suit and then twisted her helmet off.

“You did it,” she whispered. “You found me.”

“I didn’t really have a choice,” said Jack. Rebecca made her way up behind him and crouched next to the two.

“Of course you did. You took a risk coming all the way out here, all the way through this.”

Jack smiled.

“It was a risk worth taking. After all, you represent a third of the known human population.”

His mom sighed, and Molly rolled her eyes. Jack couldn’t resist smiling at his own, stupid joke.

Everything is going to be okay…

Their reunion was a happy one, but tinged with the bitter sweet reality of the situation. It was getting dark, and Jack had to set up the tent. Blisters and burns had formed on his palms and fingers, making it hard for him to push the poles onto the canopy.

“You’re as stupid as you are brave,” whispered Rebecca as she sat him down and pulled out the first aid kit. “Don’t ever try anything like that again.”

Jack nodded. He was looking over his mom’s shoulder at Molly. She was standing just around the corner of the capsule, and slowly stripping off her space suit. Underneath it, she’d been wearing thermal insulated long underwear, and she didn’t hesitate before beginning to take it off.

She’s here on the ground now, where I can touch her, and she can touch me.

“We’ll have to stay the night here,” said Rebecca. “Molly and I will sleep in the tent. We can set up a bed for you inside the downed transport capsule, Jack.”

Jack wasn’t listening. Molly was slowly wiggling her butt and thighs as she pulled off the one piece. She was facing away from him, but her naked body gleamed in the moonlight, covered with a thin layer of sweat. It was an erotic sight, enough to make his cock harden, which given how close his mother was to him, was a little embarrassing.

I’m going to have to get used to this sort of thing, traveling with the two of them.

“If we’re lucky, we can make it back to the emergency shelter by the day after tomorrow,” said Rebecca.

Molly’s ears perked up at her comment. She turned around, holding one arm over her breasts and the other against her crotch, and walked over to them. Jack’s jaw dropped open, and he had to force himself to look away.

“Let me get you some clothes, Molly, “said Rebecca.  “Otherwise, I think it might end up being too much stimulation for my son.”

Molly nodded, but looked as though she was far away in her thoughts.

“We aren’t headed back to your emergency shelter, not yet,” she said softly. “I saw something, on the way down.”

Jack turned back around, doing his best to keep from ogling Molly as he raised his eyebrow at her statement.

“What?”

Molly licked her lips and then grinned broadly.

“I saw green,” she said. “A small little patch of it, to the east of here.”

“That’s…” Rebecca walked over, passing Molly a baggy t-shirt. “How is that possible? We saw the Earth from the camera in the space station.”

“It was too small to stand out until I’d begun the descent.” Molly pulled the shirt over her head, her big, pink dotted breasts entering Jack’s field of view for a split second. “I don’t know how it survived or what’s there, what it could mean…”

Jack nodded.

“We’ll head out first thing in the morning,” he said. “This is good news.”

His mom glanced at both of them and then turned her attention back to Jack’s hands, dabbing at them with an antiseptic pad that stung like the devil.

“It’s not the end,” she whispered. “We’re all here, we’re all together, and we have hope.”

“Exactly.” Jack looked up at the moon, bright and full against the night sky. “It’s only the beginning.”

END
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CHAPTER 1

“Mitch, I’m telling you, we can’t miss out on this!”

Mitch Hadley was lying in bed, on his cell phone talking to his oldest friend, Benny. The topic of conversation was a discussion totally in line with many that the two 18 year old high school seniors had hashed out before, primarily, what to do for fun that night.

“Benny, it’s going to be lame, trust me,” said Mitch. “The Hendersons throw the same tired, post-Halloween costume party every year at the start of December. It’s just a bunch of boring adults eating cheese and making small talk, my parents are regular attendees.”

“So is my mom, Mitch, but I’m telling you, it’s more than that,” said Benny. “Everyone drinks, and they usually get really wild. I heard some stories last year about some crazy hook ups, even sex out in the open! We have to see this with our own eyes.”

Mitch sighed. His friend was persistent, if nothing else. He really didn’t want to go, but Benny’s enthusiasm was infectious, and he found himself lacking for a decent excuse to bail on the event.

“Alright, fine,” he said. “I’ll have to rush to get a costume together for tonight, though. We can’t use the same ones we had on Halloween or our parents will spot us in an instant.”

“Great! Let’s meet at the end of the street at around eight. Make sure you don’t let your step mom see your costume ahead of time.”

“All right man, I’ll see you there.” Mitch hung up the phone and shook his head, not entirely sure that he had just agreed to something that would turn out well.

He headed downstairs, intent on raiding the laundry room for any interesting clothing items he could use in his outfit. Mitch was rushing a little, and because of his fast pace he almost bumped directly into his step mom, Angie.

Angie had married Mitch’s dad, Greg, about 10 years ago. She was in her mid-thirties, and could have been described as a trophy wife if it hadn’t been for her piercing intelligence. Her breasts were nicely formed and hung perfectly on her petite frame, and she had a butt that Mitch had guiltily stolen glances at many times before over the course of his teenage years.

“Hey sweetie!” she said to Mitch, pulling him into a hug. “I’m headed out to the Henderson’s party. Your father’s flight will delayed, he won’t be back until later tonight.”

Mitch reciprocated the hug, feeling his crotch pushing up against his mom’s soft body. She was wearing a sexy cat costume that exposed a ton of cleavage along with a good part of her midriff and long legs.

“Uh, okay mom,” he said. “I guess I’ll have the house to myself, then.”

Angie nuzzled in closer to him, not realizing that her son was quickly entering a very compromised state. Mitch could feel a hasty erection springing up in his pants, and felt incredibly ashamed at just how good it felt.

“Looks like it honey,” she said. “Not a bad way to spend a Friday night. You can do whatever you want tonight, and really enjoy yourself, however you please.”

The hug had gone on for a while, too long. Mitch’s cock was throbbing for attention, and he was at the point of not caring if his mom felt it or not. There was an illicit, forbidden atmosphere in the air, which was only broken by Angie finally releasing her arms and pulling away.

“I hear that the costume party got a little wild last year,” said Mitch.

“Did it? I don’t remember…” replied his mom. “Anyway, I’m helping Lizzie set up. I’ll see you later tonight, or tomorrow morning, sweetheart.”

She blew him a kiss, and then pulled on her winter coat and disappeared out the door. Mitch stared at her butt, which was only covered by a tiny pair of black bootie shorts, and wondered just how the people at the party would react to seeing her.

Strangely, the thought made him a little excited. If his mom planned on showing up dressed like that, it seemed like a fair bet that many of the other women would be wearing equally skimpy outfits. Mitch smiled and found himself being glad that he’d let Benny talk him into it.

He looked around in the laundry room and found a couple of things that matched what he needed. Mitch had a cape left over from his Halloween costume and planned on using it as the base for his new one.

Together with an old hat that his father had, some leather pants, a black long sleeve button up shirt, and a bandana with two holes cut into it, he was able to transform himself into Zorro. He found himself wishing that he had a sword to the complete the costume, but it looked relatively good even without it.

He spent about an hour eating food and watching TV before texting Benny. His friend had ultimately decided on going as The Mask, which Mitch found pretty hilarious. They re-coordinated their meet up, and then Mitch was out the door, headed for the end of the street.

It was easy for him to spot Benny, who had on a ridiculous yellow suit and green face paint. Mitch had to hold his laughter as he walked up to his friend.

“What?” asked Benny. “I think I pull this look off pretty well.”

“Well, on the upside, at least nobody is going to be able to tell that it’s you,” he joked.

Benny glared at him, and Mitch waved his hand.

“Anyway, do you have any good ideas as far as a cover story goes?” asked Benny. “We can’t exactly just show up and tell people our own names.”

“I’m Bill, and you’re Frank,” said Mitch. “We say that we’re friends of Greg, my dad, from out of town. He’s not going to be home tonight to tear our lie apart, and my mom probably won’t be able to see through it either.”

“Perfect!” said Benny. “Let’s get moving!”

The two of them turned, and started down the street, headed for the Henderson’s house and the party.


CHAPTER 2

There was a man standing outside of the door of the Henderson’s large, suburban house. Mitch nodded towards Benny, and then walked up to the man.

“Who goes there?” boomed the man. He was dressed in an animal fur loin cloth and had a rather comical looking horned helmet on, a look that wasn’t incredibly flattering on his overweight frame.

“They call me Zorro…” said Mitch, and a low and drawn out voice. The man burst into laughter, and then stepped aside, allowing the two of them to walk right in.

“That was easy,” whispered Benny.

“It’s a costume party, I take it that they just assume that anyone who shows up in costume is on the guest list,” replied Mitch.

It was only a little after eight, but the inside of the party was already packed full of people. On just a quick scan of the room, Mitch saw everything from Batman and Wonder Woman, to angels and devils, Walter White, Snow White, and many more, some of which he couldn’t identify and assumed came from an era before his time.

In the corner, he saw his mom, dressed in her ridiculously sexy cat costume, talking to a couple of other moms that were also wearing outfits that made Mitch incredibly horny. He found his heart beating a little faster than it should have been, and hoped that his mask would do the trick.

The Hendersons had even gone as far as to hire a private DJ, who had a small set of turntables set up against the far wall of the living room. There were a couple of people dancing, but for the most part, the attendees of the party seemed to be just drinking and chatting.

Mitch turned towards Benny and realized that his friend had walked off somewhere. He felt a little nervous as he looked around the room, wanting to have some fun but not exactly knowing where he could fit in. An attractive older woman walked over, wearing a golden bikini and with her hair styled in the same fashion as Princess Leia in her slave outfit.

“Ooh, Zorro,” said the woman, laughing. “Your reputation definitely precedes you, that’s for sure…”

As she drew closer, Mitch realized with a small start that he was facing Pamela, Benny’s mom. He almost panicked and tried to bolt, but forced himself to stay calm and trust in his costume. He smiled at her, and tried to talk in a voice lower than the one he typically used.

“I am here to fight evil and defend the fallen, milady,” he said.

Pamela was a gorgeous woman, and whenever Benny would host a get together at his house, he’d often be the butt of more than a couple of jokes concerning his hot mom. Her costume only seemed to amplify her sex appeal, and as she stepped closer to Mitch, clearly rather drunk, he felt an erection beginning to manifest within the confines of his pants.

“How gallant of you,” she said, putting one of her hands on his chest. The air suddenly felt hot to Mitch, and he found himself staring into her eyes. “Perhaps you can save me before the night is over, and show me what you’re really made of?”

The DJ switched the song, and a loud cheer went through the room, along with a bunch of people spilling onto the dance floor. Pamela took his hand and pulled him out, and before Mitch knew what was happening, he was dancing next to her.

“Here, I have to finish this, take a sip,” she said, pushing the cup that she was holding against his lips. Mitch didn’t want to make a scene, and drank the intensely alcoholic tasting liquid as she poured it into his mouth.

“Do you like it?” she asked him. “The bartender in the kitchen makes a mean Long Island Iced Tea.”

Mitch nodded, and Pamela began laughing, setting the glass down on a table and then throwing her arms around Mitch and kissing him on the cheek. He scanned the room for Benny, hoping that he could find him and then find a way to extricate himself from the very delicate situation.

“Come on, handsome, let’s dance,” she shouted over the loud music. Pamela pushed up against Mitch’s chest, and it took every ounce of willpower in his body to keep himself calm. She rubbed her tits on him, giggling and acting as though it was funniest thing in the world to her.

“Whoa, easy there, senorita,” he said.

“Call me Pamela, you stud,” Benny’s mom replied. She turned around and began rubbing her butt against his crotch, dancing with him in one of the dirtiest ways possible.

Mitch realized very quickly that things were getting out of hand. The center of the living room had been designated a makeshift dance floor, and it was packed with people. Pamela was grinding her butt onto him, and took it a step further by taking his hands and placing them on top of her golden bikini covered breasts. The material was only thin cloth, and he could feel her flesh and nipples through it easily.

There were too many people around for anyone to really see what was going on, but that didn’t make it feel any less illicit to Mitch. It was hard for him to think straight, his mind fogging over with horniness as his friend’s mom continued to push things further in a drunken attempt to have some fun.

He almost gasped as she reached her hand down his pants and began stroking his cock. She brought her lips close to his, letting them slide across his mouth without kissing him fully, and then let out a sexy little moan.

“Do you like this, Zorro?” she whispered. “I could do a lot for you, if you’d be willing to join me in one of the spare bedrooms.”

“I…I…” Mitch didn’t know what to say. Benny was his best friend, and what was happening seemed to be a complete betrayal of the trust that they shared. Pamela was still stroking him off, and the feeling of her breasts and body so close to him was so amazing.

“Oh wow, there are a ton of people in here,” said Pamela. She was right. About a dozen had pushed into the living room since the time that they had started dancing. A group of women behind Mitch bumped him forward, and his cock ended up pushing against Pamela’s skirt, nestling itself in between her buttocks.

“I…I don’t think we can go anywhere right now,” said Mitch. It was true, and it was the best possible outcome. The room was moving and grinding, so packed full of people it almost seemed to have a life of its own. Mitch’s cock was throbbing against his friend’s mom, and she seemed to still be delighting in teasing him and doing as much as she could to make the situation even more arousing.

He let his hands drift back up to her tits, and Pamela let out a small satisfied sigh. Mitch was too horny to stop himself at this point, and began dry humping against her, pinching her nipples and kissing her neck as he dead.

“Oh yeah, that’s what I want, big boy,” moaned Pamela. “Give it to me, yeah, give me everything you’ve got.”

Mitch kept in rhythm with the music, feeling his cock pulsing with pleasure. It was as though he was trying to fuck Benny’s mom with his clothes on, and something about that tiny, almost insignificant barrier made the situation even hotter than it should have been.

He couldn’t hold out for long, and felt his cock begin to explode in his pants right as the song ended. Pamela picked up on what had happened and seemed incredibly pleased with her actions.

“Next time, let’s do it in a bed,” she whispered. “This is definitely that kind of party.”

For some reason, her words delighted Mitch. He was incredibly glad that he had decided to come.


CHAPTER 3

The line to the bathroom was long, and filled with some people Mitch recognized, and some people he didn’t. All of them were wearing costumes, and he found himself sandwiched in between a man wearing a comical looking horse mask and the statue of liberty.

After a couple of minutes, it was finally his turn. He cleaned himself up, feeling both a strange mixture of shame and arousal over what had happened, and also incredibly glad that he was wearing leather pants that didn’t show moisture. With some water and a couple of paper towels, he managed to get himself as fresh as he had been on arrival.

When Mitch headed back out to the living room, he spotted Benny for the first time since getting into the party. He had a beer in his hand, and appeared to be flirting with a woman dressed as a belly dancer that Mitch recognized, on closer inspection, as the grad school enrolled teaching assistant for their AP History class.

“Way to go, Benny,” he muttered to himself. The bar was only a few feet away in the kitchen, and he stopped in and grabbed him a beer of his own, the bartender not seeming to be interested in carding anyone within the party.

“Alright, are you all having fun tonight?” boomed the DJ on the microphone. The response of the crowd was to let out a loud cheer. “Good, that’s what I like to hear. We have a little game for you, courtesy of your kind and benevolent host, Peter Henderson.”

There was more applause, and Mitch watched as his neighbor drunkenly stumbled over to the DJ’s set up and almost tripped over a cord as he reached for the mike. The crowd found it hilarious, and somebody shouted a jeer over the hum of the room.

“Costumes in the closet!” Peter yelled, his voice straining the speakers of the audio system. “You all remember this game from last year. Put your names in the hat, and we’ll start drawing them out!”

A clipboard was passed around with a table on it, with one column for men and one column for women. Mitch saw that most people had written not their actual name, but who they were in costume, and he ended up putting down “Zorro” in an empty square. It didn’t take long for everyone to sign up, and he found himself getting a little excited as he listened in to people in the party conversing about it.

“Things got ridiculous last year,” said a guy to his right. “I know at least a couple of people ended up getting really nasty.”

“I think everyone did, at least to some degree,” replied the woman he was talking to. “God, I’m getting a little excited just thinking about it. Are you sure you’re okay with this, honey?”

“Of course, babe. Tonight, I’m Big Foot, and you’re Dorothy from Kansas. We can go back to being ourselves tomorrow.”

“Zorro, you’re up first!” said the DJ over the mike. The closet is upstairs, and you’ll be heading inside of it with…Little Red Riding Hood!”

The crowd began to clap, and it seemed like everyone was clapping at once. Mitch didn’t know whether to feel lucky or nervous. He headed over to the stairs, and saw the woman that he had been paired up with. She was strikingly attractive, with large breasts, and a petite body. She wore a red cloak that covered her face, along with a tight shirt and a very short black skirt that clung to her perfect ass.

“Hey there handsome,” she said to him as he walked over. “Are you going live up to Zorro's reputation? I hear he is quite a hit with the ladies…”

Her voice was strangely familiar, and something about it caused Mitch’s cock to become rock hard with anticipation.

“Senorita, I think it’s your turn to see that in action,” he replied.

The crowd roared, and Mitch and the woman headed upstairs into the hallway and to the closet at the end of it. The small storage area had been cleared out, and a couple of pillows had been thrown down on the ground inside of it. The DJ and a bunch of people followed them up and closed the door behind them, and Mitch heard a small click as it locked from the outside.

“So you talk big…but can you back it up?” whispered the woman.

Mitch felt his cock jump at the chance to show her. He leaned in, finding her lips in the dark room as if led by erotic magnetism. The woman kissed her back, pushing her tongue into his mouth and running her hands along his body.

She pulled in close, and pushed herself against his chest, pulling his hat off him as she did. Mitch groped at her breasts, feeling hornier than he had been in a very long time. He wanted her, and it seemed like she wanted him just as much.

“I think Little Red Riding Hood needs to beware of the big bad wolf,” he whispered.

“Somebody already used that line on me right after I first traded for this…costume.” Her words trailed off as Mitch began to undress her, taking the cloak off and then sliding his hand up her shirt. The woman responded by grabbing his hard cock through his pants and massaging it.

“How about you give Zorro’s sword a little bit of attention?” he asked, slowly guiding her down to the floor of the closet. She didn’t seem to mind his crude humor and went to work unzipping his pants and pulling his cock out through his boxer briefs.

The woman licked his rod from the base of his shaft all the way up to the head, and Mitch shuddered with delight. He leaned back against the wall of the closet, and let her go to work. She wasn’t holding back, and sucked with an intensity and focus that made him feel as though it would be a miracle if he managed to hold out for more than a minute.

Whoever she was, she was a skilled cocksucker, Mitch thought to himself. The woman also seemed to have deep throating skills that were beyond anything he had experienced before, taking his entire member into her mouth as though it really was a sword that she was trying to sheath.

She used her tongue to rub the sensitive underside of his cock as she bobbed her head back and forth. It felt as though her mouth had a grip on him that seemed to grow tighter by the second, with the wet warmth of her lips creating a seal on his tool that felt sent almost too much pleasure racing through his body. Mitch was in heaven, and the woman was an angel.

Suddenly a phone, the woman’s phone, which had fallen out of a pocket of her cloak when she took it off, began to ring. It gave off enough light for Mitch to see what was going on in the closet, and for him to see the woman that was giving him head. He was shocked and horrified when he realized who it was.

“…Mom?” he whispered almost in disbelief. The woman kept sucking for a moment, and time almost moved in slow motion as Mitch felt the strange, dirty, taboo eroticism of the situation pushing him over the edge. Angie pulled her mouth off his cock and looked at him dumbfounded as he began to shoot out his white hot load, spraying her cheeks and mouth with his seed.

“This…this isn’t possible,” she said. “Mitch…how can you be here?”

There was a sound of footsteps coming towards them from the other side of the hall. Mitch realized that their ten minutes were up, and so did his mom. She rushed to throw her costume back on and give him his hat before the door was opened.

“Head straight home, young man!” she whispered to him angrily. “We…we’ll talk about this later tonight.”

“Alright, time is up!” shouted the DJ as the door was thrown open. It seemed almost blindingly bright outside, and it only made the situation more embarrassing to Mitch, even though he knew that nobody saw it the same way he did. Angie slipped out of the closet and made a beeline for the upstairs bathroom.

“Whoa, she seemed a little shaken up,” said the DJ. “Maybe you should practice your approach, Zorro!”

Mitch forced himself to smile. He was ashamed, and disgusted with himself. Just as his mom had told him, he headed out of the party and started walking home, not even bothering to say goodbye to Benny.


CHAPTER 4

Mitch was asleep when his mother got home. He roused slightly in his bed when he heard the door to his room open. It was dark, with only a sliver of light from the hallway shining against his wall.

“Mitch, honey,” whispered his mom. “We need to talk.”

He groaned, and sat up in his bed. It took him a moment to remember what had happened at the costume party, but once he did he felt his mind going through the full gamut of emotions that he had experienced earlier.

“Mom…” he said. “I am so sorry, I never meant for that to happen.”

“It’s okay sweetie, I know you didn’t.” Mitch’s eyes were adjusting to the darkness, and he could see that she had switched back into her original cat costume. “At least part of it was my fault. Me and Linda decided to swap costumes for fun midway through the party.”

She reached over and rubbed Mitch’s thigh. He could tell that she was trying to reassure him, but in reality it had the effect of reigniting the fire dwelling within his loins. His was aroused again, and it seemed like it was coming on in a wave stronger than it had been at any time before that night.

“What are we going to do about…what happened?” he asked her, breaking the silence.

“Nothing, honey,” she replied. “Everyone was in costume, just like us. Husbands fooled around with women other than their wives, and wives fooled around with men who weren’t their husbands. It doesn’t matter when everyone is in costume, it’s just for fun.”

“Mom…” he whispered. Angie’s hand had drifted, and kept drifting, causing his cock to stiffen as she rested her palm on top of it.

“I’m still in costume, sweetie,” she said. “We have to finish what we started.”

Mitch’s mother reached under the sheet and wrapped her hand around her son’s member. As always, Mitch had been sleeping naked, and the pleasure of having his mom stroking his dick was almost too much for him.

“Oh god,” he moaned. “This…is this really happening?”

“It’s just pretend, sweetie,” she said. “I’m a sexy kitty cat, and you’re Zorro. Let’s just have fun with each other.”

She pulled off her mask, and then her shirt. It was dark, but Mitch could just barely make out the outline of his mom’s tits, and began to grope at them as she lied down next to him in bed. He reached down and pulled off her booty shorts, which turned out to be tight enough on her to make it a rather harder task than he expected.

“We have to be quick,” whispered his mom. “Your father will be back sometime tonight…”

“Mom,” he said. “Are you…are you going to-“

Angie cut him off by swinging her leg over and straddling him in the bed. She was completely naked except for a pair of high cut black socks, and it was the most erotic thing Mitch had ever seen. Slowly and surely, she positioned herself over Mitch’s hard, upright cock, and let the head of it tease at her entrance.

“Ohh…yeah,” she moaned. “Fuck, sweetie, why does your cock feel so good?”

She dropped down a little, and Mitch felt his cock push the tiniest bit into her. He was fucking his mom, he realized. Or rather, they were fucking each other. He reached up with his hands and grabbed her by the waist, slowly urging her to drop further down.

Angie was moaning and biting her lip. She ran her hand across his chest, and let it rest against his face.

“Mitch, I’m sorry,” she said. “This…is going to change everything, but I…I feel like I have to do it now.”

“I know mom, it’s okay,” Mitch said. He could feel her cunt, so warm and wet, wrapping around his cock and accepting him as she dropped even lower. “You’re a good mother. You’re gorgeous, you’re so fucking hot.”

He couldn’t think straight. He wanted to fuck her so badly, his own mom. He needed to fuck her, and nothing was going to stop him.

“Do you like the way mommy feels?” whispered Angie. “I’m going to let you have all of mommy tonight, let you have the one thing that she knows you secretly want most…”

“Ah, mom!” Mitch cried out.

Angie began moving rhythmically, grinding and bouncing her pussy up and down on her son’s cock. Mitch let her lead for a minute, but felt his own lust building up inside and taking control. He grabbed her by the waist and began slamming her down onto his cock, bucking his hips up with every stroke.

“Oh yeah honey,” cried Angie. “Fuck mommy, fuck mommy hard!”

“Mom, oh god!”

His hands were on her nipples, pinching and teasing them. Angie leaned forward, and Mitch took the opportunity to bring his mouth to one of her nipples, licking it and sucking as though he were a child.

Mitch pumped his cock into her petite frame faster and faster, feeling something ancient and primal taking over his body. He felt guilty, and ashamed, but even more than that, he felt greedy. He wanted as much of his mom’s cunt as a man could have, and in that moment, he was getting it.

Angie began to tense up, letting out a small, stifled cry, and then collapsing onto her son, exhausted. Mitch kept pumping, shifting his hands down to her buttocks and pushing her pussy down as he lifted himself up. He could feel his mother’s hot breath on his neck.

“I love you, sweetie,” Angie whispered. She used the same voice that he heard every night when she would say good night to him, and in that context, it was too much. Mitch began to spray his cum deep inside his mom, his hips continuing to pump as though he needed to deposit every drop of his seed deep inside her.

The two of them were silent for a moment, Angie still collapsed on top of him. After what seemed like a very long time, she stood up, and began putting her costume back on.

“Mom, I-“

“Don’t talk,” she said, cutting him off. “We can’t ever talk about this, sweetie.”

Mitch felt deflated, but as his mother was leaving the room, she turned back to him and said one last thing.

“The Henderson’s throw that party every year, you know. Maybe we can go again next December…”

END
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CHAPTER 1

“Oh come on honey! It made them so happy to see us!”

Tom Varson turned his attention away from the trees and rural emptiness moving by the passenger window of the family’s minivan. His step mom, Angie, was behind the driver’s wheel, smiling cheerfully at him and swaying to the music coming from the radio.

“Yeah, I know,” he said. “I just wish they didn’t live a million miles away.”

The two of them were on their way back from visiting Angie’s parents and Tom’s step-grandparents, who were still as welcoming and kind as they had been 15 years ago when Angie had first married Tom’s dad.

“Well maybe if somebody was a little more open to confronting their fear of flying!” Angie giggled and reached across the car to tickle Tom. He knocked her hand away and returned the gesture with an exaggerated glare, wishing on the inside that she’d stop doing that.

Tom and Angie had been close from the start. Tom’s dad was a high powered businessman, not necessarily the best paid but most certainly overworked. He traveled a lot, and from the age of 4 when Angie had first entered the equation, it had mostly been Tom and her around the house.

She had done everything, raising Tom in a gentle, understanding, sensual way into the young man that he was today. Angie loved Tom, and he loved her, but as he’d gotten older, their relationship had grown much more complicated, at least on his end.

“I’ll have to catch up on my studying when we get home,” said Tom. “Exams are next week.”

As a senior in high school, Tom was at a pivotal junction in his life. Academically, he was doing fine, and he had a good social circle of friends that were always up for fun on the weekends.

“Well let me know if I can help,” said Angie. “It’s been too long since we’ve had a private study session in your room.”

There’s a good reason for that, Tom thought to himself. Angie was, by far, the most attractive woman in his life. Tom glanced over at her in the driver’s seat, her big breasts and sexy thighs covered by a flirty summer dress that was just a little too small for her, in all the right places.

She was short, but with long hair and gorgeous eyes. Her smile always had a mischievous edge to it that sent hot chills down Tom’s spine now that he was old enough to recognize the sexiness of it. And she had a habit of dressing in very skimpy clothing, and sometimes nothing at all, when she was just hanging around the house.

“Yeah mom, I will,” said Tom. He already knew in his head that there was no way he could ask for her help. It was too much of a challenge for him to be alone with her, the proximity pushing his body to react in the same way as any red blooded male’s would, and the last thing he needed was to weird her out by popping wood with the two of them sitting side by side.

Angie was so hot that it had almost become a part of Tom’s identity. Like any involved mother of a teenager, she often would help out with community and school events that were going on around him, and Tom’s friends held nothing back when it came to talking about how horny she made them.

He had learned to drown it out after a while, but many of their suggestions resonated in his mind, primarily because a dirty, perverted part of him was just as eager to push it further with his mom as they were.

“No, seriously sweetie, just let me know.” Angie reached her hand over and rubbed Tom’s thigh. “I’m more than happy to help you with anything you need.”

It was torture for him. The entire trip had been torture, and Tom felt his cock quickly hardening in his pants. He shifted after a moment, forcing his mom’s hand away before the continued contact brought him any further into embarrassing territory.

“The sun is starting to set,” said Tom. “We should probably find a place to stay for the night.”

On the way out, the two of them had crashed at Angie’s sister’s gigantic country house, which had two guest bedrooms. But they were taking a different route back, mainly due to the fact that Tom had started off driving, and hadn’t thought to set up the GPS on his phone for guidance.

“I’m sure they’ll be a place in this upcoming town,” said Angie, slowing a road sign that they were passing by. “It looks like we’ll be staying in….Westhaven for the night.”

As the minivan slowly rolled out of the trees and into the town, the low angle of the sun cast long shadows across their surroundings. Westhaven reminded Tom a bit of the village that his grandparents lived in, but somehow, it felt much emptier, as though it was twice the size it needed to be for the number of people.

There was only one main street in the town, and Tom didn’t see any hotel or motel signs on it. Angie pulled up to a man standing outside of a pub and rolled down Tom’s window.

“Excuse me, where is the nearest place that we could stay for the night?” she asked.

Tom watched as the man eyed his mom’s chest with lecherous eyes, and tried to keep his anger and embarrassment in check. The man pointed up to a hill that was off to the side, in the distance.

“Uh, it’s up that way, ma’am,” said the man. “”Just make doubly sure that it’s the type of place you’re wanting to be staying at.”

Angie looked at him queerly, and then smiled and nodded her head.

“Thanks,” she said.

The two of them took a left at the next intersection, and began heading towards where the man had directed them. The road up the hill was curvy and meandering, and the trees on either side of it looked strangely menacing, with sharp branches and few leaves.

The building came into view as they reached the top of the hill. It was a big hotel, taller than what Tom had been expecting, given the size of the town. The outer color was an interesting shade of dark grey, and it was at least ten or so stories high.

“The parking lot is abandoned,” said Angie. “I mean, I guess it’s to be expected in a town this size, but…is this place even open?”

It was true. Tom could only see a single vehicle in the parking lot, a newish model sedan that looked very lonely amongst the rows and rows of empty parking spaces. Angie picked a spot a couple meters down from it, and the two of them climbed out of the minivan.

“Well, I guess we should take some of our stuff inside,” said Tom.

“Let’s take all of it,” said Angie. “I don’t know why, but I have a weird feeling about this place. If someone broke into the van in the middle of the night, I sincerely doubt the local police would bother to do anything about it.”

The two of them didn’t have that many bags, but it was enough to make the walk to the front entrance feel a little longer than it should have. The doors were thick, ancient looking slabs of wood, and they creaked open as Tom pulled on one of the copper handles.

“Hello there!” A busty woman in a tight fitting, low cut black dress sat behind the counter. “Welcome to Hotel Desire!”

Tom glanced around the entrance hall. A curved staircase led from the middle of the room up to the second floor balcony, where there was a small elevator against the back wall. The carpets were maroon, and even though there was a chandelier hanging from the high ceiling, the room felt under lit, a little too dark for the welcome area of a hotel.

“Hotel Desire, that’s kind of a strange name, isn’t it?” asked Angie.

“Yeah, we get that a lot. Desire is the last name of the family that founded it.” The woman stood up slowly, and Tom felt his blood begin to pump as his eyes were drawn to her sexy cleavage. She picked up a clipboard and walked around to the other side of the counter, sitting on it and crossing her legs.

“My name is Kendra, I’m the fulltime steward here at the hotel. I can get the two of you settled in right away. Let me guess, you’re here on a romantic getaway?”

Tom watched as his mom turned bright red and began to sputter in response.

“What? I, uh, no, that’s not it! This is my-“ Angie was cut off in midsentence as Kendra began to laugh and hold up her hands.

“Relax, I don’t think there’s anything wrong with it,” said the hotel steward. “I like younger guys every now and then, too. They have stamina, and can just keep going, and going.”

Tom hated to admit it, but his cock was getting hard at both the idea and the way Kendra spoke about it. He felt ashamed at his reaction, and forced himself to step forward and explain.

“Um, actually…” said Tom. “This is my mom, Angie. We’re just stopping here for the night on our way home. My name’s Tom.”

Kendra held one of her hands up to her mouth and laughed into it, and then flicked a strand of hair out of her face.

“Oh, my mistake, I am so sorry for assuming,” she said. “It’s nice to meet both of you. We don’t get many visitors passing through Westhaven.”

There was something in the woman’s tone of voice that set Tom ever so slightly on edge, and excited him. She was looking at him with a hungry smile, and making it obvious enough that he could see his mom, still upset over the misunderstanding, beginning to get very impatient and protective.

“Thank you Kendra, we’d like to get up to our room as soon as we can,” said Angie. “It’s been a long drive.”

“Of course,” said Kendra. “If you’ll just sign in right here, we can get started.”

Angie set her bags down and began scribbling in a ledger on the desk. Tom felt slightly awkward as he stood there, smiling at Kendra and waiting for her to say something. She just stared at him, and licked her lips. He was more turned on then he had been in a very long time, but also a little unnerved.

“Okay, right this way.” Kendra led the two of them up the curved staircase.

The second level appeared to be a public area, with a small library, a kitchen and dining area, and a small corner lounge. Kendra pushed a button next to the elevator doors, and a creaking noise came from behind them.

“The hotel was originally built in 1955,” said Kendra. “It was state of the art construction at the time. Westhaven was also a much more frequented town.”

“Yes, I can see that,” said Angie.

They stepped onto the elevator, which was small, even for just three people and the luggage. Tom felt his heart beating in his chest as the doors closed and the little box began to slowly move upwards. Both of the women were close enough to him to give his lower half strangely intoxicating ideas, and he felt his cock feeling extra sensitive from the excitement.

“I’m going to put the two of you in suite 303,” said Kendra. “It’s one of the nicer rooms we have. Back in the day, it was reserved for the higher end guests that we’d get.”

She walked a short distance down the hall, and then pulled out a key and unlocked one of the identical doors along the wall. Tom and Angie followed her inside, and got their first look at the room.

“It’s nice…” said Angie. “But, there’s only one bed?”

“There’s a cot that slides out from underneath, if the two of you feel that you need it.”

Tom glanced around at the suite. It was spacious, with the typical generic, hotel room décor. The TV was a large flat screen, obviously something that had been upgraded fairly recently. There was a mini fridge against one of the walls, which Kendra walked over and plugged in, and the bathroom was clean, with shiny fixtures.

“This will work,” said Tom. “It’s definitely nicer than if we had gone to a motel.”

“Yes, sweetie, you’re right,” said Angie.

“Alright, perfect. I have my own room on the second floor. Let me know if the two of you need anything during the night.” Kendra smiled devilishly again, and then walked over to Tom and stood very close to him. “Anything at all.”

She let her hand come to a rest on his for a moment, and a strangely hot sensation shot through Tom’s body. He couldn’t resist staring at Kendra’s breasts, which she pushed out towards him in a way the maximized her cleavage.

“I think we’ll be fine!” said Angie. “Thank you, Kendra.”

The hotel steward nodded, handed each of them a key, and then exited the room and closed the door behind her. Tom still felt strangely warm, but he shook it off and walked over to the bed.

“For a small town hotel, this place is not what I was expecting.” Tom leaned back and fell onto the bed, feeling the soft spring mattress underneath. “I almost wish we could stay more than one night.”

Angie smiled and came over to the bed. She sat down next to Tom and let her hand drape across his thigh, an action that excited him even more. He tried to smile it off and interpret it as the harmless, motherly gesture it was, but a hard on was slowly creeping up between his legs.

“Let’s take a look at that cot that Kendra mentioned,” said Angie. She moved off the bed and reached under it, and after a moment, pulled out a very uncomfortable looking flat box bed with a stain in the middle.

“Uh, well…that’s…” Tom scratched his head as he looked at it.

“You can’t sleep on this!” Angie pushed it back under the bed and sat close in front of her son. “It looks like it’s fifty years old. We’ll just share the bed, sweetie.”

“Mom, are you sure about that?” Tom felt a little conflicted by her suggestion, and his cock tingled strangely in his pants.

“I’m sure, honey.” Angie leaned in and gave Tom a soft kiss on the cheek, which felt much more exciting to him than it should have. “It will be fine, don’t worry. For now though, I need to take a shower. We’ve been on the road for a long time.”

“Okay mom,” said Tom. “I guess I’ll just…watch TV.”

He flipped on the flat screen, and watched his mother out of the corner of his eye as she pulled some clothes out of her bag and walked into the bathroom. Tom felt hornier than he had in a very long time.

He didn’t know if it was the way Kendra had looked and acted before, or from his own hormones being backed up from so many days without release, but a voice in his head was yelling for him to do something about it.

The door to the bathroom swung closed, and after waiting to hear the shower water start up, Tom switched through the TV’s channels until he found something that his mind found stimulating. There wasn’t much to pick from, during the day, but he found a women’s volleyball championship match, and then unzipped his pants.

It was hard for Tom to not feel like a bit of a pervert, but something deep and primal had control of his mind. As an eighteen year old high school student, he was used to having his hormones pull him around by the dick, but this went above and beyond anything he had experienced before.

His cock was already rock hard as he pulled it out of his boxers, and the women on the screen suddenly looked a lot more sexual and appealing. He slowly began to stroke it, balancing his shame for giving in during daylight hours with his paranoia of his mom coming out and catching him.

Part of it was because of her. Tom knew that with the two of them sleeping in the same bed together, he would have to be on his best behavior. He felt like he would die of embarrassment if he ended up with a hard problem on his hands sleeping right next to the woman that had raised him.

All of the sudden, the bathroom door creaked open. Angie had not shut it all the way when she’d gone in to take a shower, and now, from where Tom was on the bed, he could see his mom’s naked body through the relatively translucent shower curtain.

Tom tried to pull his hand away from his cock, feeling dirty and ashamed, but he was too aroused to stop himself from continuing. His mom was turned away from him, and the steam on the clear shower curtain made it so he could see only the most minimal of details. Still, it was her, and she was totally naked, soaping up her big boobs right across the room from him.

“Sweetie, can you bring me a towel?” Angie called to him from the bathroom, and Tom almost jumped off the bed. He tucked his cock away the best he could, and then grabbed a towel from a pile of clean laundry that had been left on the table in the corner.

“Uh…sure mom, no problem.” Tom was more turned on than he had ever been in his life, but also more confused. She was his mom, and yet he wanted nothing more than to ogle her gorgeous, naked body, and stroke off to her.

He made his way into the bathroom slowly. Angie was aware that her son’s eyes were on her now, and did her best to preserve her modesty by covering her chest with one arm and her crotch with the other.

“I’m just going to leave it on this hook right here,” said Tom. He was staring into the shower, and knew that his pants must be visibly tented.

“Thanks, honey.” Angie leaned out from the side of the curtain for a moment, and Tom almost couldn’t handle what he saw. His mom only had her nipples and crotch covered, and the rest of her luscious body was dripping wet and on full display for him. She looked down at his package and then her cheeks flushed red, signaling to Tom that she was clearly aware of the state that he was in.

“Uh…I’ll head out now,” said Tom. He slowly turned and walked out of the bathroom, feeling like a lecherous pervert.

“Okay honey,” said his mom. “Can you shut the door?”

Tom nodded, and did what she asked. He turned off the TV, and suddenly began to wonder what the night that lay ahead would hold for them.


CHAPTER 2

When Angie came out of the bathroom, she was wearing a tiny white t-shirt and a light blue pair of yoga pants, both of which clung tightly to her frame and emphasized all of her best attributes. Tom did his best to look away, his cock still excited from the incident in the shower.

“Do you mind if I have the TV on for a bit before we head to bed?” asked Angie.

“No mom, not at all.” He turned to her as he answered, and blushed as they made eye contact. His mom was a kind, confident woman, and she hadn’t said anything about how aroused Tom had obviously been in the bathroom. It was his burden to bear, weighing down on him with deep shame.

“We barely ever watch TV like this anymore at home,” said Angie. “It feels kind of like a treat having one with all the channels in a nice hotel like this.”

She began clicking through programs, searching for something to watch. Tom slipped into the bathroom to change into his pajamas, and then sat down on the bed. It took him a minute to feel comfortable enough to join his mom under the sheets, and as soon as he did, his lower half began to act up again.

“Sweetie, are you okay?” Angie had a concerned look on her face, and leaned her head on her hand as she looked at him with tender eyes.

“Yeah mom, sorry,” said Tom. “I don’t know what it is about this hotel, but I’ve felt a little…off, ever since we got here.”

That was putting it lightly, Tom thought to himself. Whether it was just his hormones acting up, or something else, he didn’t know, but it was hard for him to even think properly in the sensitive, hyper aroused state he was in. He stared at his mom, his eyes being shamefully drawn to her amazing breasts, and felt his cock throb inside his boxers.

“Does it have anything to do with before?” asked Angie. “When you…saw me? You know…in the shower?”

Tom felt his tongue catch in his mouth. He didn’t know what to say. Never before in his life had he so badly wished that he could just disappear, and escape from a conversation that was clearly trapped, regardless of how he answered.

“Mom, I’m sorry!” Tom leaned in closer to her, which only made the situation feel even hotter. “The door was open, and I didn’t mean to. I just…couldn’t look away.”

“It’s fine, Tom, it’s fine.” Angie reached her hand over and ran it along her son’s cheek. “You’re at a very hard stage in your life right now. I wish I could help you out in some way…”

There was a tense, loaded silence in the air. Tom fought the urge to grab his mom and grind himself against her. It was a terrible thought, but it floated in the front of his imagination like a forbidden piece of fruit.

Angie turned the TV off, and then pulled him into her for a hug. Tom felt her soft breasts against her chest, and his cock rubbed against her inner thigh. It took every ounce of willpower he had to keep from taking the situation further.

“Let’s just go to sleep,” said Angie. “I’m sure that you’ll feel better in the morning.”

She walked over to the light and turned it off, and then climbed back into bed. The darkness only made Tom’s illicit sexual ideas and desires all the more real and compelling, but he forced himself to lie down facing away from his mom, towards the edge of the bed.

“I love you, sweetie,” said Angie. “Don’t worry, we’ll be home soon enough.”

“I love you too, mom,” said Tom.

Tom spent the next hour or so hopelessly trying to fall asleep. His body didn’t feel right. It was almost as though it was lighter and looser than normal, and when combined with the overwhelming horniness that had been plaguing him since he’d set foot into the hotel, it was hard for him to trust that he could keep himself controlled.

After coming to the conclusion that he wasn’t going to fall asleep unless he did something about it, Tom got up out of bed. He thought briefly about heading to the bathroom and taking care of himself, but thoughts of his hot mom and her gorgeous body were still fresh in his mind, and he didn’t want to set himself up for an awkward morning.

Instead, Tom got dressed and headed out of their room, making sure that he had the room key with him. He walked slowly down the hall and towards the elevator, listening for any sound of activity and hearing only silence on the air.

The entire atmosphere of the hotel was off. He had only noticed hints of it when they first checked in, but it was much more obvious now. Everything, from the carpets and walls, to the lights hanging from the ceiling, looked a little too dark for a place that catered to paying guests.

It was more unusual than it was spooky, but it set Tom’s thoughts onto what Kendra had told him about the history of the place. It was so unusually empty for such a large building, and Tom wondered how it managed to stay afloat financially with Westhaven being such a small and forgettable town.

He stepped into the elevator and pressed the button for the first floor. There were some vending machines that he’d noticed on the way in, and Tom figured that if he could get some food in his stomach it might help him relax.

The hotel door opened, and Tom stepped out onto the overlooking balcony on the second floor. He could look down from where he was into the lobby, and was surprised to see that Kendra was still awake, reading out of a large, very ancient looking book.

Tom watched her for a moment, and hesitated before heading down the stairs. Kendra had a very strange and serious look on her face. She was muttering something quietly, and after a moment she held out one of her hands, and a soft red glow began to emanate from it.

Tom took a step back. He was unsure of what he had just seen, but knew instantly that it hadn’t been meant for his eyes. The doors to the elevator had already closed again, and he hesitated as he went to press the call button, his nerves telling him that the movement of the machine might alert Kendra to his presence.

“Hey there! Are you new here?”

Tom slowly looked up, and saw something else very unusual at the end of the second floor balcony. An elegant looking woman, at least in her late thirties or early fourties, was leaning against the railing and smiling over at him. She was attractive in a very old school, modest kind of way, and wore a very thin white nightgown.

Tom glanced down into the lobby, and saw that Kendra had wandered off somewhere else. He looked back up to the strange older woman and saw her beckoning him over with her hand. After a brief moment of hesitation, he slowly began to move her way.

“Yeah, I just got in today,” he said. “My name is Tom.”

“Lunell,” said the woman. “It’s so nice to meet you, Tom.”

Something about her echoed the feeling that Tom had about the entire hotel. She was gorgeous, and looked like she’d just climbed out of bed, but it felt weird to Tom. His cock slowly began to get more and more excited as he closed the distance between the two of them, even as his brain screamed out in warning.

“Would you like to come into my room for some tea, young man?” Lunell smiled devilishly as she spoke, and Tom felt himself begin to get a little excited. He was still so horny, and at least one rock hard part of him was interested in getting to know Lunell a little better.

“I would love to, Lunell.”

Tom followed her down the hallway. She had a fantastic butt, and perfect hips, but there was something else about her that he couldn’t help but notice. Every step she took looked and sounded lighter than it should have, as if she was somehow floating as she walked.

“This is it, Tom,” said Lunell. She opened the unlocked door slowly, as if it took a great deal of effort.

Tom looked into her room, and saw that it was much, much nicer than the one he and his mom had been given. There was more space, the bed was bigger and fancier looking, and everything felt as though it had been frozen in time, as if nothing in the room had been updated since the 60s or 70s.

“I don’t usually invite men back to my room so quickly,” said Lunell. “I’m a proper lady, I do hope you know!”

She stood over by a small wheeled cart in the corner of the room, pouring from a tea kettle into the cups. Tom wasn’t sure what to say, and as he stared at her, he was sure that his eyes were playing tricks on him.

Lunell looked as though she was glowing light blue, and around the edges of her body, Tom thought he could see right through her, to the wall on the other side of the room. She turned around with the cups in her hands, and for a moment all he could notice were her big, well-formed breasts, the nipples poking out against the fabric of her gown.

“I don’t have a proper setup as far as chairs are concerned,” said Lunell. “We’ll have to sit on the bed as we drink.”

“Okay.” Tom walked over to her, still recognizing the look on her face as one of a woman who had a certain mischief in planning. His cock hardened even further, and he hunched over slightly to try to hide it.

Lunell took a sip of her tea, let out a very girlish, proper laugh, and then set her hand down right in between Tom’s legs, right on his hard lump. He almost choked on the tea, and quickly set the cup down on the nightstand behind him.

“You are so eager and ready, young man,” she said. “But I guess we have the hotel to thank for that.”

“Lunell, are you…” Tom’s words trailed off as the older woman began to rub and stroke his manhood.

“Have you masturbated today, Tom?” Lunell looked him right in the eyes, blushing ever so slightly as she asked the question. Tom turned crimson red and shook his head.

“No! I mean…wait, why would you ask me something like that?”

“I know that you have.” Lunell leaned closer into him, letting her soft breasts push against the side of Tom’s body. “It’s only because of your manly, sexual energy that I’m even able to be here right now, like this.”

Tom felt Lunell’s hand against his cock, and then all of the sudden, he didn’t. Or rather, he still felt it, but it was inside of his body, and inside of his thigh. Her hand had slipped through his crotch as though it was nothing more than a projection, and Tom could feel a strangely pleasurable warmth deep inside his legs.

“I need you to go a little further, young man, if I’m to stick around.” Lunell leaned in and kissed him, her body touching his flesh as normal again. “I need you to cum for me, Tom.”

“Oh god…” moaned Tom. “How is this…happening?”

Lunell ran her hands up his chest, and slowly began unzipping his jeans. She let her lips rub all the way down his stomach, across his legs, until her face was right in front of his hard cock. She smiled at him, and then gave his tool a light squeeze in between her fingers. It felt fantastic to Tom.

“Oh wow, I can feel it right away!” said Lunell. “It’s going to be great having you here, Tom.”

She brought her lips to the head of his cock, and gave it the type of passionate kiss that an experienced older woman might place on the mouth of her younger lover. Tom felt Lunell’s tongue doing swirls against the tip of his penis, and the precum beginning to form and push into her mouth.

“Oh man, Lunell…” moaned Tom.

“Shhh….” She said. “This is every young man’s fantasy, I’m sure. Being sucked off by such a prim and proper lady. I was a member of high society back before, well, back when I was like you.”

Lunell began to bob her head up and down on Tom’s cock, gently coating it with her saliva and sucking him off. Tom leaned back on her bed, still in disbelief over what was happening. It was his first sexual experience, and though he didn’t have anything to compare it to, he doubted that there was anything that could possibly feel better.

The older woman didn’t let up, and shifted between styles of giving head as though she was putting on a performance. Tom was in bliss, and he let his hand run through Lunell’s hair, which felt unbelievably soft, and insubstantial.

She pulled back for a moment, continuing to stroke Tom and smiling at him coyly. Lunell was in complete control of him, and all Tom could do was stare as she slowly moved in closer to his cock, letting her breath tease him before bringing her lips back to it for a quick kiss.

“I want you to cum, Tom,” whispered Lunell. “I want you to cum all over me.”

“Lunell, oh man…” Tom moaned as she began to pump his cock in her hand and slowly lick at it, like she was trying to get it clean through the most lewd method imaginable.

Lunell pushed forward again, taking his cock into her mouth and continuing her sexual onslaught. Tom was breathing heavy, and he placed his hand on the back of her head and began to urge her further down. The pleasure was taking control of him, and he realized that if it continued to build…

“Oh, Lunell, I’m going to…” The last word never let Tom’s mouth. His cock began to explode, spraying its white hot payload into Lunell’s mouth with raw intensity. It was the first time a woman had ever done anything like that to him before, and it felt so much better than masturbating. Waves of pleasure wracked through his body, and Tom collapsed back on the bed.

“It’s working!” said Lunell. “I can feel it already!”

She leaned over Tom, letting her breasts push against his chest, and kissed him softly on the cheek.

“Thank you, Tom,” she said. “I appreciate this more than you could ever know.”

All Tom could offer in return was a look of confusion. He slowly nodded, and then looked down at his unzipped jeans, the pleasure of the orgasm fading and reality shifting back into focus.

“I should…probably get back to my room,” he said. “I might not see you when I leave tomorrow, Lunell. It was really nice getting to know you, though!”

Lunell smiled at him, and let her hand run across his cheek.

“Likewise, Tom,” she said. “Live a good life.”

After leaving her room, Tom headed straight back to the elevator. Kendra was nowhere to be seen down in the lobby, and the same strange vibe he’d gotten from the hotel before was back in full force. He tried to push it out of his head, and went up to his floor.

His mom was asleep in the bed, and didn’t wake up as he quietly opened the door and made his way over. Tom was finally tired, and this time when he slipped under the covers, sleep came easily.


CHAPTER 3

Tom could see a woman in front of him, slowly undressing. She was attractive, and there was something incredibly familiar about her. As she began to slowly unbutton her blouse, revealing a pair of big, natural breasts underneath, Tom’s cock began to ache for attention.

“Don’t worry, I’ll take care of you.” The woman spoke softly as she slowly wiggled out of the tight leggings she was wearing. Her voice was one that Tom knew that he’d heard before, but he couldn’t quite place it.

Tom realized that he was naked as the woman began to walk towards him, wearing only a sexy pair of lingerie panties, and running her hands across her body, as if presenting herself to him. He still couldn’t see her face, but whoever she was, he knew that he had to have her.

“I love you, Tom,” whispered the woman. “There’s nothing wrong with me helping you out, if you need it.”

The woman slowly lowered herself down in front of him and began to jerk him off. Tom wanted to see more of her, but her touch was pleasurable to the point of being paralyzing .He rocked his hips forward, and the woman ran her hand across his thigh.

“That’s it, just like that,” she whispered.

There were more women all around him now, all of them naked, and they began running their hands across Tom’s body. He wanted all of them, but he especially wanted the one who had her fingers around his cock. He had to see more of her, to feel more of her, and to cum with her, but it somehow felt incredibly wrong and sinful. She started to look up at him, and Tom knew that her face was about to come into view.

“Time to get up, sweetie!”

Suddenly, he was awake. His mom was already moving, dressed in a short sleeve, low cut blouse and a very short summer skirt. She was leaning over him and shaking his shoulder, and Tom could smell the flowery scent of her perfume.

“Oh, sorry mom,” said Tom. “I was having a dream…”

The details of it were fading out of his mind like sand drawings on a shore, swept away by the incoming tide. The only thing he knew for sure was that it had been about sex, and he still felt a little guilty about whatever the sex had entailed. His cock felt hot, and he realized that there was an embarrassing tent sticking up in the middle of the sheets.

Angie either didn’t notice, or was very good at ignoring it, in her understanding, motherly way. She walked over to the full length mirror on the back of the bathroom door and began brushing her hair.

“You should get dressed,” she said. “The sooner we get on the road, the sooner we’ll be home.”

Tom nodded, and slipped out of bed. He walked over to his bag and picked out some clothes, opting for a pair of cargo shorts and a t-shirt for the day.

“Where did you go last night?” asked Angie. “I woke up at one point, and you weren’t there.”

“Oh…I wasn’t?” Tom remembered the events of the night before, and his late night tryst with the strange woman. It was vivid in his mind, but a couple parts of it were so bizarre to him that he wasn’t sure if it had been a dream or not.

“Yeah,” said Angie. “Were you just in the bathroom, or…?”

“Oh yeah, now I remember,” said Tom. “I went downstairs, to get some food.”

Angie bent over to get something out of her own bag, and for a moment all Tom could do was stare at her cleavage. He silently admonished himself and tried to look away before feeling too guilty about it, but it was as though his gaze was locked onto his mom’s chest.

“Sweetie? Are you going to change?” Angie flicked her eyes up at him, with a look in them that managed to be motherly and yet strangely flirty at the same time.

“Yeah, of course!” said Tom. “Sorry mom.”

He hurried off into the bathroom and began stripping out of his pajamas. His cock was like a bar of steel, fully erect and aching for attention between his legs. Tom wondered if it was just a result of the sexual experience he had the night before, his first. It felt like more than that, though, almost as though an unnatural horniness had taken hold of his mind and body.

Tom changed into his clean clothes and then headed back out into the room. Angie had gathered their stuff by the door, and after tossing his pajamas into his clothing bag, he shouldered it and picked up another bag in his free arm.

“Ready?” asked Angie. He nodded, and the two of them headed out into the hall.

Tom felt an eager sensation in his cock as the two of them rode the elevator down to the ground floor. He focused on his breathing, feeling a little confused at how sexually frustrated he was. All he wanted, at that moment, was for another release, another moment of intense, draining pleasure.

“Hey, sweetie, are you okay?” asked Angie. She looked over at him with worried eyes, but all Tom could see was her amazing breasts and body.

“Uh, yeah,” he replied. “I just feel a little…hot, I guess.”

Angie smiled at him and ran her hand through his hair. Her touch was electric to Tom, even though she was his mother.

“I feel the same way,” she replied. “Maybe it’s the air conditioning in the building?”

The elevator door creaked open, and the two of them headed down the stairs and into the lobby. Kendra was sitting behind her desk, wearing a new dress that was just as revealing and provocative as the one she had worn the day before. She stood up as she saw them coming, and walked over.

“I hope the two of you enjoyed your stay.” Kendra stood close to Tom, a little too close for a casual conversation. He could see a challenging edge to her smile, her luscious lips coated in red, seductive lipstick. Tom admired her boobs and body, and tried to stop himself from shamefully comparing her and his mother in his mind.

“We did, thank you,” said Angie. “The room was very nice.”

“Can I interest you in breakfast? We have it delivered by one of the local catering companies every morning.” Kendra touched Tom’s hands and leaned over towards him, the cleavage of her breasts spilling into his view. He realized that he wanted her badly, and from the way she was acting, it looked like she knew it.

“No, that’s okay,” said Angie. “We really should be getting going.”

Tom reluctantly followed his mom out of the front doors of the hotel, looking back at Kendra, who waved goodbye to him with slow, sensual movements. He found himself wondering if he’d be able to make it home in the state he was in. He didn’t have to wonder for long.

“Oh my god!” cried Angie.

The minivan was still parked in the same spot they had left it in the night before, but with one major difference. All four of its tires were flat. Tom crouched low to inspect them, scratching his head with one finger as he sized up the situation.

“This is really weird,” he said. “Mom, it looks like the tires have cuts in them.”

“What?” Angie leaned over her son, unintentionally rubbing her big breasts against his back as she did. “Do you think somebody did this intentionally?”

“That’s the only explanation I can think of.” Tom ran his finger along the several inch long slit in the bottom of one of the tires. “This doesn’t just happen on its own, not on all of the wheels.”

Angie sighed, and then pulled out her phone. She tapped on it for a moment, running one of her hands through her long, soft hair.

“I don’t see any mechanics listed nearby in Westhaven,” she said. “Let’s go and ask the hotel steward if she knows about any that are close.”

Tom felt a little weird as the two of them walked back up to the hotel. He hadn’t realized it until just then, but he had calmed down in the parking lot. Now, as he walked back towards the wooden double doors of Hotel Desire, each step closer felt like it sent more blood and excitement rushing down to his cock.

“Did you two forget something?” asked Kendra , as they walked back in.

“Something happened to our tires during the night,” said Angie. “It looks like somebody popped them!”

“Hmm, that’s weird, but not unheard of,” said Kendra. “Westhaven gets its fair share of crime.”

“It doesn’t make any sense, though,” said Tom. “Why would they just cut the tires? None of the windows were broken. Nothing was stolen.”

Kendra brought a finger up to her lips and leaned back in her chair. She shifted her legs, giving Tom a brief glimpse of the red panties she was wearing underneath her dress as she uncrossed them.

“I’m so sorry that this happened,” said Kendra. “I have the number for a really good mechanic, but like most of Westhaven, they aren’t going to be back in the garage until Monday, at the soonest.”

Angie sighed and crossed her arms. She looked over at Tom and wrinkled her forehead.

“What, are we just supposed to hang out until then?” she asked.

Kendra stood up and walked around the desk and over to them. She clasped her hands together and offered an understanding smile.

“You can stay here at the hotel. It’s the least I can do, all things considered. And your stay will be on the house.”

Tom watched as his mom looked back out towards the parking lot, and then slowly nodded her head. Kendra was smiling, and patted her on the back encouragingly.

“Here, let me take your bags up to your room for you.” The attractive hotel steward reached down and relieved Angie of her luggage. “Why don’t the two of you check out the nature path we have in the back woods behind the hotel? It will help you clear your heads.”

“That sounds like a good idea, we’d love to.” Tom smiled at his mom, and she forced a smile back. He was just as frustrated as she was, in more ways than one, but knew that it could be a lot worse.

“Alright, let’s go sweetie,” said Angie. “Thank you for your kindness, Kendra.”

Tom stood close to his mom as the two of them walked out of the entrance and down the steps. She didn’t say anything, and after a minute, Tom reached over and rubbed her shoulder encouragingly.

“It will be okay, mom,” he said. She smiled at him, put her hand on top of his, and then pulled him in for a hug.

“Thanks honey,” said his mom. Her breath was hot on Tom’s neck, and it took all of his willpower and self-control to keep from grinding his hard cock into her stomach. Her breasts felt so soft against him, and more than anything he wanted to grope at them with his hands and pull them out of her shirt.

Angie stepped back from him before any of his shameful ideas could develop any further, and the two rounded the corner of the building. There was a gated patio along with a couple of tables set out in the backyard, and behind that he saw the opening between the trees that led into the woods.

“This might not end up being so bad,” said Tom. “I mean, at the very least, we should try to enjoy it. We ended up with a couple more days of vacation, for free.”

“You’re right, dear.” Angie walked in front of him, her hips swaying from side to side with every step. “Come on, let’s check out this path.”

Tom followed his mom, doing his best to not ogle her perfect butt, and to keep his hormones in check. He meant everything that he had said about the situation being a blessing in disguise, but part of him was also a little conflicted. It was Friday, and for the next two days, he and his mom would be sharing their hotel room, sleeping in the same bed, and being in tantalizingly close contact with each other.

The trees on either side of the path were tall and leafy, making a natural canopy that blocked out a portion of the sunlight overhead. Birds could be heard chirping of in the distance, and a light breeze blew through the air.

“This is nice,” said Angie. “Very quiet, and tranquil.”

“Yeah, you’re right mom.” Tom stepped forward until he was walking next to her. Angie linked her arm through his and leaned her head against his shoulder. If it wasn’t for his sex hungry, throbbing cock, it would have been a very sweet moment. Instead, Tom had to work to keep himself from letting his hands explore his mother’s body, touching her and pulling her in closer.

Something moved out of the corner of Tom’s eye, and when he turned to look, he was surprised by what he saw. There was a tiny little woman, no more than a third of his height, with green eyes and long emerald hair, staring right at him.

“Uh, mom,” he whispered. “Do you see that, over there?”

Angie turned and squinted in the direction that Tom had pointed.

“What, the trees? Is there a bird, or something?”

Another tiny little nymph woman dropped down from a nearby tree, followed by a third. Each of them looked as though they weighed no more than fifty pounds, though they all had full feminine figures, and faces that looked girlish and yet very mature at the same time.

“I…I think we should head back to the hotel,” said Tom. He was confused, and a little scared, and wondered why it was that he could see the nymphs, and his mom couldn’t.

“What? But we haven’t even started-“

Angie was interrupted in mid-sentence by the hands of one of the little nymphs. Two glowing white wings were on its back, and it hovered to the side of Tom’s mom with them and began to slip her blouse open.

“Mom!” Tom tried to pull her away, but the creature was strong, and another one had grabbed him by his leg.

“This is so strange, my shirt just ripped on its own…” Angie looked down at her exposed cleavage, her large breasts covered only by a tiny bra. Tom tried not to enjoy the sight too much, his cock beginning to get even more shamefully excited at the illicit situation.

“Let’s go! We can get you a change of clothes when we get back to the…” Tom trailed off in midsentence, and realized that the nymph nearest to him had begun stroking his bulge through his pants with her tiny hands. It felt amazing, and his mind fogged over with lust.

“Oh, my! What is going on?” Angie had problems of her own to deal with. The nymphs were slowly stripping her naked, pulling her blouse completely off and unzipping the back of her skirt. She grabbed at her clothes, but without being able to see the creatures, it was a wasted effort.

“Mom, just…start walking back down the trail,” said Tom. “I…I’ll meet up with you in a second.”

The nymph that was rubbing his hard on had magically soft fingers, and though it made him feel incredibly ashamed, he didn’t want it to stop until he had found his release. Tom blushed and held his hands behind his back, and then began to panic as the creature started sliding his shorts down to the ground.

“Nooooooo!” Angie was fighting to keep her bra on. One of the nymphs was floating behind her, trying to pull the unhooked garment out of her grasp. Tom watched in disbelief as his mom blushed and fought to preserve her modesty.

He felt the gentle wind on his naked cock, and realized that he was in trouble, too. The nymph had pulled it out through the flap of his boxers, and it was now fully engorged and visible. Tom blushed and made a feeble show of covering himself up, still too much of a slave to his desires to try to stop the nymph from stroking him with her tiny hands.

“Tom, look away!” cried Angie. “My clothes…I don’t understand it, but they’re coming off!”

Tom couldn’t have taken his eyes off his mom if he had tried. She was almost completely naked now, with one arm wrapped around her big, gorgeous breasts, and the other trying to keep the nymphs from pulling down her panties.

“Oh god, mom!” said Tom. “We, we have to get back to the hotel!”

He broke free from the erotic trap, pushing the nymph on his cock off him. His shame and embarrassment had become a source of motivation, pushing him to find a way to deal with the situation before he came right in front of his own mother, something that he’d never be able to live down.

Tom grabbed as much of their clothing as he could, and then wrapped his arms around his mom and began pulling her away from the nymphs and back towards the clearing. His body responded the way any red blooded male’s would to having her so close, her naked tits pressed against his flesh, and his hard cock rubbing along her leg.

“Quick, Tom!” yelled Angie. “Let’s get inside.”

They made it out of the forest and separated in a nick of time. Tom had been on the verge of cumming from the excitement, which would have changed things irrevocably. He looked back into the forest, and then at his mom.

Angie was quickly getting dressed, but Tom noticed a tiny wet spot against her leg before she pulled her skirt on. It was from him, precum from the tip of his cock, and he began to blush furiously when he realized it. His mom was much more composed, and worked to fix her hair and calm herself down as she pulled her blouse on.

“Okay, that was really weird, but let’s just try to move on from it.” She reached her hand out and ruffled Tom’s hair. He realized that he was still wearing only his boxers, and quickly started pulling his shorts on.

“Yeah mom, I don’t know what happened,” said Tom. “I…I didn’t see anything, though. I mean, I wasn’t looking at you.”

Angie’s cheeks flushed red, but she smiled and nodded to her son as though she planned to take his word for it. She leaned over and kissed him softly on the cheek.

“Let’s just head back into the hotel,” she said. “We haven’t eaten breakfast yet.”

Tom finished putting his clothes on, and followed her around to the front of the building, trying to push the thoughts of what could have happened if they’d stayed in the forest a minute longer out of his head.


CHAPTER 4

Tom and his mother spent the next couple of hours milling around the hotel. Kendra had set up a table in the dining room with catered brunch, and after eating their fill, they returned to their room.

It was an awkward situation for Tom, made only harder by the intense urges that felt like they were determined to continue torturing him. Angie didn’t say much, and just twiddled her hair as she read a book that she’d brought with her on the bed.

Tom could see that his mother’s face was a little flushed, and every so often, he would catch her sneaking glances at his package out of the corner of his eye. He began to wonder if the same illicit horniness that he’d been plagued by had spread to her, catalyzed by the events in the forest.

“I’m going to head downstairs for a bit,” said Tom. He’d been watching TV for a while, and was beginning to get sick of it. Angie looked over at him from the bed, and for a moment, Tom was reminded of her clothes being stripped off by the strange nymphs outside. He wondered why he had seen them, and she hadn’t.

“Alright honey,” said Angie. “I’ll meet you in the dining hall for dinner later on.”

Tom headed out into the hall and took the elevator down the ground floor. He found himself wondering if Lunell might still be around, and his cock jumped at the idea of having another encounter with her.

The doors opened, and he stepped out. Tom considered heading down the hallway towards her room, but something caught his eye before he could start to move.

“Hey there,” said Kendra. She was sitting behind the front desk, her legs crossed over each other, looking like she was trying to be a piece of beautiful eye candy for anyone who happened in through the entrance.

“Oh, hey Kendra.” Tom felt his legs moving almost with a will of their own, carrying him down the stairs and over to where she was sitting. The hotel steward had a very suggestive smile on her face, and she leaned forward and wrote something down in the hotel ledger, putting her cleavage on display for him.

“I should apologize again for the situation you and your mom ended up in.” Kendra got up from her desk and slowly walked over to him, getting in close.

“Oh, it’s no trouble,” said Tom. “I wasn’t really in all that much of a hurry, anyway.”

“Well really, if there’s anything I can do…” Kendra placed one of her hands on Tom’s chest and leaned in to him, a combination that sent erotic fire coursing through his body. “Just let me know. Anything at all.”

The moment hung for a second, long enough for the titillating tension between them to become almost palpable on their air. And then, Kendra stepped back. She walked over to her desk and leaned back against it, crossing her legs and giving Tom a very feminine look of knowing.

“Uh, thanks,” said Tom. “I really appreciate that.”

He wasn’t sure what to say, and began to nervously glance around the lobby. It felt just as empty as when he and his mom had originally checked in, and Tom began to wonder just how it had all come to be in the first place.

“The Desire family was very interested in having this hotel built.” Kendra was still smiling at him, and spoke as though she could read his mind. “They took a special interest in Westhaven, and used it as a meeting place for their extended family and friends.”

Tom nodded slowly. There was something about Kendra that set him slightly on edge. He had noticed it with Lunell, as well, and thinking about it made him feel strange, and suspicious.

“Is Lunell a member of the Desire family?” asked Tom. “I met her last night, and she had a special room, on the second floor.”

Kendra nodded.

“She’s the heir to the Desire fortune. I’m not surprised that she didn’t tell you. She’s grown to be…very withdrawn, over the course of her life. Other than yours truly, she’s the hotel’s only other permanent resident.”

Tom scratched his head with a finger. Her answer was what he had expected, but it made the situation eve more confusing to him, rather than less.

“It just feels a little strange to me, that she’d be living in the hotel on her own,” said Tom.

“You could say that she’s tied to it by circumstance,” said Kendra. “Hotel Desire is…a very special place.”

She took a step forward again, and Tom became acutely aware of just how gorgeous her body was. Kendra stared into his eyes as she walked towards him, slowly getting closer, and closer, until she was almost pressed up against him.

“I just want to let you know one last time, Tom,” whispered Kendra. “There is so much that I could help you out with…if you’re interested.”

She let her hand slide down the side of his chest, and then across his thigh. Tom’s cock began to spring to attention as the older woman’s soft fingers slowly began to caress it. He let out a silent moan, and felt his resolve give away.

“Okay,” he said. “I…I would like your help.”

He felt strange saying it out loud, as though he was giving in to something very illicit and forbidden. The way Kendra was acting made him feel weird, as though he was being hunted, and pursued. For a woman as attractive as her to be interested in him, it was a complete role reversal.

“Come with me, Tom.” Kendra let her fingers grab onto his now rock hard cock, and began to slowly lead him into the downstairs dining room. She pushed him over to the regally decorated table, and guided him into a chair.

“I get so lonely working the front desk all of the time,” whispered Kendra. “It’s not often that I get a young, handsome guest, willing to play.”

She guided Tom’s hand to her breasts, and he began to grope at them, his horniness becoming the overriding emotion in his mind. They were so big, and so soft, and as Kendra sat herself down on his lap, he almost couldn’t believe that it was really happening.

“Kendra…” Tom whispered. “Are you sure?”

She laughed, and then pushed his head down into her luscious tits.

“Are you asking me that because you think I’m toying with you, or because I’m old enough to be your mother?”

Tom didn’t have an answer, but Kendra didn’t look as though she needed one. She began kissing him softly on the neck and cheek, and then pushed her lips against his and began to grind herself on him passionately.

She slowly slid her body down his lap, making it very clear to him that she was the one in control, and slipped his shorts down to the floor. Tom’s cock was pushing out against his boxers, leaving a tiny wet spot on the fabric. Kendra brought her face right in front of it and gave it a squeeze that sent shivers of pleasure up his spine.

“Oh, you have a nice one,” she whispered. “So very nice, for such a young boy.”

She started kissing and licking it through the cloth of his boxers, and Tom felt his urges taking complete control. He wanted it so bad, and seeing her use her big, sexy lips on his dick, even if it was through the barrier of his underwear, was one of the most erotic things he’d ever experienced.

“I’m going to suck you cock, Tom,” whispered Kendra. “And I want you to cum for me…”

Kendra pulled the top of her dress down, revealing her big, bra clad breasts, and then slipped Tom’s cock out through the flap of his boxers. He reached down to unhook the clasp of Kendra’s bra, but she swatted his hand away.

“Not so fast,” she said. “I decide when you get to see these. But there is something I can do for you, with them.”

Tom watched as Kendra slowly lifted up her bosom and brought it down on his crotch, letting her boobs take his rock hard member in between them. It felt incredible, and when Tom saw the head of his penis pop out in front of Kendra’s face on the other side of them, he groaned in pleasure.

“I’m not usually this forward, not even with young studs like you,” whispered Kendra. “I hope you realize just how lucky of a boy you are, Tom.”

The older woman slowly began to move her chest up and down, stroking Tom off with her boobs. It felt unlike anything he had experienced before, almost as though two sexy, soft pillows of seduction had been assigned to get him off at all costs.

Kendra had the look of a siren in her eyes, and Tom wondered if she really even actually planned on letting him cum, or just wanted to torture him. He wanted to see her naked body, and do more things to her, but the hotel steward was very intent on keeping her hold on him.

“I wonder how long you’ll be able to hold out if I do…” Kendra brought her mouth right to the edge of his cock. “This.”

She stuck out her tongue, and licked a tiny pearl of precum off the head of Tom’s member. He moaned, and reached for the back of Kendra’s head. She swatted his hand away again and laughed.

“Is this what you want, Tom?” She gave his cock a tender kiss, and then began to slowly suck, still pushing her breasts around his cock and effectively jerking him off with them at the same time.

“Oh god, Kendra,” moaned Tom. “This…this feels.”

She flicked her eyes up at him and began to suck with enthusiasm. It was awesome, and Tom knew that there was no way he could last very long, under the circumstances. Kendra was sucking on his cock like a porn star, giving him the type of sexual pleasure that most guys can only dream about.

“Oh man,” said Tom. “Oh Kendra, I’m gonna…if you keep going, I’m going to…”

Right as he was about to say the last word, Tom heard something that flipped the entire situation on its head.

“Tom? Are you down here?” Angie was heading down the stairs, headed right their way. Kendra kept sucking, as though she didn’t want to stop, and it took all of Tom’s willpower to pull his cock out from the warm confines of her breasts.

“She can’t catch us!” whispered Tom.

“Why not? Are you afraid that your mommy might not like what we’ve been up to?” She smiled evilly at him, but pulled her dress back up, and took a seat beside him at the dining room table. Tom didn’t have time to get his shorts all the way up, but he pushed his chair in so that everything below his waist was hidden by the overhanging table cloth.

“Oh, there you are,” said Angie. “Why didn’t you answer me when I called?”

“I’m sorry mom, I was just…” Tom trailed off as his mind fumbled for an excuse. “Talking to Kendra about the history of the hotel.”

“Oh,” said Angie. “Well, thanks Kendra. You’ve been so helpful, even when it comes to keeping my son from getting bored.”

“Oh, of course Angie.” Kendra smiled innocently at Tom’s mom and began to slide her hand across his thigh, hidden from view. “I have been keeping him quite entertained.

Kendra wrapped her fingers around Tom’s cock and slowly began to pump it up and down. He felt his face turn bright red, and tried to keep his facial expression from reflecting the silent, pleasurable hell that Kendra was putting him through.

“Oh…” said Angie. “Well, okay then.”

There was a brief pause, during which Kendra continued stroking Tom off. He wanted to say something to send his mom away, but it was almost impossible to focus with his mind so completely consumed with thoughts of sex. He looked over at his mom and couldn’t help but stare at her beautiful body.

“Tom, do you want to go eat dinner soon?” asked Angie. “I saw the catering in the other dining room that was dropped off.”

“Yeah mom, I will, in just a second,” said Tom, breathing heavy. “Maybe…maybe you should go ahead, and I’ll meet you in there.”

Angie gave her son a curious look. Tom tried to keep an innocent smile on his face, but it was hard to do anything other than be a slave to Kendra and the intense pleasure of her hand, stroking him off.

“You know, I might join the two of you after,” said Kendra. “I’ve had such a hard day. In fact, I was telling Tom about how hard it was.”

Tom let out a silent moan.

“Yeah, she told me that it was so hard.” Tom’s cock was aching for release, but it made him feel conflicted and a little disgusting.

“I wouldn’t mind eating something, not at all.” Kendra moved her free arm and accidentally knocked a salt shaker off the table. “Whoops, clumsy me!”

She dropped down to her knees and slipped under the table cloth. Tom hoped that she wasn’t about to do what he feared that she was going to do. It only took a second for him to get his answer, as something warm and wet wrapped around the head of his cock.

“Okay, well let’s head over together,” said Angie. “Come on, Tom.”

“Uh, just a second, mom.” Tom tried not to fidget from the intense pleasure as Kendra sucked him off with all of her skill. She was moving her lips fast across the flesh of his rod, and he was sure that his mom was going to overhear the lewd slurping noises coming from under the table.

“Tom? Are you feeling okay?” Angie walked over to him and set the back of her hand on Tom’s forehead, and he felt himself go beyond his limit.

His cock exploded, shooting cum deep into Kendra’s mouth, who swallowed it all with quick efficiency. She pulled her mouth off his member after the first few spurts, and politely pulled Tom’s shorts back up to his waist.

“There it is!” she said. “That thing rolled all over the place.”

Kendra popped back up from under the table, and smiled to both of them. Angie looked confused, but as Tom pulled himself up to his feet, she smiled and rubbed his hair. The pleasure shooting through his body made him feel almost delirious, and he tried to avoid his mom’s eyes.

“I think you might be coming down with something, sweetie,” said Angie. “I’ll have to take care of you tonight.”

Tom nodded. Strangely, even though he had just came, his cock was still hard, and just looking at his mom was enough to make it ache with desire.


CHAPTER 5

Dinner that night was a small, quiet affair. There was a variety of food to choose from, but the dining hall felt empty. Tom and Angie sat at a smaller table with Kendra, and each of them had to walk by rows of empty chairs and vacancies to get where the cafeteria line was in the hall.

“I always enjoy it when we have guests here,” said Kendra. “As the two of you can imagine, it feels a little weird eating in this room when it’s just you.”

“Yeah, that sounds challenging,” said Angie.

Tom was surprised by how well his mom and the hotel steward had begun to get along. He felt awkward sitting there with the two of them, as if the elephant in the room was threatening to crush him under its weight. Kendra’s luscious lips smiled, and talked, and played the part of the kind hotel steward without hesitation.

If his mom knew what had happened between the two of them, Tom had no idea how she would react. He knew in his mind that it would be a disaster, but strangely, his cock began to harden at the thought of it. He pictured what the look on his mom’s face would have been if she’d caught them, his cock buried into her mouth, Kendra’s tongue giving his rod a very illicit, sexual massage.

Angie yawned, and Tom was brought back to reality.

“It’s late, we should really be getting to bed.” She stood up, and moved to clear her empty plate.

“Oh no, let me handle that,” said Kendra. “You are guests here at the hotel, please.”

Angie smiled at her, and then looked over at Tom. He was also beginning to feel a little bit tired. The day had drained him, more so mentally than physically. He wondered if he would be able to endure the rest of the weekend, now that the situation had become so complicated.

“Are you ready, Tom?” asked Angie.

“Yeah mom,” he answered. “Let’s go.”

The two of them rode the elevator up to their floor, and headed into their room. Angie walked over and sat down on the bed, and after a moment, Tom remembered what the sleeping arrangement was going to be. They were still sharing a bed.

“I took a shower earlier, sweetie,” said Angie. “You can jump in before bed, if you want.”

“Okay…that sounds good, mom.” Tom smiled at her, and then grabbed a change of clothes out of his bag.

He was interested in taking a shower for another reason beyond just getting clean. Last night had been impossible for him to weather, with his mom’s gorgeous, barely clothed body so close to him. He didn’t understand just why he was so shamefully aware of her as a woman, but Tom wasn’t interested in repeating the exercise in self-control again.

Tom shut the bathroom door behind him, and then started the shower water running as he stripped out of his clothes. Even just thinking about his mom in passing had been enough to bring his cock to half-mast. It was begging for attention, and now was the time to give it some.

The whole situation at the hotel, and just how wildly his hormones had been reacting to every stimulus placed in front of him, was confusing to Tom. It was as though his sex drive had been set to overdrive, and the painful, aching effects of not being able to constantly get release were multiplied along with it.

He climbed into the shower, feeling the warm water rain down on his skin. The steam began to condense on the mirror, and Tom felt his hand drift down and wrap around his member. He began to stroke himself off, slowly and gently.

Strange thoughts began to invade his mind. He remembered his mom in the shower from the night before, and how badly he had wanted to see and feel her naked body. He saw the image of her outside in the forest, blushing and desperately trying to cover up her nudity and keep him, her son, from seeing just how gorgeous and sexy she really was.

Tom felt dirty and guilty, but his cock was throbbing with erotic pleasure. He tried to focus his thoughts elsewhere, but they kept coming back to his mother, her busty, off limits breasts, and her perfect butt, and the loving smile she so often had on her face when she talked to him.

“Tom? You forgot your towel.” Angie had opened the door and stepped into the bathroom before he could saw anything in response. Tom turned toward the door, and inadvertently pulled open the shower curtain, putting himself on full display for his mom.

There was a tense silence in the air, with only the sound of the water splattering on the shower floor in the background. Angie’s face went red, and she brought one hand to her mouth. Her eyes were locked onto Tom’s cock, which was at its full length and throbbing with excitement.

“Mom…” said Tom. He didn’t know what do, or how to play the situation off as something normal. It was just too weird, and too far outside the realm of what he was used to.

Angie walked over to the shower slowly, her breasts bouncing with supple elegance after every step. She bent over to put the towel on the rack, showing off her perfect butt for her son, which was only barely covered by the tiny skirt she had on. Tom felt her body calling to him, and for a moment, he listened.

“There you go sweetie,” whispered Angie. “For when you’re done you’re shower.”

She stared at him, and Tom stared at her. He wanted to step out of the shower and push himself up against her. He wanted her, and the only thing holding him back was the intense guilt and shame in the back of his mind, and the simple fact of the matter. She was his mother.

Angie was the first to step away, her eyes blinking and her smile fading as though she was coming out of a trance. She was back to being his mom, in control and in charge, and quickly walked out of the bathroom without looking back.

Tom had a moment of regret of his own. The two of them would be sharing a bed that night, and all he had done was make it more awkward for them. He leaned against the bathroom wall, shut the shower curtain, and finished cleaning himself up.

His cock still ached between his legs, but he was afraid to touch it. He was ashamed by how he had been thinking about his mom, and how he had been looking at her. It was terrible for a son to lust after their mother like that, and he promised himself that he would never do it again, even as his cock throbbed at the idea.

Tom finished his shower quickly and dried off. He changed into the pajamas he had brought in with him, cursing at how impossible it was to conceal a hard on wearing sweatpants, and then walked out of the bathroom.

Angie had changed into her own nightwear, a small, sheer nightgown that would have made her breasts visible underneath if it wasn’t for her bra. She was reading a book in bed, and gave him an embarrassed smile as he walked over.

“Tom…” whispered his mom. “I think we should talk.”

Tom felt so ashamed that he almost wanted to die. It was hard enough for him to live with his overcharged hormones without having to discuss them with his own mother.

“Mom, I’m sorry,” he said. “I didn’t realize that you were just…going to come in like that.”

He sat down on the bed, and Angie shifted so she was sitting next to him. She brought one of her hands down on his thigh, and Tom felt a perverse sexual tension settle onto the air.

“I should be apologizing for that.” Angie slowly rubbed her hand across his leg as she talked, unaware of just how much it tortured Tom. “You did the same thing to me last night, I guess it was my turn.”

Tom didn’t say anything. He could smell his mom’s perfume, the same one she had always worn for as long as he could remember. It reminded him of being a kid, and having her give him hugs, kisses on the cheek, and backrubs.

“I…saw you, in there,” whispered Angie. “The state you were in, I mean…”

“Mom, I can explain!” Tom felt his cheeks heat up as he turned to her. “For the past few days, I’ve just been-“

“Shh…” Angie brought one of her fingers to his lips in a way that somehow managed to be both motherly and seductive. “It’s okay, sweetie, it’s okay. I understand how guys work.”

As she finished her sentence, her hand shifted, and came to a rest right on top of Tom’s hard package. His heart began to beat faster, and a wave of illicit pleasure shot through his body.

“Which is why I think…I can’t believe I’m about to say this.” Angie gently rubbed and squeezed his hard on as she spoke. “I think I should take care of you, Tom.”

“But…Mom…” Tom could barely get any words out, and wasn’t sure how to react. All he knew is that the way it felt to have her hand on his cock, gently rubbing and feeling his hardness, went miles beyond anything he had ever experienced before.

“It’s okay, honey,” whispered Angie. “I’m your mom. I’ve seen you naked before. I realize this seems a little different…but in a lot of ways, it’s not.”

She ran one of her fingers along the waist band of his sweatpants and then slowly pulled them down. Tom’s cock popped out into the open as though it couldn’t wait for her to get started, and precum oozed out of the tip as if to emphasize just how sexually charged it was.

All of this only made Tom feel even more embarrassed. He wasn’t just open to the idea of his mom taking care of him, he desired it. He desired her, as ashamed as it made him feel. He tried to push the thoughts out of his head, but found it to be impossible as Angie slowly kneeled down in front of him and brought her hand closer to his tool.

“I love you, sweetie,” whispered his mom. “If this is what it takes for you to get a goodnight’s sleep, I don’t mind.”

She wrapped her hand around Tom’s cock, and he felt his body almost give in and cum instantly.

“Oh god, mom,” moaned Tom.

“Mommy’s going to take care of you,” she whispered. “I already help you out with so many things, why does this have to be any different?”

Tom could see the outline of his mom’s big breasts through her gown, and stared down at them. He wanted to grab and grope at them, and stick his cock in between them, just like he’d done with Kendra. The realization sparked a primal conflict in his mind, and he tried to keep his thoughts under control.

“Is it working, sweetie?” asked Angie. “Does it feel good?”

“Oh mom, it feels so good!” Tom was breathing heavy, and his mom began to speed up the pace. She brought her face close to his cock, and he could feel her breath hot against the sensitive skin.

Tom couldn’t resist pushing his hips forward in a desperate attempt to get her to take him into her mouth, but his mom just smiled and pulled her face back. She rubbed her thumb over the head of his cock, and then began to pump faster.

“Just let me know when you’re close, sweetie,” whispered Angie. “Just give mommy a sign.”

It was as though she was totally in sync with her son’s body and sexual state. Tom began to nod vigorously and tapped her on the shoulder, feeling the cum beginning to explode out of his cock. Angie stood up slightly, but as Tom’s seed spurted out and mind numbingly intense pleasure swept over his body, one of his hot white strings shot up with enough power to hit her on the bottom of her chin.

“Oh wow!” said Angie. “Looks like we have a bit of a mess to clean up.”

Tom could barely hear her. He was collapsed back on the bed, overwhelmed by orgasmic bliss. Nothing had ever felt that good before. He wasn’t sure if it was possible for anything else to feel that good. And it was all because of his sweet, innocent mom.

As his mind slowly began to think again, the reality of the situation descended over Tom. He felt bad, and not just because he and his mom had crossed a line. He felt bad and incredibly ashamed, because he wanted more.

“Mom…” said Tom. “I-“

“Honey, let’s just both go to bed.” Angie had cleaned herself off and climbed under the covers. “You don’t need to say anything. I love you, and this was something that you needed. We don’t have to talk about it.”

Tom nodded, and then walked over and turned off the overhead light. He climbed under the covers next to his mom, his body feeling drained and relieved for the first time since the two of them had come to the hotel. He closed his eyes, and fell asleep.


CHAPTER 6

The bed was warm and welcoming when Tom woke up. He slowly opened his eyes, and reached his arm out next to him, only to find an empty space. His mom had already gotten up, and judging from the silence of the hotel room, he knew he was alone.

Tom swung his legs off the side of the bed and stood to his feet. His cock was hard, like it had been the previous morning at the hotel, but there was something else effecting him beyond just that. The memory from the night before manifested itself in a way that felt physical, causing his whole body to throb with every movement, as though all of his skin was just as sensitive as his hard on.

He forced himself to get dressed, throwing on a t-shirt and shorts again, and then headed out into the hall. He was beginning to adjust to the atmosphere of Hotel Desire. The hallways were empty and old, but heading through them no longer felt creepy, more like he was exploring the mostly abandoned house of a long since passed grandparent.

Tom took the elevator down to the first floor. He could hear voices coming from the dining room as he stepped off it, and followed them. Kendra and his mother were sitting together at one of the tables in the dining hall, eating breakfast. They smiled as he walked over, and Kendra stood up to get him a plate.

“Hey sweetie,” said Angie. “Did you sleep well last night?”

It was impossible for Tom to meet her eye without having a flashback of the intense pleasure that she had brought him right before they’d gone to sleep. She was still his mom, but their relationship felt ever so slightly different, closer, almost.

“Yeah, I did,” said Tom. “Thanks mom. What’s for breakfast?”

“Waffles, fruit salad, and bacon,” said Angie. “Can you make do with that?”

Kendra walked over to the table and set a plate loaded with all of the aforementioned down in front of him. Tom took a seat and started eating.

“I was just telling your mother about some of the hotel’s lesser known attractions,” said Kendra. “I figure with the two of you essentially stranded here, you might start getting bored if I didn’t.”

Tom was only half listening to her. He hadn’t realized how hungry he actually was, and had begun digging into the food like a starving animal. He smiled as the thought passed through his mind, wondering if it was that far off from the truth, given his mood and behavior over the course of the past few days.

“There is a game room down in the basement, Tom,” said Kendra. “We’ve actually done a surprising amount in the past few years to it. Some of the games…well, let’s just say that there is a lot of variety in the entertainment offered here.”

Tom looked up at her and furrowed his brow. Kendra was wearing a tight dress that managed to look professional and seductive at the same time. It was the type that he could imagine the hostess of a high class brothel wearing behind the check in desk, and contrasted sharply against the small t-shirt and casual yoga pants that Angie had on.

“Alright, thanks Kendra,” said Tom. “I’ll go check it out once I’m done eating.”

She smiled at him, and as their eyes met, Tom felt a charge of electricity blink through his body. He found himself wondering if he would be alone in the game room, or if it was just a pretense to get him somewhere secluded so that Kendra could sneak off in meet up with him. In that case, he figured that he would have to check it out.

Surprisingly, Kendra and his mother were getting along fantastically. He listened to the two of them joke with each other and talk about everything from their childhood to interior decorating. Tom wondered just how much of it had to do with him, at least on Kendra’s behalf, and felt a little awkward being the third wheel.

“Alright, I’ll see you two later.” Tom pushed his plate forward and stood up from the dining hall table.

“See you later, Tom,” the two of them chimed in unison.

The stairs leading down to the game room were at the end of the hall that ran past the elevator. Tom headed down them, and wondered why they hadn’t just extended the elevator down to the bottom level. The air grew cooler as he went dropped further with each step, and a musky, but not unwelcome scent filled the air.

The game room was larger than he had been expecting. There was a green shag carpet covering the floor that was segmented, and looked like it had been cut to match the precise layout of the room. Tom could see why this was necessary as his eyes browsed the selection of games that the room had to offer.

The basic ones that he had expected were all there. He saw a pool table, ping pong, air hockey, a couple of smaller tables for cards and chess boards, but that wasn’t all that the den had to offer. Along each of the walls were arcade machines, dozens of them, enough to make Tom’s mouth begin to salivate.

Strangely, many of them looked to be quite recent models. Tom wondered if that’s what Kendra had meant when she said that it had been renovated. He slowly began to move through the room, taking a good look at each arcade cabinet he passed.

A lot of them were standard, coin operated arcade machines that looked like they would work best with two players. Tom wondered if he could convince his mom, Kendra, or maybe even Lunell, to come down and give one of them a try with him.

As he went further into the room, the games got bigger, and more immersive. There were jet ski and motocross simulators, a number of shooters with realistic plastic weapons to use as controllers, and a couple that looked like boxes that had to be climbed directly into.

Tom came to a stop in front of one in the very back of the room. A large curtain was covering the entrance, and there were no designs or pictures on the outside to suggest what the game might be. He walked over to it, and feeling his curiosity build, climbed inside.

There was a padded seat inside of the game cab, with arm rests on either side. Tom sat down in it, and noticed that there was a lap cover that pulled down from the wall across from it, almost like the harness in a roller coaster, but for his legs and crotch. He snapped it into place, feeling it fit to his legs and inner thighs firmly.

There was also a headset with goggles and a cord extending from the back of it dangling from a hook near the door. Tom took it and put in on his head, adjusting it until it fit snugly. There was a button on the side of it, and without really thinking much about it, Tom pushed it.

“Welcome to the Pleasure Zone.” A beautiful female voice spoke softly in his ear, and a screen inside the goggles flickered to life. Tom flinched back slightly, and then slowly focused in on what the headset was showing him.

He was in a room full of some of the most attractive women that he’d ever seen. They were all dressed in distinctly different outfits, some as nurses, teachers, police women, school girls, belly dancers, and several more that Tom couldn’t immediately identify.

The goggles tracked the movement of his head, and as he looked around the room, he couldn’t tell if the women were real, prerecorded images, or computer generated. It gave him an odd, unnerving sensation, one that was only offset by the sexy, inviting expressions on all of the women’s faces.

“Please select your partner by reaching your hand out and pointing,” said the female voice.

Tom suddenly felt awkward, and embarrassed. He realized that this was what Kendra had been talking about when she mentioned the game room, and it made him blush.

Nevertheless, he was curious to see just what the simulation would entail, and ended up reaching his finger forward and pointing to one of the attractive, busty, older teacher women, one that looked and awful lot like his English instructor back home.

“Hi there big boy, my name is Mrs. Maxwell.” The teacher smiled and slowly walked over to him, flicking her hair back as she did. Tom felt his cock beginning to harden slightly, which pushed it up against the lap cover and made him feel even more embarrassed and perverted.

“Uh, I’m not so sure about this,” he said out loud. It made him feel foolish, as though he was trying to reason with the simulation, but it was convincing enough that it felt like the natural thing to do.

“I’m going to take care of all of your needs,” said the teacher. “Even if you did forget your homework.”

The virtual woman slowly lowered her hand down to one of the virtual legs that Tom could see when he looked down in the simulation, and surprisingly, the lap cover began to vibrate to simulate the touch. Tom felt his heart beginning to beat faster, and thought about taking the helmet off.

Mrs. Maxwell smiled at him devilishly and slowly slid her hand onto his cock. The vibration felt nothing like a real woman’s touch, but it was still of a nature that caused his cock to twitch with excitement.

“Does that feel good, or would you like more?” asked Mrs. Maxwell.

Tom blushed, but felt his mouth moving to respond.

“More,” he said.

Mrs. Maxwell smiled even more broadly, and then waved to some of the other virtual women in the back of the simulated room. They skipped over, and soon enough their hands were rubbing alongside hers, sending a dangerous amount of pleasure and excitement through Tom’s cock.

“Now, we can keep doing it, just like this,” whispered Mrs. Maxwell. “Or if you like, we can show you a little more.”

“More,” said Tom. He tried not to feel too ashamed of himself for enjoying the simulation, and decided to just go with it.

The women began to strip off their clothes in unison. There was more naked female flesh in front of Tom’s eyes than he had ever seen before in his life. Mrs. Maxwell was standing the closest to him, and her big, well-proportioned breasts hung just inches from his face.

All of the women began rubbing their hands along Tom’s crotch, not jerking him off directly but stroking the top of his cock in a way that was perfectly simulated by the vibration of the machine. He was confused at just how effective it was at fooling his senses, and felt himself begin to give into the experience in the same way he had to real sexual encounters over the past few days.

“We are all here for you,” said Mrs. Maxwell. “Our only job is to make you feel good. Do you feel good?”

Tom nodded, and watched as the attractive, naked teacher began to rub her butt on his crotch. It felt amazing, and he began to get a little nervous that it might go too far, and he might have an accident. He decided that it wasn’t worth taking the risk, and reached his head up to take the helmet off.

A small wave of panic went through him as he tried and failed to pull the headset off his face. It had secured itself snugly against his head, and felt like it tightened the more he pulled at it. Tom reached down and tried to lift up the lap cover, but it was the same, and wouldn’t budge.

“What...the hell?” Tom watched as more of the women moved in closer.

“Not yet,” said Mrs. Maxwell. “We aren’t done yet, Tom.”

“I…I never told you my name!” said Tom.

Strangely, one of the women in the simulation began to unzip the pants of his virtual body, and Tom felt it much more vividly and intensely than he had with the vibrations before. Mrs. Maxwell pushed forward, pushing her beautiful breasts into his face, and Tom could feel them against him.

“We are your sex slaves, Tom,” she whispered. “This is what we live for.”

One of the naked women, a nurse, brought her lips up to his cock and slowly began to jerk him off and lick the head of it. Tom felt it as though it was really happening, and gasped in surprise. She slowly pulled his cock into her mouth and began to suck, and Tom could feel the wetness of her mouth.

“Oh god…” he moaned. “How is this happening?”

Mrs. Maxwell smiled at him and dropped down to her knees. There were at least five or six women, all of them licking and sucking at his cock. Tom reached his hand down and touched them, feeling their soft hair and breasts as though they were really there.

“Go ahead Tom, do it,” whispered Mrs. Maxwell. “We want you to do it, Tom, and keep doing it…”

“No, I can’t!” Tom could feel that he was on the verge of cumming, but tried to resist. It felt sick and perverse to be so caught up in the game, and he felt as though if it managed to get him off, he would lose himself to it.

“Do it Tom. Do it!” All of the women were chanting now, and moaning, and licking his cock. Mrs. Maxwell finally moved into position and took all of him into her mouth, sucking with a vacuum seal that gave him warm wet, and overwhelming pleasure.

“Oh man!” Tom jerked his hips forward and began to spray his load right as Mrs. Maxwell pulled her head back. His cum blasted out in spurts that looked like they came from a fire hose, soaking the women in cum and creating a scene that was massively exaggerated and fantastically impossible, captivating him with its eroticism.

And then, all of the sudden, the headset was pulled off. Tom jerked wildly, looking around the real inside of the game compartment and breathing heavy.

“Yeah, most of the guys who come here get pretty into it.” Lunell’s head and arms were leaned in through the curtain, and she was smiling at him.

“What…how did that…where was I?” Tom still couldn’t believe it, and looked down at his hands and crotch as though still expecting the women to be there.

“It’s too complicated to explain,” said Lunell. “Just another one of the secrets of the hotel.”

Tom looked down at his legs. The lap cover had lifted back into his original position. He expected his crotch to be wet, but strangely, it was still completely clean and dry, as if none of it had ever happened. He looked up at Lunell, and realized that she had walked away from him.

“Hey, hold on!” Tom Jumped up and out through the curtain, making his way back into the main gaming room just in time to see something else that made absolutely no sense to his eyes.

Lunell was disappearing through a wall. He only saw it for a split second, but he was sure of it. The back of her body, glowing a faint, bluish hue, had disappeared against the wall. Tom blinked several times, and began to wonder if he was still dreaming.

“What the hell…is going on here?” he asked himself.

He slowly walked across the room and over to where she had disappeared through. A short distance away was something that looked very out of place, given the nature of the room. It was a large bookcase full of very old looking books.

Tom stepped up to it, and stared at it for a moment. One of the volumes was free of the thin layer of the dust that coated the rest of them, and his hand was instinctively drawn towards it. He reached out and tried to pull it off the shelf, and surprisingly, the entire wooden bookshelf slid to the side, revealing a small passage behind it, just large enough for him to fit through.


CHAPTER 7

The passageway led to a staircase that was only dimly lit by a single lightbulb hanging from a wire attached to the ceiling. Tom walked down it slowly, feeling increasingly unsure about what he was doing and what he would find with every step.

At the bottom, the stairs spilled out into a strange chamber. It looked less like the basement or cellar that Tom had been expecting, and more like some type of dungeon. There were a number of chains hanging from the walls and rafters, odd looking jars and containers on huge shelves, and a couple of cages. As Tom quickly noticed, not all of them were empty.

“Who are you?” A busty, red haired woman whispered to Tom from the cage furthest from the staircase. She was clad only in a tiny black bra and panties, and gripped the bars on the door of her tiny cell tightly.

“What?” asked Tom. “What’s going on here?”

“Quick, you have to help me!” The woman reached her arm out of the cage and pointed to one of the tables, an action that caused her big breasts to squeeze in between the bars. “There should be a key on that table, you have to…Oh no!”

Tom heard the noise at the same time she did. It was coming from another room connected to the cellar, and after a moment, a door on one of the side walls swung open. Standing behind it was a very short and very naked woman, with long hair down to her waist and strikingly beautiful features. Her face looked young, like that of a teenage girl’s, but something about her gave Tom the impression that she was much older than she appeared.

“Takuvo ton lusas…” The strange woman spoke in a language that Tom couldn’t understand. He looked over to the woman in the cage, and saw that she had withdrawn to the corner of it, and had covered her ears.

“What are you…” Tom trailed off in midsentence as his cock began to harden rapidly. It was aching for release, to a degree that was beyond anything that he had experienced before. His body felt hot, and he began stripping off his clothes in a rush.

The strange, tiny woman smiled as she walked over to him.

“Do retuva? Caluso ton lusas, dez loi.” She reached out and took his hand, and began leading him to the cage, clearly intent on placing him into it, with the woman.

Tom stared at the woman’s tiny butt and firm breasts, and felt himself losing control. He pulled his shorts, along with his boxers down, and pushed himself onto her. She obviously had not been expecting him to, and let out a very inhuman squeal as the two of them collapsed to the ground in a tangle.

Her body was softer and warmer than any human’s that Tom had felt before, but there was something else about her that he found even weirder. Wherever his skin would make contact with hers, an intensely arousing and captivating feeling would spread through him. He felt as though he couldn’t pull himself away, and began to kiss her neck, and push his cock in between her legs.

“Motakos kanai!” yelled the creature. “Motakos…”

Her words trailed off as the head of Tom’s cock pushed into her unnaturally warm and wet pussy. She was far tighter than any human woman Tom had been with before, but her cunt stretched to receive him as he pushed his member in.

“Keep going!” yelled the woman in the cage. “The only way to stop her is for you to, well, do what you’re doing.”

Tom could barely hear her. He was already far too horny to stop himself, and would have continued regardless of the circumstances. The little creature underneath him had a conflicted look on her face, but as Tom slowly began to move inside her, it shifted to a look of deep, erotic, lust.

He felt like his hips were on autopilot, and began pushing his member into the tiny creature as though he was trying to churn up her insides. Tom locked his hands onto her breasts and pinched her nipples, watching as the tiny woman began to cry out with high pitched squeals.

She felt amazing, and the pleasure that began in his cock quickly spread to the rest of his body. Tom grabbed her by the waist and pulled her into him with every thrust, maneuvering her tiny body around for his enjoyment as though it weighed nothing.

“Yes, don’t stop!” cried the caged woman. “You need to keep having sex with her until…”

Whatever the woman in the cage was getting at began to happen before she could finish explaining it. Tom was fucking the tiny woman madly, focused on nothing other than cumming, when it began. The creature started glowing bright pink, and he felt more heat and pleasure being emitted from her body, and then with a flash, she was gone.

“What…just happened?” Tom stared at an empty spot on the floor, where the tiny woman had been a moment earlier. His mind was still clouded by desire, and his cock ached painfully, still wet from the creature’s sex juices.

“You did it! She won’t be able to reform for at least another hour!” The woman in the cage sounded much happier than Tom felt. He had solved one problem, but now he had another one on his hands, and it felt like it would be much harder to deal with.

“She…wasn’t a human?” Tom felt like he was having trouble catching up to the situation. The red haired woman shook her head, and continued to point to the table that she had been gesturing to when he’d first come down to the basement.

“No! She’s a succubus! But that doesn’t matter now, grab the key and let me out of here!”

Tom nodded, and then walked over to the table. His movements felt slow, and forced, as though his body was fighting against doing anything at that moment that didn’t involve immediately getting off.

He came back over to the cage with the key and unlocked the door. The woman exited the cage slowly, and Tom was able to get a good look at her in the dim light of the basement.

She was incredibly attractive, in her mid-thirties with blondish red hair, big boobs and a nice butt. Tom’s cock throbbed as she walked over to him, and he began to forget about anything other than his urges and desires.

“Thank you,” said the woman. “My name is Stella.”

“Uh…I’m Tom.” He stuck his hand out, and felt hot lust wash over him as the woman took it and shook it. “Nice to meet you.”

“Tom,” said Stella. “I bet you’re wondering just what’s going on in this hotel, huh?”

He nodded his head, and tried his best to not stare at her chest.

“The woman behind the front desk is a sorceress,” said Stella. “Just like me. I came to the town of Westhaven to hunt down the succubus that you just encountered. It escaped from my grasp at the last moment, and Kendra was the one that found it and took advantage of it.”

“What are you talking about? I thought she was the hotel steward?” Tom scratched his head and tried to make sense of what she was saying.

“She’s been running it for the past year, but it’s all a sham,” said Stella. “The old owner, the last of the Desire family, died over 50 years ago. Kendra took this place over by force, but did it subtly, through the use of lust magic, provided by the succubus.”

Tom was confused but he did his best not to show it. Stella drew closer to him, and he felt his cock aching for release.

“Wait, hold on,” said Tom. “I’ve seen so many weird things in this hotel, are they all just-“

“Kendra and the ghost of the old owner have been harvesting the magical essence of all the men who come through Hotel Desire,” said Stella. “They’ve enchanted the building itself with etheric lust, making it so that anybody who stays here gets unusually horny, as you may have noticed.”

Tom could only stare at her. True to what she was saying, he had been feeling incredibly horny for the past few days. Even at that moment, he found himself distracted by her body, with all its soft curves and temptation.

“I have to get my mom out of here,” said Tom. “Can you help me?”

Stella put her hand on his chest and shook her head, and action that made Tom very aware of just how close together and ready both of their bodies were

“It’s not that simple. Kendra isn’t just going to let you guys leave. But if I can escape from here, I can come back with my spell book and put a stop to all this.”

Tom nodded.

“Alright,” he said. “Just tell me how I can help.”

There was a sharp moment of silence that caused Tom’s body to shake with anticipation. Stella stared into his eyes, and slowly moved her face closer to his, her cheeks blushing faintly.

“I do need your help, Tom,” she whispered. “The lust magic in this hotel…it’s taken a toll on my body.”

She slowly let her hand slide down Tom’s chest and began to rub his hard bulge, to great effect. Tom was awestruck, in disbelief of the fact that part of Stella’s plan involved something so lewd.

“I know, it’s kind of embarrassing for me.” Stella’s cheeks had a red glow that made her words sound like an understatement. “But my body…it needs it. It will also help distract Kendra, and force her to go somewhere private to absorb the lust energy that you’ll release when you....well, you know.”

Tom nodded, and the beautiful red haired older woman pushed herself against him. Her breasts felt good on his chest, but she only kept them there for a second, moving as though she was in a rush to get what she needed.

Stella pulled his face into hers with one hand and stroked his cock through his boxers with the other. She had lifted one of her legs up and curled it around Tom in a very horny and eager fashion, while at the same time grinding her hips into him.

“Oh Tom…it’s been so long,” she whispered.

Tom fumbled with the clasp of her bra until, by some stroke of luck, he finally managed to get it loose. The breasts hidden behind it were amazingly plump and perfect, and he began to grope at them as the two of them descended down to a carpeted section of the floor in a tangle.

“Stella…” said Tom. “Are you sure?”

“Yes! Yes!” cried the woman. “Please, just hurry and fuck me!”

She was jacking Tom off with quick, pleasurable movements, and he started to become concerned that if he didn’t hurry, he’d spray his load before he even made it inside her. Tom pulled down the black pair of panties that the woman was wearing, followed by his own boxers, and pushed the head of his cock into her.

Stella’s pussy was dripping wet, and accepted him eagerly. She wrapped her legs against Tom and bit her lip, stifling a cry of immense pleasure as he began to thrust. It felt different to Tom than the succubus had, much more intimate, and much more raw.

“Oh wow, Tom,” moaned Stella. “Oh god, it’s…ohhh…”

Tom wasted no time getting up to cruising speed. Stella’s body was so soft, and he was so ready. He thrust into her without limitation, letting his hips and muscles pound the beautiful woman’s cunt as though she was just a barroom slut.

Stella was breathing heavily, and her entire body felt like it was quivering from the pleasure. Tom enjoyed the control over her that the sex gave him, as though his cock had the power to take a confident, intelligent woman, and turn them into nothing more than a horny, eager, willing participant in something illicit and erotic.

She was like an animal in heat, and Tom was the nearby stud that had what she needed. He thumped his crotch into hers, hard enough for the noise of sex to be thick on the air and both of their bodies to be vibrating in time with their rhythm.

“Yeah, don’t stop!” Stella looked up at Tom, and for a moment, the two of them shared a lucid connection as their eyes met. She was older than him, along with so many of the women that Tom had been drawn to over the past few days. He wondered just what exactly it all meant.

Tom could feel Stella’s pussy wrapping around him, so warm and soft. After a couple of minutes of slamming himself into her, he felt Stella begin to tense up and rake her fingers across his back, letting out a small squeal as the muscles of her cunt contracted around his cock.

Tom’s own orgasm came after a second more. Stella didn’t act as though she wanted him to pull out, and he didn’t try to. He blasted his load into her, still pumping his cock into the older woman vigorously as his seed filled her up.

Their bodies stopped moving, and the two of them had a chance to breathe. Stella didn’t waste any time, and quickly began changing back into her clothes.

“Thank you, Tom,” she said. “I’m sorry for having to ask you to do something…like that.”

Tom smiled at her.

“It’s fine, really.” He found his own clothes and quickly began getting dressed.

“I’m going to head out through the front door,” said Stella. “I should be able to use what little magic I have left to shield myself from detection. Tom…there is one more thing.”

Tom looked over at Stella and saw a serious look in her eyes.

“I need Kendra to be distracted tonight, especially after you and your mother have gone to bed.” The red haired woman blushed as she spoke, and acted as though she had to force the words out. “The best way to distract someone like Kendra…is to put a lot of sexual energy into the house.”

Tom blinked his eyes a couple of times, and then shook his head, confused.

“Just what are you saying, exactly?” he asked.

“I’m saying that if there is any way that you and your mom…well, if there’s any way for the two of you to cause a ‘distraction’, like the two of us did just now, it might end up being just what we need.”

“Are you saying what I think you’re saying?” Tom felt his heart begin to beat faster, and stared at Stella with his mouth agape.

“I know just how tough and confusing it might be for the two of you, but please, if there is any way that you can…” Stella walked over to him and placed both her hands on his shoulders. “We need every advantage we can get, Tom. It wouldn’t be for real, just think of it an escape tactic. You two would just be acting something out so you could escape.”

Tom felt his face heat up, but forced himself to slowly nod. Stella smiled at him, as though she was trying to hold back a laugh, and he suddenly felt very angry.

“Is that it?” he asked.

“Yeah, that’s it.” Stella leaned in and gave him a soft kiss on the cheek. “Thank you so much, Tom. For everything. I’m going to head up first, wait a minute or two in the game room before you head anywhere.”

She started walking towards the stairs, and then stopped and looked at him over her shoulder.

“And Tom…I will be back for you,” she said. “I promise.”

Tom nodded to her, and began to feel a strange emotion well up in his chest. Everything about the hotel suddenly made sense, including what Stella had suggested he do to help with the escape. And the conflict that it was creating inside him was unlike any other he had experienced before.


CHAPTER 8

Tom made his way back up the game room slowly. He slid the bookshelf back into place, taking care to ensure that there was no sign of his intrusion into the basement. He hadn’t realized just how long he’d been down there, and his eyes took a moment to adjust to the sunlight streaming in through the lobby’s windows as he walked up the steps to the first floor.

His mom and Kendra had drifted off from where he’d last seen them. Tom started to head towards the elevator when he heard the sound of their voices coming from the open doors in the lobby. They were on the way back in from outside, giggling with each other like two housewives that had become fast friends.

“Hey Tom, did you enjoy the games downstairs?” Angie smiled at him, and Tom felt his face heat up as he smiled back. Stella’s suggestion was still fresh in his mind, impossible to forget and impossible to ignore as he looked at her.

“Uh, yeah mom,” he said. “There is a really good selection down there.”

“I took your mom for a walk around one of the gardens outside,” said Kendra. “It’s too bad the two of you don’t live around here. We could really use another green thumb like hers around this place.”

Tom nodded slowly. Kendra didn’t show any sign of having caught on to Stella’s escape, and he wanted to keep it that way.

“Oh, um, that’s nice,” he said, feeling very awkward. “I bet that was a lot of fun.”

The two older women exchanged a quiet look, and then began giggling.

“Anyway, I need to do some cleaning and start the preparations for dinner. I’ll see the two of you later.” Kendra waved to the both of them and then headed off towards the dining hall.

Angie slowly walked over to her son. With every step closer she came to him, Tom’s heart beat a little faster. She was wearing a tight t-shirt and leggings that clung to her butt, and it was impossible for him to not notice and imagine just how amazing her body must look underneath.

“I finished my book, honey,” said Angie. “Kendra says they have a library up on the second floor. Do you want to go help me look for a new one?”

“Yeah, sure.” Tom was having trouble meeting her gaze, and his cock throbbed shamefully in his shorts. Angie walked over to him and paused for a moment.

“Sweetie, what’s wrong?” she asked. “Did something happen in the game room?”

Tom shook his head.

“No, sorry, I’m just...I guess I’m just ready to go home.”

“Oh, don’t worry, we’ll be back to the house before you know it!” Angie ruffled Tom’s hair, and then gave him a kiss on the cheek. Her breath was warm against his neck, and her lips felt red hot as they made contact.

“Yeah, I guess you’re right mom,” said Tom. Angie smiled at him, and then rubbed his shoulder.

“Come on! I really want to find something to read that interests me…maybe a thriller, or a romance?”

Tom forced himself to smile back at her, and then nodded. Angie sighed and grabbed her son’s hand, pulling him towards the stairs.

“And let’s see if we can get you out of your grumpy mood, while we’re at it!”

The library was much larger than what Tom had been expecting. There were rows and rows of bookshelves inside of it, everyone full to the brim with books. The library smelled stale and dusty, but in a comforting way, one that made it feel almost like a sanctuary.

Tom split away from his mother and began walking through the aisles on his own. It was hard for him to look at the spines of the books and read the titles. He was too distracted by Stella’s suggestion, and it bounced around in his head like a prophecy that had been entrusted to him to fulfill.

He was still horny, and knowing that the hotel was the source of it didn’t make the arousal easier to deal with. He thought about his mom, and her beautiful breasts, and the way that she was so caring and loving towards him. It made his cock crave his mom’s forbidden body, and he felt terribly confused.

“Honey, over here,” called Angie. “I found some fantasy novels that you might like.”

Tom followed the sound of her voice over to the back of the library. There was one aisle tucked away in the corner, a little smaller and shallower than the others, with his mom bent over in it, looking for a book on the bottom shelf. His eyes locked onto her butt, which was wiggling back and forth as she pulled the titles aside.

“Here you go, sweetie.” Angie stood up and handed him a book. Tom barely even looked at it, his eyes glued to her body. The silence and solitude of the library created a loaded tension on the air, and he could hear his mom taking soft breaths, her busty chest pushing out and pulling in.

“Thanks, mom,” said Tom. He looked at the cover and saw a scantily clad warrior woman on the front. Angie leaned in close to him and pointed to the author, her hand brushing against his as she did.

“I’ve heard of this author before. I think you’ll find this book…exciting.” Angie’s body was right beside his, close enough that Tom could feel her heat, and her hot breath on his neck.

“Exciting, huh?” Tom looked over at his mom, her pretty eyes full of love and an overwhelming need to please. His cock was rock hard, and he slowly felt their bodies moving closer, and closer…

A book slipped off the middle shelf and fell to the ground with a clap. Angie jumped back an inch from her son, and began to blush furiously. Neither of them had done anything, but Tom knew that he had been about to. The line was right in front of him, and shamefully, he was eager to cross it.

“I…I should go and see if Kendra needs any help in the kitchen!” Angie coughed awkwardly, and leaned forward, accidentally giving Tom a nice view of the outline of her big breasts. “It shouldn’t be too long before dinner. Are you hungry, sweetie?”

Tom shook his head. He was hungry, but for something that he could never have, something that was totally off limits.

“No, I’m okay mom,” he said. “I’ll make my way down and find something later on. You two can go ahead and eat without me.”

“Okay,” said Angie. “I love you, Tom.”

“I love you too, mom.”

She wrapped her arms around him, and Tom felt himself being pulled into a tender embrace. It was an innocent gesture, or at least it should have been. His cock was fully erect in his shorts and it rubbed freely against his mom’s inner thighs. He didn’t want it to, but it was almost as though it had a will of its own, one that cared little for the normal social restrictions of family bonds.

Angie stepped back before things could get too out of hand, met Tom’s eye one more time, and then turned and headed out of the library. Tom watched her butt as she walked away, wishing that he could pull out his cock and stroke it right there, while at the same time praying that he could be free of his illicit desires.

He looked at the book again, and decided to take it back up to their hotel room with him. As he rode up to the third floor on the elevator, his cock stayed just as hard as it had ever been, and it took all of the effort he could muster to keep from picturing his mother in his mind.

Tom spent a while alternating between reading the first few chapters of the book his mom had picked out for him and watching TV. He found it hard to focus on anything. He was anxious and excited, and an ethereal feeling of guiltiness floated on the air, heavy and suffocating.

The sun sank below the horizon, and the only light that Tom turned on was the small lamp next to the bed, giving the room a very sensual feel. A couple of hours had gone by when the door finally opened, and Angie stepped in through it, carrying a plate full of food.

“Hey sweetie,” she said. “I thought you might be hungry. Just think of it as complimentary room service.”

She walked over and set the plate down on a table to the side of the room. Tom smiled at her. She was one of the kindest, gentlest women he had ever known, and it only made the illicit attraction he had to her feel even more shameful and forbidden.

“Thanks mom,” he said. “I’m not especially hungry right now. I think I’ll eat it after.”

“Okay. I’m going to change into some night clothes.”

Tom pretended to flip through channels on the TV as his mom walked by him and into the bathroom. In reality, he was too distracted and turned on by her presence to do much of anything. A voice screamed in his head about how terrible and bad it was for him to be feeling such intense lust for his mom, but Tom’s cock’s only answer was to throb even harder in response.

“This is actually a new gown that I got a while back and haven’t worn yet,” said Angie from behind the bathroom door. “It’s a little, well, revealing, but I don’t have any other clean pajamas to put on.”

She came out of the bathroom, and Tom’s eyes feasted on the sight of her body. Angie had taken off her bra and panties, and had on a tiny nightgown, low cut and thin almost to the point of being see through. His crotch felt hot as he looked at her, and as his mom slowly walked over to him and sat down on the bed, he felt his resolve wavering.

“Oh wow, mom,” he said. “You look amazing.”

“Thanks, sweetie.” Angie blushed, and then leaned over and gave him a kiss on the cheek. It was clearly meant to be an innocent, motherly show of affection, but her hand came to a rest on his thigh as she moved closer to him, and she left it there afterwards.

“Uh…How was dinner with Kendra?” Tom’s heart was beating out of his chest, and he felt strangely nervous and awkward, totally unsure of what was going to happen and what he should do.

“It was nice. She’s an interesting woman.” Angie leaned in closer to her son, letting her boobs push up against his side and bringing one of her hands up to his cheek. “Honey…do you want to watch a movie with me?”

“Mom…that sounds, yeah, I do want watch a movie.” Tom’s cock was aching for attention, and he clicked through a couple of TV channels until he finally found a Pixar film to put on. It was innocent and unobtrusive, and reminded him of his childhood.

Neither of them said anything for a moment. The room felt hot, and there was a loaded tension over them, thick enough to be cut with a knife.

“Tom…Do you…need any help again, tonight?” Angie leaned over to him and let her fingers drift closer to his cock, her touch teasing and torturing Tom. “I mean, like I helped you last night?”

Tom stared into his mother’s eyes, and felt memories of him and her and the bond they shared flash before him. She had always taken care of him, and he had always done his best to make her proud.

“Yeah…” he finally said. “I do need your help, mom.”

Angie smiled at him, and blushed. She looked down at his crotch, and then slowly began rubbing his cock through his shorts, and then looked back up at him.

“Can you take your clothes off, sweetie?” whispered Angie. “It will be easier that way…”

Tom nodded, and then slowly brought his shorts and boxers down to the ground. Without really thinking about it, he continued to undress, taking his t-shirt and socks off, and looking at his mom as though making sure he had her approval the entire time.

“I’m just going to…help you out a little with your thing,” said Angie. “It’s okay, just like last night. It will help you sleep, and after tomorrow, it won’t be an issue anymore.”

She brought her hand to Tom’s cock and wrapped her fingers around it, and he let out a moan of pleasure. Her hands felt so good, so unbelievably incredible. Tom didn’t understand just what it was about his mother that gave her such raw, overwhelming sexual power over him, but it was undeniable.

Angie smiled shyly, as though she was happy with how she was affecting him, but also a little embarrassed, and then slowly began to pump her hand up and down. Tom’s cock was ready and aching for what she had to give him, and a bit of precum trickled out from the tip and onto her finger. He felt a little bad about it, as if he had spilled something gross onto his mom, but she just kept smiling, totally nonjudgmental.

“Is this working for you, honey?” asked Angie.

“Oh yeah, mom.” Tom was excited and thrilled by the pleasure, his entire body tingling as though it was infected with erotic fire. “That feels amazing.”

“Good…good.” Angie leaned her face in close to his and smiled as she began to stroke him off a little faster. “It’s supposed to feel good.”

The tension was still in the air, even though the two of them had crossed over the first line. Tom felt like he should say something, but he was too stricken by the terrible, illicit pleasure of his mom’s soft hands to form any words.

Angie rubbed his shoulder, the same way she might if she was comforting him over something or waking him up in the morning. Her breasts were almost popping out through the top of her gown, and Tom could see the outline of her nipples and bust through the thin fabric.

“This is just something that we have to take care of,” said Angie. “I take care of you when you’re sick, or in pain, Tom. Really…this is just another way of doing that.”

She shifted position, dropping down onto her knees in front of Tom so she could get a better grip on his hard cock. He felt her hot breath on his cock, and knew instantly that he wanted more.

“Mom…” whispered Tom. “Can you…would you mind…?”

He found it impossible to say the words, even with his pretty mommy right there in position. She smiled gently up at him, pumping his cock slowly and looking like a goddess of sex.

“What is it, honey?” she asked. “You can tell me…”

Instead of asking with words, Tom took his hand to the back of his mom’s head, feeling her soft hair, and slowly brought her face in closer to his aching cock. Angie looked a little confused, and then a little shy, and then a little embarrassed. The head of his cock pushed against her lips, which were supple and moist, but they stayed pursed and unyielding.

“Sweetie, I don’t know…” whispered Angie. “That would be…I think that might be taking it a little too far.”

She smiled up at him weakly, the same smile she’d give him when he was a kid in a store asking her to buy a new toy for him.

“Please, mom…” said Tom. “Just for a second. I think it will help.”

He pushed his cock into his mother’s lips again, and this time, she parted them. Instantly, the pleasure in Tom’s body transcended to a new level. Her mouth was warm, wet, and unbelievably welcoming. He let out a moan and leaned back on the bed as his mom’s tongue drew a swirl over the head of his cock. She pulled back for a moment and looked at him.

“Does that feel good, honey?” asked Angie.

“Yes, please mom,” moaned Tom. “Keep going.”

Angie’s face was bright red, but full of the type of love that only a mother can have for her son. She leaned her mouth forward and brought him back inside the sanctuary of her mouth, slowly sliding her lips up and down her son’s member. Tom watched and felt a strange mixture of overwhelming pleasure and shame course through him, the sight of the lewd, forbidden sex act between him and his mom turning him on beyond all reason.

The blowjob Angie was giving to her son was tender and loving, just like she was. Tom was surprised and elated to see that she was taking her time with it, sucking him off gently and carefully, and paying attention to how his body reacted to everything she did.

She dropped her mouth lower, and lower, and Tom felt his cock push against the entrance to her throat. His mom had taken all of him into her. There was nothing that went beyond that. Tom felt loved in a way that transcended boundaries and social standards. But more than anything, he felt himself craving the ultimate release, the one that would change everything.

Angie looked like she sensed that something was changing between them, and pulled back again, as if she was a little afraid of what would happen if they didn’t step away from the abyss. She slowly pulled her mouth off her son’s cock, and then wiped her hand across her lips.

“I think that’s all we should do for now, sweetie.” Her words caused Tom’s heart sink, and his cock to feel cold and neglected. He shook his head, and took his mom by the hand.

“Let’s just…cuddle, for a minute,” whispered Tom. He pulled his mom onto the bed next to him, his cock throbbing and a tiny voice screaming in the back of his head for him to be careful, and think about what he was doing.

“Honey, I’m not sure if this is such a…” Angie’s words trailed off. The two of them were lying down facing each other, and Tom had pulled her against him, kissing his mom’s cheeks and neck as his cock began to rub against her warm, wet slit.

“It’s okay, mom,” he whispered. “It’s like you said before…once we go home, everything goes back to normal.”

He kissed his mom again, and this time, her lips were there to meet his. They pushed their mouths together passionately, their tongues darting into each other’s moths quickly and briefly, stealing illicit contact with each other.

Tom reached his hands down, and groped at his mother’s breasts. They felt so unbelievably good, and his desire to see them naked overwhelmed all his rational impulses. He slipped the straps of his mom’s gown down and slowly pulled until her perfect pink nipples came into view, which were quickly recovered by Angie, her cheeks bright red, and a look of intense inner conflict on her face.

“Tom…” she whispered. “I’m your mother.”

“I know, I know,” he said. “I love you so much, mom.”

His cock was aching, and he couldn’t hold back for even a second longer. He slowly pushed it against his mother’s thighs, continuing to move it forward until it slipped beyond her clenched legs and was right against the entrance to his mom’s off limits, forbidden pussy.

“Tom, you should just let me use my hands,” whispered his mom. “This…I don’t know.”

“Shh, it’s okay mom,” said Tom. “You just feel so fucking good. I’ll just put it in a little, and just for a second.”

Angie still had a very torn expression on her face as Tom pushed forward, allowing the head of his cock to slide into his mom’s tantalizingly warm cunt. Tom’s heart was beating out of his chest, and an immense, throbbing pleasure pulsed through his body. It was too much for him to resist, and he pushed further in.

“Tom…” Angie spoke in a motherly chastising voice, but there was an undertone of sexuality along with it.

“Oh god, mom…” Tom pushed deeper into her, pushing half of his hard cock inside. He had meant it when he’d told her that he would pull out after a second, but it felt so amazing, so unbelievably amazing.

Tom started to move, pulling his cock out and then pushing it back in, a little further each time. He told himself that he was just enjoying it for a few thrusts. A few more thrusts, and then he would pull out.

“Sweetie, this is bad…” whispered Angie. “It’s inside me…your thing.”

Hearing his mom talk about his cock using such sweet, innocent language made Tom even hungrier for her. He began to pump his rod into her a little faster, and then a little faster again, and before he knew it, he had found a rhythm.

“Mom!” Tom was breathing heavy, and groping at her breasts as he truly began to fuck his mom for the first time. It was mind-blowingly pleasurable, as though he had discovered a new realm, and traded a part of his innocence and soul for a ticket in.

Angie was still blushing furiously. Tom could tell that his mom was going through the same conflict that he was, if not even more intensely. She looked as though she was trying as hard as she could to not enjoy it, but failing.

“Tom…you said you’d…” Angie could barely even form a sentence, and looked like she was fighting her own urges and animal instincts. “I’m…I’m your mother…”

“Oh god, mom,” cried Tom. “I can’t stop!”

He leaned in and kissed her passionately, continuing to pump his cock into her tight, hot pussy as he did. Tom’s body was possessed by overwhelming pleasure, urges, and arousal, and the only cure was to cum. He knew it, and he could tell from his mom’s eyes that she also understood. The only way out was for them to cross over the final line.

“Oh god, oh god, sweetie!” Angie ran one of her hands through Tom’s hair and leaned forward to bite his shoulder. She was still blushing, but her body was telling Tom everything he needed to know. It was the same for her. Their bodies were meeting, joining together, and the pleasure of it was undeniable.

Tom felt like he was in perfect sync with his mom. They were closer together than they had ever been before, both as mother and son, and as lovers. There was no going back from it, and he knew that their relationship would be forever changed by that one night.

“Tom! You, you’re making mommy…” Angie looked up at him, a lewd look on her face and in her eyes. “You’re making mommy cum!”

Her body tensed up, and that was when Tom really began his onslaught. For the entire encounter, he had been holding back, controlling his breathing, and doing his very best not to cum. The rational part of his mind knew just how final and unchangeable it would be for him to blow his load in his mother, but at the moment, there was nothing it could do to stop him.

Tom slammed his cock into his mom’s pussy, and the sound of their flesh slapping together echoed across the room. He felt her cunt tightening around his cock, working even harder to give him pleasure and stroke him off, and it pushed him over the edge.

He let out an animalistic cry as his cock began to explode its white hot load deep into her pussy, and orgasmic bliss overwhelmed his senses. Tom felt like he was home, in the arms of the one person whose love outweighed all else.

The two of them remained in each other’s embrace for a while, only moving to pull the sheets up over them. Neither spoke. There was nothing to say. All they could do was process what had happened, and do their best to find meaning in it that they could carry into the future with them.

“Tom…I love you,” said Angie, after almost an hour.

“Mom…I love you too.”


AFTERMATH

The morning after was chaotic and eventful. Tom and Angie woke up to the sound of fighting and activity downstairs. When they had dressed and taken the elevator to the lobby, Stella was waiting for them, smiling and tying Kendra up on the floor.

It took a while for Tom and Stella to explain the situation to his mom. She was guarded with her surprise and reactions the entire time, and it was easy for him to understand why. What the two of them had done the night before was hard enough to make sense of without having to consider whether or not it had been of their own free will.

Stella gave them a ride to a rental car station, promising that she’d take care of the tires on the minivan and send for them to pick it up once it was done. Tom said very little, and after giving her a goodbye hug, helped his mom unload all of their luggage.

They rented a car, and began the last leg of their journey home. A familiar silent tension served as the third passenger in the car, but Tom did his best to ignore it, resolving to do whatever he could to make things easier on his mom now that he could think clearly again.

“Tom,” she finally said, after almost two hours of silence. “I want you to know something.”

“What is it, mom?”

Angie turned and smiled at him, and then ran her hand up his thigh.

“I don’t think we should be afraid of each other. Or what happened between us.”

Tom smiled back at her, and felt his cock begin to harden.

“I don’t think so either, mom.”

END
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It’s okay, honey. This will be our little secret.

CHAPTER 1

The sun was setting over the horizon, and John Ludling was about as tired as a person could be. He was jogging down the sidewalk at a medium pace, headed home from the gym after an intense spring afternoon of training, his gym shorts and tank top slightly damp from the exertion.

It still wasn’t enough, he thought to himself. John was only a couple of months away from his high school graduation. His goal, if possible, was to completely reinvent himself by the end of the upcoming summer. That meant eating healthy, pushing himself to get out into new situations, and of course, adding some muscle onto his currently rather scrawny frame.

“Well, there’s always next year,” John muttered. He turned onto the street that led down to his family’s suburban home, and slowed to a walk. He wasn’t entirely dissatisfied with his progress, but the complete overhaul that he’d been aiming for was still outside of his grasp. John had discovered that change, like many people had told him over the course of his life, was very hard to bring about through one’s own force of will.

He cut across his family’s lawn on the way in. His mom’s car was the only one parked in the driveway, which was not at all unusual. The Ludling family was only a family of two, though the amount of love within it could have supported many more.

John had been adopted at an early age, shortly after both of his birth parents were killed in a car accident. His mother, Natalie, had only barely been an adult herself when she’d taken him in. Ever since then it had just been the two of them, though they shared a close enough bond to make it feel like a natural arrangement. Natalie was John’s mom, the only one he’d ever known or needed, and he cared for her more deeply than anyone else.

“Mom, I’m home,” called John as he walked inside. “And I’m sweaty.”

“I can smell that much from over here!” Natalie was standing in front of the kitchen counter, dicing up carrots on a cutting board. “How was your workout?”

John eyed his mom as he shut the door behind him and walked into the living room. She was wearing a thin, long sleeve white blouse and a pair of tight clinging jeans, with a pink apron pulled over. Natalie was an attractive woman, though John did his best not to notice. At times it could be difficult, especially given to how prone his friends were to pointing it out and making inappropriate comments, which always managed to get under John’s skin.

Natalie was short, but she had always carried herself with enough proud, motherly authority to make up for it. She had large, nicely formed breasts, a fantastic butt that her tight clothes frequently exaggerated, and a fit figure that was almost magical in the way it still managed to have curves in all the right places. Her hair was long, and at the moment she had it woven into an elegant looking braid.

“It was good, I guess.” John walked over and leaned against the back rest of the couch, facing his mom and watching as she slowly made dinner. “I just wish I was seeing more results. I feel like I’m running out of time for the fall.”

“Oh, sweetie…” Natalie set the knife down and wiped her hands on her apron. “It takes time, remember? And you still have a couple of months left.”

She came over and slid up against the couch next to him. The angle that his mom was leaned at made her cleavage look like it was about to explode out of the low cut top of her blouse, and it was a struggle for John not to glance down at it.

“Uh, yeah mom,” he said, feeling her presence next to him. “I guess you’re right.”

Natalie was his mom, and John loved her, but for the past couple of years, their relationship had been growing more complicated with every passing day. Ever since he’d reached maturity, John had been acutely aware of just how sexy and attractive his mother was, to his own shame and embarrassment.

She was in her mid-thirties, but looked as though she was in her mid-twenties, and caught the eyes and attention of men of all ages. Just because John was her son didn’t mean that he didn’t notice her in the same way as other men, even though it made him feel guilty and wrong.

“You know, if I had to guess, I’d say that all of this was for a girl.” Natalie smiled at her son and leaned her face in close to his. “Come on John, tell me about her! I’m your mom, you can’t keep any secrets from me.”

John sighed and rolled his eyes. His mom was so close to him, and she looked poised for mischief, as though she was planning on trying to pinch his cheek or tickle him, as she had done all throughout his childhood. Sure enough, her hand started to move towards him. John playfully swatted it away, and then felt his body heat up a little as she laughed and slid even closer to him.

“Shut up, mom,” he said. “I’m doing this for myself. If there was a girl, and that’s a pretty big if, I would tell you about her. Right now, my love life is about as dead as yours is.”

Natalie had a smile on her face. She set one of her hands on John’s shoulder and brought her face up close to the side of his head, speaking in a voice that was sensual, honest, and almost whispered.

“My love life is dead and buried by choice, young man.” She cupped John’s cheek in her hand, and turned his head so that his eye’s met hers, their faces only inches apart. “I don’t need to be anything to anyone right now, other than your loving mother.”

Natalie had never dated anyone for as long as John had been in her life. She had been focused entirely on raising him, and willingly sacrificed going out and being social in the name of giving John all the attention that she could. John had never wondered about it much, and enjoyed it just being the two of them, but now that he was getting ready to pack up and leave, he thought about his mom and the soon to be empty home more and more frequently.

“I’ll be headed off to college in the fall, mom,” said John.

“But you’ll still be home on vacations!” Natalie ran her hand through his hair, her eyes shining with motherly love and protectiveness. “And you might come back on weekends. It’s not like we’ll never see each other, and besides, I’m busy enough with my craft projects and reading circle, there’s no time in my life right now for dating.”

“Alright mom,” said John. He smiled at her, and felt a strange tension form in the air. He loved his mom so much, and knew that she loved him back even more. The thought of leaving her to go to college was just as intimidating to him as it was to her, and they both would have to come to terms with it on their own.

“I… I should finish dinner.” Natalie stood up from the couch, and John relaxed a little. She smoothed out her apron and walked back into the kitchen.

“Alright mom, I’m just going to watch TV for a bit.” John took one last look at her as she walked into the kitchen, feeling a little more excited than he should have, and then picked up the remote and flicked on the flat screen.

Before John had time to pick out a channel, there was a knock at the door. He looked over at his mom and could tell just from the quizzical look on her face that she hadn’t been expecting company.

“I’ll get it,” said John. He walked over and opened the door, and found himself staring into the face of a well-dressed man that he had never seen before.

“Are you John van Ludling?” The man was wearing a pair of dark sunglasses and a black suit that was reminiscent of the uniform of a body guard, or secret service agent.

“Uh, excuse me?” John was a little taken aback by the man’s bluntness, and could hear the quick footsteps of his mother approaching from behind him. “My name is John Ludling.”

The man pulled a photo out of his pocket, stared at it for a moment, and then looked at John over the top of his sun glasses.

“Are you the grandson of Marcus van Ludling?” asked the man. John opened his mouth to answer, but felt his mom’s arm wrap around him and pull him away from the door before he could.

“You have the wrong person!” shouted Natalie. She slammed the door closed and then leaned against it. John felt confusion begin to fog over his mind as he stared at her and tried to piece together what was going on.

“Mom, I think he’s looking for me, or at least someone with a similar name,” said John. “We should at least-“

“No!” Natalie spoke loudly, in her most protective, motherly voice. “He must be looking for someone else.”

“Natalie van Ludling?” The man outside knocked at the door again, and John saw a look of fear and frustration on his mom’s face that made him feel even more confused. “We’re here in regards to your father and the future of his estate.”

Natalie’s expression softened, and after a moment, she stepped away from the door. John reached his arms out and pulled her into a hug, and the man outside took the opportunity to reopen the door, politely sticking his head in through the crack.

“Sir and madam, if I can just have a minute of both of your time?”

John felt his mom tighten her arms around him, hugging him even more closely. He was a little embarrassed by how vividly he could feel his mom’s breasts pressed against his chest, and tried not to think too much about it.

“You have one minute to explain yourself,” said Natalie. “And then I expect you to leave here and never come back. Understood?”

The man was clearly well trained and used to following instructions to the very word. He nodded, and then immediately launched into delivering the message that he had been entrusted with.

“As I’m sure you know, your father, Marcus van Ludling, has passed away.” The man paused, and John watched as his mom blinked several times in quick, bewildering succession. It was clear from the man’s face that he wasn’t expecting her reaction, and his throat was stricken with a dumb silence that made it readily apparent that comforting emotionally affected women was not part of his job description.

“Mom, are you okay?” John held onto her shoulder, and tried to read his mom’s eyes. There was a trace of sorrow deep within the depths of her pupils, but it was intentionally obscured, and she was hard at work blinking back unwelcome tears.

“I’m fine, sweetie.” Natalie forced a smile, and rubbed her hand along her son’s back. “There’s a reason why you’ve never met your grandfather, and it’s because he was never supposed to be a part of our lives.”

The man waiting on the doorstep coughed, and John glanced back over at him. His mannerisms were those of a polite, unobtrusive servant, but it was clear that he didn’t intend to leave until he’d delivered the message entrusted to him.

“Count van Ludling left a will. It names his grandson, John van Ludling, as his successor and the new heir to the Ludling estate on Blackthorn Isle.”

Natalie began shaking her head back and forth with deliberate force. She dug her fingers into John’s shoulder and pulled him closer to her.

“No, no no!” Her voice was loud, and full of emotion. “That’s not possible! I haven’t had any contact with my father for 18 years. He had no idea that John even existed.”

The man in the suit pulled a letter from his inside jacket pocket and held it out, as if handing over a royal decree to an esteemed noble. John looked at his mom, and then slowly took it from the man’s hand after seeing that she wasn’t going to.

“Mom…” John glanced at her after skimming through the message. “It’s all here. I think we should at least consider-“

“No!” Natalie’s grip on John’s shoulder grew painfully tight, and only lessened after he winced visibly. “John, I left Blackthorn Island for a reason. Living under my father, my pretentious, snooty father, it was like living in a prison!”

“Mom, he’s dead…” John looked at her, and appealed to the faint glimmer of sorrow in her eyes that she was refusing to acknowledge. “We should at least head out for his funeral, shouldn’t we?”

The man in the suit let out an awkward cough.

“The funeral was a couple of months ago,” he said. “We’ve been looking for you for a while. Other than his accidental discovery of John’s existence, the Count was remarkably tolerant and understanding of your desire to live a life separate from Blackthorn Isle, Natalie.”

John’s mom didn’t say anything for a moment. Finally, she crossed her arms and looked at the man on their doorstep sternly.

“If he was so tolerant and understanding of my mindset, then there is no need for us to be having this discussion, is there?” She set her hand on the door, and made as though to start closing it. “My son and I will be getting on with our lives as though this never happened, if you’ll excuse us.”

The man in the suit stepped forward and put his foot into the door frame. John could see the unbridled, protective ferocity in his mother’s expression, and began to fear that she might hit him if he kept at it.

“I’m not here to deliver the message to you, Natalie.” Even though the words were a rebuke in their content, the man delivered him in a voice that was gentle and submissive. “John is 18, and Count van Ludling named him as his successor. The former Count van Ludling, I mean.”

It took John a second to understand and fully process what the man was saying. He looked at his mom, and saw that she was staring at him, waiting for his reaction.

“Hold on, I’m… his successor?” John looked at the man, who nodded and then glanced at his feet.

A moment went by without anyone saying anything. John’s mind raced ahead, deep into unknown territory. He didn’t know anything about his grandfather, or Blackthorn Isle, or even about why his mom had kept it secret from him. But he wanted to, and he realized that the only way to go about doing that was standing right in front of him.

“Mom, we don’t really have a choice.” John looked at her with the pleading eyes of a son begging his mother for a favor. “We need to at least hear him out.”

“John, he’s going to try to take us back to the island!” His mom sounded worried, more worried than John had ever heard her before. “There’s always another layer when it comes to my father! You don’t understand just how complicated all of this is… John, he was a man of means.”

John glanced over at the man in the suit, who smiled at him and nodded his head.

“We should probably speak about the finances of the former count in a more appropriate setting, but suffice to say, he left you enough money to ensure that you and anyone you care about will never have to work again.”

John wrinkled his forehead, and offered his mom one last, apologetic look.

“Let’s just make the trip out to the estate and figure out what to do with it,” he said. “That doesn’t mean we’re giving up our old lives, or that anything has to change, mom.”

John wasn’t sure if the words were true or not even as he spoke them, and from the look on his mother’s face, it was clear that the feeling was mutual.


CHAPTER 2

They left within minutes of coming to a decision. The man, whose name John learned was Mr. Miles, led him and his mom out into a long black limousine shortly after. Natalie only reluctantly followed her son, clearly torn between her own wishes and a deep motherly instinct.

John didn’t even have a chance to change out of his gym clothes. Mr. Miles assured him that they would have everything that he needed at the estate, and his mom insisted that it didn’t matter because they wouldn’t be staying for more than one day. John nodded, unsure of which one of them he was agreeing with.

The two of them climbed into the back of the extravagant limousine, and felt it hum to life as Mr. Miles started it up. The passenger area was spacious, with a flat screen TV, a mini fridge, and dark black tinted windows.

“Can’t you just try to enjoy this, mom?” asked John. He slid over to where she was sitting and let his body move in close to hers. She looked serious, and John wanted to change that. The night had taken such a fantastical turn that he wanted her to be the fun loving mother that he had known in the past, rather than the serious, authoritative, worrying one.

“I’m just worried about you, honey!” Natalie brought her hand down on John’s thigh, her fingers rubbing dangerously close to sensitive territory. He swallowed hard and looked towards the black tinted front divider, wondering if there was any way that Mr. Miles might see them and get the wrong idea.

“Here, let’s see what’s in the fridge,” said John. He opened the tiny box up, and found that it was packed to the brim with liquor and bottles of champagne.

“Absolutely not!” Natalie crossed her arms and gave him a disapproving look as he pulled out one of the bottles and looked at her imploringly.

“Come on mom!” John pleaded. “It’s just champagne, there’s barely any alcohol in it. I know you’re not happy with all of this, but for me it’s kind of fun. I feel like celebrating, and I want you to celebrate with me.”

Natalie scowled and rolled her eyes, but didn’t object any further as John took two glasses out of a compartment near the fridge, and then popped the cork off the bottle. He poured a glass for each of them, and then handed one to his mom. She had an icy attractiveness to her as she took it, like a woman at an opulent social event that is sick of being hit on by all of the men.

“Cheers!” John dinged his glass against his mom’s and then took a sip. The flavor was a mixture of sweet, bitter, and bubbles, and he couldn’t help but laugh as he watched his mom’s facial expression.

“Quiet! I don’t drink very often, young man!” Natalie couldn’t stop a smile from spreading across her face as she let out a cute little cough. A bit of the champagne spilled down onto her blouse, and John’s eyes were immediately drawn to the wet spot, along with her big, gorgeous breasts around it.

John took a deep swig of champagne, and leaned back on the soft leather seat. His mom leaned against him and set one of her hands back down on his thigh, and suddenly, the whole situation began to feel very weird to him. His lower half was painfully aware of her touch, and he could feel his cock slowly hardening in his shorts. Several minutes went by silently, with Natalie not saying anything, and John feeling a strange intensity building on the air.

“Mom, are you okay?” John whispered the question, and ran one of his hands through his mom’s hair. “I know you said that you didn’t want to go to the estate, but it’s your dad who died, isn’t it? My grandfather?”

Natalie didn’t say anything. John listened carefully to her breathing and realized that she’d fallen asleep, empty champagne glass in hand, with the other draped over his thigh in a motherly, protective way. He smiled, and shifted her body into a more comfortable position, trying his best not to look too closely at her breasts or enjoy the soft feeling of his hands on her skin too much.

The limousine ride went on for several more hours. John drifted off to sleep shortly after his mom did. He dreamed of taking the bus to school, and accidently forgetting his clothes. He was sitting in a seat with his attractive female English teacher, and she was sitting so close to him. The bus ride went on for so long, and slowly she began to touch him, and then took it even further…

There was a loud noise from the front of the limousine, and John woke up. He had fallen to the side on the seat in his sleep, his head coming to a rest on top of his mother’s soft bosom, and his crotch pushed against the side of one of her soft, perfect thighs. His cock was rock hard, and he felt incredibly ashamed of himself and pulled away from her quickly.

One of the passenger side doors opened, and Mr. Miles stood on the other side of it, smiling. John shook his mother awake and moved to put the bottle of champagne away, but their chauffeur shook his head and gestured that he’d take care of it.

“This is as far as I go,” he said. “The helicopter pilot will take you the last stretch out to the island.”

“That’s it?” asked John.

“Yes, sir,” said Mr. Miles. “I’m at your service the next time you are in need of a driver on the mainland.”

He helped Natalie out of the car, and then John, clapping him on the back and shaking his hand as he led the two of them over to the helicopter, its blades already whirling.

“The former Count would be proud of you, I think,” said Mr. Miles. “You’re handling this transition remarkably well. He made a good choice, deeming you as his successor.”

“Thank you, Mr. Miles,” said John. He looked over at his mom, and saw her glaring at the man and moving into a position between him and John.

“My son still hasn’t made up his mind about what he’s going to do yet,” she said. “Don’t assume anything about what he intends, or what he’s going to be.”

“Of course. My apologies, madam.” Mr. Miles nodded cordially, and then pulled open the helicopter door. John could barely hear anything over the whir of the blades, and waited for his mom to climb in before following after her.

The pilot in front looked back after a minute without saying anything. He waited until both of them had on their seatbelts, and then yelled something that John couldn’t make out over the noise. The helicopter blades accelerated, and the machine slowly lifted into the air.

John suddenly felt a strange feeling in the pit of his stomach. He wasn’t afraid of heights, as far as he knew, but the sensation of lifting straight up off the ground made his heart race, and his palms feel sweaty. He wondered if it was from the helicopter, or from what the voyage represented in his mind.

“Hey, it’s okay sweetie,” whispered his mom. She rubbed his knee and leaned over to give him a kiss on the cheek. Her blouse billowed open slightly, and John smiled and fought the urge to glance down at her cleavage.

They headed across the small stretch of ocean that separated Blackthorn Isle from the eastern coast of Canada. The actual flight was not as long as John expected, only taking about a half hour. He was surprisingly well rested after sleeping in the limo, and as the island came into view on the horizon, so did the morning sun, lighting up the small land oasis in brilliant color.

“That’s it,” said Natalie. “God, I thought I’d never have to come back here.”

John had to lean in close to hear her. He stared at his mom’s face, trying to read her expression and failing.

“Why do you hate the place so much?” he asked her. “Was my grandfather a cruel man?”

Natalie shook her head, and then rubbed his knee again.

“He owned more than half of the entire island,” she said. “Almost five thousand people live on it, and they all treated me like I was royalty. It’s not what I wanted for my life, and it’s not what I want for you, either.”

John stared at the window, admiring the landscape of Blackthorn Isle and wondering just where the helicopter was going to land. There were a couple of large estates that he could see near the coast, but there was also a decently sized, rustic looking village in the center.

The island was a mix of hills and fields. About a third of it was urban area, leaving acres of open plains, forests, and farm land scattered about. There was a dock in the village, and a couple of roads running through the rows of buildings, circling around the circumference of the island.

The helicopter drew closer, and the pilot began to navigate towards one particularly large looking building that was just on the edge of the village, right next to a large, overhanging cliff that sloped down into a coastal beach. As they slowly began to drop down from the sky, John could see that the building was a mansion, complete with a helipad on the roof, a perfectly landscaped lawn, a gigantic garage, and a couple of luxury cars scattered about the enormous parking area.

“This is it?” asked John. His mom nodded her head solemnly to him, and he stared down more closely at the Ludling Estate.

There was a small stairway entrance to the side of the roof, and standing in front of it was a short young woman dressed in the easily identifiable black and white outfit of a French maid. The dress that she had on was low cut in the bust, and high hanging on her thighs, showing off the woman’s nice breasts and curvy hips magnificently.

Natalie noticed her son staring at the woman and let out a disapproving cough. John looked at his mom and felt his cheeks heat up a little.

“My father usually only had one or two maids on staff in the mansion, at least back when I lived there,” she said. “I don’t think we’ll have much need for them in our stay, so try not to pay them too much mind.”

John nodded, but knew that it would be impossible. He could see the woman clearly now as the helicopter settled down on the pad, and next to his mom, she was one of the most beautiful women he’d ever had the pleasure of laying eyes on. She looked to be a little older than him, maybe in her mid-twenties, and had a welcoming smile on her face.

“Well, here you go,” said the pilot. “I live in the town, but Olivia has my number on file, for when the two of you decide that you’re ready to return to the mainland.”

“Thank you,” said John. He reached to unbuckle his seat belt, and found that his mom was already reaching over to do it for him. It almost felt as though her reaction to the whole situation was to just treat him like he was a child again.

The pilot climbed out of the helicopter and quickly headed over and down the stairs. The maid waiting for them slowly made her way over, arms folded across her lap, and stood to greet them on the helipad.

“Hello!” Her voice was clear and musical, like a bell. “My name is Olivia, sir. I’m here to help you in any way that I can.”

The girl had a youthful face with strikingly attractive features. John found himself thinking that her looks were wasted on the job of a maid, when they could easily buy her a comfortable life as a supermodel or actress.

“That won’t be necessary,” said Natalie, stepping in front of her son as though to shield him from the maid. “As soon as the affairs of Ludling Estate are put into order, we will be leaving, and most likely the property will be sold. You might want to consider looking for alternative employment, young lady.”

“Mom!” John gave her an exasperated look, and then turned to Olivia. “I’m sorry, she has… bad memories of this place. We haven’t decided what we’re going to do with the estate yet.”

Olivia bowed slightly and smiled.

“Of course, sir,” she said. “You are Marcus van Ludling’s named heir, and that makes you the current Count Ludling. The decision is entirely in your hands.”

Natalie looked as though she wanted to chew Olivia out, but John smiled at both of them, and began walking toward the stairs before the tension could mount.

“Please, allow me to give you a tour, Count Ludling,” said Olivia.

“That… sounds weird.” John scratched his head and turned abruptly as he was walking through the entrance of the stairs. Olivia had been following close and quickly behind him, and she didn’t stop in time. She let out a little squeal as she tripped forward, falling right into John’s arms.

“Just call me John.” He held her for a second and stared at her pretty face, feeling her big boobs pushing against his chest. Natalie stomped over and cleared her throat, her arms crossed and a very disapproving look in her eyes.

“Can we get on with this?” she asked. “I would like my son to see this place for what it is.”

“Yes, of course, my lady,” said Olivia. She turned back to John and flashed him a smile that was secretive and suggestive in a way that only a flirty woman in her prime could effectively pull off.  “John, let me show you your new estate.”

“Lead the way,” he replied.

Olivia walked with cute, concise steps, her butt wiggling from side to side in the maid outfit with every movement. She led John down a flight of stairs, which spilled out into an open third floor balcony area.

The carpets were a shade of opulent maroon, and all of the surfaces were polished wood, with gold trim. There was a chandelier hanging from the roof, and down below John could see the second floor balcony, with the entrance hall on the first floor being at the very bottom. Two huge wooden doors were at the front of the house, which he presumed would lead to the front yard.

“The third floor is the primary residential area,” said Olivia. “Both the Lord’s and Lady’s rooms are on this floor, along with two guest bedrooms, each with a bathroom of their own.”

She stopped in front of a door at the top of the stairs and opened it. The room on the other side was huge and spotless, with a gigantic bed at the center that had a large screen hanging from the roof concealing it. There was also a masterfully built desk, a bookshelf, and a large full length mirror.

“Is this… my room?” asked John. Natalie scowled.

“It’s the Count’s room, whatever that means for us now,” she said. “Come on, let’s get this tour over with so we can talk about what needs to be done.”

Olivia led them around the edge of the balcony, pointing out the guest bedrooms, and then stopping outside a room similar to John’s own. She looked at Natalie expectantly, but said nothing.

“This is… my mom’s old room,” she said in a quiet voice. “I… I’d like to stay the night in this one, if that’s alright with you, John.”

“Of course, mom,” he said. “Anything you want.”

Olivia brought them down a gigantic staircase to the second floor, and led them through that as well. There was a large library, bigger than the public one in John’s hometown, stocked with more books than he could imagine reading in a lifetime. Next to it was a private movie theater with a digital projector loaded with classic movies, and next to that was a large study with several very modern looking computers. Olivia explained to him that it was where the old Count had done most of his work.

“Work?” asked John. “Why would someone this rich ever need to work?”

Olivia smiled at him gently.

“The old Count was a very kind and determined man,” she said. “He did a lot for the local community, investing in many businesses, and helping out with charitable donations. I’ve never known anyone quite like him before.”

The way she looked at John, as though she was sizing him up in character, made him feel almost naked in her eyes. She continued leading him across the second floor, showing him a game room with a pool table, darts, and a number of board games, and then bringing them down to the first floor.

“And the ground floor, as you might expect, has all of the major necessities for a household of this size,” said Olivia. “There is a kitchen, a dining room, a sauna and hot bath, a small gym, the wine cellar down below, and of course, the servant’s quarters.”

“How many servants, I mean, staff, does the mansion employ?” asked John.

“It’s just me,” said Olivia. There was something very lonely about the statement, but the maid’s cheery and confident disposition made it sound like something she was proud of.

“That will be all, Olivia, you are dismissed.” Natalie spoke in a tone of authority, one that hinted at the years she had spent living in the estate and learning how to be a proper lady. Olivia bowed to the two of them, and then turned to leave.

“John, if there is anything that you need, don’t hesitate to ask.” Olivia stared directly into his eyes and enunciated each word with a very open, feminine tone. She had a smile on her face that made John feel excited, and a little embarrassed. “Anything at all. I am here to serve.”

“That will be all!” Natalie cut her off and waved to the servant’s quarters, and Olivia left without looking back.

Neither of them spoke for a moment. Natalie slowly walked up behind her son and wrapped him into a tight, tender, reverse hug.

“I know this is a lot to take in, sweetie,” she whispered. “It’s up to you what happens now. Personally, I think we should sell the place and return to our old lives, but I’m going to be here for you, as your mother, regardless of what you decide.”

Her breath was hot against his neck, and he could feel her big, soft boobs pressed against him. John sighed, and then turned around in her arms. For a moment, the two of them were in a lover’s embrace, and it took them a second to realize how inappropriate it was and back away from each other.

“I just need to think for a little bit, mom,” said John. “You’re right… this is a lot to take in.”


CHAPTER 3

John began to wander around the mansion, not so much intentionally as out of necessity. He felt tiny and lost in the gigantic estate, with all of the open space becoming a symbol for how much he didn’t know about his grandfather, and the life his mother ran away from.

Natalie had left to find the belongings that she had abandoned in her original escape from Blackthorn Isle, almost two decades earlier. The way she talked about it to John, the tone of voice and words she used to describe it, made him feel very wary of the entire situation.

John wondered just why it was that he had been named as the heir, and not his mother. It was clear enough that his mom would have refused the honor if it were to have been given to her, by why would his grandfather assume that it would be any different for him?’

And why did he never go about doing the obvious thing after Natalie’s flight from home, and just have another child? None of it was adding up, and his confusion made the mansion feel like an oppressive cage, rather than the personal palace that it was.

John made his way to the far corner of the ground floor, where the sauna and hot bath were located. Olivia must have prepared all of the rooms specifically for his arrival, he realized, as he found several large towels and a fluffy bath robe in his size hanging from the wall that connected the two facilities.

With gentle, deliberate slowness, John stripped out of his clothes. He headed into the bath, figuring that he could give the sauna a try once he got a little more comfortable.

The room on the other side of the heavy polished door was unlike anything that John had ever seen before. A large in ground hot tub, almost the size of a small pool, was bubbling in the center of the room.

In each corner were smaller baths sunken into the floor, and along the two side walls and the back were continuously flowing hot showers that dripped water down into them. They looked more like warm waterfalls than regular showers, and gave the room a decidedly tropical feel.

John walked over to one of the baths, setting his towel on a small free standing rack to the side of it, and then climbed in. It was the perfect temperature, and red lights glowed in the floor underneath it. There was a sliding cabinet flush against the wall with an almost impossibly wide selection of soap and shampoo, and John pulled out a bottle and set it aside for later.

He leaned back and let his head slip into the warm water as he rinsed his hair. John had never been a big fan of baths back home. In fact, they didn’t really have one in the tiny house that he and his mom shared. It was something that he never knew he’d even wanted, at least up until that moment.

A noise from the entrance of room perked his ears up. John ignored it for a second, and then finally turned and looked as it drew closer. Olivia was walking towards him, and his mouth fell open in shock at the sight of her, immediately followed by an embarrassed, futile attempt at covering his crotch underneath the water.

“Olivia!” cried John. “What are you doing?”

She was wearing a relatively modest black bikini, which for all that it covered, still made her look incredibly sexy and seductive. Her skin was clear and perfect, and the tight fabric of the two piece clung to her big breasts and butt, showing off her perfect curves. Olivia was smiling as though she had a secret, and wanted to share it with him.

“I’m here to help you get clean.” She giggled, and then gestured to her swimsuit. “This, sir, is just so I don’t have to worry about getting wet.”

John felt mortified as the pretty young woman walked over to his bath and confidentially began to lower herself in. There was just enough room for two people, and John continued covering himself, red faced and embarrassed, as she joined him. One of her legs brushed against his, and he felt his cock springing to life underneath his hands.

“I, I can wash myself,” said John. “This really isn’t necessary.”

For a moment, he thought Olivia had ignored him. She slid through the bath, over to the soap cabinet, and pulled out a few different bottles. Then, she turned to him and smiled with gentle eyes, slowly squirting a drop of shampoo in her hand and bringing it to his head.

“Sir,” she said. “John. I realize this is a lot to take in, but you don’t have to shy away from it.”

It was hard for him to ignore Olivia, her breasts and her body, and the closeness of it. The warm bath water was nothing compared to the heat that felt as though it was coming off of her, and John had to work overtime to not stare at her breasts as she leaned forward and lathered up his hair. She caught him peeking, and licked her lips.

“Close your eyes.” She lifted one eyebrow at him. “So the soap doesn’t get into them, of course.”

John obeyed. He wondered what his mom would think if she walked in on the scene, and then thought better of it. She understood this life better than he did, full of willing, obedient servants, and the trappings of money and power.

Olivia’s hands felt good on his head. She massaged the soap into his scalp slowly and steadily, and John began to wonder about her, as a girl, and not a servant.

“So… have you been a servant, or uh, have you worked here for long?” he asked, feeling about twice as awkward as he should have. Olivia didn’t say anything for a moment, and then spoke slowly.

“The old count, your grandfather, hired me several years ago,” she said. “I originally served the countess, but she passed shortly after I entered the household.”

John felt an unidentifiable emotion stab into his chest. He hadn’t even thought about his grandmother before, let alone her death. Olivia was silent, and he could tell that she was reading his emotions, and probably interpreting them better than he was.

“She was a good woman,” said Olivia. “And the Count was a good man. And you, young master, are as well.”

There was a tense, almost expectant pause, and John felt his cock slowly hardening underneath the water as Olivia’s hands drifted down to his neck. He coughed, and then desperately tried to think of something else to say.

“So do you work here full time, or do you go to school, or…?” The question felt very foolish even as it was leaving his mouth. Olivia laughed and slid in even closer to him, letting her boobs push against his arm, and slipping one of her hands down onto his chest.

“I’m 25, John. I mean, sir. This is my full time job, and the former Count gave me a generous contract to do it to the best of my abilities.” She had a wicked smile on her face, and her hand began to maneuver lower, across John’s stomach.

“What… what are you doing?” John felt his face heating up, and his heart began to knock with furious intensity against his ribcage. His cock was fully erect, and he almost jumped out of the water as he felt the tips of Olivia’s fingers graze across it.

“I am here to help you, sir,” she whispered. “With whatever it is that you need.”

John stared at her, mouth agape, as he felt her gently grip her hand around his cock. He let out a moan and felt pleasure shoot through his body in an intense wave.

“Oh wow, Olivia.” John was breathing quickly. He was totally inexperienced when it came to anything related to sex, and wanted to tell her, but somehow he wasn’t sure if he should. There was a strange balance of power between him as the new Count, and her as his servant, and it was already confusing enough trying to figure out who stood where.

“Just lean back, and let me take care of you, Count Ludling.” She winked at him as she used his title, as though she had a perfect understanding of how awkward and uncomfortable it made him.

Olivia slowly began to stroke her hand up and down John’s cock, barely applying enough pressure. Any touch from a woman was enough to make John ache for release, and he knew that it would be impossible for him to hold out for very long, especially seeing the look in Olivia’s eye, and the way she acted as though she was enjoying every second of what she was doing.

“Oh man…” John moaned and leaned back in the hot tub. The room was full of the sounds of the waterfalls running, the water filters and jets in the tub turning over, and now Olivia’s hand slowly creating tiny waves as she pumped it up and down.

“The old Count never let me do this for him,” whispered Olivia. “But you’re so young, and so eager. I can do this for you, anytime you need me to, sir. It can be part of my job.”

She cupped John’s hand in her cheek, and turned his face toward hers. He felt a little shy as he looked at her, his cock throbbing with pleasure as she jerked him off underneath the surface of the water. Olivia made him look into her eyes, so full of mischief, and hidden intensity.

“Olivia, I… I…” John began to buck his hips up slightly as she increased her pace. He had come to an orgasm many times before at the touch of his own hand, but never from someone else, never from a woman. It felt fantastic, beyond anything he could have imagined, and his body began to tense up as he began to get closer, and closer.

“You are so young, John,” whispered Olivia. “It’s going to be my pleasure serving you in any way that I can.”

Her hand was pumping with speed and enthusiasm now, and water splashed up each time her arm shifted back and forth. John reached out, grabbing her shoulder with one hand and one of her big, soft breasts with the other, and then lurched his hips up, pushing his cock just above the water.

He began to cum, and his seed spurted up into the air as though his dick was an erupting geyser. One of the spurts shot into Olivia’s hair, and she smiled with pleasant, understanding humor at it. The pleasure of the orgasm was only amplified by the warm, flowing bath water, bringing John to a place that felt almost like being a baby in a womb of sexual pleasure.

Olivia ducked her head under the water, and then slowly rose back up, facing John closer than she had before. She pushed her wet hair around behind her, and then lightly kissed John on the cheek.

“I realize that all of… this.” She paused, and then gestured to her, and to everything around. “It must be new for you. But you are going to make a good Count if you choose to stay John, one day. And a good man, at that.”

She tussled his hair in a way that felt slightly patronizing, and then climbed out of the bath. John leaned up and stared at her as she walked towards the exit.

“Wait!” John looked at her, and felt himself wanting, needing to ask her what it all meant. She had done something for him that he had never experienced before, almost as though it was the first part of a ritual designed to prepare him for adulthood, for the responsibilities that now lay on his shoulder. He wanted to know who she was, and what she was going to be to him. Olivia locked eyes with him, and smiled coyly.

“I’m your maid and servant, sir,” she said. “I have responsibilities to take care of elsewhere in the estate.”

She continued walking to the door, and this time, John didn’t stop her. He slid lower in the tub, feeling his entire body glowing with pleasure, and thought about just how much his life had changed.


CHAPTER 4

Apparently, one of the responsibilities that Olivia had been referring to involved laying out clothes for him. When John climbed out of the tub and dried off, he found that an ironed blue dress shirt, a pair of soft tan slacks, black socks and underwear, and dress shoes had replaced the dirty clothes he’d taken off in the dressing room.

He pulled all of them on, surprised by how nicely they fit him, and looked at himself in the mirror. It was almost as though he was staring into the eyes of a different person, similar looking physically, but with a completely altered style and air about him.

John headed back into the mansion, walking slowly and still looking around at the unfamiliar surroundings. It was quiet, a little too quiet for how much space there was. Every step he took echoed throughout the wide walls and high ceiling of the lobby, and he felt as though there should be music playing, or a crowd of people milling about, putting the place to use.

He made his way to the stairs, and slowly walked up them. He thought for a moment about how if the mansion had been a floor higher, it probably would have needed an elevator, which made him wonder if maybe it did have one and he just hadn’t seen it on the tour that Olivia had given him.

John found himself hoping that he could avoid his newly inherited maid, at least for a bit. The way she acted around him, so willing and eager to serve, was a contrast to the intelligence and confidence he could see in her eyes, almost hidden away. Talking with her made him feel as though she knew something that he didn’t, a certain something related to her radiantly feminine sexuality.

The library was right off the stairs on the second floor, and John ducked into it. He saw his mom sitting on a comfortable looking couch along the side wall, silently reading a book and looking much more serene than he would have expected her to.

“I guess I should have known that you’d make yourself right at home,” he said. Natalie jumped slightly in her seat, slamming the book shut and exhaling in surprise.

“Jeez! I didn’t realize that you were there…” She looked at her son for a moment, and noticed him glance down at the volume in her hands. “This book… it was one of my favorites back when I was a teenager. Never managed to find another copy of it, after I’d left.”

“Well, I guess it’s a good thing you got to come back.” John smiled at his mom, but she frowned back at him.

“Sweetie, I know what you’re thinking, and it’s not a good idea. All we have to do, all we should do here, is hire a caretaker and put the estate on the market.”

“We’re on a relatively secluded island, and this mansion is worth millions,” said John. “It’s not as though it’s going to sell overnight. And besides…”

His mom set the book down and crossed her arms, waiting for him to continue before preparing the protest that she was dying to mount.

“Mom, I kind of like it here,” he said. “I don’t think it would be such a bad thing if we stayed for a few days. We can take a little vacation, and you-”

“I have work to do!” Natalie stood up from the couch and brushed off her hands on her blouse. “John, I was in the middle of closing a deal on a house before we left. I can’t just…”

“You don’t have to work anymore,” said John. “I haven’t seen the numbers on how much grandfather left me, but you should know better than anyone that it will be enough.”

Natalie didn’t say anything. John slowly walked over and set his hand on his mother’s shoulder, feeling the softness and warmth of her skin through the thin fabric of her shirt.

“Let’s just stay for a few days and feel it out,” said John. He had on the same face that he had used on her so many times growing up, whenever he’d wanted a new toy or an advance on his allowance. He could see her resolve slowly giving way, her love for him outweighing her own desires.

“Count John, shall I begin preparing dinner?” Olivia had snuck up to the edge of the library, just as he had. She smiled her secretive, coy smile at him, and then saw Natalie and shifted back into a neutral, professional expression. “Oh, Lady Natalie, I didn’t see you there.”

Natalie shot daggers with her eyes at the young maid. She looked at John, and then began walking out of the library.

“You should start dinner immediately,” she said to Olivia. “Come on John, let’s talk more about this outside. I want to show you a bit of Blackthorn before you make up your mind.”

He nodded, smiled at Olivia, and then hurried after his mom. She was already halfway down the stairs by the time he’d caught up with her. Compared to how unfamiliar the mansion was to him, his mom acted like she was right at home, which made sense to him and made him feel a little uneasy. He wondered just why she was so reluctant to return, even just for a few nights.

The polished oak doors swung open surprisingly easy for their size. It was only as John and his mom walked down the front steps that he really began to get a sense of just how big the property was.

The mansion looked huge behind them, and the front lawn was the size of what a decently big park had been in his old city. There were sprinklers gently flicking water across the grass, and John could smell the faintly humid scent of sea salt on the air.

“This is unbelievable…” John looked over at his mom and saw that she wasn’t even close to being as entranced as he was, and moved forward across the paved front walkway without looking around.

“Come on then,” she said. “Let’s get going.”

“Aren’t we going to take a car, or be driven in?” asked John. Natalie shook her head.

“It’s only just a short walk into town, and I am sick of all of…” She gestured around her. “This. It’s a double edged sword John, trust me.”

He wasn’t sure if he felt the same way, but he nodded, and increased his pace until he matched his mom’s stride.

The Ludling Estate was on the coast of Blackthorn Isle, only a couple minutes’ walk from the town proper. The road leading away from the mansion had a small walking path next to it that led along the high, downward sloping cliff that the estate was situated on the cusp of.

Below the jagged wall of rocks, John could see a rather luxurious looking beach, at least fifty or sixty feet wide, stretching along the coast towards the town. Natalie noticed the attention he was paying to it and nodded.

“My father employs the lighthouse keeper to watch over the beach and make sure it’s always spotless.” She smiled at him, and then lifted her eyebrows. “Well I guess he’s your employee now.”

John didn’t say anything. Instead, he looked ahead towards the town and tried to get a sense of what it must be like for the people there. He followed his mom as the two of them walked past the first few houses of the village, looking around and expecting to see more people than he did.

“During the summer, Blackthorn Isle gets a number of tourists, but usually not too many throughout the rest of the year,” she said. “And during the day, the people here are still in their shops, and going about business as usual. Not much happens that’s eventful.”

John nodded, and watched a small trolley cross by an intersection up ahead. There were a couple of older, but well maintained cars waiting at the intersection, and when the light turned green, they slowly rolled forward.

There wasn’t much of a true downtown area, but he could pick out a couple of stores, a movie theater, a bar, and all of the other town essentials. All of the nearby houses were smaller than the Ludling Estate, but he could see a few off in the distance, apart from the rest, that approached or even matched the size of it.

The main thing John took from looking at the town of Blackthorn was its upscale, gentrified nature. It was a small village, but it was clear that his grandfather, or possibly other wealthy community members, had poured money into every corner of every building, creating a tiny little rustic paradise for the people there.

“This is pretty much all there is,” said Natalie. She looked at him expectantly for a moment, and then glanced around at a few of the people traveling by on the sidewalk.

“I still don’t understand why this place is so threatening to you.” John spoke the words, and then instantly wish that he hadn’t as he saw his mother’s reaction. She folded her arms and glared at him, with emotion in her eyes that looked like it was older than he was.

“It’s not for you to know, John,” she said slowly. “Not yet.”

It was late in the afternoon, and John felt his stomach growling. He turned towards his mom and started to suggest that they stop at a café for a snack, when her eyes locked onto something behind him with full intensity.

There was another estate down a long driveway, right off the main part of the town of Blackthorn. Coming out of it was an older man, maybe in his late forties or early fifties, with a much younger woman in tow.

“That’s Erik van Katho,” said Natalie. “His father and family were close to mine, back before I left the island.”

John smiled at her.

“So he’s a friend, then?”

The cold look his mom gave him told him everything he needed to know. He looked back towards the man, and took a moment to admire the girl walking with him.

She was about the same age as him, with ravishingly intelligent, beautiful eyes. She had a thin, petite frame, medium sized breasts, and walked with an elegance that suggested that she’d never worked a day or struggled in her entire life. The long, expensive dress that she had on gave her a radiant air, and John almost felt like he couldn’t look away from her.

“Natalie… my god.” Erik van Katho shook his head and stared at John’s mom with an expression that was a mixture of elation and disbelief. “It’s so good to see you. After what happened to your father, I could only hope that some good might come out of the tragedy. That you might come back here, to this fair island.”

“That’s Lady Ludling to you, Erik,” she said curtly. “I’m only on Blackthorn until my son and I have taken care of the future of the estate.”

“It’s been so long,” said Erik. “But I see the time away hasn’t softened your disposition.”

“To you, Erik, no amount of time ever could.” She glared at him, and John found himself wondering just where her vehemence was coming from.

There was a tense, silent second that felt like it stretched on for an eternity. Finally, Erik van Katho placed one arm around the younger woman and gestured to her.

“This is my daughter, Kari,” he said. “Natalie… I hope that we don’t let our past come between the future of our children. From the looks of it, John and Kari are about the same age.”

Kari smiled at John, but he heard his mom scowl before he could say anything on his own behalf.

“Erik, your ceaseless opportunism will never fail to disgust me.” The words left Natalie’s mouth with a cold, cutting edge, and John watched as Erik van Katho’s face shifted into an angry, offended expression.

“Well you certainly haven’t changed, Natalie.” Erik practically spat out the words, and then turned sharply on his heels and walked back up the driveway of his estate, without looking back.

Kari held out for a moment, and John felt a spark pass between them as he held her gaze. She was beautiful, and indeed, she was around his age. There was also something in her eyes, something that suggested that she might not be quite as innocent as she seemed.

John felt Natalie’s fingers dig into his shoulder, and he turned to look back at her, not sure whether to be frustrated with his mother or just plain confused. Kari followed her father back inside, and John followed his mother back down the road into town.

She was walking fast, and had a bit of a head start on him. Instead of rushing to catch up with her, John let his steps slow, deliberately letting her head back to the mansion before him, and giving himself a chance to take a look at Blackthorn on his own, lit by the glow of the beautiful orange setting sun.


CHAPTER 5

There was a little more activity on the streets as John made his way deeper into the town. He and his mom had already walked down the main short stretch of road that the town was organized around, and he was now exploring the side streets, seeing what he could find of interest and just getting a general feel for the place.

A couple of pedestrians gave him an odd glance as he passed by them on the sidewalk. John wasn’t sure if it was because they didn’t recognize him, or because they thought he was a tourist. He kept walking, all the way down to where the waterfront began.

John made his way across it, and towards the beach. He stepped across the wooden boardwalk, down to where a small set of stairs spilled out onto the sand, and walked down them. He took off his sneakers and socks, and then walked barefoot across the sand, feeling the warm grains lace themselves between his toes.

He still felt as though he was struggling to take all of his new situation in. It was so strange to think about, and the fact that he’d gone from living in a city with his mom, working to get by, to something so radically different, something that was almost the complete opposite of that, was hard for his brain to process.

A big part of his confusion and struggle came from the way his mom was so opposed to sticking around, or really anything related to engaging with the inheritance and Blackthorn Isle. John had never seen her like this before, and as much as he wanted to ask her for the truth behind her reluctance, it felt almost like he’d be probing at an old wound, stirring up old memories.

There was a small rock by one of his feet, and he picked it up and tried to skip it along the water. The waves weren’t that big, but the rock still caught on the first one it encountered, and sank silently to the ocean floor.

“John van Ludling!” A voice, loud and deep, bellowed at him from down the shore. “You are John van Ludling, are you not?”

John turned and saw a large man walking towards him, his face barely managing to contain the huge smile that spread from ear to ear.

“Yeah, that’s me.” John felt like his voice was a little quiet, but anything would have sounded that way in comparison to the vocal cords of the man heading towards him.

He was close to seven feet tall, with broad shoulders and a light, wild looking beard. For a moment it looked as though he was going to clap John on the shoulder, but then he stopped, and scratched his head warily.

“I was uh… friend of your grandfather,” he said. “You’re the new count now, so that makes me your friend.”

“…Okay.” John wasn’t really sure what to say, but the man continued to look at him expectantly, so he stuck out his hand. “Nice to meet you…”

“Chad Dorsky, sir.” The man took John’s hand into his own, and John felt as though he was shaking hands with a giant. He wasn’t sure exactly what to say, or how to act, but it was becoming increasingly clear from the man’s behavior that there was something he wanted.

“Count John, sir,” said Chad. “It would do my business dishonor if I didn’t invite you back to the tavern for a celebratory drink. It’s on me, just as a way of welcoming you to the island.”

“You know I’m only…” John trailed off in midsentence, wondering if there was any point in telling the man that he was only 18, or if it would only undermine his new position. “Hmm… Okay, I don’t see why not. But I can’t stay for very long.”

“I won’t keep you for very long, sir!” said Chad.

The big man’s stride was long, but John could see the effort he putting into walking at a pace that he could easily keep up with. He talked a bit of his family’s history as they went, first generation immigrants from southern Canada, who had been running the same bar for over a hundred years.

They traveled back up into the main town area, and then through the side streets that John had taken to get down to the beach. Chad was looking ahead, towards one of the bars that John’s mom had pointed out to him before, a small building with a large sign out front that said “Red Thorn Tavern”. The two of them stopped in front of it, and Chad flashed him another broad smile.

“Here we are,” said Chad, leading John in through a thick wooden door that swung freely on its hinges. “It’s still early in the evening, so I doubt if they’ll be any other patrons inside yet.”

There was one person in the tavern, and when John saw her, he felt blood instantly rush to his cock. A busty blond woman was standing behind the bar counter, polishing a glass with a clean white cloth. She was wearing a very low cut green and white blouse that looked as though it was from another century, and her cleavage was popping out of it in a way that made John want to stare at her for as long as he could.

“Who is this, honey?” asked the woman.

“Sorry. Count John, this is my wife, Amelia. Amelia, this is the new Count of Ludling Estate, John Ludling.”

John watched as the woman’s eyes opened a little bit. She smiled at him in a way that was anything but innocent, and stood up a little straighter.

“Oh my, you certainly are young…” she said. “And so very… handsome.”

Chad took a seat at the bar and gestured for John to sit next to him. He did, and then watched as Amelia bent low to fill two mugs with beer. He couldn’t help but stare at her butt, which poked out a little from underneath her skirt. Amelia glanced back over her shoulder at him and caught him peeking, a seductive gleam in her eye.

“Amelia, mind yourself,” said Chad. “We don’t want to go making Count John feel too out of sorts on his first day of the job.”

“Of course.” Amelia set the mugs down slowly, leaning forward and angling her cleavage so that it was directly within John’s line of sight. He felt his cock hardening in his pants, along with a growing sense of uneasy confusion. He took a sip of the beer, which was strong and heavy.

“Your grandfather was a kind man, John,” said Chad. “He did me more favors over the years than I can count. You’ll always be welcome at the Red Thorn Tavern, isn’t that right Amelia?”

“Oh yes…” Amelia walked around to their side of the bar and leaned up against it on the other side of John, close to him. “You are welcome to whatever you need here, John.”

Out of sight of Chad’s gaze, John felt Amelia’s hand begin to slide up his leg. He looked at her with disbelief, and picked up on the eager, horny look in her eyes. John glanced back at Chad, and saw that he was too preoccupied with his beer to pay them any attention. Amelia’s hand continued sliding, coming to a rest on his hard bulge, and then quickly jerked back as Chad finally looked back over.

“Me and you will have to talk business sometime soon I suppose, Count John.” He clapped John on the back, and then let out a slightly forced laugh. John took another swig of his beer, feeling a buzz begin to descend on him, and then looked at Amelia, whose face was the perfect image of innocence.

“He’s still just getting adjusted to the island, dear,” said Amelia. “You should give him some time to get comfortable.”

“You’re right, you’re right,” said Chad. “Actually, wait right here, Count John. I’m going to find some of the good cigars upstairs, and we can celebrate your arrival good and proper.”

Amelia was already licking her lips before her husband had even made it to the door in the back of the bar. The second he was out of eyesight, she pulled her breasts out of the top of her blouse, which were big and dotted with large pink nipples, and pushed them into John’s face.

“Such a handsome Count, indeed,” she whispered, running her hand back onto John’s bulge. “Your grandfather was a kind man, but you… you are my kind of man, Count John.”

She moved fast, unzipping his jeans and working his cock out through his boxers with quick, practiced movements. John was shocked and overwhelmed, and just stared at her as he felt her soft breasts push against his face, his arousal shooting through the roof.

“But… your husband,” he managed. Amelia just smiled at him, and then kissed him passionately on the lips.

“He wants to be your friend, Count John,” she whispered. “And I want to be your friend, too. Is there a problem with that?”

John felt guilty, but he didn’t stop her as she dropped down to her knees. Amelia glanced up at him with wicked eyes, pushed her long blond hair back behind her head, and then brought his lips to the tip of his cock.

“He’ll never know, John,” she whispered. “And this way, we can all be good friends.”

John had to stifle a moan of pleasure as Amelia moved her lips forward, bringing his cock into her warm, wet mouth, and drowning him with intense pleasure. He jerked his hips forward slightly and felt her begin to bob back and forth, taking more of him beyond her lips, and sucking him off with sensual, seductive precision.

“Oh man,” moaned John. He glanced back at the door, feeling his heart race at the possibility of Chad coming back and catching them, and then felt his mind fog over with lust. It felt so good, far better than it had any right to for how wrong it was.

Amelia had her hands on his thighs, and was pushing her mouth forward and back while twisting her head slightly, which managed to completely and effectively pleasure every inch of John’s cock. She moved fast and with a sense of urgency, as though she was just as worried about her husband coming back as he was.

John watched as she pulled her mouth back and looked up at him, her eyes full of a seductive, almost evil looking horniness. She licked the tip of his cock slowly, gripped it with her hand and jerked it back and forth a few times, and then moved her mouth forward again.

This time, she kept her lips as open as she could. All John could feel at first was the heat of her humid breath. She moved further forward, until he could feel the head of his cock pushing against the back of her throat, and her tongue occasionally skimming across the bottom of his member, and then wrapped her lips around it.

“Sorry it’s taking so long, I’m just looking for the matches!” Chad yelled to them from what sounded like a room above the bar. Amelia quickly pulled back, her lips gliding across John’s cock as she did.

“It’s fine sweetie, I’m just getting to know the new Count a little better.” Her voice was sweet, and sickeningly convincing, and something about it turned John on even more.

She went back to blowing him with even more lustful intensity, and John felt himself quickly approaching his limit. He reached his hand down to tap on the back of her head, to warn her, but Amelia didn’t let up. John jerked his hips forward and began to shoot his hot cum load into her mouth, overwhelmed with pleasure and a little impressed by the way the bar maid drank down every drop.

“Found it!” Chad’s footsteps were headed down the stairs towards them. Amelia moved with catlike dexterity, tucking John’s cock away, zipping his pants up, and then wiping her lips up and moving to the back of the bar just as her husband walked through the door.

“That’s great, darling,” she said. “I’m sure that John could go for a smoke right about now.”

John opened his mouth to say something, but before he could, the bar door whipped open. Standing in the doorframe was Olivia, dressed in a regular looking maroon sweater and jeans, rather than her maid’s uniform. She walked over to him and set her hand on his shoulder.

“Sorry, but I’ll be taking the young Count back to the mansion,” she said. “Dinner is waiting, and his mother is worried about him.”

“Is that so?” said Amelia. John couldn’t help but pick up on the slight edge to her voice, as though she was a little peeved at the other, younger woman.

“Indeed, it is so,” said Olivia, matching a bit of the cattiness in her own tone. “Come on John, let’s go.”

John smiled at Chad and tried to avoid Amelia’s gaze as he followed his maid out the front of the bar.

“So long, Count John,” said Chad. “Come back anytime!”

“Yes,” said Amelia. “You’re always welcome to whatever you need, here.”

John was a little put off by the speed at which Olivia was intent on getting him back to the mansion. She was shorter than him, but somehow she was walking at a much faster, much more determined speed.

“Count John, I realize that you’re new to this island, but you need to start using your head when it comes to how you interact with the locals.”

John sped up so that he was walking next to Olivia and raised an eyebrow at her.

“What do you mean?” he asked. Olivia let out a sigh, and then glanced over her shoulder, back towards the bar.

“The Red Thorn Tavern was in deep debt to your grandfather,” she said. “You essentially own the establishment, all but in name.”

“Oh.” John scratched his head. “Well, shouldn’t I be on friendly terms with the staff, then?”

“I was watching from the door, Count John.” Olivia’s tone was sharp and accusatory. “It looks more like that woman was getting on friendly terms with your staff, so to speak.”

John blushed, and couldn’t think of anything to say in response. Surprisingly, Olivia put one of her hands on his shoulder and rubbed it encouragingly.

“I am at your disposal, Count John,” she said. “I won’t tell your mom what happened, don’t worry.”

John froze. He hadn’t even thought about that possibility, and hearing Olivia suggest it caused his mind to jump off the tracks. His maid just watched him, and waited for a moment before speaking again.

“I will help you become the type of Count that your grandfather was. And if there is anything you need for me to do in order to help you get up to that level, anything at all, I am at your service.”

She smiled at him, and John saw something that looked almost like affection on her face, and in her eyes. He nodded to her, and began to feel the heaviness of his new responsibilities weigh down on his shoulders.

“Thank you, Olivia,” he said.

The rest of the walk back to the mansion was silent, but comfortable. John was beginning to understand what his mom meant when she talked about how different things would be for them on Blackthorn Isle.


CHAPTER 6

By the time they’d gotten back to the estate, the sun had set and darkness was quickly spreading across the sky. As they entered through the mansion’s front door, Olivia bowed slightly to him and then gestured to the dining hall.

“The food should be ready,” she said. “Go on ahead. I’ll let your mother know to join you there after I’ve changed back into my uniform.”

John looked at her curiously.

“You do all the cooking here yourself, Olivia?”

She nodded, and John could see a small glimmer of pride on her face.

“I’ve been trained to take care of almost everything in the mansion myself,” she said. “Occasionally, outside contractors are needed for repairs, and I do hire caterers for larger meals and banquets, but other than that, I am the sole caretaker.”

John nodded, and watched as she walked off. He couldn’t help but notice just how different she looked when wearing regular clothes, and made a mental note to let her know that it was okay to completely forego the uniform, if she wanted to.

The smells coming from the dining room were amazing. John saw that Olivia had already laid out roasted duck, a delicious looking vegetable stew, homemade bread, a number of sauces and garnishes, and a variety of drinks.

He took a seat at one side of the long, immaculately set, rectangular table, and then thought better of it and moved to the host’s seat, all the way at the end. He was the Count, he reminded himself. It was something that would take some getting used to, for sure, and John was beginning to understand that it meant more than just having the title.

“He was at the bar?” Natalie’s voice echoed through the lobby and into the dining room. John shifted in his seat, turning so he could face his mom and Olivia as they came in.

“Lady Ludling, I don’t know why he was there,” said Olivia.

“The owner of it is a seedy man, and he’d do just about anything to get on the good side of the Ludling family!” Natalie’s voice was upset, and a little angry. “Olivia, you need to keep him away from places like that!”

“Yes of course, milady.”

John wanted to point out that it had been her that had left him on his own in the town, and Olivia had come and gotten him out of the Red Thorn Tavern, but it felt unwise to butt in. The two of them walked into the dining room together and smiled at him, and then took the two nearest seats to his side of the table, across from each other.

Olivia was back to wearing her maid uniform, and began serving food from the platters without being asked. Natalie smiled at her son, and John could detect a hint of tension behind it. He thought back to what they had talked about earlier that day, and could instantly tell from her expression that she was about to bring it up.

“John, sweetie,” she said. “Have you come to a decision yet? About what, exactly, we’re going to do with the estate?”

John sighed. His mom’s voice was gentle, but also very hopeful. He could tell that she wanted him to say that he hated the island, and wanted his own life back, but it was anything but the truth. Olivia cut a piece of roasted duck and set it on his plate, along with a small bowl of the vegetable soup.

“I haven’t mom,” he said. “I’m sorry. I think we should stay here for the next couple of days. I’m sure that it will be easy enough for me to decide after that. And it’s up to both of us, isn’t it?”

Olivia glanced at Natalie, who looked like she was struggling to hold her tongue, and then at John, as she dropped a slice of bread down next to his duck.

“Count John, the will was explicit,” said the maid. “The entirety of the estate has been left to you. Your mother…” She glanced at Natalie again, looking as though she was choosing her words carefully, as not to offend her. “She is Lady Ludling, but it’s more of a ceremonial title, if you excuse me saying so.”

“Oh…” John stared ahead blankly, feeling the eyes of both of the beautiful women locked onto his face.

“Sir, the two of us are at your disposal,” said Olivia. “I don’t mean to speak for you mother, but regardless of what you decide, I’m sure we will both abide by your decision, and be here for you in any way you need.”

It was one of the only things that Olivia had said since their arrival that Natalie didn’t look like she objected to. She nodded slowly, and then smiled at her son.

“We can talk about it more later,” she said. “But it’s as your maid says, John. The decision is yours to make.”

There was another tense, awkward silence. John felt his cock stirring in his pants, and was a little taken aback by his body’s inappropriate, uncalled for reaction. He looked down at his plate and began cutting into the meat.

“Anyway, let’s just talk about something else,” said Natalie. “Tell me what you think of the island, sweetie. I have mixed memories of this place, but as far as the actual landscape goes, I know that it’s quite impressive.”

“It’s amazing, mom,” he said.

The rest of the meal went by in relatively good spirits. The food was delicious, and John hadn’t realized how hungry he was. He laughed and joked with his mom about the bar owner, Chad, keeping to himself what had happened with the man’s wife, and talked about the beach and the nice view form the cliffs. Olivia joined in, and even managed to step out of her formal manner of speech, for a minute or two.

“I took out a special bottle of wine from the old count’s wine cellar for the occasion,” said the maid. “I guess technically it’s yours now, John… I mean, Count John.”

John held up his hand and smiled at her.

“Enough with that, Olivia, you can call me whatever you like.”

She nodded in a way that he still found a little too obedient, but then flashed him a feisty, flirty smile, and reached for the bottle across the table.

“That is assuming that your mother lets you drink it,” she said. “You aren’t 21 yet, of course.”

Natalie opened her mouth in mock exasperation, and then shook her head and waved her hand.

“He’s the Count, and this is his castle,” she said. “I’m not sure of normal laws even apply here. But that doesn’t go for everything, sweetie. I want you to always ask me, or at least check with Olivia, before doing something that you think might be suspect.”

John nodded, and watched as Olivia twirled in a cork screw and then pulled it out. She looked happy and full of fun, which contrasted sharply against her maid uniform, even with the low cut blouse and short skirt. She poured a bit of the red wine into three glasses, and handed John and his mom one.

“Cheers,” said John. Olivia and Natalie responded in kind, and after clinking their glasses, they drank together merrily.

It was late in the evening when the meal finally came to an end. Olivia bid John and Natalie good night, and the two of them left and walked up to the third floor on slightly tipsy legs. Natalie stopped outside of the Lady’s room, her new room, and turned to her son.

“I’m going to change into some more comfortable sleeping attire,” she said. “Don’t fall asleep right away John, I’d like to talk to you a little more before you do.”

He nodded.

“Okay mom,” he said. “I… guess I’ll wait up for you in my room, then.”

John had only taken a brief look at the Count’s room during the tour that Olivia had given him, and it shocked him a little to see up close just how big it was. He walked across the floor of it, staring at the huge curtained bed, the desk that looked like it was more expensive than everything he had formally owned, and wondered how he could possibly fill such a space.

Olivia had set out a set of fine, silk pajamas on top of the wardrobe next to his bed, and John changed into them. The fabric was soft and smooth, and it made him feel as though he was being caressed just by wearing them.

He sat down on his bed, and wondered about how many people it would take to really fill it up. It was at least twice the size of his bed back home, and that one had never been too small for him.

There was a soft knock on the door, and he was drawn out of his thoughts.

“John? Can I come in?” It was his mom, but her voice sounded distant from all the way across the room.

“Of course,” he said. “Go right ahead.”

The door opened, and Natalie stepped through it. She was wearing a tiny silk nightgown that was almost sheer, and bordered on the verge of being lingerie. John blushed as he realized that he could see a lot of his mom’s cleavage, and blushed a little more when he noticed how short the garment was.

“I just wanted to make sure I touched base with you about your decision, sweetie.” She walked across the room as she spoke, each step taken with graceful elegance.

“Mom, I haven’t decided anything,” said John. “Just because we’re here now, it doesn’t mean we’ll always be here.”

His mom reached the bed, and slowly took a seat next to him on it, sitting close enough to make his heart race in his chest, close enough so that he could feel the warmth of her body, and smell the gentle scent of perfume, the same one he’d always known her to wear, ever since he’d been a child.

“The mansion, the maid, all of the money, the lifestyle, John, it has a way of seducing people, whether they like it or not.” Natalie put a hand down on his thigh, and John felt his cock being to stir indiscriminately in his pants. He was nervous, and a little aroused, and ashamed of himself for being so responsive to her presence, his own mother’s presence.

“I… I’m not going to be seduced, mom.” John wasn’t sure of the words even as he spoke them with all of the confidence he could muster. He felt his mom’s hand slide a little bit along his leg, up and down, and felt his cock harden even more. An erection would be impossible to hide in the thin fabric of the pajama pants, and he was mortified of the possibility.

“I think you already have been, to a certain extent.” Natalie gave him a knowing smile, and John began to worry that she knew about what had happened between him and Olivia, or even about what had happened at the bar in town.

“Mom, I’m sorry, I don’t know what to say.” John shifted his legs, and without realizing it or even meaning to, spread them open further, pushing his mom’s hand closer to forbidden territory and giving her much better, much less appropriate access to his cock.

“You don’t have to say anything, honey,” she whispered. “I’ll be here for you, either way, whether we stay or whether we go.”

Natalie’s hand drifted further up, and John felt his breath catch in his throat. He couldn’t believe that she was doing what he thought she was doing, what he felt her doing, even as her fingers made it all the way up his thigh and came to a rest right at the base of his shaft.

“Mom,” whispered John. He felt like a kid again as he stared right into her eyes, a young, confused child in desperate need of his mother’s intimacy after entering a new grade in school or going on an overnight trip without her, or facing some other new challenge that not even she could directly help him with.

“John.” Natalie ran her hand lightly across his hard shaft, tickling him with pleasure. “I’ll always be here to support you, in any way you need, whatever you decide.”

“Oh god, mom.” John stared in disbelief as his mom leaned in closer to him, her hand closing around his cock through his pants. She moved slowly, but everything was happening so fast. Her cute lips were turned up into a smile, and John could feel her hot, sweet breath against his neck. He thought she was going to kiss him, but instead she brought her mouth right up to his ear, and whispered.

“Do you want mommy to help you, honey?”

John swallowed hard and slowly nodded, staring into her eyes and the forbidden consequences of what was about to happen. Natalie leaned against him, brushing her big breasts along his chest, and then slowly leaned him back on the bed and slid her fingers down his waistband.

“How is this even-“

“Shhhhh…” Natalie cut him off in midsentence, and slipped his pajama bottoms down his legs. John wasn’t wearing any underwear, and the next thing he felt was a soft, unbelievably warm hand wrapping around his hard, sensitive cock. He let out a gasp and blinked a couple times fast, as though he was expecting to wake up, or snap out of a daydream.

“Just let mommy take care of you, John.” Natalie stroked him slowly, ever so slowly, paying attention to his reactions and breathing. “I’ll do whatever it takes to take care of you, sweetie.”

He moaned, and felt pre-cum dribble out of the head of his erection. Natalie rubbed her thumb over it, and then slid her other hand up his shirt, against his chest. It felt so good, and yet so wrong, and John found himself remembering all of the backrubs he’d gotten as a kid, the way they had felt like they’d pushed to the very limits of the intimacy they could share.

His mom was jerking him off, and pleasure was pulsing through his body, more than John had ever known before, enough to make him shiver and gasp involuntarily with delight. His mom was smiling at him, and he could feel her warm hands, both the one on his chest and on his cock.

They had cuddled together under blankets when he’d been younger, and it had been warm there as well. John imagined them cuddling together now, imagined them doing more, and felt embarrassment and shame course through him.

“It’s okay, honey,” whispered Natalie, as though reading his mind. “This will be our little secret.”

She pumped faster, and her breathing intensified, too. John wondered what it must be like for her to be actively crossing the line, and then realized that he already knew. He was a willing participant just as much as she was, though the act had been instigated through no fault of his own.

John reached up, his hand moving to take his mom’s breast as though it was drawn to it by sexual magnetism. His fingers made brief contact before Natalie pulled back slightly, shaking it loose. She gave him a slightly embarrassed, knowing smile.

“Those are still off limits, sweetie,” she whispered. John nodded slowly, and then jumped with pleasure as she gave his cock and affectionate little squeeze. “This, and just this, is what mommy can help you with.”

John’s cock was overflowing with pre-cum, and his mom took it with her hand and rubbed it around the skin of his cock until it was lightly lubricated. Then, she began to jerk him off faster, more lewdly, but still with the same motherly care and tenderness. John groaned, and felt his heart begin to beat at speeds that he hadn’t known that it could. It felt so good, and yet every fiber of him knew that it was wrong.

“Mom…” he whispered. “I, I’m going to-“

“I know, honey,” whispered Natalie. “It’s okay.”

She pumped faster, and brought her head closer down, her mouth so close to the head of John’s cock that he could feel her hot breath landing on it. The intense sensation of pleasure was building up like a soda bottle, shaken to the point of exploding. He could feel his crotch filling with erotic intention, which spread to his chest and the rest of his body, until every ounce of him was glowing with an intense need to cum.

“Mom!” John cried out and thrust his hips forward, towards her, as his cock began to explode. Natalie was ready, and tilted his cock up and away from her. His seed blasted out, each spurt of white hot cum sending erotic bliss raging through his body. One of the lines landed across his mom’s hand, and the rest splashed harmlessly onto his pajama shirt. His mom continued jerking until every drop had been milked out of him, and then ran her clean hand through his hair.

“I love you, sweetie,” she whispered. “I’ll do whatever I can for you. This will be our little secret.”

John was too awash with feverish pleasure to even so much as nod. He blinked a couple of times, and realized that minutes had gone by in what felt like seconds. His pajama bottoms had been pulled back up, and his mom was standing by the door.

“You should get changed before you head to bed,” she said. “Leave your dirty clothes in your closet, and I’ll wash them for you tomorrow. We wouldn’t want Olivia to get a look at those, now would we?”

John shook his head, feeling incredibly guilty all of the sudden.

“Goodnight, John,” she said. “I love you.”

“I… I love you too, mom.”

She walked through the door and shut it behind her. John did as she’d suggested and changed into another pair of pajamas in the wardrobe, putting the dirty ones in the closet. He climbed under the covers, and slowly willed himself to sleep, feeling confused and more than a little ashamed.

But it was okay. Somehow, he knew that things were going to be okay. He had a new life, with new secrets, new desire, and new challenges, and he was going to live it to the fullest.

END
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CHAPTER 1

The sidewalk outside the school was empty. Andy Johnson knew that was a bad side. He grabbed onto the shoulder straps of his knapsack and tried to keep it from swinging too much as he broke into a sprint.

He didn’t slow down as he pushed through the double set of doors that led into the school’s hallway. It was just about the same on the inside, empty apart from a few stragglers like him. Andy chewed his bottom lip as anxiety began to build in his chest.

It was his third time so far in his senior year that he’d been late for Ms. Brooke’s biology class. The 19-year-old had already gotten accepted to one of the less discerning state schools nearby, but he desperately needed the last three science credits from Ms. Brooke if he wanted to graduate on time.

Andy quickly made his way to his locker and dropped off his bag, along with all of the books he didn’t need. It was a short walk from there to Ms. Brooke’s classroom, and when he came to the door, he took a deep breath before heading inside.

“You are late again, Mr. Johnson.” Ms. Brooke was standing in front of the blackboard, her arms folded across her chest and her disapproval only contained by the lenses of the bookishly cute, feminine glasses she wore.

“Ms. Brooke, I’m sorry,” said Andy. “I woke up late.”

He couldn’t help but admire his teacher for a moment before making his way over to his seat. Ms. Brooke was known throughout the high school as one of the strictest and most serious teachers, but there was absolutely no suggestion of it from the way she looked and dressed.

She had large, well-formed breasts, which almost threatened to spill out of the low cut white blouse she was wearing. That, along with the tight black eraser skirt that she had on which perfectly outlined her gorgeous butt, made Andy wonder just how it was that anyone in the administration hadn’t reprimanded her for dressing so seductively.

“Get in your seat, now,” said Ms. Brooke sharply. “I would send you to the office, but I get the feeling that keeping you here for the test will be punishment enough.”

A couple of people in the class broke out into chuckles, but one look from Ms. Brooke instantly silenced them. Andy felt his heart begin to beat wildly in his chest, and his palms start to sweat. He’d completely forgotten about the test.

It was the end of the semester, and everything Andy and the rest of the students had learned over the course of the past few months would be fair game. Andy’s grade was only just hovering above what he needed to pass. If he didn’t do well on this test, it was over.

He sat down in his seat and nervously began to reach for his textbook to do a couple seconds of last minute studying. Ms. Brooke was gliding around the room and handing out the thick test booklets before he got a chance. She bent over his desk as she passed one to Andy, the cleavage pushing out of her blouse and into his face in a way that made his blood begin to rush.

“Put your book away, Mr. Johnson,” said Ms. Brooke. “There is nothing in it that can help you now.”

There were more chuckles from the same students that had laughed before. Andy sighed. The way that he and Ms. Brooke had interacted throughout the semester had always felt tense, almost adversarial. It was part of the reason that he’d gotten into the habit of showing up late.

He liked Ms. Brooke as a teacher. The material in her class was challenging, but the way she taught it was tantalizing and intense. Part of that had to do with the way she looked, but there was something else along with it, something in her attitude. Andy had caught himself talking to her after class and feeling a little turned on more than once. He often wondered just what it was about her that made her such a walking contradiction of attitudes.

“Alright, you have the rest of class to finish,” said Ms. Brooke. “No books, no phones, and no talking. Just do your best and remember what we’ve been working on.”

The room was silent. Andy pulled out his pencil and flipped the packet open to the first page. Almost instantly, his heart sank. Andy felt like the test was written in another language, one that looked like English and sounded like English, and yet still somehow managed to be utterly incomprehensible.

His stomach began to churn and turn. He coughed and felt almost as though the back of his throat was trying to leap out of his body. His forehead was sweaty, and he suddenly began to feel a little light headed. Andy looked down at the test booklet again with unfocused eyes, even less capable of making sense of it than he’d been able to before.

“Ms. Brooke…” He put his hand into the air as he spoke. “I… don’t feel so well.”

“That’s the oldest trick in the book, Mr. Johnson,” said Ms. Brooke. “Focus on your test. You’re wasting time.”

“No, really, Ms. Brooke, I…” Andy tried to stand up and accidentally tipped his chair over. He whirled to pick it up and clumsily knocked his test off the table. Ms. Brooke watched him with cold, calculating eyes.

“If this is a trick, Andy Johnson, I won’t hesitate to fail you.” She walked over to where he was and stood less than a foot away from him, close enough to make Andy’s skin heat up and feel electrically charged.

“It’s not a trick, Ms. Brooke,” said Andy. He stared into her beautiful eyes and realized that just looking at her made him feel even hotter and more feverish.

“Head down to the nurses office, Mr. Johnson,” said Ms. Brooke. “I will be talking with Nurse Lawson about whether or not you really are sick. If it turns out that you’re faking, I am going to do everything in my power to make sure you are disciplined.”

“Thank you, Ms. Brooke.” Andy had to slide by her in the aisle in order to get to the door. His body almost brushed against hers, and for a moment, Andy thought he was going to pop wood. He couldn’t help but think about his teacher that way, even as unapproachable as she was. Ms. Brooke was the hottest woman in school, the jerk off fantasy of half a thousand teenage boys.

Lost in his thoughts, he tripped over his foot as he made his way out into the hallway and stumbled to his knees. There was a chorus of laughter behind him, and Andy felt his face heat up with embarrassment.

“Walk carefully, Mr. Anderson,” said Ms. Brooke. “Your test will be waiting for you when you get back.”


CHAPTER 2

The nurse’s office was in the middle of the school, a place that all of the students affectionately referred to as “the four corners”. It only took Andy a minute or two to walk there, though it felt much longer.

His symptoms had immediately begun to subside after leaving Ms. Brooke’s classroom. He wondered whether or not it had just been a reaction to his anxiety and stress. It didn’t make any difference to him, in the end. Andy knew that he had dodged a bullet, if only temporarily, and was more than a little grateful for it.

Mrs. Lawson was the type of school nurse that all of the students, the guys especially, loved to go see. She was tall, attractive, and very friendly. When students showed up in her office, she would commonly only have to talk with them, listen to them, and often their symptoms would subside on their own. She was a sensual woman and beloved by the student populace.

The door to the nurse’s office was closed, and Andy didn’t think twice about opening it without knocking. When he stepped inside and glanced around, he immediately realized that Mrs. Lawson had closed it for a reason. His jaw dropped open at what he saw.

The busty nurse was sitting in front of her computer, facing away from him. Andy could see the screen clearly, and had to blink a couple of times before his eyes finally accepted what was on it.

She was looking at porn. A set of headphones was over her ears, and she hadn’t realized that Andy was in the room with her. One of her hands was down in between her legs, and Andy felt his cock hardening as he thought about what it must be doing.

Slowly, and with a strange feeling in his chest, Andy closed the door to the nurse’s office behind him. He walked over to where Nurse Lawson was sitting, and tapped her on the shoulder.

“Uh, Nurse Lawson?” His words instantly brought her back to reality. She whirled around in her chair and then tried to position herself in between him and the screen. Andy looked down at her feet and saw that her panties were on the floor underneath the tight, tiny white skirt she had on.

“Andy… Johnson,” said Nurse Lawson, softly.

Andy scratched his head, and suddenly felt almost as though she’d taken back the momentum, and it was now him in the spotlight.

“Uh, yeah, that’s me,” he said, feeling dumb.

Nurse Lawson saw something in his face that allowed her to regain her composure. She clicked the mouse and closed her video, and then turned her chair to face him, pulling up her panties and then crossing her legs with a smile.

“Pull up a chair and have a seat, Mr. Johnson,” she said. “I’m sure you’re here for a reason. I think I can help get to the bottom of just what it is.”

Andy was confused. He wasn’t sure anymore just why he was there, and the way Nurse Lawson was acting made the air feel hot and tense. He did as she’d suggested and grabbed one of the plastic, metal legged chairs next to the door and pulled it over.

“Uh, I guess I was feeling sick,” said Andy.

“You guess you were feeling sick?” Nurse Lawson was smiling at him broadly, her cheeks still flushed from whatever it was she’d been doing before. “And so you decided to come to Nurse Lawson for the help you needed?”

Andy nodded slowly and swallowed. Nurse Lawson wheeled her chair forward a little, reducing the distance between them even further.

“You know, a lot of the guys in the school make up excuses to come see me during the day,” she said. “It’s quite flattering. Especially with the older boys, the seniors, like you, Andy.”

Andy opened his mouth to say something, but Nurse Lawson continued before he could.

“They come into my office, brimming with such young, masculine eagerness.” She paused and then blinked slowly. “I think a lot of them don’t even understand why they come here, or why I let them hang out and talk to me. Or why I pretend to treat their made up symptoms.”

“Nurse Lawson, I’m uh, here for a real reason.” Andy was confused, and it was only made worse by the look the nurse was giving him. There was something intense and engaging in the air, and it made his cock slowly begin to harden, as though summoned by a spell.

“I think you are now,” said Nurse Lawson. “Do you want me to show you what that reason is, Andy?”

Andy felt his head slowly nod without him even needing to move it consciously. He was in disbelief, and positive that he was reading the situation wrong. In all of his 19 years of existence, he’d never done anything beyond kissing and light touching with a girl. The thought felt inappropriate and uncalled for, even as Nurse Lawson stood up and stepped towards him.

“The school nurse is going to take care of you, Andy,” she said. “Just sit back. She’s going to take care of you, and help you forget what you saw when you came in here.”

Nurse Lawson slowly lowered herself down to her knees in front of him in the chair. She popped her lips together, as if she was smoothing out her lipstick, and then set her hands on Andy’s legs and slowly began gliding them up towards his crotch.

“Whoa… Is this…?” Andy wanted to ask her if it was really happening, but it felt stupid to put the question into words. Nurse Lawson smiled at him, a smile that was full of experience and intrigue, a smile that seemed to instruct him to shut up and enjoy it without asking questions.

“I was young when I started working here, in my twenties,” said the nurse. “Not much older than some of the seniors. It took all of my willpower to resist when they would flirt with me and hit on me.”

Her fingers unbuttoned and unzipped Andy’s jeans. He felt his heart pounding fast, faster than it had when he’d been in Ms. Brooke’s class, and with a distinctly different emotion behind it.

“You teenage boys don’t understand the power you have,” she whispered. “All of the enthusiasm and eagerness just goes to waste, because you don’t know what to do with it.”

She worked her fingers into his waistband and then pulled down his pants. One of her hands began massaging Andy’s cock through his boxers, and he couldn’t stop himself from wiggling with pleasure in the chair.

“I held out for a long time, five or six years,” said Nurse Lawson. “But eventually, I couldn’t. Eventually, I had to give in. Hell, every attractive female teacher will at some point, at this school, or at any school. The idea of stepping over the line is just too hot, too incredibly hard to resist.”

Andy saw the hungry, seductive look in the nurse’s eyes. His cock was rock hard under her touch, and as she slipped it out of his boxers and began massaging it with her warm, soft hands, he let out a moan.

“Every year I try to put a stop to it,” said Nurse Lawson. “But it never works. It’s usually right around this time, the end of the first semester, that I find a willing, male student.”

She leaned her face in close to Andy’s cock and gave it a soft lick with her tongue.

“It looks like this year, I found you,” she whispered.


CHAPTER 3

“Oh my god…” Andy wasn’t sure if he had said the words or just thought him, but either way, they were from the heart. He stared at Nurse Lawson in disbelief as she slowly began to plant soft, wet kisses on his erection, moving with care and control.

“Shhhh…” she whispered. “I’m just giving you a checkup, Andy. And treating your symptoms.”

From the angle he was looking down at her at, Andy had a nice view of her cleavage. She was wearing a sweater over her blouse, but if anything, it only served to highlight the size and perfection of her breasts.

Nurse Lawson gave his cock a long lick, all the way from the base to the very tip. Andy shuddered with delight. His tool was achingly hard, and the nurse was teasing it in a way that almost overwhelmed him with an intense need to cum.

“Oh man,” he moaned. “Nurse Lawson…”

She smiled at him.

“Mr. Johnson,” she said. “Let’s see if I can’t send you back to class with a smile on your face.”

She licked her lips and then let them wrap around the head of his cock with a surprisingly strong, sensual grip. Andy felt the pre-cum leaking out from the tip and into her mouth. Nurse Lawson’s tongue lapped it up, rubbing the sensitive tip of his member in a manner that was almost painful in how good it felt.

“Oh my god!” moaned Andy. He shook his head and blinked several times. The nurse’s mouth was still on his dick and she’d slowly begun to move forward, slurping up more of his shaft as she did. Nurse Lawson had her own special way of rubbing her tongue against it, massaging the skin of his cock almost like she was licking a popsicle.

With deliberate, torturous slowness, Nurse Lawson began bobbing her head back and forth. Andy had watched a lot of porn before, but he’d never seen a woman give a blowjob like this. He’d never felt anything that came even close to the sensation he was experiencing. It felt so good that he couldn’t think, and could barely even see straight.

The nurse used her mouth on him in a way that was soft, gentle, and almost loving. Andy had been into her office one before for a sore throat back when he was a freshman, and she’d given him cough medicine and talked with him until he’d felt better. It was so different from that and yet somehow, still so similar.

“Oh god, Nurse Lawson,” he moaned. “If you keep going like that, I’m going to…”

He trailed off as the nurse intensified her pace, as if ignoring her words. It felt so good, and suddenly Andy understood what she meant when she’d said that she’d picked him. He was hers now, the pleasure she was giving him was so mind-blowingly good that he’d do anything she’d said to keep experiencing it.

With every back and forth movement of her head, Nurse Lawson would twist her mouth, as though trying to shape the ice cream on a cone into a spiral. Her tongue moved like a separate entity on his cock, wrapping around it and rubbing it, using her saliva as lube to pleasure him.

Andy couldn’t hold out for even a second longer. He was about to say something again, to warn her one last time before it was too late, but before he could, several things happened at once.

Nurse Lawson pulled her mouth off his cock just as the door opened behind them. Andy realized what was happening the millisecond after it became impossible to stop. His cock began to explode, and his hot, sticky load shot out and coated the sweet nurse’s face in string after string of cum.

“Mr. Johnson, you’re-” Ms. Brooke’s voice sounded distant to him, but he could just barely make out the tone of surprise in it as she laid eyes on the scene. “Oh my god!”

Andy was too blissed out to even care. He heard to door shut, and then the clack of high heels approaching. He had shut his eyes, and it wasn’t until his cock had finished spurting, and his mind began to clear that he reopened them.

“Jenny, come on,” said Nurse Lawson. “Don’t make too big of a deal about this, okay?”

“Are you out of your mind?” yelled Ms. Brooke. “After last time, you still think you can-“

“Shhhhh, these walls aren’t that thick,” said Nurse Lawson.

Andy blinked a couple of times and slowly came back to reality. His biology teacher, Ms. Brooke, was standing to his right. Nurse Lawson, who was still in the process of wiping cum off her face, was to his left.

Andy had literally been caught with his pants down, his cock on full display for anyone who wanted to see it. He blushed and quickly covered himself up, clumsily pulling his jeans up.

“This needs to stop,” said Ms. Brooke. “Right now! This is ridiculous, Angela, you are going to end up in jail!”

“He’s 19.” Nurse Lawson glanced over at Andy and smiled. “And besides, I don’t think I can decide to stop it, not now that I’ve picked one for the year.”

Both Nurse Lawson and Ms. Brooke looked at Andy. He was confused and at a loss for words, but it was clear from both of the women’s expressions that they were waiting for him to say something.

“I just came here because I felt sick,” he said. “I mean, I’m not going to tell anybody about this.”

Nurse Lawson nodded and then rubbed his shoulder reassuringly. She looked over to Ms. Brooke and flashed the teacher a look that Andy couldn’t quite interpret.

“You do realize that if he tells anybody, we’re both sunk?” The nurse spoke in a tone that was borderline condescending. “He’ll tell them about what we did together and then he’ll tell them about how you walked in on it and seemed to know already that it wasn’t the first time, that he wasn’t the first student.”

Ms. Brooke opened her mouth to respond, and then stopped, and instead blushed crimson red.

“Hey, I’m not going to tell anybody!” Andy held both of his hands up in the air, as though he was trying to prove that he was harmless. “I’ve read stories like this in the news before, a ton of times! I’m not stupid…”

Ms. Brooke sighed and ran her hand through her hair. She faced away from the two of them and stood with her hands on her hips for a moment before turning back.

“I have to get back to class,” she said. “Andy… Mr. Johnson, you’re coming with me.”

The nurse looked like she wanted to say something, but Ms. Brooke continued, cutting her off.

“This ends here,” she said. “I’m not interested in letting the two of you push your luck. What you said is true enough, Angela, but if you get caught, I go down with you. I’m not going to let that happen.”

Nurse Lawson rolled her eyes but said nothing. Ms. Brooke grabbed Andy’s hand and pulled him to his feet.

“Come on,” she said. “The rest of the class is finished with the test. If we hurry, we can get back before the bell rings.”

Andy nodded and followed her out of the nurse’s office. He felt as though he was the luckiest guy in the school, and somehow also in a very serious situation.


CHAPTER 4

Andy found both the silence of the hallway and Ms.  Brooke’s intense walking pace a little intimidating. Her high heels echoed with each step, and even though Andy was about the same height as her, he had to struggle to keep up.

She didn’t say anything, not even as they approached her classroom. The rest of the students in biology could be heard chatting amongst each other from the inside, but they instantly went quiet as Ms. Brooke walked into the room.

“I expect all of you to be treating this as though it were a study hall,” she said. “No talking and no fooling around.”

Andy glanced at her, but Ms. Brooke was acting as though he didn’t even exist. He had to have a conversation with her, even if it was just to be chewed out and held responsible, but he knew that the time was not then.

Instead, he sat back down at his desk and began browsing through his books. Ms. Brooke had taken his empty test booklet back, and when he remembered it, a small shiver of fear went through him. He still had to get a good grade on it, regardless of what else was going on in his life.

The bell rang, and several of the more energetic students immediately bolted for the door. Andy began to collect his stuff as people filed out past him down the aisle. Ms. Brooke stood up from her chair and made her way over to his desk.

“If you want to have any chance of graduating this year, I expect to see you in my office after school, Mr. Johnson,” she said. “We need to talk about what happened today.”

Her voice was sharp, and her eyes were serious. Ms. Brooke had the type of presence that usually took public school teachers decades to develop. The fact that she was so alluring and had barely entered her early thirties only served to highlight it even more effectively.

“Yeah, of course,” said Andy. “I’ll come straight here.”

She stared into Andy’s eyes for a second. There was something strange in the air between them, almost electric. It was different from what he’d felt with Nurse Lawson, less controlled, and much more dangerous.

The moment felt like it stretched on for an eternity, pushing the hot tension in the room to its very limit. Finally, Ms. Brooke turned and walked away from him, facing her desk and rearranging papers as Andy made his way out of the classroom.

The rest of the day went by in a blur. He had gym class, which he usually enjoyed, but was completely zoned out for the entire period. His gym teacher pulled him aside at one point after he’d completely ignored an easily rolled pitch in kickball. Andy had nodded along and done his best to make it look as though he was listening.

Lunch was the same way. He managed to eat his sandwich only through the force of his own will. One of the girls he’d been crushing on for most of the year was sitting at the same table as him, but she may as well not have been there for all the attention Andy paid her.

History, Math, and study hall soared by in what seemed like an instant. Andy felt his heart rate accelerating up to wild, furious levels as he waited for the final bell to ring in last period. When it did, it almost felt like his alarm clock had gone off. It was finally time for him to face his teacher, to face the consequences.

Ms. Brooke’s office was just a small room in the back of her biology class, separated with a door of its own but only barely larger than a closet. Andy stood outside it for a couple of seconds before summoning the courage to knock.

“Come in.” Ms. Brooke’s voice was sweet, musical, and a little terrifying. Andy cleared his throat, and then opened the door.

“Ms. Brooke…” Andy said. “I just wanted to say that-“

“Mr. Johnson, have a seat.” She adjusted her glasses as she looked up at him, and then gestured to the chair in front of the desk she was sitting at. Andy slowly walked over and sat down.

“The situation that you’ve gotten yourself into is a lot more serious than I think you know,” said Ms. Brooke. “We’re talking about the rest of your life that’s at stake.”

“I know, I know,” said Andy.

Ms. Brooke locked eyes with Andy and then nodded slightly. He suddenly became aware of just how secluded the space they were in was, sealed off from her classroom and the rest of the school. His eyes darted down to her cleavage, which was much sexier and more enticing than what would be expected for a woman with such a straightforward mindset.

“Good. I’m glad you understand that.” Ms. Brooke reached under her desk and pulled out a stapled packet and then handed it to him. “I’ll give you the same amount of class time to get it done as I gave everyone else in the class. No phones out and no notes, I’ll be checking in on you every few minutes.”

Andy blinked and stared at his teacher, dumbfounded.

“What…?” He finally managed. “But, I thought-“

“You should get started,” said Ms. Brooke. “I have to grade these papers.”

“Ms. Brooke!” Andy stood up and came around to her side of the desk. “What about what happened today in the nurse’s office? Am I supposed to just forget about it?”

Ms. Brooke slowly stood up from her desk and faced Andy. She stepped in close to him, much closer than a female teacher should ever approach a teenage male student, especially not alone, in her office.

“Nothing happened today, Mr. Johnson.” She spoke in a whispered tone, and each syllable felt like it ratcheted the heat up in the room by a notch.

“Ms. Brooke…” Andy could have cut the tension in the air with a knife. “Something did happen, and you’re part of it.”

He stepped in closer to her, almost close enough for the erection in his pants to push into her stomach. Ms. Brooke still had a look of authority in her eyes, but her cheeks were blushing ever so slightly.

“You have a test to take, Mr. Johnson,” whispered Ms. Brooke. “I think you should take it if you want to pass.”

Andy felt his body begin to move of its own accord. His hands came to a rest on Ms. Brooke’s waist, and his lips met hers. For a moment, the two kissed with wild, unbridled passion. Andy pushed his hips forward and ground his cock into his stomach, his horniness overwhelming him and leading him forward.

And then, she pushed him back. Before Andy could say something, anything in his defense, Ms. Brooke slapped him solidly across the face. She turned away from him and took a deep breath, and then picked up the test packet and ripped it in half.

“I’m going to make sure you fail my class for doing that, Mr. Johnson.”

“Ms. Brooke, but-“

“Get out.” She didn’t yell the words. She didn’t need to. They hit Andy squarely in the chest with more force than he’d ever imagined possible. He felt his face begin to blush and quickly headed out the door of her office, feeling like he had failed more than just a biology test.


CHAPTER 5

The idea of having to endure one more year of high school, a year in which all John’s friends would be moving on to college, made Andy feel the same kind of anxiety that had brought him to the nurse’s office that morning.

He walked out of the school and towards his house. His feet carried him slowly, as though they were unconcerned with getting to his destination. The events of the day played out in his mind, over and over again. Andy searched them for answers, beating himself up for not making different choices.

His dad’s car was parked outside when he finally made it home. It had just been the two of them for as long as he could remember. Thinking about how his dad would react to the news of the botched test made his stomach churn. Andy had to force himself through the front door and into the living room.

“Dad, I’m home.” His words sounded heavy and defeated. Andy walked over to the couch and collapsed down on it. A moment later, his dad walked out of the bathroom, face covered in shaving cream.

“Hey Andy,” he said. “We’re headed to the school board and faculty party tonight at Mrs. Iverson’s.”

Andy sighed. After the day he’d been through, all he wanted to do was collapse at his computer for a couple of hours and then pass out.

“Can’t I just stay here?” he asked. “I had an exhausting day.”

His dad smiled and shook his head, and then called over his shoulder as he walked back into the bathroom.

“Not a chance. After what happened last time with the broken window, you’re still on probation.”

Andy flicked on the TV in frustration. It felt as though it was just one thing after another. He decided that if he was going to the party with his dad, it would be better to put off telling him about the test for at least the rest of the night.

“What am I supposed to do there?” asked Andy. “There isn’t going to be anyone else my age!”

“There might be someone you know,” said his dad. “Anyway, I’m sure you’ll be able to endure. I’m on the school board, Andy. These parties are part of the job.”

Andy spent the next hour or so trying to watch TV, trying to distract himself from what his future held. The worst part of everything that day, from the encounter with Nurse Lawson to his aborted attempt at the test, was how little control he felt like he had over it all.

His dad cooked the two of them a quick dinner. Andy was silent for most of the meal, but his father was too distracted by the events of his own day to notice. Andy listened to him talk about the business deal he was trying to close and nodded along politely.

They headed out as soon as they were finished. The sun had set, but the air and sky were clear outside. Mrs. Iverson’s house was just down the street, and the two of them could hear the raucous noises of a party from inside before they’d even reached her door. Andy’s dad knocked once, and the door swung open, revealing old Mrs. Iverson on the other side.

“Todd Johnson, come in, come in!” Mrs. Iverson welcomed both of them into her living room. “And I see you brought Andy with you, hmm…”

“Is that a problem?” asked his dad.

“No, not at all, we just were only expecting teachers and parents.” Mrs. Iverson smiled and patted him on the shoulder. “It’s no matter. I’m sure he can watch TV or read a book while we are having our discussion.”

Andy sighed and rolled his eyes. The house was packed full of adults he recognized, teachers from his school and local community members, and all of them had drinks in their hands. He looked over at his dad, who was waving across the room to a plump woman that Andy had seen him talking to a number of times before.

“I’m going to get some water,” said Andy. His dad nodded distractedly, and Andy wasn’t sure if he’d even heard him or not. He tried not to sulk too much and made his way into the kitchen.

There were a few people having a discussion next to a keg in the corner. Andy’s eyes, however, were instantly drawn to the cups on the table that surrounded a large punch bowl. He picked one up and spooned some of the red liquid into it, taking a sip and tasting the alcohol immediately.

“Mr. Johnson!” A familiar voice came from behind Andy. He turned around and tried to subdue the guilty expression in his eyes.

“Oh hey… Ms. Brooke.” Andy felt himself trailing off in midsentence as he looked at her.

His teacher, who was gorgeous enough wearing her relatively conservative daytime outfit, looked completely different. Her glasses were gone, she’d let her hair down, her makeup was impeccable, and her boobs were threatening to pop out of a tight, form-fitting red cocktail dress.

“This is not a party for students, young man!” The disapproval in Ms. Brooke’s voice was sharp and biting. “And what is that?”

She pointed to the drink in Andy’s hand right as he was taking a sip of it. He felt tired, and as he looked into Ms. Brooke’s gorgeous, authoritative eyes, he couldn’t stop the day’s drama from forcing its way back into his mind.

“It’s a drink, Ms. Brooke,” he said, irritation creeping into his words. “What does it look like?”

He took another long sip of it as if to prove his point. It was strong, and it took all of the willpower he had to keep from coughing as the bitter taste hit his tongue. Ms. Brooke folded her arms and looked at him coldly.

“If your father here?” she asked. “I think the three of us should sit down and have a talk about your behavior.”

Andy felt a powerful anger begin to boil in his chest. It was impossible to take his teacher seriously, not with her dressed as though her main concern was getting the attention of all the men in the party. She had his attention, that much was for sure.

“Why not, Ms. Brooke?” asked Andy. “Let’s all three of us have a nice, honest talk. Maybe I can tell him a little about what happened today?”

Ms. Brooke glared at him and stepped in closer, holding a finger up to her lips.

“Quiet!” she said. “This is not the time, or the-“

“Are you really my teacher tonight, Ms. Brooke? Dressed like that?” Andy’s voice was loud, almost loud enough to attract the attention of the other people nearby.

“Andy, you need to stop this, right now!” Ms. Brooke’s face was right in front of his, so close that Andy could smell her sweet scented perfume.

“Is Nurse Lawson here?” asked Andy. “Maybe she’d be willing to make this night a little more interesting for me. She could get down on her knees and suck my-“

Ms. Brooke grabbed him by the hand and began pulling him across the room quickly. His empty plastic cup fell out of his hand and dropped to the floor.

“Hey, where are we going?” he asked. Ms. Brooke glared at him over her shoulder and held up one finger to her lips.

She led Andy into a hallway, up a set of stairs, and then into an empty bedroom, closing and locking the door behind them. The effect of being alone with her was instantaneous, and even the alcohol working its magic in his system couldn’t mask the hot, sex-charged tension in the air.


CHAPTER 6

Andy moved in close to Ms. Brooke, who was standing in the center of the room, not far from the bed. She still had her face set into the neutral expression of a teacher, a shepherd of the youth, as Andy brought his body into dangerous proximity with hers.

“Andy, you need to forget about all of this,” she whispered.

“Ms. Brooke…” Andy reached his hand out and touched her shoulder, emboldened by the alcohol. Ms. Brooke brushed it away, and her expression briefly wavered.

“You have to forget that it ever happened,” she said, “Nurse Lawson gave into temptation in a way that was dangerous, and unhealthy!”

“Ms. Brooke...” repeated Andy stepping in close enough to feel her breath on his neck.

“It’s not right… You’re a student. “Ms. Brooke’s voice was a whispered plea, laced with erotic fire.

Andy was against her in a moment. His cock was hard, and he pushed it into her stomach as he began to kiss her neck, wrapping his arms around her. Ms. Brooke let out a soft moan and leaned her head back.

“Andy,” she whispered. “I’m your teacher…”

Andy responded by pushing his lips against hers and kissing her deeply. It felt so incredibly good, and yet so wrong, at the same time. She was almost old enough to be his mother, and yet he wanted her, all the same.

He maneuvered her towards the bed, and the two fell onto it together in a tangled heap. He pushed onto her, kissing her lips and neck with eager, inexperienced pecks. Ms. Brooke slipped her hand down in between of legs and onto her hard bulge, and he froze at the touch.

There was a power struggle taking place between the two of them. Ms. Brooke smiled, clearly as aware of as he was. She was older and experienced, but he was young and horny. She could fail him on his test and fuck up his life if she wanted, and he could reveal his secret tryst and fuck up hers.

The two of them locked eyes with each other. Andy felt his teacher’s hand slowly begin to massage his cock through his pants. He wasn’t sure if it was even possible for him to be any harder than he was at that moment.

“It’s not right, Andy.” Her words were sincere, but undercut by the way her hand kept rubbing him, working his hard-on between her fingers. “I’ve been hit on by many, many male students before, and even a couple of girls.”

“I’m not hitting on you, Ms. Brooke.” Andy leaned in and kissed her again, surprised by his own confidence and sexual power. Ms. Brooke was blushing, but still tried to keep her resolve, gently shaking her head.

“Andy, this is wrong,” she said. “You are a student in one of my classes, for god’s sake!”

“Nobody has to know, Ms. Brooke,” said Andy. “I just want to learn a little more from you.”

He reached his hand out and let it come to a rest on her breast. He’d daydreamed about them so many times before in her class, and they were even softer than he’d imagined. Ms. Brooke let out a tiny moan as he gave it a squeeze.

“Oh, you shouldn’t,” she said, still squeezing his dick. Andy kissed her again and felt her hand undo his pants. He leaned back on the bed and pulled them down the rest of the way.

Ms. Brooke was blushing an even deeper shade of red. Andy could see how her eyes were locked onto his bulge, poking out against his boxers with an aching need to be released. He could see the look in her eyes and knew exactly what she was thinking.

“You must have considered it before, Ms. Brooke,” he whispered. “About doing what Nurse Lawson did.”

She didn’t say anything or even nod, but her hands slowly pulled Andy’s boxers down to his ankles. She was still wearing her cocktail dress, and somehow it made the situation even more erotic.

“I… I’m not like that,” said Ms. Brooke.

“You’ve never been alone with a male student before and felt something in the air?” Andy took her hand in his and pulled it onto his cock.

“I…I…” Ms. Brooke’s mouth was slightly agape, and she slowly began to give Andy a hand job on her own.

“You haven’t even once thought about letting one of your eager students get in close, about giving them the chance and seeing how far they’d take it?”

Ms. Brooke took a deep breath, and then suddenly seemed to slip back into teacher mode.

“Mr. Johnson, you are too cocky for your own good.” She squeezed his cock and then smiled evilly at him. Slowly, but with confidence and control, she brought her lips down to his cock and gave it a kiss.

“Oh… Ms. Brooke,” he moaned.

“This is all you get,” she said. “After this, we never speak of this again. You go on with your life and I go on with mine, and this is nothing more than a memory.”

She spoke as though trying to set a hard limit down in the sand. All it managed to do was turn Andy on even more, and make him more aware of the possibilities.

Ms. Brooke slowly began to suck the head of his cock, teasing it with her lips and tongue in a way that made Andy feel as though he was at her mercy. He enjoyed the sensation and leaned back into it for a moment.

It was different from the blowjob that he’d gotten from Nurse Lawson. The nurse had been so brazen, almost proud of what she was doing. Ms. Brooke looked as though she was fighting through her own shame and embarrassment, pulled forward by forbidden lust and her selfish desires.

“Yeah, that’s right…” Andy set one of his hands on the back of her head and began bobbing it up and down. She was his teacher, so stuck up and cold to him in school, and her lips were around his cock. It was a strange moment, and suddenly all Andy could think about was making her into his slut.

He pushed his hips forward as far as they would go, feeling his cock press against the back of Ms. Brooke’s throat. She gagged slightly and pulled back, pushing Andy’s hand away and glaring at him.

“Mr. Johnson!” She had the authority back in her voice, but it only turned Andy on even more.

“Oh Ms. Brooke,” he said. “Why would you come to a party dressed in such seductive clothing?”

Ms. Brooke didn’t say anything, but her cheeks reddened slightly.

“You came here for one reason, and we both know what it is,” he continued. “I’m more than happy to give you what you came here for.”

“Andy, you are my student!” Ms. Brooke’s chest and big boobs were heaving up and down. “This is so wrong!”

Andy leaned forward, pushing himself into Ms. Brooke and clumsily running his hands along her back until he found the dress’s zipper. It came down surprisingly easily, and he was shocked to discover that she wasn’t wearing any underwear underneath it.

“It’s okay, MS. Brooke,” he whispered. “You don’t have to be ashamed.”

“Oh god!” Ms. Brooke cried out, louder than she should have. “Oh my god!”

“You’re just letting one of your students fuck you,” he whispered. “It’s like Mrs. Lawson said. Every attractive female eventually gives in to the temptation.”

He spread his teacher’s thighs and pushed his achingly hard cock up in between them. Her pussy was already dripping wet, and it accepted the head of his cock easily enough. Ms. Brooke was tight, but Andy was horny beyond reason and began to pump into her at a fast pace almost right from the very start.

“Oh, oh, oh.” Ms. Brooke let out rhythmic moans and buried her face into his shoulder. Andy couldn’t believe what was happening. He was fucking his teacher, his strictest, most disapproving teacher. She would give him an F on his semester final, and he’d be back in her class next year.

“That’s right, MS. Brooke,” he whispered into her ear. “You’re my teacher, and now you’re my slut, too.”

He slammed into Ms. Brooke with all of the furious intensity he could muster, fucking her with horny desire and a little bit of anger. She had always been so above it all, as though she was looking down on all of the teenagers from her ivory tower. And now she was taking his cock and moaning like a dirty, barroom tramp.

“Oh, I… I…” Ms. Brooke was staring into his eyes with disbelief. “Mr. Johnson!”

Andy had forgotten where he was, or what was going on. All he cared about was pounding the older woman’s pussy with all of the strength of his body. She was tighter than he’d expected, and each time Andy pulled out a littler, her cunt felt like it was trying to suck him back in.

Eventually, Ms. Brooke’s cries began to increase in pitch and volume. Her long fingernails dug into Andy’s back slightly, and the sound of his cock slamming into her cunt echoed through the room.

“Andy!” cried Ms. Brooke. “Noooooo!”

She began to tense up underneath him and buried her face back into his shoulder with shame. He’d just made his teacher orgasm, the same teacher who acted like she was impossible to please in class.

And now he was going to do the same. Andy grabbed at one of her breasts and sucked on the nipple of the other as he shifted his angle of entry, making it so that his cock went into his teacher’s pussy in a way that maximized his own pleasure. It felt so awesome, so much better than he ever could have expected. It felt too good, and Andy couldn’t hold out any longer.

He rammed his cock as deep inside of her as it would go as he began to blow his load. The pleasure was something else, unlike anything that should be allowed in the world. It was a forbidden pleasure, the ultimate taboo prize, and he’d taken it for himself.

“I’m not on the pill…” whispered Ms. Brooke.

“I don’t care…” Andy could barely respond. He was in another realm, one where bliss and satisfaction were all he could feel. The two of them lay together on the bed for a long moment, until finally there was a knock at the door.

“Andy, are you in there?” His dad’s voice shocked him into action, and he immediately began grabbing for his clothes.

“Uh, yeah dad!” he replied. “I just needed a minute on my own.”

“I’m heading home, and you’re coming with me,” said his dad. “I’ll see you downstairs in five minutes.”

“Yeah, okay, I’ll hurry,” he said.

Andy glanced over at Ms. Brooke as he pulled on his boxers. She looked like she was on the verge of burying her face in her hands.

“This never happened,” she whispered. “Do you understand? This never happened!”

Andy felt very strange, almost though he suddenly didn’t know who he was. He’d just fucked his teacher, but he was still a teenager. His dad would still punish him if he came home past curfew, and he still had his grades to think about.

“Ms. Brooke…” he said slowly. “I still need to retake today’s test.”

“Andy…” She shook her head, and he could tell from the expression on her face that she was back in teacher mode.

“There are two possibilities. I can take your class again next year or sometime this week you can help me out,” he said. “Maybe there is a way I can earn some extra credit, too.”

Ms. Brooke sighed, and then slowly nodded, an almost invisible smile forming in the corners of her mouth. Andy smiled back at her and began to really look forward to the rest of the semester.

END
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CHAPTER 1

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

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

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

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

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

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

Kim glanced over at him and smiled.

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

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

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

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

Max nodded.

“I guess I understand that.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah, sorry, here I come.”


CHAPTER 2

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

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

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

This must be overwhelming for her.

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

Kim shook her head.

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

Max shrugged.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Terrance!” Kim frowned and crossed her arms.

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

Max shook his head and stared blankly at the screen.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I shouldn’t think things like that.


CHAPTER 3

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

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

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

“Alright.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“We have a lot of history,” said Kim.

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

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

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

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

“What happened?”

Kim shrugged.

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

“So she stole your boyfriend?”

Kim shook her head.

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

Max cringed internally.

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

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

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

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

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

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

What is going on with my head tonight?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I’m going to sleep here tonight? Seriously?

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

Max nodded.

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

“Goodnight honey.”


CHAPTER 4

Kim closed the door behind her as she left.

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

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

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

Oh my god… That’s Mom!

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

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

That’s my mom I’m talking about, god.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Good god, I can’t believe that’s her…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Just in case of what?

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

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

Mom… How can this be?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 5

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

What the hell?

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

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

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

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

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

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

“But… you’re my…”

She’s my mother!

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Max…”

“Oh god Mom!”

“Max!”

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

“Uh… what?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

Kim moved to stand up and turn for the door.

I can’t let her see the open drawer!

Max bolted up out of bed.

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

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

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

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

“So am I, Mom.”

That was close.

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

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

“Oh yeah, Mom.”

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

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

“I know, Mom.”

I know more than I think she must think.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Max let out a sigh and slowly nodded.

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

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


CHAPTER 6

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

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

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

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

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

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

I wonder what’s inside…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“But what about breakfast?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Max nodded.

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

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

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

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

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

She must have dozens of guys drooling over her.

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

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

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


CHAPTER 7

“So tell me about yourself, Max.”

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

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

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

Max shrugged.

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

“Trust me, it gets boring fast.”

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

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

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

What the hell is she implying, exactly?

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

“Whatever.”

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

This is ridiculous! I’m driving myself insane…

“Max? Are you listening?”

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

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

Max shrugged.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

What the hell?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 8

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Weird. Is there anything written on it?”

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

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

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

What is she doing?

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

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

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

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

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

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

This is insane.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I can’t hold out any longer!”

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 9

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

Why did she pick me?

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

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

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

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

“Yeah,” said Max. “I… can see that.”

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

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

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

Rose laughed.

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

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

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

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

“Alright,” said Max.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh my god…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No! That’s why I’m here now, Mom.”

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

This is ridiculous. She’s my mother!

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

Hope surged through Max’s chest.

“And?”

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

“Uh…”

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

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

“Mom…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah,” said Max.

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

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

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

“Oh,” said Max.

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

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

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

Am I losing my mind? This is crazy.

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


CHAPTER 10

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What’s with you?” asked Rose.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah, of course, Mom,” said Max.

“Alright. Take care sweetie.”

He nodded, and then turned to leave.

“Max?”

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

“Yeah, Mom?”

“I love you.”

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

“I love you too, Mom.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Rose blushed and glared at her mother for a moment.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 11

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

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

Max took a large sip of his wine.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What are you doing?” asked Max.

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

“What?”

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

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

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

“What is it?”

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

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

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

Jen rolled her eyes and then nodded.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Max nodded enthusiastically.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Max? Is everything okay?”

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

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

Jen smiled, and stood up.

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 12

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

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

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

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

“Mom, I-“

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

“Mom…”

What am I supposed to say?

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

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

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

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

This is dangerous!

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

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

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

What the fuck are we doing? This is…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Are you still ready to go?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Fuck!

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

“Oh…” he moaned. “Jesus, Mom…”

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

What have we done?


CHAPTER 13

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

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

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

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

Was it just a dream?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Max nodded slowly.

“Yeah, neither do I.”

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

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

“Okay, Mom.”

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

Max frowned.

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

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

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

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

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

“See you tonight, sweetie.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah,” said Max. “Let’s do it.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Rose shrugged.

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

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

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

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

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

What is she thinking?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Nice work,” said Max.

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 14

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Max didn’t say anything.

This is ridiculous.

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

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

Rose shivered, and Max couldn’t resist smiling.

Two can play at this game.

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

“Rose!” muttered Max.

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

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

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

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

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

That was way too close.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Not yet,” she whispered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

It’s done. We’ve been caught.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Are you going to scream, Rose?”

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

Fuck, I can’t hold out any longer!

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

I really hope she’s on the pill…

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

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


CHAPTER 15

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

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

“What is it?” asked Rose.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hello?”

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

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

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


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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Rose smiled.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“My dad is-“

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

Max shook his head, still unconvinced.

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

“To see what?”

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

“That sometimes a friendship is worth investing in.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Rose,” he said. “Over here.”

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

K + J = BFFs

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

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

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

“Come on,” he said. “Let’s go home.”


CHAPTER 16

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

I’m not ready to leave yet…

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

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

“Mom…”

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

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

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

“What?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Max… what are you trying to say?”

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

She’s still holding back her smile.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Max…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh shit!” cried Max. “Mom!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

This is… perfection.

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

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

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

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

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

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

His mom smiled and shook her head.

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

“Yeah,” said Max. “We do.”

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

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

“Me too,” replied his mom.

END
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CHAPTER 1

It was a Friday night and Billy was walking alone, and on his way home. He was bored and frustrated, just as any teenager would be with nothing to do and no prospects for the weekend. Everybody he passed by on the sidewalk looked happy and excited and it only made Billy feel even more discouraged about his own situation.

He had been planning to spend the evening hanging out at his friend Pete’s house, playing video games and taking a couple of liquor shots to pregame before the two of them would head out to one of the few clubs in town that admitted 18 year olds. The plan was for the two of them to do their very best to have a fun night out, and maybe even dance with some girls. The plan had fallen apart.

Pete had been grounded by his mom that afternoon, after she’d found the half empty bottle of liquid courage that the two of them had prepared for the night. It was cheap vodka, gifted to them by Pete’s older brother, and it had been poured down the drain.

None of this had been shared with Billy ahead of time. The welcome he had received when he arrived at Pete’s house had been accompanied by threats from his friend’s mother to call Billy’s adoptive mom, Melissa. He didn’t stay long, and denied knowing anything about the vodka as he rushed out.

Billy noticed his mom’s car parked in the driveway as he made his way across the lawn and towards the front door. It was just the two of them living in a tiny suburban home, and though his mom did go on the occasional date, none of her boyfriends had ever gotten serious enough for her to introduce them to him.

“Mom, I’m home.” Billy kicked off his shoes and closed the door behind him. Food and ingredients were scattered across the kitchen counter, apparently the stuff that was going to be used to make dinner.

“Billy? What are you doing back this early?” Melissa walked downstairs into the living room, and Billy almost felt like he wanted to avert his eyes as he looked at her.

She was dressed in a white bathrobe that was about a size too small for her. Melissa had an amazing figure, big breasts, a nice butt, and a fit, petite body. Billy had to work overtime not to notice it “in that way”, and it had only gotten harder as he’d become a teenager, gripped by the effects of puberty.

His mom’s robe was slanted open at the top, and her boobs pushed out against it, showing off her cleavage and threatening to show off even more. The robe was short at the bottom, and Billy got the feeling that if she bent over away from him, he would get an open look at her gorgeous butt. Melissa had long blonde hair, but it was currently wrapped up in another towel, freshly showered.

“It was a bust, mom,” said Billy, scratching his head. “Pete, uh, had to help his mom out with something.”

Melissa bit her bottom lip and crossed her arms.

“Sweetie, I don’t mean to sound like I’m not happy to have you over here, but I’m having someone over tonight.”

A strange mixture of confusion and jealousy began to swirl around in Billy’s chest. His mom was having someone over? Having a guy over?

“Wait, what?” he asked. “I didn’t think you were seeing anyone right now. Is it… is it serious?”

He wondered why he cared so much, and was reacting so strongly. He had never asked about one of his mom’s boyfriends before, never even met any of them before. It had been clear to Billy from the beginning, since he was adopted as a newborn baby, that he would always be the number one man in his mom’s life.

“No, it’s not,” she said. “The guy is a little weird, in fact. I just feel like, well, like I could use some attention. I invited him over for dinner tonight. I thought you were going to be spending the night at Pete’s.”

Billy reeled back slightly. It was a lot for him to take in, especially the idea of his gorgeous mom, currently standing half naked in front of him, getting all prettied up for a man that she didn’t even like that much. But he was her son, and there were no real grounds for him to object to it on.

“Okay, that’s fine, I guess,” he said. The words came out reluctantly, and his mom could tell.

“Honey, don’t worry,” she said. “You’ll always come first in my heart. Here, come over and give your mommy a hug.”

Billy smiled, feeling like a little kid as he walked over to her. He wasn’t a kid, though, and he couldn’t deny that he was turned on by her, as messed up and terrible as it was. She was his mom, but as he stepped into her embrace and felt her soft, busty body pushing up against him, it took every ounce of his willpower to keep from grinding his cock into her stomach.

“There you go, isn’t that nice?” she whispered, her hot breath tickling his neck. “Nothing’s going to happen with me tonight, except for drinking some wine and playing a couple of rounds of Pretzel.”

Billy felt his cock aching for more. The hug had gone on for longer than it should have, but he didn’t want to break away from his mom. Her body felt damp and a little too warm underneath the robe, and as if they had a mind of his own, his hips pushed his cock in closer to her, sending pleasure flooding through him wildly as his erection made contact.

“Pretzel? You mean that stupid party game, with the mat and the colored dots.”

Melissa nodded, her breasts rubbing against Billy’s chest and pushing further up to his face with the movement.

“It’s fun, Billy,” she said. “I know it sounds weird, or like it would put you in too close of contact with other people, but I like it. We should play sometime.”

Billy’s hands ran down his mom’s back, coming to a rest on her buttocks, despite how ashamed it made him feel. He was barely hiding what he was doing anymore, grinding his cock into his mom like a sex starved beast, desperate to get off.

“You’d play that game with me?” he asked. “But I’m your-“

“You’re my son,” Melissa answered, cutting him off. “My big, strong, son. I think we’d have a lot of fun playing the game together.”

The two of them were silent for a couple of seconds, but their bodies were conversing in another language. Billy’s inner voice was screaming out in his head for him to pull back, but his cock was in control, and he was busy pushing it into his mom’s abdomen, recklessly grinding against her and savoring the pleasure.

His mom was rubbing her cheek against his neck, and the way she pushed her breasts upward did not appear to be accidental. Billy could see so much of the exposed cleavage of her breasts, and both of them were threatening to pop out even more, and give him a flash of illicit nipple.

“Sweetie, I need to finish getting ready,” said his mom. She made no move to pull away from him, and Billy continued dry humping her, making only the barest attempt to hide what he was doing.

“Of course, mom,” he said. “I have something that I need to finish, too.”

He wanted to push her up against the wall and strip the tiny robe she was wearing off of her, but he couldn’t. The thought made him feel almost sick to his stomach with shame and guilt, and suddenly, he was back in control of himself. He stepped away from his mom, hunching over awkwardly to hide the massive boner pushing out against his pants, and avoided her eyes.

Melissa cleared her throat.

“Okay,” she said. “So my date should be here around eight.”

“Yeah, okay,” said Billy. “I’ll see if I can find another one of my friends to hang out with.”

“Okay then,” said his mom.

“Alright,” he replied.

Their eyes met again, and the two of them stared at each other for a tense, silent moment. The air felt pregnant with possibility. Billy wanted to do something, but his mind wouldn’t let him acknowledge exactly what it was. Finally, Melissa turned away and headed back upstairs.

He stood alone in the kitchen for a minute more. His cock ached for attention and release, but something in his heart made him feel as though giving in to his need would be the ultimate betrayal of… something. It was better for him and his psyche if he just pretended like he wasn’t rock hard, more turned on than he had ever been in his life, and went on with his night.

Billy took a deep breath, and then headed upstairs, slamming the door to his room shut behind him without really meaning to.


CHAPTER 2

Try as he might, Billy could not find a single one of his friends to hang out with for the night. Everyone had either already made plans, or wasn’t picking up their phone, or just plain brushed him off.

Billy sat in front of his computer, disappointed and frustrated by his predicament. Without really meaning to, he ended up clicking over to one of his favorite porn sites, an open forum where amateur nude photos of women were the bread and butter.

He clicked on a promising looking link, and gawked at the screen as he clicked through a photoset of an insanely attractive woman around his mom’s age. She slowly stripped her clothes off, photo by photo, giving him a slow, still striptease, and exciting Billy’s cock into a state of rock hardness.

“Have you had any luck?” “The door swung open, and his mom stepped in through it. Billy only just barely had enough time to click to a different tab.

“Sorry mom, I…” He trailed off in midsentence as he stared at her. Melissa was wearing a tiny black mini skirt that her butt was threatening to pop right out of. The blouse she had on was cut low in the front, and he could clearly see her breasts pushed together underneath it.

She looked a lot like the woman in the photos, and possibly even better than her. Billy felt incredibly weird acknowledging it, but his mom was a hottie. He tried to push thoughts of how her date would react to seeing her out of his mind, feeling a strange sort of jealousy that was totally inappropriate for a boy to have over his mother.

“Honey, it’s no big deal if you want to just hang out in your room while we’re downstairs.” Melissa walked over and leaned forward towards him, so her eyes were on the same level as his in the chair. Billy spread his legs open without really thinking about it, pointing his hard shaft in her direction and feeling more aroused than he ever had before in his life.

“No mom, I’ll figure something out,” he said. “Don’t worry.”

Melissa’s phone rang, and she stepped back into the hallway. Billy overheard her side of the conversation without really meaning to.

“What? Okay…” She sounded a little disappointed, and listened to whoever was on the other side of the line explain something. “If it’s that serious, I totally understand. We can do this another time. Okay, I will, you too. Bye.”

Billy watched as his mother walked back into his room, frowning.

“That was my date,” she said. “His daughter got into a minor car accident.”

“So he can’t make it?” Billy tried to not sound overly pleased as he asked. His mom nodded.

“Nope,” she said. “I guess it’s just me, a glass of wine, and a good book for tonight.”

Billy smiled at her.

“How about I be your date for the night?” The instant the words had left his mouth, he began to feel embarrassed, and a little uncomfortable. “Sorry! That came out wrong! I mean, neither of us has anything planned, we should at least try to make the best of it, right?”

Melissa looked at him carefully for a moment, one of her eyebrows raised.

“Can we still play Pretzel?” she asked.

Billy laughed and nodded.

“Sure,” he said. “I mean, as long as you don’t find it too weird.”

Melissa favored him with a mock glare, and then reached her hand out and pinched his cheek.

“The game is family friendly, Billy,” she said. “And besides, it’s like you said. It’s going to be a boring night if we don’t find something to do.”

The two of them ate a quick dinner in front of the TV. Billy caught himself staring at his mom a couple of times throughout it, his lower half having a reaction to her that was totally uncalled for and inappropriate. The photos of the naked older woman he’d seen before were still fresh in his mind, and he couldn’t help but wonder at his mom’s outfit, practically oozing with sex appeal.

Melissa brought both of their plates into the kitchen and returned with an unopened bottle of wine. Billy did a double take when he saw her pouring them each a glass.

“You’re letting me drink wine tonight, mom?” he asked, in disbelief.

“Well, it’s like you said, you are my date.” His mom smiled playfully at him, and Billy felt his cheeks turn bright red. “Here you go, honey. Drink it slow, because you’re only getting one glass.”

Several glasses of wine later, the two of them were laughing and rolling out the mat for the Pretzel game. Billy felt silly, and couldn’t stop himself from grinning at the ridiculousness of the situation. He was having fun, and from the looks of it, so was his mom.

“You know, this has been one of the best dates I’ve had in a very long time.” She had a flirty, mischievous look in her eyes, and noticing it made Billy feel a little uncomfortable.

“Mom, stop it,” he said. “I’m your son, and this is not a date.”

“I’m just teasing you!” Melissa teasingly pushed his shoulder, her blouse billowing open slightly as she did and giving him a flash of her cleavage. Billy didn’t say anything, and there was a tense, loaded silence for a moment.

“If we’re going to play the game, we should get started,” he said.

“Yeah, let’s do it.” Melissa was laughing as she spoke, and she flicked a couple of strands of hair out of her face and smiled at her son. “Alright, we’ll have to keep the spinner close. Otherwise, the game isn’t going to work.”

“Okay mom,” said Billy. “You’re going to have to lead, because I’ve never played it before.”

“You’ll pick up the rules fast.” Melissa smiled at him, and then ruffled his hair. “You spin the two spinners, and then have to put your either your foot and hand on one of the colors, depending on what you land on.”

“Sounds easy enough,” said Billy. His mom was still wearing her tiny black skirt, and the flirty blouse, and it was impossible for him to not notice as they moved into position for the game.

“I’ll go first.” His mom spun the spinners, and they came to a rest on ‘right hand’ and ‘blue’. She walked over to the mat and slowly leaned down, setting her hand onto one of the blue dots.

“I guess it’s my turn, then?” Billy was staring at his mom’s boobs, which were threatening to pop right out of the tight blouse she was wearing. He felt a little ashamed for being so turned on by her, but she didn’t look as though she noticed.

“Yeah, go ahead, sweetie,” said Melissa. “See what you get.”

Billy spun the two spinners, which came to a rest on ‘left foot’ and ‘yellow’.

“I guess that’s easy enough,” he said, walking over to the mat. He set his foot down on a yellow dot, which positioned him right in front of his mom, her head about a half foot away from his crotch.

“Oh, just wait,” she said. “It will get interesting as we get further into it.”

She spun again, this time getting ‘left foot’ and ‘red’.  Melissa had to shift her body around and then set her foot down in order to keep on the blue dot and the red one at the same time.

“Mom, this is a piece of cake,” said Billy. “Are you sure this game even works with two people?”

“If you’re worried about me beating you, why not just admit it, Billy?” joked Melissa. Billy responded by reaching his hand out and tickling one of her arms. His mom swatted his hand away, her fingers grazing across his crotch as she did.

“You’re going down mom,” he said. “My turn.”

This time, Billy had to set his left hand down on one of the green dots, which were on the other side of the mat. The only way for him to do it entailed leaning over his mom, and coming dangerously close to being in contact with her. He could feel the heat of her body underneath him.

“Now is it easy, honey?” Melissa pushed her butt up into his crotch as she spoke, catching him off guard. “Sure you don’t want to give up?”

“It’s your turn, hurry up and spin.” Billy felt his mom’s soft butt pushed into him, and desperately wanted her to land on a dot that would shift her out of the precarious position.

Instead, Melissa ended up having to put her right hand on yellow, which meant twisting so that she was in even closer contact with her son. Billy felt her butt grinding into him, and was embarrassed to find that his cock was responding to it eagerly.

“Mom, how long does the game go on for?” he whispered. She shifted a little before answering, as though intentionally torturing him, and Billy’s rod ached with an intense need for release.

“Until one of us gives up, or falls onto the mat,” she whispered.


CHAPTER 3

It was Billy’s turn to spin. The very act of reaching for the spinner forced him into even closer contact with his mom. She giggled as Billy’s hand glided across her chest, either not realizing or not caring about how much of an embarrassing struggle it was for him to keep himself in check.

“Alright… Left hand, Blue?” Billy looked at the mat. The only way for him to get his left hand on any of the blue dots was to push even harder up against her.

“Are you going to try it, sweetie, or do you give up?” The smile on Melissa’s face enraged Billy a little, as though to her, winning the game meant a lot. He’d always known her to be a rather competitive woman, and had inherited a competitive streak from her, himself.

“I can do it!” he said, moving into position. His cock was aching against the fabric of his pants, and it slid right in between his mom’s thighs. Her skirt was tiny, and he could feel the heat coming off her bare flesh. It felt amazing, so good that he felt a little sick knowing that it was his mother pressed up against him.

“I guess it’s my turn now, isn’t it sweetie?” Melissa’s butt jiggled slightly as she spoke, sending intense pleasure shooting through Billy’s rod. He couldn’t resist lifting one of his hands up to his mom’s waist and pulling her closer against him, feeling guilty, but so turned on that it was impossible to stop himself.

“Mmm, yeah, it’s your turn, mom,” said Billy. He had foregone trying to hide what he was doing, pushing his crotch against his mom and slowly dry humping her. Melissa was giggling, and sounded like she thought it was the funniest thing in the world.

“Hey, holding onto me for support is cheating, young man!” She let out a small squeal as Billy let his hand grab onto her big, soft breast.

“Mom…” he whispered. Billy had no idea what he was doing, but she wasn’t stopping him, and his hormones were overpowering any sense of logic or reason that he had left.

“Billy, I’m serious!” laughed his mother. “I think you’re confused on the rules.”

He lifted his other hand off the mat and grabbed both of her breasts, kneading them and pushing them together as he dry fucked her from behind. Melissa leaned back a little bit and let out a soft moan as the two of them grinded on each other like horny teenagers at a dimly lit school dance.

“Ooh, Billy,” whispered Melissa. She didn’t say anything for several seconds after that, but Billy knew exactly what she was thinking.

He was rubbing his package against her panty covered cunt, and groping at her breasts in a manner that would have been unseemly even if he hadn’t been her son. The two of them were as close to having sex as two people could get with their clothes on, and it felt amazing.

“Mom!” Billy cried out, both in shame and in pleasure. They were not playing a game anymore, and he needed release. He pushed his mom’s upper body down to the ground and grabbed her tightly by the hips, rubbing his dick into her ass and pussy as though it was the only thing that mattered.

“Sweetie… hold on,” whispered Melissa, coming to her senses. “Wait, Billy! I’m your mother!”

Her words only spurred him on further. He let one of his hands slide up her shirt and grope at her breast, feeling the soft flesh underneath his fingers and becoming even more aroused. A voice was screaming in the back of his head for him to stop, for him to get away from her and end the situation before it got any worse.

Billy didn’t listen to it. He couldn’t listen to it. His mom’s body was so hot, hotter than any woman’s body that he’d ever seen before, and she was dressed like a dirty, eager, slut. He banged his crotch forward against her, almost hard enough to hurt his hip bone, and felt his cock flood with pleasure.

“Billy!” Melissa whipped around, falling onto the game mat with her legs spread, and boobs pushed forward erotically. Billy couldn’t stop himself from climbing on top of her, kissing her neck, and thrusting up against her.

“Oh god mom, you’re so…” He trailed off as a bit of reality began to float back into his awareness. She was his mother, and he was doing something that was so terribly wrong.

“Billy…” Melissa licked her lips, looking right into her son’s eyes as he begin to blush and feel the shame that had been hovering on the horizon. She pulled his face down to her breasts, and tried to hug him as though he was still a young boy.

“It’s okay sweetie, you just got a little…” She spoke softly, as though she was trying to rock him to sleep. “A little carried away.”

“Mom…” Billy slowly pulled his head up from her breasts, a tense, loaded moment hanging on the air, and then leaned in to kiss her.

Melissa tried to turn away, but his lips met hers before she could. She kissed him back, not as a lover, but as a mother.

Billy couldn’t stop his hands from drifting back to her breasts. He began to grope at them again, and his hips reawakened and pushed his package against her. His mom turned around, and he wasn’t sure if she was trying to end the embrace, or just letting him take her from another angle.

“Billy…” she whispered. His hands slid up her stomach and groped at her breasts, and then his cock began to grind against her butt.

The voice was even louder inside his head. He was about to make a big mistake, possibly the biggest in his life. Even as Billy felt a strange mixture of desire and dread, his hands went to work, unzipping his pants and sliding them off of him.

His cock poked out of his boxers without needing to be asked, and for a moment he had a strange thought about what his mom would think if she saw it. His mom, the woman he was grinding against, the sexy, gorgeous woman whose body was pressed against his.

Billy reached his hands around and roughly began pulling her blouse open. Melissa let out an odd sounding moan, half pleasure and half disbelief. He fumbled for a moment before realizing that there was no way for him to get her shirt and bra off from that angle, and instead just pulled them down far enough so her tits could hang free.

“Oh god, Billy!” His mother’s voice was almost unrecognizable to him. He could still hear the intense love that she had for him in it, but there was so much more, so much conflict and so much confusion.

“Mom, I, I can’t stop!” Billy wondered if there was any way for her to understand, or if he even understood it himself. She was his mom, and he wanted her to love him, and be proud of him. She was his mom, the ultimate MILF, and a woman who could be a playboy centerfold if she had the desire.

She was his mom, and even though it made him feel more guilt and shame than he had ever suspected a single person could harbor, he couldn’t stop what happened next. Billy leaned her forward, and then, sliding his dick underneath her tiny black skirt and slipping her panties to the side, he pushed his cock forward, inside of her.

“Oh…” whispered Melissa. “Oh!”

Billy felt her, so warm and wet, and so ready, and couldn’t believe it himself. He wasn’t really fucking his own mother… was he? He promised himself that it wasn’t the case, that it couldn’t be the case. And then he began to move.

“Mom,” Billy whispered, as he pumped his dick inside her for the very first time. “I, I don’t know what’s happening.”

“It’s okay, sweetie,” said Melissa. “Just… step back. This is all just an accident.”

“Yeah, oh man, yeah,” moaned Billy. She was right. He needed to just back away from her, and everything would be fine. And he told himself that he would, after just a couple more thrusts.

“Oh, Billy,” moaned his mother. “Oh god!”

She was leaned forward, and appeared to be shuddering in time with his thrusts. Billy grabbed at her tits again, now naked and so soft and warm under his fingers, and pumped into her harder.

“Oh mom, you feel so…” Billy was so confused, and as the situation came into focus, a pit formed in his stomach. “Mom, oh god, I’m sorry!”

He finally managed to pull back, and Melissa slipped away, lying down on the mat and facing him with her legs spread. Her breasts were pushed up by her bra and blouse underneath, both of them dotted with perfect pink nipples, and her cunt called out to him and his cock.

“Billy,” his mom whispered.

He moved forward and was on her again, pushing his cock deep inside her cunt and letting out a loud moan as the pleasure exploded inside his body.

“Oh god!” Billy was fully aware of what he was doing this time, and every thrust into his mother intensified both his pleasure and his pain. It was painful to think of how the two of them would go on after what he’d done, how he’d be able to look her in the eyes and not think about how good it felt to jam his cock into her, to take her as a man takes a woman.

“Honey!” Melissa’s face was flushed red with illicit, taboo pleasure. She cupped Billy’s cheek in her hand, the same way she had so many times throughout his childhood and life. Billy slammed into her, their bodies slapping together and sounding out the rhythm of sex.

Billy was overtaken by an intensely primal, basic instinct. He had to cum, and it had to be inside of her. Even though she was his mother, the woman that had raised him, and even though she was staring into his eyes with the same look that she’d given him back when he’d gotten a bad grade on a test or forgotten to do his chores, he had to cum inside her.

“Mom!” Billy felt himself reach his absolute limit. He buried his face in her tits as his cock began to unload, spraying hot, sticky cum deep inside her cunt and dampening the game mat underneath them.

Seconds passed by, and Billy felt as though he was in a blissful, erotic heaven. Slowly, he came back to reality in small flashes and realized that he was no longer on top of his mom, and she was no longer naked.

His pants had been pulled up, and his mom had fixed her blouse. She was cradling her head on his lap and running her hand through his hair. Billy felt his cheeks heat up and scrunched his eyes closed, not wanting to face the mess that he had made.

“It’s okay, sweetie,” whispered his mom. “It’s okay. You just had an accident.”

“Mom, I’m so sorry!” Billy almost felt like he wanted to cry, or throw up. He took a deep breath, and after seeing the look of understanding in his mom’s eyes, managed to relax slightly.

“It’s fine,” she said. “It was my idea to play this game. I just didn’t realize…”

She trailed off, and then returned to running her hand through his hair.

“We won’t ever talk about this, Billy,” she said. “We’ll just go back to normal. I’m your mom, and you’re my son. It might take some work, but that’s just what we have to do.”

“I’m sorry mom,” he said. She was smiling at him.

“It’s okay, baby,” she whispered. “I love you so much.”

“I love you too, mom.” Billy sat up and hugged her, and felt her soft, sexy body against his chest.

He wasn’t at all sure that they could go back to normal. In fact, he was almost sure that they couldn’t.
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CHAPTER 1

It was the summer, and it was hot. Kevin awoke slowly in his bed, with little more than a thin sheet and a pair of boxer briefs covering his naked body. He opened his eyes, and looked over towards the door, where Jessica, his adoptive mother, was standing.

“You know if you kept your door open during the night, the air conditioning would take care of the temperature in your room for you,” she said, smiling. “Unless sleeping half naked is just the newest fad for teenage boys.”

Kevin smiled at her, and slowly began to pull himself out of bed. His mom was wearing a thin night gown that only just barely went down to her mid thighs. She was a petite woman, with big breasts, long luxurious hair, coupled with a nice butt, and a good natured aloofness that Kevin had cherished for as long as he could remember.

“It’s not yet, but hey, who knows what the future might hold?” Kevin stretched his arms into the air and let out a yawn.

“And on top of that, it’s almost 10,” said Jess. “I have an excuse, today’s my day off. What about you?”

Kevin could tell from the expression on his mom’s face and the way her arms were comfortably folded across her chest that she was just teasing him. Jessica enjoyed his company, and was often almost desperate for his attention when she had free time away from the hospital where she worked. And lately, Kevin had been having a lot more of it to give to her.

“Well, it’s not exactly like I have anywhere to be,” he said. “Not until I head back to school in the fall, at least.”

“Most 19 year olds are ready and eager to work summer jobs, you know.” Jess moved closer to her son, leaning over him as he sat on the edge of his bed and inadvertently positioning her chest in a way that drew his eyes to her cleavage as though it had been traced with a highlighter.

“Yeah, well I guess I’m lazier than most 19 year olds.” Kevin rolled his eyes at his mom. The truth of it was that there just weren’t very many jobs available in or around the town of Chaseville, especially not for a college student that would be taking off again in the fall.

His mom relented, and smiled at him as she stepped closer. Kevin was fully aware that she didn’t really mean any of what she was saying. Jess had never been a strict parent, and had kept his behavior in line with incentives and encouragement throughout his childhood.

She was the only mom that Kevin had ever known. His biological mother had died during childbirth, and Jessica, the sweet, sensitive 19 year old with a heart of gold, had been in the room when it had happened. She’d been a volunteer there, and had risen through the ranks after going to med school, eventually landing a job as a nurse practitioner.

Something about Kevin and his situation, abandoned within minutes of experiencing the world for the first time, had resonated with her. It was a match that almost felt as though it was destined to be, and she’d done such a good job of raising him that Kevin had never even considered that there could be any alternatives.

“Oh sweetie,” she said. “As long as you take care of your chores, you can wake up whenever you please. I’m just concerned about you, that’s all.”

Jess set her hand down on her son’s thigh. Kevin felt the vibe of the room intensify as his fingers made contact. He swallowed, and looked over at his mom, doing everything in his power to see her as the caring, loving parent that she was, instead of the sexy seductive older woman that was the masturbatory fantasy of all the teenage boys in the neighborhood.

“You don’t need to be, mom,” he said. “I’m fine. In two months, I’ll be off to school again, and as overworked and stressed out as ever.”

Jessica smiled at him.

“My sweet baby boy, you’re growing up so fast.” She leaned in to give him a kiss on the cheek, moving slower than she should have. As her body drew in close to his, Kevin could feel the heat resonating off it, and smell the leftover scent of the perfume she’d worn the day before. It was so familiar, but it made him feel very strange, and excited.

“Uh, anyway, I should probably start getting dressed.” Kevin stood up abruptly, feeling his cock beginning to fill with blood. It made him feel dirty and guilty, and he wanted to get his mom out of the room before she had a chance to notice.

“Okay, sweetheart,” she said. “I’ll have breakfast ready for you in a couple of minutes.

She smiled at him, her eyes full of love and tenderness, and then reached her arms out and gently pulled him into a hug. Kevin let his own hands wrap around her back. The feeling her body and big, soft breasts against him was absolute torture, torture of a form that managed to put terribly naughty ideas into his head.

“I love you, Kevin,” whispered his mom. Her words landed on his neck, tickling the hairs on his skin and making him wonder what it would feel like to have a kiss in their place.

“I love you too, mom,” said Kevin. It took all of the willpower and control he could from throwing her down on the bed, and when the two of them finally parted, he was ashamed and embarrassed to see that he had an erection poking out against the fabric of his boxers. His mom either didn’t notice, or was polite enough to keep her attention up and away from it.

“I’ll see you downstairs.” Jessica turned and left the room, and Kevin closed the door behind her.

His heart was beating fast, and there was a strange, heavy emotion in his stomach. It had been like this since he’d entered puberty, and he didn’t understand why. The obvious answer was to attribute his sexual excitement to his mom’s beauty, her super model caliber smile and perfect curves.

Kevin tried not to think about his body’s own physical reaction to seeing her, and having her so close to him, and when he did have to, he assumed it was just because of that. It was because all of the men around Jessica wanted her, it had to be. For his entire life, she had been chaste, never once bringing a single boyfriend or lover home to meet him.

He tried not to think about how close their relationship had always been, and how dependent on each other they had grown. He tried not to think about how many times thoughts of her had entered his head while he was thinking about, and sometimes engaging with, other women.

Instead, Kevin walked over to his dresser and began pulling out clothes. The dorms had been cleared out for maintenance over the summer, and he had all of his stuff back home with him. Life felt a lot like it had back when he’d been in high school, except with even more free time and even less to distract him. But his mom was still there, and in her, was the ultimate forbidden distraction. He shook his head, and tried to clear his thoughts.

He pulled on a pair of shorts and a tank top, and then headed out into the hall. The house that he and his mom shared was a small, a tiny two bedroom abode with a rustic feel in the middle of a suburban, family friendly neighborhood where most of the other places dwarfed it in size.

The living room was clean, as usual. Despite being a single mom, Jessica was an accomplished housekeeper, and worked to fulfill all of the roles and needs of a parent, without complaint. Kevin did his part, helping out with shopping and yard work while he was back home, and being both the man and the muscle of the house.

The smell of frying eggs and toast filled the room. Kevin walked over to the couch and sat down on it, turning on the TV and flicking through channels absent mindedly. As he passed by the local news, a large, eye catching announcement banner running across the bottom of the screen caught his attention.

“We’ll bring you more updates as we get more information on the situation.” An attractive woman stood holding a microphone in front of the Dreis Building, the only large business complex in Chaseville. “I’ve been told that emergency administration personnel are appealing to other local municipalities for firefighting assistance. The firefighters of the local department have-“

“What are you watching?” Jessica stepped into the living room, still wearing the tiny night gown she had woken up in, and looking almost like a newly ordained housewife. Kevin gestured for her to be quiet.

“Several of the nearby buildings and houses have been evacuated. With most of the fire department still not on the scene, the outcome here seems dire. Again, we will bring you more updates as we get more information.”

Kevin looked away from his screen and towards the window. He could see smoke on the horizon in the direction of the fire, high enough to give the town’s miniscule skyline a very ominous look. Jessica walked over to the couch, picked up the remote, and turned down the volume.

“I know what you’re thinking, Kevin, but I’m sure the fire fighters and police will take care of it.”

It was as though she had read his mind, but Kevin wasn’t surprised. He and his mom had a close enough relationship that often, one of them could guess what the other was thinking. And at the moment, he was very concerned for the safety of the people in the building on the TV. He took the remote from his mom and turned the volume back up.

“…source inside the department has told us that many of the Chaseville’s firefighting volunteers have abandoned their duty. We can’t speculate on just why this might be, but if you look at the fire, you can see that it certainly is beginning to get out of hand.”

A fire engine hurtled by in the street behind the reporter. Kevin got a glimpse of the driver, an attractive older woman, and noticed that it appeared like she was the only person on the truck. He felt his heart start knocking against the inside of his chest and stood up slowly from the couch, feeling as though he didn’t have a choice in what he was about to do.

“Kevin! Sit down!” Jessica moved to block him off as he started for the door. Kevin shook his head at his mom, and tried to slide by her. She put her hands on his chest and pushed herself up against him, her soft tits competing against his moral compass for attention.

“Come on sweetie, I know you want to help, but there is nothing that you can do.” His mom looked into his eyes and spoke softly, pushing her body against him in what was meant to be a hug, but ended up as an embrace. “Just stay here. The situation will be under control soon, and it’s safe here. We can curl up on the couch… and watch a movie…”

Kevin felt torn between his mom’s suggestion and what he knew that he had to do. His cock pushed up against his shorts, responding to the tenderness of his mom’s body against his. He wanted to do exactly what she was suggesting, badly. But he also felt like he couldn’t look away from the images on the screen, the burning building, and the disaster that awaited the houses next to it.

“Mom, I’m sorry, I don’t have a choice!” Kevin leaned in to kiss his mom on the cheek. Jessica turned her face at the last second, and Kevin felt his lips meet hers, sending an illicit electric tingle vibrating through the rest of his body.

He pulled away slowly, and felt his mom caress his cheek. She forced a smile, and then slowly nodded.

“Be careful, sweetie,” she said. “I’ll be waiting for you. Don’t do anything stupid.”

Kevin nodded, and then rushed by her, out the door.


CHAPTER 2

Kevin raced down the street as fast as his loose sandals would allow. The news report of the incident had made everything look much more controlled. In reality, it felt like chaos was unfolding on all sides of him the closer he got.

People were standing on either side of the road, gawking at the giant plume of smoke rising up from the Dreis Building. Others were sprinting around, much like he was, but Kevin didn’t see anyone else headed in the direction of the fire.

His lungs began to ache and thirst for oxygen. The air had a stale, burnt taste to it, as though somebody had taken a blowtorch to the atmosphere. As Kevin closed the last stretch between him and the scene, his eyes began to hurt and tear up, and he could hear the constant, crackling growl of the flames.

It looked and felt like something out of a bad dream. The Dreis Building was a pillar of inferno, and even just looking at it felt like it was too much stimulation for his eyes. The houses and buildings next to it were mostly untouched, though Kevin could tell at a glance that their close proximity put them at risk.

He didn’t see the news reporting crew anywhere, but the fire engine that had rumbled by during the broadcast was parked about a hundred feet from the fire. Kevin made a beeline for it, knowing that if there was any place he could help from, it was there.

The back of it was open. Kevin didn’t hesitate before climbing inside, and almost bumped directly into something, or rather someone, that he hadn’t been expecting.

The same woman that he had seen driving the fire engine through the news broadcast was inside the narrow corridor of the truck. She was wearing a red helmet, a thick pair of yellow firefighting pants held up by suspenders, and almost nothing else, her big breasts pushing out against the fabric of a tiny bra as she turned to look at him.

“What the fuck are you doing here?” yelled the woman. “Get to safety!”

Kevin could see her face reddening as she reached for a jacket on a hook and pulled it on. She was around his mom’s age, but spoke with a crass authority that sent a chill down his spine. He looked at her and slowly stepped forward, holding his hands out.

“I’m here to help,” he said. “Just tell me what to do…”

The woman shook her head, the helmet swaying slightly as she did, and then pushed him out of the back of the fire truck. She hopped down after him and began unwinding a hose attached to the side of the truck.

“Stand here and turn this on when I tell you to!” the woman barked. “Not a moment sooner!”

“Alright,” replied Kevin. He watched as the woman moved with urgent and confident speed, pulling the hose out and maneuvering it over towards the Dreis Building.

He wondered for a moment what a single fire hose could possible do against the hellish blaze in front of him, and had his question answered as the woman waved and gestured towards the pump. It took all his strength to turn the handle, but once he had, he watched as the woman braced herself strategically against the front of the fire engine and blasted water forward, not onto the burning building, but the ones next to it.

“The Dreis Building… What’s going to happen?” Kevin had to yell to be heard over the sound of the fire. The woman turned back to him and shook her head.

“It’s already lost,” she said. “The fire is too intense. Nothing like this has ever happened before in this town.”

She turned her attention back to the hose and continued spraying down one of the buildings directly adjacent to the inferno. Kevin looked over to the other side and saw something that caused his heart to beat faster.

The roof of the large house immediately to the right of the Dreis Building had caught flame. It was still mostly intact, but the flames were spreading fast. It was what Kevin saw through the bottom window that gave him pause.

There was a woman banging on the glass and trying to get his attention. The door of the house was directly under where the fire had spread to, and he realized that it was probably more substantial and threatening from the inside. Kevin looked over once at the female firefighter, who was still focused on the other building, and then rushed towards the house.

The window had a wooden lattice on it, making it impossible for anyone to fit through. Instead, Kevin made beeline for the door. It was closer to the heat of the flames, and he had to will his body against his own self-preservation instincts to move forward.

The metal door knob was hot to the touch, and once he had pushed it open, he saw that there were flames slowly spreading towards the front of the house from the back of the hallway. Kevin rushed into the living room, where he’d seen the woman, and grabbed her by the hand.

“Come on! You’re not safe here!” He pulled her roughly through the house, hearing her cough as the smoke began to spread through the air.

The fire fighter was glaring at him as he brought the woman over to the fire engine. Kevin heard a large crack from behind him, and turned just in time to see the Dreis Building begin fall. The structure groaned and let out an almost alive sounding cry, and then collapsed in on itself, starting at the top and dropping down as each level impacted the one below it.

“Get inside the truck!” screamed the fire fighter. They were far enough away from the building that Kevin didn’t think they had to worry about getting hit by debris, but once it had hit the ground he saw why she was concerned.

A large cloud of dust and smoke was pushed outward in the wake of the destruction, and Kevin didn’t imagine that breathing it would be very kind to his lungs. He climbed into the back of the fire truck and the female fire fighter slammed the door.

It was dark, and strangely calm in the safety of the vehicle. Kevin could hear the ragged breathing of the woman he had saved, and sense the hyper alertness of the fire fighter. He didn’t say anything, and felt the metal side wall with his hand before leaning against it.

“The fire will keep burning for at least a couple more hours, but it’ll be under control now,” said the female fire fighter. “It won’t be able to get as much oxygen, or spread as easily.”

Kevin finally felt like the questions on his mind could be asked. He coughed once into his sleeve, and then looked at the woman.

“Where are the rest of the fire fighters?” he asked her. It was dark, but he could still see the movement of her shaking her head.

“I’m the last of them,” she said. “My name’s Annette, and I served in a fire brigade that was made up of rich, spoiled cowards. Men who liked the idea of being fire fighters more than the reality. Good riddance.”

Her words were cold and heavy, like those of a person pushing through a major loss.

“I’m Kevin.” He reached out his hand and shook hers in the dark. There was a still moment, and then they both turned towards the other woman, who was still shaking nervously in the corner of the truck.

“I have to stay here and make doubly sure that this fire is contained,” said Annette. “I hate to ask this of a civilian, but would you mind bringing this woman somewhere safe?”

“Not at all,” said Kevin.

“There’s a motel just down the road from here. You two can walk, if she’s able.” Annette gestured towards the direction of the town with her hand. “Tell the owner that she’s from a house next to the fire, and that I sent you. He’ll set her up with a free room.”

Kevin nodded, and turned towards the woman. She looked at Annette, and wrapped the female fire fighter tight in a hug.

“Thank you, thank you so much!”

“Uh… no problem?” Annette slowly broke from the embrace, and then opened the back door of the fire truck.

The scene outside was like something out of a movie. The smoke had darkened the sky, and the air tasted hot and burnt. The Dreis Building was now nothing more than a smoldering pile of rubble. Next to it, most of the buildings and houses were unharmed, likely due to Annette’s efforts with the fire hose.

“Lindsey…” whispered the woman. “My name is Lindsey…”

“Lindsey,” repeated Kevin. “Well, let’s get you away from this place. I think you’ll be able to go back to your house once the area’s been checked over. There is definitely going to be some fire damage, but…”

Kevin looked back at the rubble one last time, feeling a strange sense of respect for the power and danger of the fire.

“It could have been worse,” he said.

Kevin walked with Lindsey for a minute or two before either of them spoke. He looked over at her, and really took notice of what she looked like for the first time. She was around the same age as him, maybe a little older, and attractive in a very elegant way. She was tall, skinny, and had medium sized breasts.

“Thank you…” she said, breaking the silence. “I didn’t know what to do. The fire… it’s almost like it had a hold over me.”

She smiled at him, and even though her cheeks and face were still lightly dusted with soot, Kevin could see the beauty in her expression. He smiled back, and was a little surprised when she reached her hand over and wrapped it around his.

“Uh, no problem,” said Kevin. “I just felt like I had to help.”

“Are you going to be one of the fire fighters, now?” asked Lindsey. She pulled in closer to him, and looked at Kevin in a way that made him very aware of himself.

“I… hadn’t really thought about it,” he said.

“The woman fire fighter, she said that the rest of them just abandoned their responsibility,” said Lindsey. “I think that’s terrible, don’t you?”

She put her hand on his chest, and almost as though on command, Kevin felt his heart rate increase. They’d reached the motel, and Kevin led her into the front office, the adrenaline of the experience was still coursing through him.

“Why hello there…” An old man wearing a thick pair of reading glasses greeted them as they walked in. He was reading a magazine, and quickly moved to set it aside as they walked up to the front desk.

“She’s from the fire and needs somewhere to stay,” said Kevin. “Annette told us that you could help.”

The old man smiled, rifled through the desk for a moment, and then tossed him a key.

“Room 109, on the first level down to the right.”

Kevin nodded, turned back to Lindsey, who was looking at him with doe eyes, and then headed back outside. There was a strange tension in the air as the two of them walked past rows of doors until they arrived in front of the one that the old man had pointed to. Kevin unlocked it, and then let Lindsey walk inside.

“Well, here you go,” he said. “I should probably be getting back to-“

Lindsey was on him before he could say another word. Her lips pressed tightly against his, and she mashed her body and breasts into his chest as though he was her long lost lover. Kevin was surprised, but he found that his cock caught up to the situation much more quickly than his mind.

He managed to kick the door shut as Lindsey began kissing his neck and rubbing her arms up his back. He could smell her perfume, and he could smell the charred scent of fire, and something about the combination was absolutely intoxicating.

The two of them fell onto the motel room bed in a tangle. Lindsey kicked off her shoes and pulled Kevin’s shirt up and over his head. He ran his hands across her back, feeling for the clasp of her bra, and enjoying the sensation of his rock hard cock pushing against his shorts.

“I’m your reward, Kevin,” whispered Lindsey. She pulled the tank top she was wearing up and over her head, and then unhooked the clasp that he’d been fumbling with. Her breasts were nicely sized, with delicious looking pink nipples dotting the centers.

Kevin leaned forward and kissed her, and felt Lindsey’s lips kiss him back with aggressive eagerness. She leaned back on the bed and wiggled out of her jeans, a sight that was incredibly erotic for Kevin to watch. He pulled his own shorts off, feeling his cock throb in anticipation of what was to come, and then pushed forward onto her.

“Kevin, fuck me!” cried Lindsey. “Do it, fuck me!”

He had heard before that life or death situations sometimes reconnect people with their most innate desires, but Lindsey was acting like a possessed woman, horny and hungry for cock. He pulled off his boxers and immediately felt one of her hands wrap around his shaft, sending a hot wave of pleasure through his crotch.

“Oh man, Lindsey,” moaned Kevin. She had a fierce, enflamed look in her eyes, one that was more captivating than anything at the scene of the fire had been. Lindsey licked her lips, and then pushed Kevin down on the bed, bringing her mouth down to his member in a teasingly slow movement.

She pushed her tongue out and gently licked the head of his cock, smiling at Kevin’s reaction. It felt amazing, beyond anything that he had known before. Kevin’s sexual experience was limited, even for a 19 year old, and it felt like the doors to a new, enticing world had been thrown open by the tender touch of Lindsey’s tongue.

“Do you like that, Kevin?” whispered Lindsey. “This is what a brave fire fighter like you deserves…”

“Oh god…” Kevin couldn’t help but close his eyes as Lindsey leaned forward and brought his cock into her mouth. Her lips were big and perfectly suited for the task, and wrapped around Kevin’s hard member as though they were stitched with elastic.

Lindsey bobbed her mouth up and down on his cock, letting more of him into her with each pass. Kevin’s hand instinctively reached for the back of her head, but she swatted it away playfully. She was in complete control of him, and something about it made the sensation even more intense and overwhelming.

“Lindsey, oh…oh wow!” Kevin tapped the girl lightly on the shoulder. He wanted to give her a heads up, or some kind of warning. He wasn’t used to the amount of pleasure she was giving him, and he felt his body being driven towards a premature climax. Focusing on his breathing could only take him so far when his cock was inside a warmer, wetter, more heavenly place than it had ever been before.

Lindsey pulled her mouth off his cock and jerked him off for a moment. She looked up at Kevin and smiled devilishly.

“Does this feel good, Kevin?”

He nodded, feeling his heart beat and his cock throb with eager, erotic horniness.

“Do you want me… to make you cum?”

Kevin nodded again, and watched as the attractive girl brought her lips to the head of his cock and gave it a passionate kiss. Her lips were so soft, and as she began to lick and suck and pleasure him, he felt his body crossing over the line.

“Oh fuck, Lindsey!” moaned Kevin. She pulled back right as he began to cum, taking the better portion of his load onto her cheeks and face, which were still marked with soot from the smoke. Kevin felt himself melting back into the motel room bed, oblivious to anything other than the intense release that he’d just been given.

“You must be new at this,” said Lindsey, smiling. “But again, thank you. Thank you Kevin. I wish I could do more than this.”

He looked at her, and saw that she meant what she was saying. Kevin slowly began to pull his clothes back on, feeling like a new man as he did.

“Will you be joining up with the fire fighters, Kevin?” asked Lindsey.

“I think I just might be,” he said. “I think… they could use the help.”

She smiled at him, and something about the look in her eyes made Kevin feel happy to be alive.


CHAPTER 3

After hugging Lindsey and saying goodbye, Kevin headed out of the motel room and began walking home. He was surprised to see that it was already approaching early evening. Between the fire and what had happened afterwards, the entire day felt as though it had gone by in a flash.

There was still a plume of smoke on the horizon over the wreckage of the Dreis Building, but it was much smaller, and much less foreboding than it had been. Kevin wondered about what the aftermath was like. People could have been in the building as it burned, and with only Annette there, making the best attempt she could to put out the flames, they never had any hope from the very start.

He turned onto his street, and continued walking, hands in his pockets, mind deep in thought. The town’s fire department had been tested by that fire, and it had failed miserably. He began to wonder about what Lindsey had asked him. He had the entire summer free, and the idea of spending it fighting fires was starting to feel like as good of a commitment as any.

Kevin walked up his porch steps and let himself inside. He kicked off his sandals and walked into the living room. Jessica was sitting on the couch, and leaped up when she saw him.

“Kevin! Oh my god, sweetie, I was so worried!” She ran over and pulled him into a tight hug. Kevin could feel her soft body against him, and did his best to not notice that she was still wearing the very thin night gown she’d had on that morning.

“I’m okay, mom,” he said. “Have you been here all day?”

Jessica pulled back just in time to keep from feeling the developing erection springing forth between Kevin’s legs. She gestured toward the TV, and he realized that it was still on the news channel.

“11 people are still missing in what’s being described as a catastrophic failure of the town’s fire department,” said the news anchor. “Currently, the cleanup is being overseen by the Midcity fire department of Kent county, with numerous EMTs standing by.”

“Kevin…” Jessica looked at him with relieved eyes, and then pulled him into another hug. “You were on the news, from the angle of the sky copter. They described you as a ‘brave volunteer’. The… the last thing I saw was you heading into one of the burning buildings.”

Kevin could feel his mom’s quickened breathing, and her breasts pushing against his chest. He was a little ashamed to admit it to himself, but it felt awesome. After what Lindsey had done for him, his body felt like it was hyper aware of his mom, her perfect figure, and the way her body felt against his.

“Well, it was hard, and hot in there,” he said. “But I made it out safely in the end. Look, see?”

He held out his arms as if to show her that he was still intact, and free of burns. Jessica looked him up and down, and then grabbed his head and pulled it tight against her bosom.

“Sweetie, you can never do that again,” she said. “Please… promise me that you won’t?”

“Mom…” Kevin felt hot all over, and realized that he had a full blown erection, poking out against his shorts and into his mom’s stomach. “I can’t promise that. They’re understaffed at the fire department… they need people like me.”

Jessica looked at her son as though he had just told her that he was joining the Marines. She shook her head, and ran her hand across his cheek.

“You can’t…” she whispered. “Honey, why don’t you just stay here with me?”

Kevin furrowed his brow as he looked at her. He wished there was something he could say to soothe her fears.

“I know you want to have an exciting and fun summer… I can give you that, sweetie.” Jessica moved in close to him, and let one of her thighs slip into his, pushing his hard on into even closer contact against her soft body. “I’ll give you whatever you want, whatever you need, honey…”

“Mom…” Kevin started to object, but his mom leaned forward, kissing him softly on the lips and gyrating her body against his. He was confused, and a little embarrassed, but it felt so good to have her so close to him.

“Come on, you’re covered in soot!” said his mom with a small laugh. “We need to get you cleaned up.”

Kevin felt his mom take his hand in hers, and then lead him across the house, into the bathroom. He knew she was right, and that he did need to take a bath and get himself clean, but was surprised when she started pulling his shirt up and over his head.

“Mom… what are you-“

“Sweetie, you have to wash off,” said Jessica.

“Yeah, but…” Kevin looked at his mom, feeling a strange mixture of confusion and arousal. “I can do it on my own.”

She looked at him skeptically for a moment, and then slowly nodded her head.

“Alright, if you say so.” She turned and walked out of the bathroom, closing the door behind her.

It was only once Kevin was alone in the bathroom that he really got a sense of just how painfully hard his cock was. It throbbed inside his shorts, and as Kevin pulled them down along with his boxers, his cock stood to attention in a way that was almost comical and embarrassing.

“Jeez…” he whispered to himself. “What’s going on with me today?”

He played around with the bath’s temperature knobs until the water coming out was just right, and then slowly climbed in, letting the tub fill around him. His cock poked up from the rising water, and Kevin couldn’t resist stroking it as he was slowly warmed by filling bath.

Even his own touch felt electric. Kevin added some soap to the water, saving a tiny drop in the palm as his hand to lube up his hard rod with. It felt amazing, and he closed his eyes as he pumped his cock in his hand.

The first image to pop into his mind, strangely, was of his mom. He pictured her in the sexy night gown she’d been wearing, bending down low to take something out of one of the bottom cupboards in the kitchen. He thought about how good it would feel to push his crotch up against her, and rub his cock along her inner folds.

The thought made him feel uncomfortable, and he tried to shake it away. She was his mother. She was off limits, and it made him feel a little sick to be so turned on by sexual thoughts of her. Instead, Kevin tried to picture Lindsey naked, with her nicely formed tits and fit body.

The face shifted, and before Kevin knew what was happening, he was thinking about his mom again. She was naked in front of him, and he couldn’t stop his hand from moving up and down on his shaft. Kevin felt ashamed, but he kept pumping, coming closer, and closer, until he was just about…

“Kevin? Are you sure you don’t need help getting clean in there?”

Before he could answer, the door was already open. The water was high enough at this point to hide most of his body, aided by the bubbles from the soap. Kevin blushed bright red as he turned off the water, and then looked at his mom.

She had changed into a sexy, seductive lingerie set, one that was shocking for Kevin to see her in. It was tiny, and almost sheer. Most of her big breasts were on full display, and all of the flesh except for the very center and her nipples, could be seen clearly. The underwear was almost a thong, and Kevin got the feeling that he’d be able to see the perfect folds of his mom’s pussy if he splashed the slighted bit of water onto her.

“Mom!” He shifted and moved to cover himself, even though he knew it wasn’t necessary. Kevin was confused and surprised by her behavior, even though a moment before he’d been picturing her wearing even less, and doing even more.

“I didn’t want to get my night gown all wet, sweetie,” said Jessica. “I hope you don’t mind.”

She kneeled down next to the edge of the bath, her big breasts pushing out above the lip of it, right in front of Kevin’s eyes. Jessica took one of her hands and squirted some soap into it, and then began rubbing it across her chest.

“Mom, I, I can…” Kevin still wanted to play it safe, and send her away, but his words trailed off before he could finish his objection. Her touch was soft, and sensual. She loved him, and he loved her.

“You aren’t going to be able to get yourself clean on your own, Kevin,” whispered his mom. “Some of the smoky soot is deep in your skin.”

She dipped one of her hands into the warm water and then ran it across her son’s cheek. Kevin stared at her face, watching as she licked her lips. Her tits looked amazing, and it took all of his willpower to keep from reaching out and grabbing them.

“Honey, I was serious about what I said before,” said Jessica. “I really don’t want you to risk your life like that again. Will you promise me that you won’t?”

As she spoke, she let her hand meander further down Kevin’s chest, until it came to a rest on his stomach. Kevin felt his back arching, seemingly with a will over his own, and pushing his cock higher up in the water. For a brief moment, the tip of it protruded above the surface, and Kevin felt his cheeks flush red with even more embarrassment.

“Mom, I can’t…” he said. “They need my help.”

“I know that, but your mommy needs you, too…” Jessica’s hand slid lower, down to Kevin’s waist, and he felt an involuntary moan escape his lips.

“Please mom,” he whispered. “I can’t…”

“Don’t you want your mommy to get you nice and clean?” Jessica’s finger tips just barely slid across the skin of his hard cock, and tendrils of pleasure shot through Kevin’s body.

“Oh man, mom…” he moaned.

“I have to get my baby boy nice and clean… You’re so big now, and so strong.”

His mom wrapped her hand around his cock, and Kevin felt his heart beat begin to race. It felt amazing, but also horribly wrong. He couldn’t believe it was happening, but as his mom slowly began to stroke her hand up and down his rock hard member, the pleasure made it impossible for him to think straight.

“I want you to be happy, Kevin,” whispered his mom. “And it’s a mommy’s job to make her son happy.”

He was bucking his hips upward in time with her strokes. Jessica leaned forward further over the tub, letting her big breasts sink into the water ever so slightly. The fabric of the lingerie instantly became see-through, and Kevin’s eyes locked on to his mom’s perfect nipples, the sight of them more erotic and enticing than anything he’d ever seen.

“I’ll do whatever it takes,” said Jessica. “To get you nice… and clean.”

She was pumping his cock faster now, splashing water with every stroke. It was such a lewd and intensely sexual action, Kevin knew that there was no way it could be accidental contact. His mind was blissed out with more pleasure than he had ever known before, however, and though he could sense how wrong it was on a base level, there was no stopping his body’s response to it.

“”Oh mom,” he moaned. “That feels…”

“That’s it,” said Jessica. “Tell mommy how it feels.”

“It feels amazing!” He cried out. “Oh god, it feels so good! Don’t stop!”

Rather than stop, Jessica accelerated her pace, letting the soapy, warm water serve as the perfect lube for the illicit hand job she was giving her son. Kevin was in another dimension, one that promised more off limits pleasure than he had ever thought possible.

He reached out with one of his hands and grabbed at his mom’s breasts, feeling their soft, suppleness under his fingers. Jessica smiled at him, the same smile she had given him back when he was a child and had done something that pushed against the limits of her rules. Kevin wanted to see more of her, and to feel more of her.

Jessica was jerking her son off with tenderness, the kind that only a mother knows how to create in her motions. She twisted her wet, slippery hand each time she pumped it down, spiraling her palm across his cock in a manner that felt amazing.

“Oh god, mom!” Kevin cried out. “I, I’m going to…”

“Go ahead, sweetie…” whispered his mom. She began to pump faster, and took her free hand and cupped Kevin’s cheek in it. He stared into his eyes, seeing a reflection of his own shame in them, but also of the intense, unbridled love that it made it possible.

“Mom!” Kevin yelled and thrust his hips up high, pushing against her hand as he began to cum. The first spurt shot up and beyond the water, landing across the tips of his mom’s long hair. She smiled at it, slowly lowered his hips down below the surface of the water, and continued pumping as Kevin emptied his seed into the bath.

“There you go,” whispered Jessica. “Nice and clean…”

Pleasure was still racing through Kevin’s body, and his heart was threatening to beat right out of his chest. Strangely, his mom returned to washing him off, scrubbing the soot out of his shoulders and lathering his hair up with shampoo.

Neither of them said anything to each other. Jessica continued cleaning her son up for another ten minutes before finally smiling at him, kissing him gently on the cheek, and then leaving the bathroom. Leaving Kevin to his own thoughts, and his own confusion.

He wasn’t sure if his mom had really known what she was doing. Or rather, he knew that on one level she had known, but he wasn’t sure if she understood just how wrong it was, how forbidden. He wasn’t sure if she realized that they had crossed a line that they could never come back from.

Now when he would look at her, wearing the skimpy outfits around the house that she loved so much, the dirty thoughts and ideas that would pop into his head would be even more vivid and compelling. He wondered just how he was going to deal with it all, and go on living a normal life.

Kevin finished up and the bath and dried himself off. He headed to his room, not stopping to see if his mom was on the couch or in the kitchen. It was getting late, and his body felt fatigued from the action of the day. He collapsed into bed, and felt himself drifting off to sleep.

His last thoughts of the night were of Annette, Lindsey, and the fire. They had been so helpless, and so confused by what was going on. That was something that Kevin felt like he could relate to now more than ever. He closed his eyes, and somehow, knew exactly what he needed to do in the morning to make everything alright.

END
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CHAPTER 1

“Hurry Luke! They just started boarding our section!”

Luke was bent over, stuffing his phone into his carryon bag as the crowd of airline passengers around him surged towards the connecting hallway. His older step sister, Jennifer, stood next to him. His step mom, Tessa, was a little ahead of them in line.

“Alright, alright, just making sure I have everything. “ Luke stood up and shouldered his bag. He checked to make sure that he had his ticket in his front pocket, and then walked towards the attendant standing behind the desk. She took a look at his ticket, and then his sister’s, and waved them both forward.

“I’m glad that you could make it, after all,” said Jen. “With your dad having to bow out for his business trip at the last second, it would have been really boring with just me and mom.”

“Are you kidding?” Luke smiled at her. “A vacation to Fiji is not something I could live with missing out on, not ever. I’m going to relax and enjoy the sun, and hopefully have enough fun to last me through the rest of senior year.”

Jen smiled back at him. The fall had been rough for Luke, both academically and personally. He’d been struggling to keep his grades up, and the balance between homework and exams left little time left for him to have much of a social life.

“Glad to hear it! You’re welcome to join me on the beach, little bro. It’s probably where I’ll be for most of the trip.”

Jen had been Luke’s step sister for as long as he could remember. His dad had married her mom, Tessa, when he was three and she was seven. The two had been at each other throats for most of their early childhood, but by the time that Luke had turned fourteen, their relationship had changed dramatically.

His sister was a rather attractive girl, though Luke did his best not to notice. She had nicely sized breasts and a toned butt, both of which had been torture for him as he went through puberty. Luke had entered high school the year after she had left, but the two of them were still close for most of their teens, closer than typical siblings, with a strange, flirtatious flair to their relationship.

“I might just do that, sis.” Luke stepped out of the covered connecting hall and onto the airplane. He and his sister had been near the back of the line, and most of the seats in their section were already full.

Luke reached his aisle, the same one that his mom, Tessa, was seated in. She smiled at him, and patted the spot next to her.

“Right here honey,” she said. “And you can stick your carry-on bag in the compartment above.”

Luke nodded, and put his bag away. He was all the way over against the window, and his mom stood up and shifted so he could get by. His body brushed against hers as he moved towards his spot, and Luke was again reminded by something he had spent all of the years since reaching sexual maturity trying not to notice.

Tessa was a bombshell of a woman. She had large breasts, a perfect hourglass figure, and a face that rivalled the models that would snag the front covers of glamour magazines worldwide. She was in her late thirties, and managed to be both a loving wife to Luke’s dad and a doting mother to him, without forcing herself into either role or having to exert extra effort.

Luke remembered very little of his life before Tessa and Jen had become a part of it. They were exactly what he and his dad needed, the feminine half of the family that made everything work. But for Luke, having them around, especially during his hormonal teenage years, had been a very confusing and at times, tempestuous experience.

“I brought some ginger candies, in case you get air sick, sweetie.” Tessa smiled at him and rifled through her purse.

“Thanks mom, I’m alright for now though,” replied Luke. “I’ll let you know if I need one.”

The final few people settled into their seats, and a stewardess began walking down the aisle, helping out a few stragglers with their seatbelts. Tessa did a double take when she saw her, and then reached over and tugged on the woman’s sleeve.

“Mia, is that you?”

The woman turned and looked at them. She was attractive in much the same way that his mom was and around the same age, but with short hair and a slightly plumper figure. She looked surprised to see Tessa, and a huge smile spread across her face.

“Oh my god, Tessa!” The stewardess completely abandoned her seat belt explanation responsibilities, and instead wrapped Luke’s mom into a tight hug.

“Jeez, it’s been what…ten, fifteen years?” asked Tessa.

“Far too long, that’s for sure.” Mia pulled back and shook her head in disbelief. “How have you been?”

“I’ve been good, really good. This is my step son, Luke.” Tessa gestured to him and Luke reached his hand across her to shake Mia’s hand. “My daughter is in the row over there…We have to catch up soon!”

“I’ll be in Fiji for the night,” said Mia. “Let’s find time to grab drinks!”

Another stewardess was looking over at Mia disapprovingly, and she scampered away from Tessa and further down the aisle. Luke couldn’t help but sneak a peek at her butt as she walked off, wiggling it from side to side with each step.

“Wow, small world,” said Tessa. “I never expected to run into Mia, here of all places. We fell out of touch right after college, but we used to be best friends!”

“That’s awesome, mom,” said Luke.

The head stewardess did one final check to make sure that everyone was buckled in, and then Luke heard the sound of the pilot over the intercom. He explained the basics of their flight plan and inflight regulations, and then the plane began to move, creeping along the runway into the takeoff position.

Luke felt his mom bring her hand to a rest on his thigh. She had been a bit of a nervous flier in the past, and it looked as though this time would be no exception. Tessa rubbed back and forth on his leg, which he was fine with, until her fingers began to draw dangerously close to a very sensitive part of his body.

“Uh, mom…” he whispered.

“Sorry honey, you know how I get on planes.” Tessa rubbed some more and this time her palm glided right across Luke’s cock, sending a wave of pleasure up and through his body.

“It will be, uh, fine mom.” Luke smiled at her and tried to move his mom’s hand back over to her lap, but she kept it right where it was. She looked like she was totally unaware of the fact that she was rubbing her son’s crotch, and continued doing it absent mindedly in the same way a nervous person might fidget their leg.

“Oh, here we go!” The plane began to lurch forward, and Tessa’s hand gripped Luke’s leg, along with the top half of his semi rigid member.

“Yeah mom, here we go.”

The sun was bright in the sky, affording Luke a fantastic view of the ground below as the plane slowly gained altitude. He tried to focus on it and distract himself from the repetitive motion of his mom’s hand. It didn’t work, and gradually, his cock became fully and embarrassingly erect. Tessa was chatting with Jen, oblivious to the fact that she had wrapped her fingers around her son’s cock and was slowly jerking him off.

“We should be fine now that we’re up in the sky, mom,” said Jen.

“Yeah of course, I know.” Tessa slowly pumped her hand up and down, and Luke felt the pleasure infecting his body like a virus.

“All of those planes you see in the news are outliers, mom,” said Jen. “We’ll be in Fiji before you know it, right Luke?”

“Oh yeah, we’ll be there really soon.” Luke struggled to speak in an even voice. He was embarrassed and ashamed of what was happening, and hoped that it would go away if he just ignored it.

“I bought a new bikini just for the beach!” said Tessa. “I’m not sure if I’m going to wear it, though.”

“Why not mom?” asked Jen.

Tessa smiled, and Luke began to feel like there was only so much more he could take.

“It’s pretty revealing, you’ll see if I do end up putting it on.” Tessa’s voice sounded hot, and seductive. “It shows off a lot, and the top…When I tried it on in the store I felt like my breasts were going to pop right out of it.”

“I have to go to the bathroom!” Luke shot up out of his seat and hunched over to hide his erection as he slid by his mom. The truth was a little more severe than what he’d said. If his mom had kept rubbing and talking the way she was, he was sure that he’d have cum in his pants.

“Honey, remember, I have ginger candies if you need one!” Tessa called to him as he made his way down the aisle.

Luke opened the door to the stall and shut it behind him. His cock ached, and it was embarrassing for him to think about the fact that it was because of his mother’s touch. Luke had worked hard to bury all of the illicit emotions and urges that he had felt during puberty related to his mom and sister, and now it felt like they’d decided to reemerge in full force.

They were such gorgeous women, and try as he might, Luke couldn’t stop himself from being excited at the prospect of being on vacation with them. They’d go to the beach together, and he’d see them in their bikinis. Maybe if he pitched it to them the right way, they could even find a nude beach to spend a day at.

Luke realized that he was pumping his cock with his hand as the thoughts went through his head, and suddenly felt disgusting. He loved his mom and Jen, and they deserved better than a pervert for a brother and son. He tried to calm himself down, but his cock remained rock hard, almost painful in its need for release.

“Is everything okay in there?” Mia, Tessa’s friend and the airplane’s stewardess, knocked on the bathroom door as she called out to him. Luke realized that he’d been in the bathroom for quite a while, and began to panic. He jumped up and banged into one of the airplane’s walls in his rush to cover himself up.

“Uh, yes, everything’s fine!”

“Your mom gave me this to give to you…” The door opened, and Mia’s face popped through. All Luke could do was turn to her, blushing bright red with his cock out and at the ready. He watched as she held her hand up to her mouth and slowly locked her eyes onto it. Surprisingly, the sides of her lips pulled up into a very naughty looking smile.

What came next was even more surprising. A hollow bang sounded from the side of the airplane, loud enough to catch Luke and Mia off guard. As they both turned to look in the direction that it came from, everything changed in an instant.

Suddenly, Luke was spinning. The stall had flipped upside down, and Mia wasn’t there anymore. Luke was in the air, crashing against the walls and ceiling and still struggling to get his pants up. He finally managed to, but the action did little to abate the terror coursing through him.

The entire section that he was in crashed down hard, stunning him. He was forced back into awareness of what was going on by water rushing in through the open door of the stall. All Luke could do was swim forward, a sickening feeling taking root in his stomach.


CHAPTER 2

“Mom! Jen!”

The water around Luke was still, and the sun was high in the sky. It was a sharp contrast to the cyclone of emotions raging inside of him. He had been in the plane, and things had been fine, and then without any warning, everything had been torn apart.

There was only the single piece of the wreckage that he had come down in nearby. The bathroom stall was mostly underwater by this point, clearly not designed originally with floatation in mind. Luke was a good swimmer, and he had no trouble keeping his head above water, but it took energy, and he knew he could only keep it up for so long.

Luckily, there was something that promised hope on the horizon. A small island, with white sand beaches, palm trees, thick jungle foliage, and a tall mountainous outcropping, was jutting out of the water no more than a kilometer away from him.

“Mom! Jen! Can you hear me?” Luke shouted into the distance one final time before he began swimming. If he had survived the crash, then they could have too. He repeated it almost like a mantra inside his head, hoping and praying that it was actually true.

He could taste the salt of the water on his lips, and feel it stinging his eyes as he methodically began to crawl stroke his way across the short expanse of sea in between him and the island. Luke’s arms began to tire much more quickly than he had expected, and for a moment, a small kernel of panic manifested within his chest.

Luke focused on his breathing, and pictured the faces of his mom and sister in his mind. They were there on the island, waiting for him. He forced himself to believe it, and with every foot forward he swam, his doubts faded a little more.

The ocean was shallow enough for him to stand in within a couple hundred feet of the shore. Luke breathed a sigh of relief and felt waves crashing into the back of his neck as he continued forward in safety.

The water was crystalline, and he was amazed by the amount of life he could see swimming in it. There were crabs, oysters, tiny fish swimming around his feet, bigger fish off a small distance to either side of him, and oceanic vegetation sprouting up out of the sea floor.

Luke’s body felt heavy as he made his way across the last few feet to the dry shore. He had on a t-shirt and a pair of jeans, and both of them were completely soaked. He coughed, and fell to his knees on the clean white sand, sputtering up water that he hadn’t realized that he’d swallowed.

He felt fortunate, but also guilty. Survivor’s guilt, that was something he’d read about before online. The only thing that had saved his life had been the fact that he’d been in the bathroom at the time of the crash. And just thinking about the reason why he had been in the bathroom made him feel ashamed, and then even more guilty.

Luke’s shoes were completely water logged, and he took them off, along with his socks. The sand was warm against his feet, and for a moment, he was almost able to pretend that he’d made it to Fiji after all.

The beach went onto the island for about a hundred feet before turning into grass and jungle foliage. Beyond that, he could see a large hill, which was crowned by a series of high cliffs. To either side, the beach looked like it stretched on indefinitely, curving around the island at the corner. Luke began to walk down it, wondering if he’d be able to find anyone else from the plane.

His feet sunk into the sand with every step. Luke was expecting to find signs of human inhabitance, but there were no campfires or discarded bottles, like he was so used to seeing on the beaches back home.

After about ten minutes of walking, Luke heard something that made his heart race. It was laughter, a woman’s laughter. He ran forward, feeling the uncooperative sand shifting underneath his feet. As he turned around the corner of the beach, he saw someone.

It was Mia. She was sitting on the sand in her stewardess uniform, running her hands across the beach and staring into the ocean. Luke sprinted over to her as quickly as he could.

“Mia! You’re alive!” Luke threw his arms around the woman. Even though he barely knew her, it didn’t matter. She was breathing, and proof that there could still be more people who had made it through the crash okay.

“Luke, hey!” Mia hugged him tightly back. “I’m so glad!”

“Don’t worry Mia, there will be a search, and they’ll see where the plane went down, and in no time they’ll find this island!” Luke pulled back and stared into her eyes as he spoke, doing his best to put on a brave, reassuring face.

“Oh god, I hope they don’t,” said Mia. She looked pensively up into the sky, and then back out to the sea.

“Wait…what?”

“I really hope they don’t find us.”

Luke couldn’t believe what he was hearing. He studied Mia’s face for traces of shock, or confusion, but found nothing. She looked entirely serious, and smiled at him coyly with her luscious lips.

“Mia…we’re stranded on this island,” said Luke. “I…I think we’re the only ones here.”

Mia stood up. There was a tear in the bottom of her stewardess’s uniform, and Luke felt his eyes being drawn to it hungrily. He forced himself to look away, feeling as though it was neither the time nor the place to be indulging in his horniness.

“Luke, I’ve worked for the airlines for more than a decade now.” Mia spoke in the voice of a liberated woman, free and ready to live her life. “I’ve been wishing for something like this to happen, praying for it to happen, actually, for years. Do you know how repetitive the work of being an airline attendant is?”

“Mia…” Luke could only stare at her, dumbfounded. She reached over and tussled his hair, and then began pulling her top up an over her head. Luke blushed and looked away again.

“I’m going for a swim, you should join me.” Mia leaned in close to him and spoke quietly in her ear, letting her hot breath tease his sensitive neck. “We’re alive, and on a beautiful island, Luke. Let’s have some fun, and enjoy ourselves.”

She continued undressing, pulling her skirt and stockings off. Luke finally found himself unable to resist, and looked over at her. Mia was an insanely attractive woman, with nice hips and big breasts, and clad only in her underwear, little was left to the imagination. Luke felt his cock stirring in his pants, and Mia took the opportunity to tease him even further, leaning over him and letting her big boobs rub across his chest.

“You should come in the water with me, Luke.” She took her hand and rubbed it along his thigh, and then along his cock. Unlike what had happened before with his mom, Luke could tell that it was deliberate. “I know I’m a little older than you Luke, but if it’s just the two of us, we should have fun together.”

Luke nodded slowly, despite himself. He knew that the situation they were in was serious, and he knew that they should be looking for other survivors, but something about the woman’s devil may care attitude and seductive nature was drawing him in. Luke didn’t want to work, he wanted to play.

He took off his own shirt, and heard Mia giggle as he started to unzip his jeans.

“Nice, I like that youthful eagerness,” said Mia. “You certainly had a bit of that in the bathroom on the plane…Do you always get a boner when you fly?”

“That, I mean, that was…” Luke was at a loss for how to explain, at least without admitting to the embarrassing accident that had happened with his mom. He felt his cheeks heating up, and heard Mia giggle some more.

“Come on, big boy, let’s hit the waves!” She took off into the ocean, breasts and butt bouncing with every step. Luke followed after her, feeling his cock beginning to grow hard with anticipation.

The water was warm, the perfect temperature for swimming. Mia dove under, and resurfaced right next to him. The material that her bra was made out of was white and thin, and it instantly became see-through as the moisture soaked into it.

Luke couldn’t help but stare at her. She looked a lot like his mom, though her personality was much more unpredictable, and playful. He slowly drew closer to Mia, feeling his cock throb inside his boxers as he drank in her near nakedness with his eyes.

“Mia…” Luke said. “You’re really…gorgeous.”

“Yeah? What are you going to do about it?” The older woman pushed herself up against him, and began to stroke Luke’s cock with her hand. It felt so good, and suddenly his lips were against hers.

It was as though the proverbial dam had burst. All of the horniness and desire that Luke had accumulated over the course of the day came to the surface. He groped at Mia’s butt and breasts, feeling their softness and growing even more turned on.

She let out a catlike growl, and bit his bottom lip softly. There was a smile on her face, and it only grew wider as Luke fumbled with the clasp of her bra.

“Is this what you want, Luke?” Mia reached behind her and undid it for him, and then slowly pulled the fabric of her bra down, creating a miniature strip tease for him as her nipples popped into view.

“Oh wow, Mia…” Luke grabbed her by the waist and began to grind his package into her stomach.

“Oh boy, I forgot just how much fun younger guys can be,” said Mia. “Come on, over here.”

Mia held her bra in one hand and Luke’s cock in the other. She led him onto the beach, and up to where the sand stopped and the grass began. She slowly lied down on a dense patch of vegetation, spreading her legs and pulling Luke into her.

He whipped out his cock in a rush, and then slipped Mia’s panties down. She had a nice patch of well-trimmed and maintained bush, still wet from the water. Luke pushed the head of his cock into her pussy, feeling it enter her easily.

“Oh god, yes, Luke!” moaned Mia. “Fuck me senseless, Luke! Fuck me!”

Luke was ready to oblige her. He grabbed at one of her breasts and sucked on the nipple on the other side with his lips as he began thrusting into her, feeling pleasure sweep over her cock as he began to pump in and out of her wet, warm cunt.

All of the stress and panic Luke had felt in the aftermath of the crash was swept out of his mind. All he could think about was the gorgeous naked woman underneath him, and her curvy, well-endowed body. Her breasts bounced back and forth as he pumped his meat inside of her, dancing to the rhythm of the sex.

“Oh Mia!” said Luke. “You feel so fucking good!”

“That’s right Luke, show me how good I feel!” Mia was biting her lip and looking up at him seductively. “Show me what you can do, young man!”

Luke’s thoughts were completely wrapped up in the moment. Mia was a fox of a woman, the stewardess that all of the horny men on the plane were undressing with their eyes and dreaming about midflight. She was also one of his mom’s old friends, a woman connected to him in a way that made their carnal coupling all the more forbidden, and illicit.

Luke was slamming his cock into her by this point. Her breasts were big, more than enough to feel substantial underneath his palms as he used them for leverage to fuck her even harder. Mia tensed up suddenly, and let out a loud, passionate cry. There was no need for restraint, not anymore.

After a couple more thrusts, Luke could feel his own orgasm approaching. There was a strange voice in the back of his head, either the voice of reason, or the voice of reality, and it was telling him that he should pull out, and finish on her stomach, or on her tits.

Luke didn’t listen to it. He banged his cock a few more times deep inside Mia, and then pushed it as deep into her cunt as it would go as he began to explode. His cum blasted deep inside of her, and so much of it came out that it began to overflow around the edges of her folds. The pleasure of the orgasm was almost too intense for Luke to handle, and he collapsed onto the grass next to Mia.

It was several minutes before either of them said anything. The situation at hand slowly came back into Luke’s awareness. Survival was what they needed to be focused on, not sex. He repeated the phrase in his head, but as Mia rolled over towards him, her naked breasts and cum filled pussy on full display, it was almost meaningless.

“We should…probably keep looking around.” Luke spoke timidly, and felt himself blushing again, though he didn’t know why. Mia nodded to him, and then stood up.

“Sure thing, Luke. You lead and I’ll follow.”


CHAPTER 3

“What did you see when the plane went down?”

Luke was pulling his jeans back on, and looked over at Mia. She had clasped her bra and was wiggling into her tight stewardess outfit.

“Well, other than you and your, uh, hard problem…not all that much.” Mia smiled at him. Luke was starting to get the sense that she enjoyed teasing him, or more accurately put, torturing him.

“It felt like the plane just ripped into a bunch of pieces,” said Luke. “How can something like that happen? Aren’t there tests that are done before takeoff for this kind of thing?”

“Of course there are!” Mia glared at him, as though she had taken his comment personally. Luke met her gaze, and then felt his eyes being drawn down to her breasts, which were dotted with cute, pink nipples that were still visible through the wet fabric of her bra.

“I mean, I just want to understand what happened,” said Luke. “It didn’t feel like I even fell for that long before I hit the water…and the plane, it was in the air for less than an hour, right? How are we this far out in the ocean?”

“Well if we can find the pilot, I’m sure you can ask him what’s going on,” said Mia. She pulled on her top, and then dusted sand off her skirt.

Luke pulled on his own shirt, and then looked further down the beach. There was no sign of anyone or anything other than sand, palm trees, and the ocean ahead. He sighed, and then walked over to Mia.

“This whole situation has put me into such a strange mood.” She smiled at him, and then stepped in close, whispering into his ear. “Your mom would throw a fit if she knew what I did to you.”

Luke was silent for a moment. A heavy burden hung over his heart, and thinking about his mom and his sister only made it harder to deal with. Mia picked up on his mood shift, and rubbed his shoulder.

“Sweetie, it will be fine,” she said. “I’m sure that they washed up on the shore just like we did. We just have to find them.”

Luke nodded, and then started walking down the beach.

“You’re right,” he said. “We should get going.”

He headed down the beach, and Mia followed him. Both of them had foregone their shoes in favor of walking barefoot. Their feet continued to sink into the hot sand with every step, but it felt good, and reminded Luke that at the very least, they were on dry ground.

They made small talk about their lives back in the United States as they went. Mia had a degree in philosophy, but had done little with it after leaving college. She worked fulltime as a stewardess, and from the way she spoke and words she used to describe it, Luke could tell that she hated it. Luke brought up his own academic life, and he could tell from the look on Mia’s face that she was a little surprised by just how young he was.

“So wait, you’re still in high school?” Mia looked at him incredulously, as if she was hoping that he was lying or exaggerating.

“Yep. I just turned 18, and am headed into the last semester of my senior year.”

“Oh wow…Well, I guess it’s too late for me to judge you on that now.” Mia’s long black hair was mostly dry, and she ran her fingers through it and pulled it behind her.

Luke heard a noise from up ahead, something that stood out from the crashing of the waves and the calls of the insects and birds in the jungle. He walked faster, and then broke into a run as he rounded a bend on the beach and saw two people that he recognized on the shore in the distance.

“Mom! Jen!” Luke was sprinting as fast as he could as he made his way over to his beloved family members. Jen ran to meet him, and threw herself onto her brother, hugging him tightly and laughing hysterically.

“Luke! You’re okay! This is a miracle!” Jen had tears of happiness streaming down her face, and Luke jumped up and down on the sand with her, elated by the turn of events.

He glanced over Jen’s shoulders at his mom, and felt his face flush hot red. Tessa had not moved to greet him, and after taking one look at her, he could immediately see why. His mom was smiling at him, but also blushing fiercely. She was completely naked, and making a rather poor and strangely arousing attempt to preserve her modesty, covering her boobs and crotch with her hands.

“I’m so happy that you’re alive, sweetie,” she said. “I can’t get up though…My clothes, the waves washed them away.”

“Oh uh, that’s fine, mom.” Luke suddenly felt incredibly awkward. He realized that his cock was getting embarrassingly hard at the scene, and it pushed against his sister’s body, still tight against him.

“I made it, too,” said Mia. “Don’t worry, Tess. We’ll figure something out to get you covered up.”

“Mia! Oh, this is better than I could have hoped for!” Tessa stood up, and Luke got a quick, illicit glance of her breasts. Jen coughed loudly and elbowed him, and he forced himself to turn away before getting a chance to see anything more.

“Have the two of you seen anyone else from the plane?” Mia asked. Luke stared into the jungle and tried to keep his hormones under control, and his mind off the fact that his naked mother was just feet away from him. All he had to do was turn around, and he could see her, in all of her forbidden, exposed naked glory.

“No, we haven’t,” said Jen. “I just found my mom a couple of minutes ago. I…I saw some of the people go down with it…into the ocean.”

“Wait, what do you mean?” Luke was finally unable to resist turning around, joining the conversation and letting his eyes get a glimpse of Tessa. She was still naked and only barely managing to hold her big tits in check inside of an arm bra, but Mia and Jen had positioned themselves in front of her, mostly obscuring his view.

“Luke…The plane broke in half,” she said. “The section that I was in was upside down when it hit the water. I thought I was the only one who managed to get out before it flooded.”

“I saw you go,” said Tessa. “I wanted you to survive, so badly, that I didn’t ask for help. Luckily I was right near where the body of the plane had split. I made it out, and I think a couple of other women might have to, but I didn’t see them when I reached the surface.”

Nobody said anything for a minute. Luke felt strangely responsible for the group, as if it was up to him to come up with a plan and keep their spirits up. He was the only guy there, and while it normally made no difference, the way his mom and the other girls were looking at him made him feel like it was time for him to start working out what they were going to do.

“We need to figure out where we are, and where a rescue would be coming from,” he said. “We were headed over the pacific when we went down…so we should build a big signal fire on the eastern side of the island.”

“I still have my phone!” Jen jumped up and held something high above her head, and for a moment, Luke felt hope begin to manifest inside his chest. “It’s still working, or at least, it turned on.”

She stared at it for a moment, and the rest of the group was dead silent. Jen tapped on the screen, and then held it up to her ear. After a couple of seconds, she shook her head and let out a defeated sigh.

“Nothing,” she said. “It’s weird, though…It’s acting different from how it usually does when there is no service.”

“Here, let me see it.” Tessa reached out to take the phone from Jen, and Luke felt his eyes locking onto her, devouring every inch of nudity that they could find. He felt guilty, even more so than when he would usually sneak peeks at his mom, and knew it was because of the dire severity of the situation.

“Here, listen,” said Jen. “Can you hear that static sound over the speaker? It doesn’t make sense that a cell phone would ever do something like that.”

“Just turn it off for now, and keep it safe,” said Luke. “Maybe something is interfering with the signal? In any case, we can try again later, but only if you keep it off and the battery holds its charge.”

Jen nodded, and took the phone back from Tessa. Luke looked around on the beach, scanning the surf for any sign of driftwood, or anything else they could use as effective fire starting material, but didn’t see much.

“I think we might have to head further into the jungle,” he said. “We can’t stay here if we want to improve our chances of being found.”

“I like your idea of starting a fire, sweetie, but don’t you think the foliage of the jungle would make it impossible for a plane to spot us?” Tessa gestured to the jungle, inadvertently flashing more of her cleavage at Luke. “Maybe we should just wait here, and see what happens. Rescue could already be on the way.”

“No, your son is right, Tess.” Mia walked over to Luke and put a hand on his chest, smiling in a devilish, secretive way. “We should listen to him, and take a look in the jungle. We’ll need dry kindling in order to start a smoke fire, and even if we find some driftwood on the shore, most of it is going to be wet.”

“Mom, do you want to wait here?” asked Jen, stepping in close to her mother. “We will probably find some clothes washed up from the plane, eventually.”

“No sweetie, it’s fine.” Tessa was still blushing, but she had a resolved smile on her face. “I’m not going to let my own embarrassment keep me from helping everyone out. And Luke…”

She gestured with her fingers for him to come over, still keeping her arm locked against her breasts and her hand tight against her crotch.

“I am so happy that you’re alive, honey.” Tessa kissed him on the cheek. “I want to give you a hug, if you aren’t too weirded out by having your naked mom’s body up against you, that is…”

“No mom, of course not.” Luke’s cock was already hard as he reached his arms out and wrapped them against his mom. She pushed her body against him quickly, doing her best to hide her nudity by letting it push flat onto his chest.

It felt incredible, and Luke’s lower half did its best to convince him to prolong the hug for as long as possible. His mom’s body was so soft, and so naked. Fire shot through his nerve endings, making him tingle with pleasure and longing.

“I was so sure that you were lost to the ocean, honey,” whispered Tessa. “My sweet baby boy, I’m glad beyond words that you’re alive.”

“I’m glad too mom,” he said. “We’re so lucky, and it was so hard for me to think about losing you.”

“Alright, alright, any longer and this is going to get really strange.” Mia walked over and jokingly separated the two of them. Luke tried not to look at his mom as she backed away, and tried not to feel guilty and ashamed for wanting to.

“We should get moving,” said Jen. “The sun isn’t going to be out forever.”


CHAPTER 4

Luke led the group a further down the beach, opposite the direction that he and Mia had approached from before. The jungle vegetation was incredibly dense, and it created an almost impassable wall of vines and trees that they couldn’t effectively traverse.

It was hard for him to not think about just what a strange turn of fate the crash had been. He had been so eager for the vacation with Jen and his mom, and happy to spend time alone with them, outside of their regular ways. In a very unusually fashion, he was getting just that, but under circumstances that were far more serious than lounging in an ocean side hotel in Fiji.

“That looks like a bag up ahead!” Jen pointed to a small lump on the edge of the shore that was being pushed forward by wave after wave. She ran over to it, and then waved to the rest of them.

“Mom, you are in luck!” she announced. “There are clothes in here!”

Luke felt his emotions shift from surprise, to disappointment at his mom’s stretch of baring it all coming to an end, to feeling like a horny asshole for thinking like that in the first place.

“This is great, honey,” said Tessa, as she rifled through the suitcase and selected some of the clothing. “It all looks pretty small, though. And the style…well, let’s just say I wouldn’t be caught dead in this stuff back home.”

Tessa faced away from Luke as she put the garments on. She didn’t end up covering much more of herself than the bare essentials, which Luke, again, took a guilty pleasure in seeing.

The clothes she had picked out were a pair of tight jean shorts and a low cut pink halter top that looked to be at least a size too small for her. Tessa’s big, voluptuous breasts strained against the fabric, and even though she was now dressed, there was still more than enough cleavage on display to keep Luke in a state of ashamed arousal.

“There is some other stuff around here,” said Mia. “Take a look!”

She pointed out into the ocean, about twenty or thirty feet from the edge of the beach. A brown suitcase was bobbing above the surface of the water.

“I’ll get it,” said Luke. “It could have something useful in it.”

He swam out the short distance to grab it, and brought it back to the group’s spot on the beach. It opened easily, and what he found inside surpassed anything he could have hoped for.

The suitcase appeared to be someone’s emergency survival bag, complete with a first aid kit, fire starting equipment, water purification tablets, and most impressively, a sharp metal hatchet with a leather wrapped handle. Luke pulled it out slowly, testing the weight and heft of it before slipping it into his belt loop.

“This is amazing,” he said. “We should give our thanks to whichever paranoid person decided to take this on the plane with them.”

“Correction: whichever smart person decided to.” Jen took a look at the first aid kit, and then put everything back and closed the lid. “I’ll carry this, for now. It’s kind of heavy though…we should find somewhere to make camp where we can keep it safe.”

“Yeah, good idea,” said Luke.

With the hatchet in hand, he was able to make short work of most of the vines and vegetation blocking their way. Luke led the girls forward, cutting a path through the jungle as they went. The foliage only grew thicker and tougher as they progressed further in, with the leaves and vines of the higher canopy blocking out a moderate amount of the sun’s light and giving the jungle a shadowy look.

“Are you sure it’s safe in here, Luke?” asked Tessa. “What about poisonous insects? Or snakes? Or bigger animals?”

“We’ll just have to deal with them as we find them,” he replied. “I haven’t seen anything yet that looks dangerous. Just watch out for brightly colored things, I remember hearing that they tend to be the poisonous ones.”

He continued forward, slicing through plants and stopping every few minutes to listen for any signs of life. What Luke wanted to hear were the sounds of other humans, either other passengers washed up on the shore, or even indigenous, tribal types, who might be willing to help them.

There were no noises in the air beyond the chirping of insects and the calls of birds, along with the ever present crash and fade of the ocean. Luke was surprised by how unnerved he was by it. The constant hum of cars and life back home was something he had accepted as a fact of life.

“Well, it’s not Fiji, but of all the places we could have crash landed…” Jen had made her way up next to him and was hanging onto the back of his left shoulder. “It’s not half bad.”

“Let’s focus on getting rescued before we start gushing about how clean the air is,” said Luke.

He cut through another curtain of vines, and behind it was a large rock, jutting up and out of the ground about seven or eight feet. Luke walked over to it, found a couple of solid hand grips, and hoisted himself up.

“Can you see anything from up there, sweetie?” asked Tessa.

Luke shielded his view from the sun with his hand and looked further into the jungle, noticing a spot only about a hundred feet away that was free of vegetation and right at the base of a cliff. Even more exciting was the small, crystal clear pool of water a couple feet off to the side.

“Yeah.” He jumped down and landed next to the group. “There’s a place up ahead where we can rest, at least for a minute.”

Tessa and Mia smiled at him. Both of them looked amazing, with a small layer of sweat developing on their skin from the hot sun that made their breasts and curves look even more noticeable and seductive. Luke tried to focus on the task at hand, and pushed forward deeper into the jungle.

The clearing ended up being an even better location than he could have hoped for. A small waterfall ran down off the cliff from above, splashing into the water in an almost picturesque fashion. The pond was bigger up close, at least a hundred feet across, and it looked deep enough to be up over his head at the center.

“Oh wow, this is perfect!” Mia ran forward and dipped her hands into the water.

“Don’t drink any of it just yet,” said Luke. “We should probably boil it first.”

“Too late.” Mia giggled and then stuck her hands back in. “It’s freshwater! This isn’t just a pond, this is life saver!”

Luke took a closer look around the area. There was jungle in three directions, with a steep cliff, at least a couple of hundred feet high, fencing them in on the remaining side, nearest to the island’s center. The pond was clear of heavy vegetation for about a hundred feet around its edge, which he found a little unusual.

Luke looked against the cliff, and saw something else that made his spirits lift up. Against the rock wall was a small opening, about two feet wide and three feet high. He moved closer to it, and poked his head inside.

“Hello? Anybody home?” The sound of his voice echoed inside the hole. It was completely dark, and though he was eager to see just how big it was, the thought of encountering bats, or a snake, or any number of potentially hazardous creatures made him a little nervous.

When Luke turned back towards the girls, he almost did a double take. Jen had stripped out of her clothes and was slowly walking deeper into the pond. She was turned away from Luke, but he still managed to get a decent view of the outline of her medium sized breasts, and naked butt.

“What…are you doing?” Luke’s cheeks began to heat up as he saw Tessa and Mia also beginning to undress on the grass.

“Oh, relax, sweetie,” said Tessa. “Your sister suggested that we all go for a swim and wash the salt off our bodies. I think it’s a fantastic idea!”

“But…naked?” It was hard for Luke to focus on his objections. His mom was facing the other way, but watching her slip out of her tight shorts and tiny top was one of the sexiest, and most illicit things he had ever seen.

“We’re all adults here, Luke,” said Mia. Her stewardess outfit was on the ground by the pond, and she walked over to him without making any attempt of covering her big breasts and luscious, naked thighs.

“Alright…I guess it’s fine.” He watched as his mom splashed into the water, and suddenly found himself wanting to join her, badly.

“Let me help you get your stuff off, big boy.” Mia pushed her naked body up against him and began stroking his cock through his shorts. Luke was immediately concerned that his mom and his sister might see, but they were busy enjoying themselves in the pond, splashing each other and swimming under the surface.

“Mia…Oh, wow.” His cock immediately sprang to attention as she slipped down his shorts, kneeling in front of him and pushing her breasts against his crotch.

“It’s because of you that we found this place, Luke.” Mia pumped his cock as she spoke, exhaling her hot breath against his sensitive skin. “We’re so grateful…Your mom, your sister and I…”

She leaned in and gave his cock a quick, tender lick. Leon moaned and felt his reservations begin to give way.

“If there’s anything I can do to make it up to you Luke…All you have to do…is ask.” The attractive stewardess brought her lips right up to the head of Luke’s cock and pushed them against it. He could feel his precum rubbing onto her mouth, and slowly nodded as he grabbed the back of her head.

“Hey, what are you two doing?” Tessa was looking in their direction from in the pond, and suddenly Mia leapt to her feet, jumping back and becoming the image of innocence without skipping a beat.

“I’m on my way!” yelled Mia. She ran over to the edge of the pond and jumped in, water splashing up in tiny drops that reflected the sun like little shards of mirror finished glass.

Luke’s cock was rock hard and throbbing, and he had no way to hide it. He walked over to join the rest of them, hunched over and turned away awkwardly, and stepped off the grass and into the blue water with little grace and lots of embarrassment. The pond was warm, and inviting, and as soon as his waist was under he felt a huge burden lift off his shoulders.

“Oh wow, this is perfect.” Luke watched as his sister swam towards him underwater, surfacing right in front of him and throwing her arms around him.

“Baby brother!” She laughed and began trying to wrestle him underneath the waves. “Remember when we use to water fight when we were kids? It’s your turn to get dunked!”

Luke’s cock was still hard, and it brushed against his sister’s thigh as she struggled to flip him over. She didn’t look like she noticed, but it was an immediate reminder to Luke of just how dangerous the situation could become if he wasn’t careful.

“I don’t know, sis, I think I might be a little old for this…” Luke mumbled, wanting nothing more than to play the game at full intensity and see where it led, but knowing that he absolutely couldn’t. Jen pulled back and Luke snuck a glance at her breasts, which hung perfectly on her frame and looked like they would feel amazing in his hands.

“I think we should all play!” Mia swam over and laughed as she crashed into Luke. His head went under water for a moment, and when he brought it back above the surface, total war had broken out. Mia and Jen were splashing each other relentlessly, and Luke felt a pair of arms wrap around him from behind.

“I got you, sweetie!” announced Tessa. Luke turned around within her grasp, which turned out to be a very big mistake. He felt the head of his cock brush against the entrance of his mom’s warm, inviting cunt, and almost lost his cool. She didn’t notice, or at least pretended not to, and immediately began working to twist Luke into the water.

“Backup is on the way, Tessa!” Mia jumped over and pushed Luke back. She hopped up and onto him, pushing her big tits into his face and wrapping her legs around him.

Mia slid down slightly against Luke, and quite suddenly, his cock was inside of her. It felt amazing, and the pleasure was only multiplied by the fact that his mom and sister were right there with him, totally oblivious to what was going on.

“Oh Mia, you’re going to get what you deserve for that!” Luke grabbed onto her breasts as though he was trying to push her down into the water, but instead used them to shift her up an inch, sliding her along his cock and fucking her with it a little.

“Luke, please,” said Mia. “You’re going to have to give it to me better than that if you want me to learn my lesson!”

She splashed water on him and acted like she was trying to swim back. The game changed, and it became something even more exciting for Luke. Mia laughed and thrashed about in the water, and it was his goal to get his cock inside her and give her the second fucking that she was so desperately begging for.

Luke managed to get his hands by her waist and pull her against him, getting his dick back in and slamming into her solidly a couple of times. Mia dove underwater and swam a few feet away, and the cycle repeated itself again, but this time Luke didn’t stop. He could feel himself getting closer to cumming, and just had to keep going.

“Alright, I think we’ve played enough of this game today.” Tessa was standing in the water glaring at the two of them with her arms crossed. The sound of her voice brought Luke back to reality, and made him feel ashamed of his behavior, and worried about his mom finding out about what was going on.

“Oh, yeah, I think you’re right, Tess,” said Mia. “My fingers are starting to get wrinkly.”

The three women were the first to climb out of the water, and Luke looked away politely while they were getting dressed. It wasn’t until about ten minutes later that his cock had finally settled down enough for him to climb back onto the grass and get dressed himself.


CHAPTER 5

There was a warm, fragrant breeze blowing through the air, gently drying Luke off as he pulled his clothes back on. Mia and Tessa were going through the survival kit, and his sister was walking around the edge of the clearing, looking at the vegetation.

“I’m going to go looking for some food,” said Jen. “We have everything we need here, except that.”

Tessa looked up at her daughter and shook her head.

“It’s too dangerous, we should all just stick together and wait for help to come to us.”

“Mom, it’s okay, I’ll go with her.” Luke took the hatchet out of his belt loop and walked over to his sister. “Besides, we’re going to need to set up a signal fire on the shore if we want the rescuers to have an idea of where we are.”

“He’s right, Tess,” said Mia. “Don’t worry, it will be fine. They know how to be careful.”

“Alright…but get back here before it gets dark.” Tessa glanced up at the sun. “There’s no telling what might come out in a place like this at night.”

Luke and Jen nodded, and then headed off into jungle, opposite the direction that they had come from originally. Luke swung the hatchet, clearing a path as they went. He had mostly gotten the hang of it, and the two of them were able to pass through the dense vegetation at a faster speed than before.

“This is whole situation feels so surreal…” Jen followed close behind him, as though she was afraid of getting lost.

“Yeah, I know,” said Luke. “It’s not exactly my idea of a typical vacation.”

“I didn’t want to bring this up in front of mom and Mia, but don’t you think we should have heard something by now?”

Luke kept chopping through the foliage, pushing ahead while he listened to her.

“It’s only been a couple of hours, sis.” He turned his head back to her and offered an encouraging smile. “Rescues take time. There will be planes crisscrossing overhead within a day or two.”

He didn’t want to admit it out loud, but Luke shared some of his sister’s concerns. He had seen a couple of high profile plane crashes on the news within the past year that had taken days, weeks even, before anything was found. And usually…almost always, there were no survivors. Luke wondered if any search operation would even bother to consider the possibility of people washed up on an island.

“Look at those!” Jen pointed a tree ahead of them, with branches full of big, maroon red fruit.

“Alright, looks like we’ll get to eat well for tonight,” said Luke. “Let’s grab a bunch on our way back.”

Jen had already plucked one into her hand and taken a big bite out of it. Red juice ran down the sides of her mouth, and she smiled to Luke and held it out to him.

“Try it! It’s really good!”

He took it from her and bit into it. Sweet and citrus sour flavors exploded into his taste buds.

“Oh wow…that’s the best thing I’ve had in a while,” said Luke. “How is this not a fruit that you can find at the grocery store?”

“It’s a hidden island secret,” replied Jen. Luke smiled at her, and felt a strange tingling sensation begin to spread across his tongue. He ignored it and handed her back the fruit before pushing forward through the jungle.

“Come on, let’s get a big brushfire set up on the beach and then head back.”

They spilled out onto the sand a minute or two later. Luke had brought the fire starting kit, which was essentially just some water proof matches and a small wooden rod of extremely dry tinder, with him in his pocket. There was more stray wood on that side of the island, and the two of them began pulling branches and leaves over into a pile.

“How much to you think we’re going to need?” asked Jen. Luke looked over at his sister to answer, and felt his eyes immediately being pulled towards her butt. She had bent over to grab a stick of wood, and the tight fabric of her jeans left little to the imagination.

“Uh…as much wood as we can get,” said Luke. “The more hard wood, the better.”

He felt a little unusual, as though the temperature of his body had been turned up by a couple of degrees. It was hard for Luke to take his eyes off his sister, and he felt his cock growing hard as he looked at her.

“I feel a little weird,” said Jen. She walked over to Luke as though in a trance, standing just a little bit too close to him and pushing her chest and boobs out.

“Yeah, so do I,” said Luke. “Sis…you look amazing right now.”

He was embarrassed for needing to voice his desires, but he couldn’t help himself. Luke felt his cock throbbing in his pants, and everything about Jen screamed of sex. As if with a mind of their own, his arms began to reach out towards her, pulling her in close.

“Luke, I feel strange,” whispered Jen. “Your hands, they’re so hot.”

“Oh god, Jen…” Luke leaned in and kissed his sister. He wasn’t sure what was going on, but he knew one thing. He needed to cum, badly, and she was right there.

“Luke, you’re my brother.” Jen blushed and began to take her shirt off, her actions sharply contrasting her words.

“Jen, let’s just…do it for a second,” said Luke. “Maybe we have to get it out of our system.”

The two of them hurried to take their clothes off, grinding against each other in only their underwear. Luke took their clothes and brought them over to the grassy bank of the beach, setting them down and forming a makeshift mat for them to lie down on.

Jen kissed him back fiercely, and began to stroke his cock. Luke realized that he was dizzy, and had double vision. It didn’t matter to him. All that mattered to his senses in the moment were his urges, and primal lust.

He pulled her bra off her, kissing her nipples and letting his tongue dance across them. Jen let out a moan and ran her fingers through his hair. Luke’s cock was aching for release, and he pulled it out of his boxers and began to rub it on his sister’s panty covered mound.

“What the hell…” moaned Jen. “What the hell is going on?”

“I, I don’t know…” Luke was lucid for a moment, and a voice of reason screamed out in his head, tinged with guilt and shame. “Jen…I don’t know if I can stop myself.”

“Oh god, Luke, this is so wrong,” she whispered. “You’re my baby brother.”

Hearing the words out loud had the opposite of the intended effect. Luke felt his cock throb and drip with precum. He had to feel his sister, and push inside of her. He had to stick his thing into her and experience the warmth and wetness of her pussy for himself.

He slipped her panties to the side, in too much of a rush to take them completely off her, and then slid his member up and into her. Jen let out a soundless cry and arched back.

“Oh god, Luke!” she moaned. “I don’t care, fuck me! Fuck me Luke, I need you to fuck me!”

“Sis!” At that point Luke wouldn’t have stopped even if she had begged him to. He began slamming into his sister with the intensity and energy of a machine. His cock was overwhelmed with pleasure, and his sister’s sticky juices coated it as though they were sweet nectar.

Luke grabbed his sister’s body and pulled her up and into him with each stroke. The two moved together, shifting and bouncing in the type of connected rhythm that felt like it reflected the closeness of their relationship as siblings.

Jen was moaning and crying out, and her tits jiggled with every stroke of Luke’s cock. Her face was flushed, and Luke could tell from her expression that she was mortified by what was happening, and ashamed of how powerless she was to stop it and how much her body needed it.

He felt much the same way. His sister’s body felt good against his own, and her cunt might was well have been a thing of myth and magic. He had never imagined that sex could feel so good, and knew that there was no stopping himself. Luke couldn’t stop, not until he had sprayed his load at the expense of his sister.

“It’s the fruit!” Jen whispered into his ear, connecting the pieces of the puzzle. “Luke, it’s the fruit.”

He heard her, but he didn’t hear her. Luke was lost to anything other than the pleasure coursing through his body.

“Bro, we have to stop,” moaned Jen. “Luke, we can’t!” Jen wrapped her legs around him and continued to urge him on with her body, again contradicting her words with her actions.

Luke was too far gone to even make an attempt at stopping himself. He had to fuck his sister. He had to finish.

“Oh god, Luke no!” Jen’s voice increased in pitch, and her body tensed up. “Please, baby bro! Don’t make me cum!”

She screamed out in sexual ecstasy, and then went limp, her arms sprawling out to the sides on the ground. Luke didn’t slow his pace, and continued pumping his big cock into her at full speed, feeling his own orgasm building.

“Sis,” he whispered. Luke had another moment of lucidity, and the reality of the situation began to dawn on him. He was fucking his sister, and it was probably the most immoral and illicit thing he had ever done.

He didn’t stop quickly enough, however. The point of no return was already behind him when he began to think clearly, and instead of pulling out and getting himself out of trouble, Luke began to intensify his pace. He slammed his cock deep into Jen one last time, and felt his white hot cum blast deep into her pussy.

Luke rolled off her and onto the grass. He didn’t say anything, but reached over and grabbed Jen’s hand. She rubbed her finger on his palm in response.

“Oh my god…” Jen was silent for a moment, and then finally spoke up. “Luke…how did we…how did that just happen?”

“You’re right, Jen,” said Luke. “It has to be the fruit. There must be some kind of aphrodisiac in it.”

Jen looked up at him, and then began blushing in earnest as she realized that she was still naked. She grabbed her clothes and put them back on in the same rush that she had taken them off in before.

“Well, let’s hope we can find something else to eat!” She stood up, fully clothed and back to normal, and glared at her brother. “Luke, this never happened!”

“Of course sis, I’m not going to tell anybody,” he replied. “I’m not any happier about it than you are!”

“I’m serious! This never happened!”

“Relax, Jen, I know…”

Luke grabbed his own clothes and pulled them on. He still felt a little strange, unbalanced on his feet and warmer than usual, but he made his way over to the wood pile and got to work finishing what they had started. He managed to get the fire going on his first try, mostly due to the ease of the matches and tinder stick from the survival kit.

“Alright, there we go,” he said. “We can head back now…Jen?”

He looked around, and realized that his sister had already left. Luke was a little hurt, but decided that it was probably for the best. What happened between the two of them was not something that would be easy for them to move past, but giving each other space was probably the best way to go about it.


CHAPTER 6

The sun was setting on the horizon as Luke made his way back. The smoke from the signal fire stretched up into the sky like a beacon of hope, and he found himself being very optimistic about their chances of being rescued.

Luke felt as though it took longer for him to follow the trail back to the camp than he had remembered it taking before. The island was bigger than it had initially looked. It wasn’t huge, not by any form of measurement, but it had enough space on it, and hopefully, enough food, for all of them to be able to survive without struggling.

The noises of the jungle sounded more foreboding to him as the shadows of the night deepened. Luke held the hatchet in one hand for security, and forced himself to move at an even pace, not rushing and scanning the path as he went.

When he got back to the clearing, Mia and Tessa were sitting together near the cave, both of them looking at it like curious, inquisitive field mice. Luke walked over and set the survival bag down next to them.

“What do you two think?” he asked them. “I took a look at it earlier but I wasn’t sure if it was empty.”

“I think it’s exactly what we need, honey,” said Tessa. “It would be impossible for us to build a shelter of our own tonight. There is enough room in there for all of us to fit relatively comfortably, and we can work on making it more habitable in the morning.”

Luke nodded.

“The smoke signal fire is up and running, so hopefully, we won’t even need to worry about being here any longer than that.”

Tessa offered him a weak smile.

“I don’t know about this,” said Mia. “I’m a little…claustrophobic. I might have trouble sleeping inside a cave like that.”

Luke sat down next to her and rubbed her shoulder encouragingly.

“Hey, don’t worry. I’d be surprised if any of us get much sleep tonight. It’s just so we aren’t out in the open and exposed to the elements and, well, anything else the jungle has to throw at us.”

Luke pulled out the fire starting equipment, and began collecting fallen branches from the bushes nearby. Mia and Tessa joined in, and they set up a tiny pile of kindling a couple feet in front of the cave.

“Hey, where’s Jen? Don’t tell me that she didn’t make it back?” Luke felt himself becoming a little worried.

“No, she stopped by right before you got here,” said Tessa. “She said that she was going to grab some coconuts from some trees down by the beach we washed up on. I tried to get her to stay, but your sister can be very single minded when she gets an idea into her head.”

“Hey, that’s no fair!” Jen stepped out of the jungle with impeccable timing, carrying a coconut in each hand and under each arm. “And I brought us dinner!”

It was hard for Luke to meet his sister’s gaze at first, and he felt himself getting embarrassed all over again about what had happened before. Jen oriented her body language away from him and towards the other women, and it was easy for him to see that she felt the same way.

He focused his efforts on getting the fire started. The matches and tinder stick worked perfectly, but the supply he had was not designed for repeated use. Luke figured that he could start two, maybe three more fires before the stick ran out, and no more than eight before he was out of matches. He found himself hoping that they would be rescued before it became an issue.

“Alright, if we keep feeding firewood into this, it should keep for the night.” Luke stepped back as the flames began to flicker to life.

“Thank you honey,” said his mom. “You’re so handy!”

She walked over to him and gave him a big hug. For a moment, Luke forgot about their situation, and could only focus on the feeling of his mom’s big, soft breasts against his chest. He wanted to reach down, grab her buttocks, and grind his crotch against her, but forced himself to be still. His cock was growing hard, and he could tell that the effects of the fruit hadn’t faded completely.

“He is really good with his hands, isn’t he?” said Mia. “And he’s so big and strong…I’m not really sure how we would make do in a situation like this without your son, Tessa.”

Jen had her arms crossed, and Luke couldn’t tell if it was just the shadows cast across her face by the fire, but it looked like she was glaring at him.

“Alright, how about we eat some food,” said Jen. “The food that I brought back to the camp.”

She picked up one of the coconuts from the ground next to her and began turning it over in her hands. She tried twisting it, and then banging it against a rock on the ground, but couldn’t get it open.

“Here, let me.” Luke reached over and took the coconut out of his sister’s hand. His finger brushed hers as he did, and his body was instantly filled with fiery, hot tingles of lust, and he could tell from Jen’s face that she was having the same strange physical reaction.

Luke set the coconut on the ground, and with one accurate chop to the middle of it, he split it in two with his hatchet. Tessa and Mia both clapped and cheered, and he started scraping off pieces of dried coconut and handing them out.

“Thanks honey,” said Tessa.

They sat around the campfire and ate silently for a while. For Luke, it was a chance for his mind to really catch up with the situation, and begin to process what was going on.

They were stranded on an island, awaiting a hypothetical rescue, and navigating the perils of close, uninhibited contact with each other. Luke thought about his encounter with Mia, and his encounter with his sister, and immediately began to feel confused and ashamed about how things had gone over the course of the first day.

He knew that in part, it was due to the conditions. This was not the type of situation that a group of people who had lived their entire lives in the warmth and comfort of a first world country could adapt to without a few strange hiccups. He tried not feel too bad about it, but the more his mind drifted, and remembered, the more guilty and aroused he started to feel.

“I’m grateful that we’re all together.” Tessa finally spoke up and broke the silence. “There were a lot of other people with us on that plane, and it doesn’t look like any of them are here.”

The group was silent again for a moment. Luke stared into the flames of the fire, watching them dance through the air with savage grace. He turned and looked over his shoulder at the smoke signal. It was hard to see in the dark, and looked as though it had slowed down.

“We’re so lucky to be alive. I think you’re right, Tessa.” Mia looked at each of them in the eyes, and Luke felt his body becoming excited as the two of them shared a knowing look.

“I’m going to set the signal fire up again tomorrow, and see what I can do about finding more food,” said Luke. “For now…we just have to focus on keeping things going. I know we’ll be rescued, soon enough, but until then…we’re going to have to survive.”

Luke stood up and walked over to a long, thick stick that he had set aside before. He wrapped one end of it with a length of flexible, dry jungle vine, and then stuck it into the fire. It went up in a blaze, making a very simple torch.

“Come on. Let’s take a look in the cave.”

The craggy entrance in the side of the cliff was low to the ground and small. Luke had to crouch down to almost half his height in order to get through it. Upon reaching the other side, he was taken aback by how much the cave opened up.

There was enough room for him to stand up, and as much floor space as a large bedroom. Luke took a look at the walls, which were made of thick stone, cold and damp to the touch.

“I’ll build a fire in here tomorrow,” he said. “It will dry everything out, and make our short stay in here a little more comfortable.”

“It’s going to be dangerous to have so much smoke in such a small space,” said Tessa.

“It will just be temporary. I might be able to find a way to make it vent out the top, and get some kind of chimney set up.”

Luke and the women headed out to the pond to wash up, and then climbed back into the cave for the night. Among the clothes in the bag of luggage they had found that morning had been a couple of thin blankets and sheets. The group spread them out on the ground to make a clean surface to sleep on.

Luke extinguished the torch, and then laid down on one of the sheets, next to his mom. It had been a long, challenging day, and as soon as everyone had said their goodnights to each other, Luke felt himself falling into an exhausted, deep sleep.

It was several hours later when he began to stir. The only light creeping into the cave was from the dying embers of the fire outside, and it took Luke a moment to realize why he’d woken up.

His cock was rock hard, almost painfully so. He couldn’t remember his dream clearly, but he knew it had been about sex. Luke’s mind felt hazy, like it had before when he’d eaten the red fruit with Jen.

He could hear his mom’s soft, even breathing from where she was sleeping to his side. Luke remembered how he had found her earlier that morning, her body on full display, and the modest, red faced manner in which she had tried to hide her breasts and pussy from him.

Without meaning to, Luke began to inch closer to her. He wanted to cuddle with his mom, and that was all, or at least that was what he told himself. Luke moved in close enough to smell the faint remnants of her perfume, and then pushed his crotch forward.

His mom was turned away from him, and Luke’s cock slid up against her butt. She felt warm and amazingly soft against him, and Luke felt his mind begin to fog over as he craved more of her, and began to lose control.

Luke reached one of his arms over and wrapped it around his mom’s waist. Slowly and steadily, he began to push against her, grinding his cock against his mom’s butt and thighs. She felt so unbelievably good, but at the same time, the shame and guilt of giving into his lust was almost too much for Luke.

Tessa’s breathing shifted, and she let out a small moan. Luke let his hand slide further up, and grabbed at his mom’s breasts. Something had snapped inside his body, and taken his self-control out of the equation. It was like with his sister before. Luke felt like he had to fuck her, as dirty and perverted as he knew it was.

He began thrusting against his mom, making no attempt to disguise the fact that he was dry humping her. Luke slid his hand underneath her top and began to feel her soft breasts, the naked flesh of her chest hot against his hand. The pleasure was so intense, and he felt it flooding through his body, pushing him towards an orgasm.

“Luke, sweetie, you can’t,” whispered Tessa. Luke froze in place, suddenly acutely aware of how wrong what he was doing was. He had thought that his mom was asleep, and would stay asleep.

“Mom, I’m sorry, I just-“

“It’s okay honey, I understand.” Tessa shifted around so that she was facing him, and ran her hand down his chest. “Situations like the one we’re in…they make everyone react differently. But you can’t do things like this to your mommy, it’s not okay.”

Luke was silent for a minute, the shame and embarrassment over what he had almost done weighing down on him like a ton of bricks.

“Sweetie, I think you should take care of yourself,” whispered Tessa. “You’re too worked up right now, you need to get some…release. So you can get some sleep.”

“Uh…okay, mom.” Luke was glad that his bright red cheeks were hidden by the darkness.

“Go ahead sweetie, act like I’m not even here,” said Tessa.

Luke slowly pulled down his pants and boxers, and wrapped his hand around his cock.

“Okay mom, I’m going to do it,” he said. He slowly began stroking himself off. It felt like his mom’s gaze was locked onto his cock with the focus of a laser, even though it was too dark to see.

“There you go, baby,” whispered his mom. “It’s just part of being human. Mommy understands, it’s okay.”

“Oh god, mom,” he said. The images of Tessa on the beach, her big breasts and naked body on full display, were running through his mind. “It feels…really good.”

“I know, honey.” Tessa reached one of her hands out and began running it through his hair. “Just let it all out. Do it for your mommy, she wants you to feel better.”

“Mom…this feels…wrong.”

“No, it’s fine sweetie,” said Tessa. “There’s nothing wrong with this, and it will help you calm down and keep from doing much naughtier things.”

Hearing his mom say the word naughty, and the way it rolled off her lips, was almost too much for Luke. He was pumping his cock faster, and had an intimate awareness of his mom’s warmth and presence next to him. She let her hand shift from his hair down to his chest and rubbed it tenderly, in a way that only a mother knows how to do.

“Mom…I, I’m going to…”

“Go ahead, Luke,” whispered his mom. “Let it all out, sweetie.”

He had reached his limit. Luke turned to the side, towards his mom, as his cock began to blast out its load. It was too dark for him to see, but he thought that the first string of cum landed on her. Tessa confirmed it for him after the first few pulses, making hot, electrified contact with her palm against his cock, pushing it so it aimed away from her.

“Oh wow, sweetie, you made a bit of a mess.” Tessa wiped her hand against her shorts, and then kissed Luke on the cheek.

“Sorry mom,” Luke whispered. A strange mixture of shame, embarrassment, and comforting warmth was coursing through his body.

“It’s fine. Just be more careful next time.” Tessa rolled back into her spot and turned away from him. “Goodnight Luke. I love you.”

“I love you too, mom.”

Luke closed his eyes, and felt sleep overtake him.

END
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CHAPTER 1

The crack of thunder was loud, but flattened and hollowed by the sea water above Ben’s head. His fingers were cold, long past the point of having any feeling left in them.

I have to swim, get to the surface. I have to breathe.

His lungs burned for air as though they had never tasted it before. He kicked his legs underneath him in frantic swings, his movements slowed and subdued. One of Ben's shins struck something hard and sharp, a rock jutting out from the edge of the rock face ahead of him.

I’m going to die. This is it.

With the last of his energy, Ben burst up through the surface of the water, gasping for air. The rain was coming down in thick sheets, and it took him a moment to catch his breath. He couldn’t see anything, and then the sky flashed with more lightening, followed by another crack of thunder, closer this time.

It was just him, alone in the water. He wasn’t supposed to be alone. Ben’s thoughts were a tangled mess, but that was one thing that he knew for certain. He wasn’t supposed to be alone.

He spun away from the rocks, not so much by choice as a result of his panicked, wild attempt at treading water, and saw the wave. It was coming from further out into the ocean and fully embodied the essence of the tempest that was already punishing him with the rain and thunder.

Why did it come to this? How did I end up here?

His thoughts were cut short as the water crashed over him. Ben let out a scream.

***

Against the water, it wouldn’t have reached far. But in his safe, comfortable bed, perfect and undisturbed outside of the sweat-soaked sheets that covered him, there was nothing to stop it from ripping through the room.

Ben sat up, breathing heavily as though his mind fought to distinguish memory from reality. He brought one of his hands to his heart and held it there over his t-shirt. His pulse was racing.

The same dream, again?

“Ben?” Rachel’s voice called into his room from the hallway. “Are you okay, honey?”

Slowly, Ben’s self-awareness began to come back to him. He was home, or at least in the place he now called home. Rachel, the woman who had taken him in after his accident, was right there with him. Everything was okay.

“Yeah, Rach, I’m fine.” Ben tried unsuccessfully to make his voice match the content of his words. He heard the door to his room slowly open, and saw Rachel standing in the dark outside of it.

She was 34 years old and, as always, full of compassion. Ben had known that from the beginning, since he’d first seen her sitting by his side at the hospital. She had been watching over him even though she had no reason to.

She was the one who found me on the shore that day. Maybe it was too much for her to just walk away from the situation, to dust her hands off.

It had been four years ago, back when Ben was only fourteen and still mostly a boy. His injuries had been severe, but the most crippling part of the accident had been what it had done to his memories, completely sweeping them from his mind as though wiping down a chalkboard.

“You don’t sound fine, Ben,” said Rachel, softly. “Was it a dream again?”

Ben nodded, though he wasn’t sure if she could see him in the dark as well as he could see her. The dream, along with all the other intense ones like it, was all that he had left of the person he’d been before the accident.

After he’d woken up, he’d still remembered basic facts about the world, what year it was, who the president was, how to do things and how to live. But anything pertaining to his own character, his own essence, had been lost, like water down the drain of a tub.

“Yeah,” said Ben. “The one with the storm.”

Rachel stepped forward into his room. It was early morning, but still dark outside. Ben could just barely make out her the outline of her petite nightgown. Rachel was a short woman, but with large breasts, a trim waist, and perfectly curved hips, the type of body that most men struggled to ignore.

I really shouldn’t think about her that way.

She walked over to his bed and sat down on it, letting one of her hands come to a rest on his thigh. Ben had always felt comfortable with Rachel, from the very start. She had brought him into her house, gone through the process of applying for foster status, and doted on him with sincere, uninhibited affection.

“It’s okay,” said Rachel. “Just relax. I know it’s scary, but you don’t have to worry anymore. You have a new life here, Ben.”

Rachel rubbed his leg and Ben felt her soft touch against him. He cared for her just as much as she cared for him, and could never relate to the rebellious way his classmates had acted with their parents. Rachel was all that he had, more than he felt like he deserved. It was simple with her, but at the same time, so very complicated.

She cares about me. There is nothing here for me to be confused about, is there?

Ben looked at Rachel and saw her eyes looking back at him with genuine endearment. He smiled and reached his hand over to her head, running his fingers through her soft hair. The two of them had always been close and had never shied away from hugging or kissing each other.

Their relationship managed to be very typical and very unorthodox at the same time, a juxtaposition of standards, an exaggerated caricature of a single parent household.

“At least it’s not the middle of the night.” Rachel leaned against Ben and whispered her words over to him. “This way, you won’t miss out on much sleep. It’s only another half hour or so until you’d be getting up for school, anyway.”

“Yeah, of course.” Ben let his hand shift on top of hers and felt her interlace her fingers with his.

I wish it were the middle of the night, and I could have her stay here with me, lie here in bed. She used to do it all the time, back when the nightmares were worse.

“I’ll always be here for you, Ben.” Rachel reached her free hand over and rubbed his head, before planting a soft kiss in his hair. “You’ve been my life for the past four years. I… care about you.”

I care about you too. I more than just care about you.

Ben knew that it was the same for her. He could almost sense her emotions, see it in the way she looked at him and said his name.

It was hard, especially given the fact that he was just coming into maturity when he’d ended up in her care. Rachel was single, with no children of her own, a four leaf clover in the realm of attractive women.

It was hard for either of them to come right out and talk about their emotions. Ben knew that it would forever change their relationship for the two of them to start using the word love to describe what they felt.

He felt so much more than that for her, and not all of it was clean cut and neatly identifiable.

Do I love her like a son, or…?

“I should start getting ready, Rachel,” said Ben, with a sigh. He watched her silhouette nod in the darkness and stand up.

“Okay.” She spread her arms out wide, and Ben couldn’t stop his eyes from being drawn to her well-formed breasts. “Can I get a good morning hug?”

Ben smiled and stood up into her embrace. He wrapped his arms around her, and for a moment, he managed to forget about anything other than how good it felt to be against her.

It feels too good, we shouldn’t be doing this.

Ben’s cock was slowly hardening, and the shame that came along with it was almost unbearable. He had washed up in Emerald Hills, and Rachel was the only one who had given a damn about him at the start. For his body to betray him like this, to betray her kindness, was almost unbearable.

He forced himself to pull back and turn away from her. He could feel her gaze on him, focused and hot. He forced himself to ignore it.

“I’ll make you a light breakfast,” said Rachel. “Maxine is picking up the closing shift at the bank, so I’ll be home in time to eat dinner with you.”

“Great,” said Ben. “I’ll see you then.”

Rachel turned and left the room, and Ben stepped over to his dresser. His cock throbbed inside his boxers.

Is this what every eighteen year old is going through, or did I lose part of my impulse control along with my memories?

By the time he’d finished getting dressed, the sun was rising on the horizon. It was early fall, and Ben could feel how much the air had cooled from the day before as he closed his window.

Rachel was in the kitchen, still wearing her nightgown, except now she had a white apron with ”Kiss the Cook” printed in pink across the front draped over it.

“I can fix you lunch too if you don’t want to have to buy it at school…” Rachel looked at him hopefully, as if him eating her food would be the ultimate coup. Ben shook his head. He’d always paid for his own lunch, even when it meant volunteering for odd jobs in the neighbor’s yard and doing whatever else it took to scrape together money.

“I’m fine, thanks though.” He reached for the toast off his plate and picked up a couple of strips of bacon in his fingers, dropping them on top of it.

“You should really use a fork.” Rachel’s tone of voice was that of a woman who wanted to chastise, but almost didn’t know how. Ben shrugged his shoulders and took a bite.

“Sorry, I have to rush out of here,” he said. “I’m meeting Danny at his place on the way to school, and his parents make him leave by the time they leave for work.”

“Alright,” she said softly. “Have a nice day.”

Ben turned to leave but stopped as he reached the door. It felt as though Rachel still had something she wanted to say.

Why has it been like this, so tense, between the two of us, lately?

“And Ben?” She looked at him, furrowing her brow ever so slightly and biting her luscious bottom lip.

“Yeah, Rachel?”

“…I uh…” She stopped and glanced up at the ceiling. “I’ll see you tonight.”

“Yeah,” said Ben. “I’ll see you then.”

His head hurt slightly as he walked out the front door and shut it behind him. It had been the same the day before, and almost the same the day before that. The two of them had grown close, bonding throughout Ben’s recovery and sharing in the tragedy of his lost memories. And now he was a senior in high school, on the other side of his confusing teenage hormones. Now he could move and think and act for himself, without necessarily needing her there for support.

I don’t want to feel like that. I still need her, and I still want to be with her, but…

Things were changing for Ben in ways that didn’t make sense. He could never say it to her face, just as she could never say it to his, but he loved Rachel. He loved her as more than just a caretaker, and even just acknowledging it at a glance made his stomach twist and ache with illicit desire.

When he’d first woken up in the hospital, she had been there. Ben had panicked, completely unable to even answer the doctor’s questions about who he was, and how he’d ended up in the water. Rachel had been there to calm him down, and make him feel at ease.

He wasn’t even sure if his name was really Ben. The “B” of it, he was sure about, but that was essentially all. His name, his original name, had started with a “B”. Whether it was Ben, Bruce, or Barry, he had no idea.

Nobody had ever come looking for him. That was what had hurt Ben the most, or would have hurt him the most, if he’d ever thought that he’d actually had a family.

Rachel’s the closest thing that I have to that, the closest thing I’ll ever have.


CHAPTER 2

“Ben!” A familiar voice pulled Ben out of his dour mood. His friend Danny was on his way out the front door of his house. Without realizing it, Ben had made the fifteen minute trip there in a walking daze.

“Oh, Danny,” he said. “Hey…”

“You sound almost surprised to see me,” said Danny. “Come on, we should get moving. If we get to school early enough we won’t have to deal with Cliff.”

I’d almost forgotten about that. Damn it, that’s not something I’m in the mood for today.

Cliff was the captain of Emerald High School’s wrestling team and the type of teenager who didn’t understand how to leave his aggression in the ring. Ever since Ben had been a freshman, the abuse that Cliff had thrown his way had been a constant, demoralizing force in his life.

It was embarrassing for him, especially given that Ben had the strangest feeling that he’d just been letting it happen. When Cliff would make a move to bully him, Ben didn’t usually resist or object. There was something deep within him that made him feel as though he needed to stay calm and not overreact.

Unfortunately, it doesn’t matter if I care or not. Everyone else at the school does, and they can see for themselves what’s going on.

“Why the hell is it that Cliff has such a special hatred for the two of us?” asked Ben. “I mean, there are over a thousand students at our high school.”

“I don’t know Ben,” said Danny. “Maybe it’s because we’re too good looking?”

Ben laughed, and Danny playfully pushed his shoulder. Danny had always been there for him, and he’d had his back essentially since day one, right after Ben had first arrived in Emerald Hills.

The first few weeks of his life in the town had not been especially fun. He’d been staying with Rachel after he’d left the hospital, but back then, she had been just as much of a stranger to him as anyone else.

Nobody had known what to do with him. The foster system had fought for custody, and Rachel had worked overtime to ensure that he stayed with her. Ben was grateful for it and had told her as much many times over.

“Why are you so quiet today, bro?” asked Danny. “Look, it’s still the beginning of the year. There’s no use getting depressed now, think of homecoming, and think of all the cheerleaders we’ll get to watch at the football games.”

Ben forced a smile and nodded. Danny had been sitting next to him on his first day as a freshman at the school. He’d talked Ben’s ear off incessantly about his worries, the bullying, passing tests, and, of course, girls. The two of them had become close primarily because of how good Ben seemed to be at listening. The reality was, having no memory left him with very little to say, especially for the first year or so after the accident.

“Yeah, I know,” said Ben. “I’m just thinking about my life. Asking questions that don’t have answers. Come on, you’re right, we don’t want to get to school  too late.”

Emerald High was, in actuality, a rather drab looking building made of brick and concrete. It was overenrolled this year, which meant that the hallways were usually packed with people in between classes. It also meant that lunch was a very long, drawn-out affair for those who ate the school’s food.

“Catch you later man!” Danny’s locker was on the second floor, and he waved to Ben as he split off towards it. There were more people than he’d been expecting, given that there was still another twenty minutes until first bell, but Ben brushed it off and headed up the stairs.

“Look who’s here!” Cliff’s voice, unmistakable in how unusually high pitched it was for someone of his size, cut through the air like a blunt knife. “You’re such a good boy, Ben, always getting to school with plenty of time left over to spare.”

The wrestling jock was leaned up against his own locker, which was only a couple down from Ben’s. Ben sighed. He’d grown used to the abuse, but he could never accustom himself to the tempered restraint he had to hold over his tongue. Responding would only tempt Cliff into causing pain, and more importantly, causing a scene.

Cliff had several of his wrestling friends with him, and even though Ben’s adrenaline was pumping, he knew better.

“Hey Cliff,” said Ben. “I’m just getting my stuff out of my locker, don’t mind me.”

He began to twirl the combination lock and watched out of his peripheral vision as Cliff walked over to him and leaned against the locker next to his.

“Oh I don’t mind at all,” said Cliff. “As long as you don’t mind, either.”

Ben opened his locker and pulled one of the books he needed for his first class out of it. Cliff slapped it down with an almost accidental looking cuff, and his friends broke into high pitched hooting.

“Whoops! My bad!” Cliff reached into Ben’s locker and pulled out some loose papers from the top compartment, tossing them into the hallway. “We’re still friends though, right, Ben?”

Strange, powerful emotions surged through Ben’s chest. Every fiber of his being was telling him that he should do something, anything, but somehow, he managed to keep himself under control.

Why am I so good at enduring abuse? I would almost prefer a fight against the group of them over this constant humiliation.

But Ben knew that even if he did throw a punch, it wouldn’t be enough to stop it. In the juvenile, immature fashion of high school bullies everywhere, it would only embolden Cliff, and convince him of the righteous nature of his tormenting. Ben sighed and began picking up his stuff from the floor of the hallway.

“Oh man, look, everybody,” Cliff called out to the students walking past. “Forgetful Ben has dropped all of his homework. Let’s help him out, we don’t want him to forget anything he needs for class.”

Cliff leaned down next to Ben as though he was going to help, and then drove one of his hands towards Ben’s back. The push came from Ben’s blind spot, but he never felt it make contact.

He rolled to the side out of habit, his muscle memory acting before his mind even had time to think. Cliff was carried forward by his momentum and tripped over his own feet, falling flat on his stomach.

I should have just let him push me. How did I even know to dodge that?

“Wrong move, fuck face.” Cliff sounded slightly winded as he pulled himself to his feet. “I was trying to help you pick up your stuff, right guys?”

The rest of the jocks picked up on cue and grabbed Ben’s arms, pinning him to the lockers as Cliff cracked his knuckles. Ben pushed all of the air out of his lungs and tensed his muscles up as the blows began to rain down.

It was only a minute or two later when the wrestling captain grew tired of him. Ben slid down the locker to the hallway floor, his chest and stomach aching but his face, thankfully, having been spared.

“Let’s get out of here,” said Cliff. “Forgetful Ben has probably already forgotten what he did to deserve it.”

Ben just stared ahead blankly at the wall. The beating had been obnoxious, but only in a physical sense. It was easy for him to put it out of his mind and go back to what he was doing. He scooped up the rest of his papers, placed them back where they belonged, and then got out the books he needed for Ms. Thatcher’s AP History class just as first bell was beginning to ring.

And it’s all the way on the other side of the building. Looks like I’ll have one more late arrival on my attendance record.

By the time Ben had made it to the classroom, Ms. Thatcher was already lecturing to the rest of the students and putting the agenda up on the chalkboard. Ben waited by the door until she turned around and then tried to slip into the room unnoticed.

“Mr. Faye, you’re six minutes late.” Ms. Thatcher’s strict voice reprimanded him sharply, and she didn’t break from the diagram she was drawing on the board. “That’s the third time you’ve been late for my class, and we’re not even a month into the start of the year.”

“I know, I’m sorry, Ms. Thatcher.” Ben winced as he sat down at his desk. Several of the other students in the class were whispering and chuckling to each other.

Just one more thing for them to talk about, I suppose.

“I hope that your cavalier attitude does not extend to your studies,” she said. “We have a quiz today. No notes and no questions.”

Ben tried to not let his frustration show on his face. He remembered her mentioning the quiz the week before, but he had lost his study guide in the hallway after a recent locker raid by Cliff.

“Yes, Ms. Thatcher, I remember,” he said. “I’ve been studying all-“

He paused as another girl, one that he had never seen before, appeared in the doorway. Ms. Thatcher’s attention was torn as well, to Ben’s relief.

The girl was short, but she carried herself with confident, relaxed body language. She had gorgeous blond hair that hung down to her shoulders and a face that was beautiful in a very cute, elfishly feminine way. She was wearing a white blouse that outlined her nicely sized breasts and a tight pair of jeans that clung to her trim waist and curvy butt.

“Sorry, am I late?” Her voice was soft and musical, almost like a tiny bell. “It’s my first day. I had a little bit of trouble finding the… classroom.”

For a brief moment, she trailed off, and her eyes locked onto Ben, shining with something that looked a lot like like elation.

Why is she looking at me like that? Did she see that I came in late, too?

“You must be Emma Slate,” said Ms. Thatcher. “Yes, have a seat. You’re on my attendance list, but I wasn’t expecting you until the beginning of next week.”

“Yeah, sorry, I ended up arriving in town a little early.” The girl, Emma, looked around the room with a smile on her face. Her eyes passed by Ben several times, and he found that it was strangely easy for him to meet her gaze, intense as it was.

“Have a seat,” said Ms. Thatcher. “We have a quiz on the War of 1812. You’re welcome to take it, though it will count against your grade if you decide to.”

“I would love to,” said Emma, with more cheer in her voice than Ben had ever heard a person use to talk about an assignment. She was still looking at him, and he wasn’t all that surprised when she walked over and sat down at the empty desk to the left of his.

“Alright, if that’s the last interruption for the morning, how about we get started?” Ms. Thatcher cleared her throat and moved back to the front of the room. “You’ll have twenty minutes to finish your quiz. No talking and absolutely no phones. Clear your desks off and I’ll pass them out.”

The classroom filled with the sound of chairs sliding and books dropping to the floor. Ben glanced back over at Emma and saw that she was still looking at him.

What is her deal, anyway?

“Hi,” she whispered to him, smiling and reaching out her hand. “I’m Emma.”

“Uh, hey,” said Ben, with a nod. “Ben.”

He took her hand into his and slowly shook it, surprised by the way she almost seemed to shiver at his touch.

“Ben,” she said. “That’s your name? Ben?”

This is so weird…

“Yeah, that’s my name,” said Ben. “Ben Faye. Is there some reason why”

“Shhhhhhh.” Ms. Thatcher looked at him sternly and held a finger up to her lips. “The quiz is being passed out. No talking.”

Ben watched Emma watch him for a moment longer and then turned to receive a copy of the quiz from the teacher. He glanced over the questions and felt his heart sink a little. It would have been hard enough for him to pass without being distracted, but with the strangeness of the new girl, he could barely even think about his answers.

A couple of silent minutes went pst. Ben managed to get a decent start, but his awareness was not on his desk. The room felt tense, and he couldn’t stop himself from being aware of Emma, so beautiful and so nearby. He wondered if she was still looking at him, and also why it was the she was acting so odd.

Something landed next to his foot. Ben glanced down and saw a tiny piece of folded paper on the ground. He looked back up at Ms. Thatcher, who was flipping through a book on her desk. Slowly, he bent down, acting like he was tying his shoe as he picked up the note. A single word had been scribbled in neat, feminine handwriting.

Lunch?

Ben flattened the note out and started to write out his response on it.

“Mr. Faye, you are not putting yourself in a good spot for the rest of the year with your behavior.” Ms. Thatcher’s high heels clacked against the tile floor as she walked over to his desk. She picked up the note, took one look at it, and then groaned.

“Plan your lunch dates outside of my class from now on,” she said. “If I catch you passing notes again, you’ll be in detention for the rest of the day. That goes for you too, Ms. Slate. I don’t know how they did things at your old school, but that kind of behavior is not tolerated here.”

The entire class looked over at him and Emma. Ben tried not to look too confused or embarrassed as he turned his head back over to her and slowly nodded his head.

Why not? She’s cute, and it beats eating lunch alone.


CHAPTER 3

The rest of history class went by relatively uneventfully. Ben wanted to leave at the same time as Emma, but Ms. Thatcher ended up holding him for a few minutes after to talk to him about his behavior. All he could do was meet the new girls beautifully intense blue eyes as she walked by him on her way out.

Ms. Thatcher’s life lecture went on for a couple of minutes, and somewhat ironically, made him late for his next class after that, which was Math. Ben did his best to focus on taking good notes and listening to the teacher, but there was something that kept pulling his attention back to his thoughts.

Why did she look at me so strangely? She barely looked at anyone else for the entire period.

“Ben Faye.” Mr. Draper was his calculus teacher, and his words always sounded deep and authoritative. “Why don’t you come up to the board and show us how this problem is done?”

The algebraic equation on the wall was intimidating, but math was a subject that Ben understood better than history. He made his way up to the board and silently worked out the problem, circling his answer at the end.

“Hmmm… not bad,” said Mr. Draper. “I almost thought you weren’t paying attention.”

She wants to have lunch with me. Has anyone other than Danny ever wanted to have lunch with me before?

“You can go back to your seat now, Mr. Faye,” said the teacher. A low hum of laughter buzzed through the classroom as Ben made his way back to his desk.

The next hour or so went by in a blur of thoughts and note taking. Ben felt more than a little out of it, but somehow, he also felt more like a normal high school student than he’d ever felt before.

Once the lunch bell had sounded for the seniors, Ben walked to the cafeteria alone. His heart was racing before he’d made it inside. It took him a moment to calm down as he stood in the lunch line, and he began to scan the cafeteria for any sign of Emma.

She’s not here yet. There is no way I could miss her. Hell, there’s no way anyone could miss her.

Ben ended up buying himself a rather unappetizing looking slice of pizza along with a plain salad. He remembered Rachel’s offer that morning to pack him a lunch and suddenly began to wish he’d taken her up on it. It wasn’t just pride keeping him from letting her take of him like that, not really. Rather, a strong sense of self-determination that he’d never been able to shake or ignore.

He elbowed his way through a group of people loitering around the lunchroom after getting his food. There was an empty table at the end of the row he was heading through, and he sat down at it. Ben scanned the lunchroom one more time. There was still no sign of her.

Maybe she was just kidding around? After all, why would she want to have lunch with-

“Ben.” Emma’s voice was unmistakable. Somehow, she had snuck up on him and was smiling broadly, as though it had been exactly what she’d intended.

“Uh, hey Emma,” said Ben. He glanced down and saw a pink lunchbox in her hands, and tried not to gawk too obviously at her body.

“I can sit with you, right?” Emma sat down before Ben could answer her question. She still had that same look in her eyes. It was unnerving, but also so intriguing, as though she had a secret and was just dying to share it with him.

A long moment of silence went by, the rest of the cafeteria around them buzzing with activity. Ben felt awkward, but Emma looked almost too comfortable. She opened her lunchbox and began to take out her food with cute, dexterous movements.

“So what’s your deal, anyway?” Ben glanced away after asking the question, feeling like it was almost rude for him to ask in the way that he had. “I mean, you just moved here. You’re a senior, right?”

Smooth, Ben. Real smooth.

“Yeah, I’m a senior,” said Emma. “I’m just like you, Ben. You’re a senior too, right?”

Ben nodded. Emma was still smiling at him in that strange, knowing way. He’d seen girls smile in that way before, but never at him.

“Where did you move from?” he asked. “And seriously, why? There isn’t much in Emerald Hills. Most people are trying to move away from the town, not into it.”

“There’s a lot here for me,” said Emma. “For me and my parents, I mean. I think I’m going to like it here.”

Her gaze lingered on him for just a moment too long. Ben coughed nervously into the crook of his elbow.

Why do I feel so strange? And more importantly, why doesn’t she?

“You still don’t talk a lot, do you, Ben?” asked Emma. The question caught Ben off guard, and for a moment he just stared at her, mouth agape.

“I mean, you didn’t say much in Ms. Thatcher’s class,” said Emma. “Earlier this morning.

Ben shrugged.

“Yeah, I guess I don’t,” he said. “I’ve been told that a couple of times before.”

“Only a couple of times?” Emma leaned a little closer into him. Ben couldn’t stop himself from smiling at her. Something about her was familiar, in a cheeky, down to earth kind of way.

“I’ve only been in Emerald Hills for a few years,” said Ben. “I was the new kid here as a freshman. Just like you.”

“And before that, you were super talkative?” asked Emma. Ben chuckled and shook his head.

“You know, I’m not sure what I was like before that.”

He didn’t say anything for a moment, and let the silence between them build. It was such an odd conversation that they were having, but part of him was beginning to accept it. Rather, a part of him was tuning into a level underneath the surface, and straining to hear just what was really being said

“Ben…” Emma began speaking in a soft, serious voice. “Where did you grow up? You said you moved here, so…”

Ben met Emma’s gaze for several long, eternal seconds.

“I don’t know,” he finally said. “I had an accident a couple of years ago. Four years ago, to be exact. I don’t remember anything that happened before that.”

Emma blinked a couple of times in quick succession. There was something in her eyes that pained Ben to see, but she glanced away, hiding it from him.

This doesn’t feel right. None of this feels right.

“Oh,” said Emma. “That’s terrible. I… I can’t imagine how hard that must be for you.”

Ben opened his mouth, but before he could say anything, a strong hand slapped down on the other side of the table.

“Hey there. How’s it going? I’m Cliff.”

Ben felt a strangely protective emotion well up within him as he watched his tormenter extend his arm forward to shake Emma’s hand. He was grinning, as though he’d finally found the ultimate humiliation, the one to outdo all of the others that he suffered through with gritted teeth.

“Uh, hello,” said Emma. “Do you need something, or…?”

Cliff laughed and sat down in the seat to the left of Emma. Ben shot him a cold look and felt one of his hands involuntarily clench up into a fist.

You aren’t just fucking with me right now, Cliff. This is going too far.

“I do need something,” said Cliff. “To introduce myself. You’re new here, right? I usually try to work new students like you into the fold as soon as possible.”

“I’m fine, thanks.” Emma turned away from him and rolled her eyes, smiling slightly.

“I’m not so sure if you are,” said Cliff. “Your name is Emma, right? The kid you’re sitting with is bad news, Emma. I’m just here to be a good samaritan.”

Emma turned back to Cliff and smiled at him for a second. What happened next caught Ben completely off guard.

The blonde girl leaned away from the jock and over to him, taking his cheek into her soft hand. Ben saw the confident, comfortable look in her big blue eyes for only a split second before her lips were against his.

What?

It was as though time had stopped. Emma’s kiss was beyond sweet, like biting into a perfectly ripened peach. He felt her tongue flick ever so slightly into his mouth as she committed even further and let his own tongue automatically push out in response.

“What the fuck?” yelled Cliff. He stood up as though somebody had thrown a drink in his face. Emma finally broke from the embrace, leaving one hand on Ben’s chest. It was impossible for Ben to keep from smiling as he looked at the wide-eyed, open mouthed wrestling captain.

“I don’t think you’re needed here, Cliff,” said Ben. “Why don’t you go back to your own table?”

Danny isn’t going to believe a word of this, but that’s okay.

Cliff looked like he was considering spitting on the ground, or possibly even in Ben’s face, but after a long moment he turned around and began stomping off back towards his own table. Ben shook his head slightly and looked at Emma, unable to stop the confusion from coming out in his face.

“Why… did you do that?” he asked. “You know, you could have just-“

“Just what, Ben?” she responded, repeating his name again and rolling her eyes once more. “Ben.”

Ben slowly shook his head and set his hands on the table. He was past the point of knowing what to do or what to say. There was being unpredictable, and then there was Emma, who acted like she operated totally outside of rhyme and reason.

“So… does this mean that you’re into me?” The question sounded foolish even as it left his mouth, but he couldn’t contain it or his massive grin.

“You said that you had an accident, before coming here,” said Emma, softly. “Do you remember… anything? From before the accident?”

Ben felt his state shift as he remembered the dream from that morning, and the many others he’d had like it over the course of the past four years. Suddenly, he felt strangely suspicious of the girl sitting next to him.

Something about this isn’t right…

“Only bits and pieces,” said Ben. “Bad dreams, mostly. I remember a bit of the night I washed up, the storm and the lightening. I remember…”

His head began to hurt as he desperately tried to recall the other nightmares he’d had. It was like trying to remember any detail from a dreamscape, searching for something he’d lost without knowing exactly where or what it was. Emma nodded, pulled her lips up into a thin smile, and set a hand on his shoulder.

“It’s okay,” she said. “If you can’t remember, I guess you just can’t remember.”

There was more silence. This time, Ben felt comfortable, too.

She knows something, either about me, or about what I’m going through.

The bell signaling the end of the senior’s lunch rang, and most of the students at the tables around them started to leave. Ben set his hand on top of Emma’s and managed to look her directly in the eyes, as she had taken to doing with him.

“Do you… do you want to walk home after school today?” he asked. “I want to talk to you some more, if that’s okay.”

Emma smiled, her entire face coming alive, almost glowing.

“Yes, I do,” she said. “That sounds perfect, Ben.”


CHAPTER 4

Science class felt much the same to Ben as History had earlier that day. There was too much going on for him to focus on what the teacher was saying, or the notes he was supposed to be taking, or his homework. His mind was only on Emma.

I don’t know what to make of her. Should I just go with it, or keep my distance?

Luckily, nobody paid overly much attention to him, and Ben was able to make it through the class without being put on the spot or called up to the board. His next class was PE, and it was only on his way to the gym that he realized what lay in store for him.

Fuck, Cliff is in the same PE block as me.

Emerald High had only two small locker rooms, one for the boys, and one for the girls. When Ben reached the locker area, he could hear Cliff’s voice before he’d even rounded the corner.

“We’re playing dodgeball today, and he’s going to feel my wrath.” There were echoes of agreement from the other boys after every word Cliff said. “The next time I see that bitch, she’s going to pay, too. Maybe I’ll get Tiffany to slap her up.”

Ben suppressed the rage he felt and waited for the room to clear out before heading in to change. His body felt hot and tense, as though he was on his way to a boxing match as one of the competitors.

It’s one thing to mess with me, but Emma’s not even a day in as a student here.

He pulled on his shorts and his tank top, threw his clothes back into his locker, and then hurried out into the gym. Mr. Alexander, the gym teacher, was just finishing up with roll.

“Mr. Faye, right on time as usual,” he said. “We’re playing dodgeball from start to finish. You’re on the blue team.”

He threw Ben a mesh jersey and pointed over to one side of the gym. Ben jogged over, noticing that Cliff and most of his friends were on the other team.

This could get interesting.

“Alright, you boys know the rules.” Mr. Alexander had a rather quiet voice but made up for it with the whistle around his neck, blowing it to capture the class’s attention when he needed to. “You get hit by a ball thrown by the other team, you’re out. You try to catch a ball thrown at you and drop it, you’re out. You catch a ball they throw, they’re out. No headshots and no crossing the center line.”

The gym teacher blew his whistle. All of the balls were lined up across the center line of the gym, and most of the players on both teams rushed to grab them. Ben smiled and waited in back, watching and almost enjoying the special attention Cliff was throwing his way in the form of stares and glares.

You’re so used to getting whatever you want. It feels good to see you this way.

The first few volleys between the two teams resulted in equal casualties. Ben focused more on playing defensively, catching the easy throws sent his way and passing them off to his teammates. Cliff threw an inordinate amount of shots at him, and most of them were too fast for him to do anything with other than dodge.

“Pussy!” yelled Cliff. “Come on bro, square off with me right here, upfront.”

Ben ignored all of his jeers and let the game play out naturally. His team had fewer athletic players and before too long it was down to him and two other kids. He was surprised a little by his own agility, but didn’t let his guard down.

“We got them now!” yelled Cliff. “We can just wait it out, wait for them to get desperate, and then take them out.”

Ben’s head throbbed, and for a second, he wasn’t in the gym anymore.

“Give it up, Brandon! You can’t just wait it out, we know how desperate you-“


Ben suddenly punched his fist forward into the thin air of the gym. His face was covered in cold sweat, and he was panting as though he’d just run a marathon.

“He’s zoning out!” yelled Cliff. “Now’s our chance!”

Two balls flew in Ben’s direction. He wasn’t facing the right side of the gym, but he whirled and felt slow down. The first one he caught easily, and the second he dove into a roll to avoid.

As he stood up, he let the new ball in his hand fly forward with all the strength he could muster for a throw. He was near the center line, and the ball was moving so fast that Cliff had no time to do anything other than gape as it sped towards him.

It hit the wrestler in the face, right between the eyes, and he stumbled back in a daze. The ball wasn’t big enough to do any real damage, but a trickle of blood ran down from his nose and Ben could tell that he was holding back involuntary tears of pain. Mr. Alexander blew his whistle.

“You’re out, Ben,” he said in his loudest voice. “I said no headshots.”

Fair enough.

Ben headed for the area where all of the other eliminated players were gathered and then walked right by it. He headed into the locker room with something akin to a mixture of adrenaline and nostalgia coursing through his veins and began to splash water from the sink onto his face.

What the hell is going on with me?

To avoid having to endure Cliff’s wrath, Ben changed and left PE a little early. It was the last period of the day, and after dropping his unneeded books off at his locker, he headed outside the school to wait for Emma. The bell rang right as he was sitting down on one of the benches in the school’s front yard.

Dozens of students from all grades streamed out the front door and rushed over to the buses. Ben let his mind go blank as he watched them go. His day had been too confusing for him to know what to do with it.

He continued to wait as the minutes went by, with no sign of Emma. After all of the busses had left the school’s parking lot, and the activity in the building had died down, Ben stood up and stretched his arms.

“Ben!” Danny’s voice caught his ear as he started back towards the school’s front door. “You waited for me! Now that is what I call friendship.”

Ben smiled.

“Actually, I’m uh… I’m waiting for a new friend I made today. She just moved here.”

The surprised look that Danny shot back at him was worth its weight in gold.

“No kidding? It’s not the blond haired girl, is it?” he asked. “I mean, it can’t be? She is…”

As he spoke, Ben watched Emma walking up behind his friend. He started to say something, but Danny continued before he could.

“She is the hottest girl I’ve ever seen, seriously,” he said. “Oh my god, the things I would do to her, Ben. It must be some other new girl because the one I saw, the one everyone was talking about today looked like she was hot enough to be a porn-“

“Uh, hi.” Emma’s face was bright red with embarrassment, and she turned one of her feet against the ground as though she was trying to dig a hole to escape into. Danny turned around and then jumped back in shock.

“Oh my god!” He coughed into his hand and began to blush along with her. “I, I was just talking about… uh, my cousin! Yeah, that’s it.”

“I’ll see you later, Danny,” said Ben. “Actually, hit me up later tonight.”

Danny nodded, and then took off towards the street at a jog.

“I’m glad you waited for me.” Emma reached her hand out and set it on his shoulder, a flirtatious gleam twinkling in her eyes. “A couple of girls got a little overzealous in trying to work me into the school’s social scene. I had to make a break for it when they started talking about setting me up on a date with one of the football players.”

Ben watched her, not really what sure to make of the comment. She took a step in closer to him and suddenly the only thing he could think about was the flowery scent of her perfume.

“You said no?” he asked. Emma just smiled at him.

“Of course I said no, Ben.” She pulled a couple of strands of hair out of her face and then pushed her chest forward towards him, almost like she was trying to put her large breasts on display.

“Uh, okay,” said Ben. “I can walk you home if you want?”

Emma nodded and then looped her arm through his without saying a word. Ben couldn’t stop his heart from beating wildly in his chest. Danny had expressed what he thought of her in a pretty crude way, but he couldn’t deny the truth of what his friend had said. Emma was sexy and gorgeous, far beyond any girl that would usually give him the time of day.

Why is she so interested in me? And what was the deal with that kiss?

The two of them had walked for a minute in comfortable silence before Ben found his voice again. He turned towards her, watching as brown and red colored leaves dropped off trees on either side of the road.

“Emma…” he said. “I’m not quite sure what to make of you.”

He wanted to ask her why, just why it was that she was so keen on him, out of all the guys at the school. The question itself felt a little too blunt to say out loud. Before he could formulate it further, Emma turned to him and caught his eye for a moment.

“What to make of me? Hmmm, I guess I owe you that one.” She stopped walking for a second and pushed herself into close contact with him, letting her breasts rub against Ben’s shoulder and instantly turning him on. “I must seem so mysterious and strange to you. Is that what you think of me, Ben?”

Ben opened his mouth to respond, but before he could, Emma grabbed his hand and pulled him off through the trees. There was a forested park near Emerald High and the two of them cut through the back of it.

“Is this the way to your house, or something?” he asked. Emma just giggled and caught a leaf as it blew by with her free hand.

“Just follow me, Ben,” she said. “Today has been such an amazing day. Let’s just enjoy it.”

She continued pulling him until they reached a small, empty clearing in the midst of the trees. The ground was coated with fallen leaves, and the branches formed a canopy overhead that shaded them from the sun. They were hidden from the rest of the park, and Ben could tell from the way Emma looked at him that it was exactly what she wanted.

“Emma…” he said softly. She stepped in close to him again and let her hand linger on his chest before leaning in and kissing him.

Unlike the kiss in the cafeteria, Ben was ready for it this time. He let his hands rest on her waist as he kissed her back. Emma’s body came alive as their lips locked, and she hugged Ben in close to her, pulling back only after they’d tasted each other for a long moment.

She let out a girlish laugh and then sat down on the leaf carpeted ground, pulling Ben on top of her. He kissed her again, feeling his body begin to respond to the attractive girl with eager desire.

I’ve never done this before… have I?

Ben had never been much of a ladies man, at least not in the four years he could remember, at Emerald High. But somehow, the experience of kissing Emma, of feeling her breasts push against him, and her hand slowly slipping down and cupping his crotch, it all felt new but totally natural at the same time.

“Ben,” whispered Emma. “I…”

What the hell is going on?

There was no time for him to second guess the moment. Emma pulled her blouse up and over her head, revealing her big, perfect breasts, clad only in a cute pink bra that only barely kept them contained.

She kissed Ben’s neck and let her hands unzip his jeans with deft movements. Ben groped at her breasts in disbelief. More than he ever had before, Ben wanted her. There was an aura of intrigue surrounding Emma, but at that moment, his horniness outweighed all of his concerns.

After another second or two of fumbling, Emma had his pants down and his cock out through the flap of his boxers. Her touch was like erotic fire on his erect member, causing him to shiver with pleasure as her finger explored every inch of him.

“You need this, Ben,” whispered Emma. “It’s been so long.”

Her words didn’t make sense to him, but he didn’t care. Ben kissed Emma again and got his hand down her pants, unbuttoning her tight jeans to make a little more room in her panties. He found her slit with his fingers, already wet with excitement, and slowly began to run them up and down.

It was all new to him, but his body knew what to do. Emma let out a small moan and continued jerking him off with tender, incredibly pleasurable movements. Ben was kissing her neck and probing into her pussy with the tip of one of his fingers.

It felt so good, and so new. Ben realized that there was an entire world of pleasure that he’d never had the chance to explore. His lack of experience didn’t feel like much of a hindrance, and he began to move his hips up in time with Emma’s gentle pumps on his cock.

Her hand gripped his throbbing hard on with soft tenderness, as though it was a spirited animal that she was trying to pet. She rubbed up and down, over and over again, and Ben felt powerful, animalistic forces take hold of him.

“Emma…” Ben locked eyes with her and saw something in them that he didn’t understand. He could feel the lust in his own heart, but Emma’s eyes were betraying the truth of what was in hers. It was something beyond that, something much more intense and powerful.

His hand against her pussy was clumsy, but Emma didn’t seem to mind. Each time he would slip one of his fingers down into her opening, feeling the warmth and wetness of her pussy and sweet juices, Emma would reciprocate by giving his cock a special squeeze.

This is unreal. If I’m dreaming, I don’t want to wake up.

“Oh, Ben!” Emma moaned and began to writhe underneath Ben’s inexperienced, but eager finger movements against her clit. “Yes, oh, Ben!”

She tensed up and began to pump her hand faster on his cock, even as her body began to relax and melt under his touch.

Something was building in Ben’s crotch that was different from anything he had felt before. Even his experiences with porn, and horny teenage masturbation couldn’t compare to it. His cock felt like a bomb that was about to go off, a bomb loaded with bliss and sexual fulfillment.

It was suddenly very hard for him to catch his own breath. Emma had reached a fevered pace, pumping his cock as though it was craft project, and required her to keep stroking and squeezing. Her hand felt so good, the hand of a beautiful girl, the gentle, soft hand of a mysterious angel of seduction.

“Emma!” Overwhelming pleasure ripped through Ben’s body, and he forced his hips forward as his cock began to spray its load. His seed splashed out onto the leaves without remorse. Emma rested her head on his chest and continued pumping with her hand as he came, milking every last drop out of him.

The two of them lay together in the forest for several long minutes. Ben was the first to sit up, and he slowly began to make himself decent. After a minute, Emma did the same in her own girlish, modest way. Her hair was a little messy, but it gave her playful, almost wild look, one that made her look even more attractive.

“Wow…” said Ben. “I wasn’t really expecting…”

“Ben,” said Emma. “I came here to Emerald Hills because of you. I came here to find you.”

She came here to find me? What the hell?

“I’m sorry, what are you talking about?” Ben slowly stood up and brushed a leaf off his back. Emma was sitting on the ground, looking up at him with that same, intense look.

“You don’t remember anything,” she said slowly. “I’m not sure if you understand just how much that hurts, for you to not remember.”

“You… you knew me?” Ben blinked at her and felt his heart skip a beat. “Emma, you knew me before? Do you know who I am?”

“I know exactly who you are, Ben,” whispered Emma. “I just wish you could say the same about me.”

She stood up and kissed him softly on the lips. When she pulled back, Ben could see tears forming in the corners of her eyes. He reached for her, to pull her against him, to hold her close, to hold everything he felt like he needed at that moment close, but she stepped back.

“I have to get home,” she said. “I’ll see you tomorrow, Ben.”

“Emma, wait!” Ben started after her as she sprinted off. He was in too much of a rush to notice the tree branch in front of his foot, and tumbled forward to the ground before he’d made it a single step. When he looked back up, she had already disappeared into the trees.

Who the hell am I?


CHAPTER 5

The walk back to Rachel’s house took longer than it ever had before. Ben was brimming with something, not happiness or excitement, but rather, immense, unbridled anticipation. There was so much that he’d be able to find out, but it was all locked away in the form of Emma.

I need to talk to Rachel about this.

Rachel had been there for Ben since day one, the beginning of what he remembered. She understood why it was so hard for him to let his guard down, and why he needed so much time on his own. She was the rock in Ben’s life, and in a way, he’d become the rock in hers.

It had taken both of them some time to adjust to each other, and their relationship was still in flux. By the time Ben had gotten settled at Rachel’s, he was well into his teenage years. His newly mature body, along with his hormones, had made things always feel electrified between them, almost like they were actors playing the roles of mother and son.

“Rachel?” called Ben as he slipped in through the front door. “I’m home.”

Ben saw her turned away from him in the kitchen. He sighed and slipped off his shoes, feeling mentally fatigued by everything that had happened that day.

“Hey Ben,” said Rachel. “I’m making steak for dinner. I thought since I’m home early for once, I could go all out, and we could eat at the table.”

“Rachel…” Ben walked over to the entranceway to the kitchen and leaned against the door. “I met someone today.”

“I could use a marinade, or a steak rub,” said Rachel. “Which do you think would be-“

“Rach, there’s a girl that knows me at school,” he said. “From before.”

Rachel did a double take, looking up from her cooking at Ben, down to what she was doing, and then back up at him again.

“…What?” asked Rachel. “I’m sorry, what?”

Ben walked over to the counter and took a seat at one of the stools next to her.

“There is a new girl who kept, well, talking to me. Asking me questions.” Ben shrugged his shoulders and held his hands out. “She asked me about the accident, about a lot of things.”

Rachel was chopping up a potato and used the inside of her arm to push hair out of her face. Ben tried to read her expression for a moment, but found it unreadable, almost like that of a practiced actress.

“Ben, honey, that could mean a lot of different things,” said Rachel. “It doesn’t necessarily mean that you should jump to any conclusions.”

“Rachel, we hung out after school and… talked some more, after that.” Ben let his fingers drum on the counter.

Why does it make me feel so weird to tell her this?

Rachel took a deep breath and then looked up at him. She was a gorgeous woman, an inconvenient fact that Ben had tried so hard to push out of his mind as he’d gotten older, and their relationship had grown closer.

“And?” she asked. “What did she tell you?”

Ben hesitated before answering. He’d never seen Rachel look so vulnerable before in his life.

“She told me that she knew who I was,” he said. “She told me that she wished that I could remember her too.”

Rachel set her knife down and turned away from him, taking several steps toward the other side of the kitchen. Ben thought back to what had happened in class and at the park. Emma had been so mysterious, so alluring, it almost felt like something out of a dream.

“Ben, did you tell her about your accident?” asked Rachel, suddenly. “Before she started saying any of this?”

Ben tried to think.

She passed me those notes in class, but it was at lunch that we really started talking, wasn’t it?

He shook his head.

“Rach, I don’t think that-“

“You did, didn’t you?” Rachel turned back towards him and walked over to the other side of the counter. She looked at Ben with soft, caring eyes and took his hands into hers.

“I mean, yeah, I guess I… might have,” said Ben. Rachel smiled and shook her head.

“You have to be careful about these kinds of things, Ben.” She squeezed her hands against his. “She could be trying to take advantage of you.”

“Rachel, I think she’s sincere,” said Ben. “If you saw her, if you heard what she had to say, you’d believe her, too.”

Rachel let out a tired sigh. Her reaction was not what Ben had been expecting. She almost looked unhappy, as though it was taking all of her effort to keep herself in check.

“Ben… I still remember the day that I found you.” Rachel smiled at him, eyes full of love and nostalgia. “You were almost blue, washed up on the edge of the beach, and your arm was broken. I almost thought that you were dead.”

“Rach…” For some reason, it was hard for Ben to hear her talk his past.

“I gave you CPR, the best I knew how,” she said. “The old man with the house on the shore near the northern beach called 911.”

“I know,” said Ben. “You’ve told me all of this before.”

Rachel stood up and walked around the other side of the counter. She put her hands on his shoulders and then leaned forward and kissed him on the head. Ben almost flinched in surprise. They never showed their affection, not like that, at least.

“I remember seeing your back…” One of Rachel’s hands slipped up underneath the bottom of Ben’s t-shirt. He took a sharp, involuntary breath but let it happen, her touch feeling sensual against his skin in a strangely confusing way.

“All of your scars, Ben,” said Rachel. “I saw all of them. I thought that they were from the rocks until the doctor told me otherwise.”

Ben leaned his head back against her, feeling her breasts against his hair.

“I remember.”

Rachel pulled him into a reverse hug, as though his words had been exactly what she needed to hear. She kissed him on the cheek, again surprising him, and then continued in a whispered voice.

“It never seemed like you had anything to go back to,” she said. “I know you don’t remember those first few days very well, but you acted like you were in shock, Ben. I never got the sense that you… that you wanted to remember.”

Ben bit his bottom lip slightly. He slowly stood up from the stool and turned to face her, not anticipating just how close she was standing to him, how he could feel the heat coming off her body, smell her familiar perfume, and feel the presence of her beauty.

“Things have changed since then, Rachel,” said Ben. “A lot of things have changed.”

The tension in the air was almost unbearable. Ben forced himself to meet Rachel’s eyes, filled with so many different emotions as they were. Some of them he recognized, others were new and dangerous.

“Ben…” Rachel said his name as though it were part of a confession and then stepped even closer to him. Ben felt his body reacting instinctually, pulling her into an embrace and letting his lips find hers, no thought given to who either of them were or the roles they were supposed to be playing.

The kiss started simply, and then quickly began to grow into something hotter, with a life of its own. Ben let his hands run up her waist as their mouths moved together pushed her back until he had her pinned against the fridge. Rachel’s arms were running across his back, pulling him further in as though she’d been waiting to have him that close for a very long time.

Ben pulled back, parting from her ever so slightly, but enough to let reality fill the void in between them.

What the hell am I doing? What the hell have I done?

Rachel looked as though she in the middle of a similar realization. She coughed and then walked over to the other side of the kitchen, putting more space in between them. Ben looked over at her, the professional looking blue blouse and gray skirt she was wearing appearing almost erotic under his newly evolved gaze.

His cock was rock hard, and it was for her. It was for Rachel, his caretaker and guardian, the closest thing to family that he had in the world.

“I uh, should finish up with dinner,” she said.

“I’m not all that hungry,” replied Ben, feeling his face heat up with embarrassment. “I’m just going to go for a walk. I’ll be back in a little bit.”

“Okay!” Rachel’s voice sounded so confused and so unsure, as though the step the two of them had just taken had also brought her far outside her comfort zone.

We both just took a step into unknown territory.

Ben didn’t go far from the house once he’d left. He circled around the block, looking at all of the houses and trying to think of something, anything, to get his mind off Rachel and what they’d just done.

She had tasted so sweet, so perfect. It was what had been lingering under every interaction between the two of them, for most of the past four years. Ben had almost been fully grown when he arrived in her life, and she’d never known him as a little boy, defenseless and in need of protection. To her, he had always been the one who’d washed up, with lost memories and battle scars.

Still, they had tried. Ben had wondered many times before why Rachel didn’t have any kids of her own, or even a boyfriend, someone to care about. She was a kind woman, but there was a wall between her and much of the world. Ben had snuck in underneath her guard, without either of them realizing just how potentially dangerous of a thing that could end up being.

Ben looked over at some of the buildings on the street he was on, one that ran perpendicular to where Rachel’s house was. He had no emotional reaction, and none of it was familiar to him. He hadn’t run around with other kids and experienced the ins and outs of the neighborhood like that. It didn’t matter to him.

A vibration came from Ben’s pocket. He realized that he’d completely forgotten about his phone for most of the afternoon. He took it out and looked at the screen, finding a couple of messages from Danny waiting for him.

“What happened? Did you score with the new girl?”

“Speaking of which, I heard a rumor about you and her doing something during lunch. WTF?”

“Yo, text me back!”

Ben smiled. At least some things in his life hadn’t changed too dramatically. He tapped out a response letting Danny know that all was well in the world, and he’d tell him in person tomorrow and then hit send.

Without really meaning to, Ben had circled back around to Rachel’s house. He slowed his steps on his way down the street, as though he was taking his time on his way to school, trying to make the last few seconds of freedom last as long as they could.

He opened the front door quietly. The sun was in the process of setting over the horizon, leaving the ground outside lit with an intense, orange light. It made all of the rooms without the lights turned on in the house look shadowy and foreboding.

Rachel must be up in her room. Should I say something to her?

The idea of talking about what had happened made Ben feel strange and uncomfortable. He wanted Rachel, but as what? A caretaker? A friend? A lover?

I wish the two of us could just let this memory go, too, like I’ve let so many others go before it.

A plate of steak, potatoes, and green beans had been left on the dining room table for him, the food arranged in a way that perfectly showcased Rachel’s cooking skills. Ben sat down and started to eat.

It didn’t take him long to finish eating, and he brought his dishes over to the sink and began to wash them. Soft footsteps came from the stairs behind him, just audible over the sound of the running water.

Ben was waiting for Rachel to say something, anything about what had happened, but she didn’t. Instead, she walked over behind him and wordlessly wrapped her arms around him, just like she’d done before, and pulled him into a soft embrace.

He switched off the water, dried his hands on a nearby dish towel, and then slowly turned around. Rachel had changed into her nightgown, and from the outline of her breasts, Ben could tell that she wasn’t wearing any underwear underneath.

Ben’s cock was rock hard in an instant. He slowly leaned forward and let his lips find hers, for the second time that night. Fireworks were going off inside his body, and every inch of him ached for her touch. But Rachel held back, only kissing him for a moment before pulling away.

“Ben…” Rachel whispered to him. “I’ll always be here for you, whether you remember who you are, or not. I’m not going anywhere.”

“I know,” said Ben. “I know, Rachel.”

There was so much more that he wanted to say and do, but the line had been reestablished. They were safe again, and even though Ben’s eyes gazed at her body with lustful, horny desire, he managed to keep himself under control.

“Goodnight Ben.” Rachel reached her hand out and briefly stroked his cheek before turning and walking back towards the stairs.

“Goodnight… Rachel,” said Ben.


CHAPTER 6

Ben was a light sleeper, and the next morning he awoke to the sound of the front door being opened. He could hear muffled voices from where he was upstairs, but it wasn’t until he had pulled himself out of bed and leaned toward his door that he could make out what was being said.

“You’re her,” said Rachel. “The girl. The one he says recognized him from before his accident, but refused to tell him anything.”

“Yes.” Emma’s voice was calm, neutral, and matter of fact..

There was a pause in the conversation. Ben debated heading downstairs and intervening, but something held him back.

Just how is it that Emma knows where I live? And what is she doing here this early in the morning?

“Ben is happy,” said Rachel. “He’s been living here in Emerald Hills for the past four years, and he has a new life now. He doesn’t need anyone to ruin that for him, especially not someone from his past.”

“I’m not just someone from his past,” said Emma. “I know him. Better than you ever could.”

Ben stood up and slowly crept across the floor until he could see the two of them downstairs, standing across from each other with guarded body language.

“Excuse me, I’ve been here for him this entire time,” said Rachel. “If he matters so much to you, why weren’t you around after the accident?”

“You have no idea what you’re talking about,” said Emma. “Do you think I didn’t want to be? That I didn’t want to be by his side?”

“I don’t know you.” Rachel’s voice was cold, colder than Ben had ever heard it before. “And I don’t know what happened to Ben before he washed up here, and who did it to him. So when it comes to you and what you have to say about Ben, I don’t know what to think.”

“For fuck’s sake, his name isn’t even-“

“Good morning.” Ben was still wearing just a t-shirt and boxers, but he couldn’t wait even a second longer. He walked down the stairs and did his best to smile casually at Rachel and Emma.

“Ben…” said Emma. “I was just stopping by to see if you wanted to walk to school together?”

Ben stared at her, his heart beating almost out of his chest, and then took a deep breath.

I have to know…

“Emma,” he said. “What’s my real name? I mean, what was it… before the accident.”

Ben felt a soft hand come to a rest on his shoulder. He turned and saw that Rachel had moved up beside him, a concerned but also slightly intrigued look on her face.

“”Brandon,” said Emma. “That’s your name. Or I guess, your old name.”

Ben smiled.

“I knew it started with a B,” he said. “I was pretty close.”

Emma took a step closer to him and Rachel did the same at his side. For a moment, it felt as though the two women were fighting to crowd him more effectively, staring at him and leaning to be in front.

“Does that help at all?” asked Emma. “Do you remember anything?”

Ben started to shake his head no and then stopped.

The dream of the storm.

“This isn’t anything I’ve started remembering just recently, but I’m sure that I was in the water the night of my accident.” He stopped and rubbed his chin as he searched his spotty memory. “It was raining, and there were sharp rocks jutting up.”

Emma blinked a couple of times in quick succession. Her face flashed with what looked like pain and sorrow, but only for the briefest of seconds.

“There was… an accident, that night.” Emma’s words fell out of her as though exiled by her irregular breathing. “I never found you. I thought that you were, well…”

“If you’re going to insist on forcing yourself into his life, you should at least be a little less vague,” said Rachel. “What accident? What happened that night?”

Emma just shook her head, her entire body tensing and shaking slightly. Ben searched his mind with all the willpower and focus he possessed, but not even the slightest trace image of what had been happening before he’d been in the water came back to him.

“Rachel, it’s okay,” said Ben. “I believe her.”

He walked into the kitchen, and both women followed. Ben took a couple of cups down from the cupboard and began pouring coffee that Rachel had brewed earlier.

“My memory is gone,” he said. “I’ve come to terms with it. Maybe it will come back later, maybe it won’t. But I am who I am, and after the past four years, I’m not sure that anything I’ve forgotten will have that much of an effect on me.”

Emma held up one of her hands, as though in protest.

“Ben, how can you say that?” She looked almost as though she was going to cry, and as bad as Ben felt, he couldn’t take his words back. It was the truth.

“It doesn’t mean that I don’t want to remember,” said Ben. “And it doesn’t mean that I’m a completely different person. I just have to keep going forward, and in the near future, I can’t count on having all of the happy childhood memories that everyone else takes for granted.”

“They weren’t all happy, Ben,” said Emma in a soft voice. “You can trust me on that.”

Rachel finally intervened, pulling Ben over to a plate with sausage and toast on it at the dining room table.

“You’ll be late if we sit here arguing for much longer,” she said.

“You’re right.” Ben smiled at Rachel and then nodded over to Emma. “Are you hungry?”

Emma shook her head, but walked over and took a seat across from him at the table. Rachel continued watching them, but only out of the corner of her eye as she began buzzing around the house and finishing her morning preparations.

“Do you want to come to my place after school today?” Emma asked the question in a quiet voice, right after waiting for Rachel to walk around the corner into her room.

“Uh… sure, I guess.”

How is it that she can be this forward?

“It’s still a little lacking in furniture, given how recently the move was,” said Emma.

“Are you sure your parents won’t mind?” asked Ben. “I mean, I only have Rachel here, who is anything but a parent, and still…”

He half expected the older woman to appear back in the kitchen at his mention of her name.

Yeah, Rachel’s definitely not a parent. I’m not so sure just what she is, anymore…

“That won’t be a problem,” said Emma. Her voice had a curious tone to it, and Ben was just about to push a little further when he saw the clock.

“Oh man, we only have twenty minutes!” He shoved the last of his toast into his mouth and stood up. “Come on, we’ve got to get moving.”

Emma smiled at him and walked around to the other side of the table, taking his hand into hers. It felt so warm and soft and for a moment Ben’s heart fluttered as he looked into her beautiful eyes.

“I’ll see you later tonight, Ben.” Rachel walked down the hallway towards them, eying Emma and the hand holding with what looked a lot like jealousy. “I have to work late, but I’ll be sure to come and talk to you before I turn in.”

Rachel reached her hand forward and softly touched the side of Ben’s head. Then she leaned in, slowly and confidently, and kissed him right on the lips. Ben’s entire body hummed with hot, lustful potential.

She pulled back before the boundary had been entirely broken, and then waved to him as she walked back over to the bathroom. Ben scratched his head and looked at Emma, whose expression was smoldering with fury.

“That didn’t seem like a very motherly kiss,” she whispered.

“I told you, Rachel isn’t…” Ben stopped in midsentence as I tried to think of how to explain it.

If she’s not like a mom to me, then what exactly is she?

He ended up just shrugging his shoulders. After rushing upstairs to throw some clothes on, he and Emma headed out through the front door and started walking to school.

The walk felt normal, almost too normal. There was something about Emma that made Ben feel little unnerved. She was right there beside him, walking with cute little steps as though she was any other girl. Her memories, what she knew, gave her a power over him. He didn’t feel as though she was taking advantage of it, but it was still there, impossible for him to ignore, and impossible to not take into account.

"Ben," said Emma. "You don't have to be nervous around me."

He smiled at her and shook his head. It was hard for him to know whether or not he could even keep his emotions hidden from her. She apparently knew him better than he knew himself, but Ben still struggled with trusting her and being entirely forthcoming with his thoughts.

Why won't she just come right out and tell me? Who was I before?

"It's just going to take some getting used to," said Ben. "I feel like my entire life has turned on its head. I'm not sure if I am who I think I am anymore."

Emma reached over and took his hand in hers again. She looked at him with understanding eyes, and for a moment Ben felt a glimmer of a memory float on the horizon of his mind.

"Everything will make sense to you once you start to remember," said Emma. "I know how hard it must be. And I know... Well, I know that it affects more people than just you."

Ben couldn't stop thoughts of Rachel from entering his mind. She was the real victim here. He was on the verge of getting his memories, his life back. She was on the verge of losing him, or at least that must be what it seemed like to her.

Before Ben could contemplate situation any further, footsteps sounded on the concrete from behind him. He looked over his shoulder to see exactly who he’d expected. Danny was headed their way, with a self-pleased smile across his face.

"The two of you are walking to school together now, too?" Danny was looking at them in a slightly exasperated expression, as though he couldn't believe how close they gone in a single day. "Don't tell me that you slept over at his house, Emma, did you?"

Ben felt his face against heat up. He turned to Emma, who was also blushing, but with a strangely flattered looking smile along with it.

"Shut up, Danny," said Ben. "Don't project your dirty mind onto the two of us!"

Danny laughed and seamlessly merged into the group of them.

“But seriously, though,” said Danny. “The two of you have gotten awfully close, awfully fast. Are you guys…?”

Ben glared at his friend. The question was not one that he wanted to have to answer, not yet. On the surface, Emma was everything he could want in a girl. Gorgeous to the point of having her pick of guys, and yet still interested in him for who he was on the inside.

It’s the fact that she knows what’s on the inside better than I do that makes it weird.

“We’re just friends, Danny,” said Ben. “Emma just moved here, it’s still a little early for that kind of thing.”

He looked over at Emma, as though expecting her to agree with him, but she said nothing. A deliberately awkward silence hung on the air for a long moment, and then Danny began cracking jokes. Ben forced himself to laugh at them and pretended as though everything was still the same as it had been for the past four years.


CHAPTER 7

“I’ll see you at lunch, man,” said Danny. “If I were you, I’d head straight to class. Cliff isn’t too thrilled after what happened yesterday.”

Ben couldn’t stop himself from smiling as he watched Danny disappear around the corner of the school’s hallway. He hadn’t given it much thought, but the memory of Emma’s lunchtime kiss the day before felt like revenge after all of the beatings the wrestler had given him over the course of his high school career.

Emma was still walking next to him, holding her hands behind her back and swaying in a little closer with every other step.

“I have gym class first thing,” she said. “I guess I’ll see you after school, if you still want to hang out?”

The way she asked the question was timid and meek to the point of being cute, coming from a beautiful teenage girl. Ben nodded and smiled at her, but there was a voice in the back of his head that was impossible to ignore.

You have to get her to tell you more.

“Emma,” he said. “What I said before, about the two of us being friends… I meant it.”

The look on her face was crestfallen. Ben held up one of his hands and continued, feeling as though leaving it at that without explanation would bring her to tears.

“I mean, you remember me, right?” He scratched his head, choosing his words carefully. “I can tell that I meant something to you. And I’m sure you meant something to me, too. But if you don’t tell me, if you don’t help me remember, it’s as though we’re starting over from square one.”

Emma had a conflicted expression on her face, one that Ben struggled to make sense of. It looked as though she wanted to agree with him, but at the same time, there was something holding her back.

“That’s… true,” she said. “I guess I was hoping that you’d start to remember on your own, just by being around me. Or at least, I hoped that, well, the feelings might still be there.”

She took one of his hands into hers and held it for a moment. Ben did feel something, a flutter in his chest, and warmth in his heart as he looked into her eyes, but not the depth of emotion that he knew Emma was hoping for.

“I need to know, Emma,” said Ben. “Please…”

“I’ll tell you, Ben,” she said. “But not all at once. We should take it slow. It’s going to be a lot for you to take in, and it would probably be better if we took it-”

“Well look what we have here!” Cliff’s voice sounded down the school hallway, coming from the direction of Ben’s locker. He saw the wrestling captain’s posse before seeing the boy himself, hidden behind several fit, lanky teammates.

Ben stopped right where he was and waited for the group to approach. His first impulse was to do what he usually did and stand his ground with as much righteous indignation as he could muster. But Emma was with him, adding a complication into the mix.

“I’m headed to my locker, Cliff, and then to class,” said Ben. “You should do the same. Midterms are coming up in a few weeks.”

“Midterms, that’s cute.” The group slowly formed a circle around the two of them, and Cliff stepped forward and into Ben’s face. “Your new little girlfriend is pretty cute, too. What’s her name again? Ericka? Erin?”

Emma smiled at Cliff.

“It’s Emma,” she said. “And I’m glad you’re here. I wanted to apologize for what happened at lunch yesterday.”

Wait, what?

Emma was looking at Cliff with a strange gleam in her eyes, and stepped away from Ben and towards the wrestling jock. Ben had never seen Cliff look so pleased with himself before.

“Oh, no apology needed,” said Cliff. “I admit, I came on a little strong. How about we go and get to know each other a little better down in the quad?”

“That sounds nice.” Emma reached her hand out and took Cliff’s, and Ben felt his heart sink as the entire world came crashing down around him.

And then, in an instant, Cliff was screaming out in pain. He held up his hand and revealed an index finger that was grotesquely broken, folded at the side like a snapped twig.

“Fuck!” yelled Cliff. “Fuck, fuck, fuck!”

Emma pulled Ben forward and out of the group, which was momentarily stunned by what had just happened. He was as shocked as they were and stared at Emma with a greater feeling of suspicion than he’d ever felt before.

What the hell did she just do?

“Sorry, but there was no way he was going to leave us alone.” The two of them stopped in front of Emma’s locker, and she quickly began to grab her books as the first bell sounded over the intercom.

“Emma, you broke his finger,” said Ben. “He’s not going to leave me or you alone after that!”

“Whether he leaves us alone, or not,” she said. “He won’t forget the pain.”

Ben was at a loss for words. He just stared at Emma, the beautiful, dangerous mystery of a girl that was suddenly a part of his life. She caught his gaze as she closed her locker and leaned in to give him a quick peck on the lips.

“I’m still new here, I can’t be too late for first period,” she said as she walked away. “See you after school, Ben!”

He silently watched her go, and then turned and hurried to his own locker. The hallway was empty by the time he’d gotten his books out for his first class, and he did his best to speed across the school and to the room.

Mrs. Mead was the English teacher, and luckily, she was more forgiving of late arrivals than most. Everyone else had already settled into their seats when Ben stepped in through the door, but Mrs. Mead just sighed and waved her hand toward his desk.

“Sit down, Mr. Faye,” she said. “Don’t start making this a habit.”

Ben nodded, and took his seat. He pulled out his textbook and listened as the teacher continued with her lesson.

“So what was Kent’s punishment after he was recaptured? Who can explain just why it was significant?” She drew a table on the board with chalk and waited for one of the girls in front to raise her hand.

“Uhm, he was whipped,” said the girl.

“Not just whipped, but bound and lashed,” said the teacher.

Bound… and lashed?

Mrs. Mead went on talking, but Ben couldn’t hear her. His heart was pounding in his chest and he felt beads of sweat begin to form on his forehead. Suddenly, the classroom faded to black, and he was somewhere else.

***

“Bind his hands!” A commanding male voice echoed in his ear. He was struggling, and it felt as though more than just his life were on the line.

“Don’t! He’s sorry, he’ll apologize, just leave him alone!” A girl’s voice, full of panic but also strangely familiar to him, came from his left.

“He will be sorry when I’m done with him,” said the man. “Don’t worry, his daddy will still be able to recognize him when I’m done. I’m sure the photos of sweet little Brandon all bloodied and broken will go a long way towards convincing him to play ball.”

Ben tried to scream, only to find that something was in his mouth. It felt like he was suffocating, and terror began to course through his veins as naturally as blood.

“You’ll want to close your eyes for this, boy,” said the man. “It’s going to be painful. But given the pain you’ve caused us over the past few days, it’s only fair.”

“No!” The girl’s voice was almost drowned out by her wet, body wracking sobs. “Please, don’t hurt him! Please!”

The pain was indescribable. It was enough to make it impossible to think or do anything other than suffer. Ben wasn’t sure if he was screaming or not.

Where… am I?

***

“Get him to the nurse’s office, now!” Mrs. Mead’s voice was worried and urgent. Ben could feel cold tile underneath his head.

“I’m… fine.” The words were almost inaudible as they left his mouth, and then everything went black.


CHAPTER 8

My back… is on fire.

“He still looks like he’s in pain. It’s against school policy for me to give him any pain killers without consent from his legal guardian, but if this keeps up, he’s going to need to go to the emergency room.”

Ben recognized the voice as belonging to Ms. Langston, the school nurse. His teeth were clenched, but he pulled a deep, deliberate breath in through them and tried to focus on what was going on.

“I think he’ll be okay if he just rests for a little bit,” said Emma, from the other side of the bed.

“Can you give me any more information on what triggered this episode?” asked Ms. Langston.

“I wasn’t there,” said Emma. “I only came because…”

Wait, what is Emma doing here? What am I doing here?

Ben slowly willed his eyes open and tried to sit up on the clean, white sheet covered cot that he was lying on. A hand came to rest on his chest, and he closed his eyes again as the bright fluorescent lights made his pupils hurt.

“Don’t try to get up just yet,” said Ms. Langston. “You need to rest. You fainted during your first period class.”

“I… fainted?” Ben tried to think back to what had been happening, but his mind seized up as though he was trying to remember a painful, headache inducing nightmare. His back still hurt, and he could just barely remember the whip and the evil man’s voice.

“Ben, it’s okay,” said Emma. “The nurse is right. You should try to sleep for a bit.”

“Emma…” Ben’s thoughts were hazy, but a single fact hung on his mind that eclipsed both the confusion and the pain.

Emma was there. Emma knows what happened, and why I can’t remember.

“I’m fine, really.” Ben forced the lie out and his body forward into a sitting position. His eyes began to focus, and the first thing that they saw was the worried expression on Emma’s face.

“Ben, you aren’t fine,” she said. “You need to rest for a bit longer.”

The nurse was talking on her cell phone over in the corner of the room. She hung it up after a moment and turned back towards Ben and Emma.

“I have to head down to the lunchroom to check on a student that claims to have a peanut allergy.” She shrugged her shoulders and looked at Emma. “If he says he’s okay enough to go back to class, then it’s fine.”

“But he’s not!” Emma crossed her arms in protest.

“Then try to convince him to stay here,” said the nurse. “Whatever it was seems to have passed, at this point.”

Ms. Langston left through the door and closed it behind her. Ben struggled further up on the cot, turning to the side and putting his feet on the ground against the protesting looks of Emma.

“Ben, you need to rest for a bit longer before heading back to class.” She held the back of one of her hands up to his forehead, as though checking him for a fever.

“I’m not headed back to class,” said Ben. “I’m getting out of here for the day. And uh, I want you to come with me.”

Emma’s face lit up, as though she was a little flattered by his suggestion.

I hope she doesn’t get the wrong idea.

“Are you sure?” asked Emma. “I mean, you’re heading home to rest, right?”

Ben shook his head and started walking towards the door. His feet were still a little shaky, and his head throbbed with every step.

“I thought we could just walk together and talk,” he said. “There is a lot I need to ask you. We can head over to your place. Rachel might stop in for lunch if we go to mine.”

Emma nodded slowly. She looked a little worried about something, but Ben ignored it.

“Alright,” she said. “That’s… fine, Ben.”

The nurse’s office was near the school’s front entrance, but Ben and Emma still had to walk by the door of the main office in order to get there. He held Emma’s hand in his, and pulled her along quickly as they went by it, not stopping to glance in through the clear windows or let anyone inside glance out.

It was a nice day outside, bright and sunny with only a hint of wind. Ben didn’t say anything until they’d reached the far side of the parking lot and were walking into town.

I have to approach this carefully.

“Emma,” he said softly. “When I passed out during class, my English teacher was talking about the book we’re reading in class.”

Emma didn’t say anything, but looked over at him with sympathetic eyes.

“She was asking us about a scene in it where one of the characters was captured and whipped.” He paused and felt a hot chill run up his spine. “I remember being whipped. And I remember… that you were there, with me.”

Emma’s hand squeezed his tightly. Ben looked over at her, but it was impossible to tell what she was thinking from her expression.

“Do you remember anything else?” she asked, in a quiet voice.

“I remember the storm, the night that I washed up,” he said, shrugging his shoulders. “Somehow, I get the feeling that you were there for that, too.”

Emma started walking faster, almost as though she was physically trying to get away from Ben’s line of questioning. She never let go of his hand, and if anything her grip on it only tightened.

“Ben, we didn’t just know each other, back before you lost your memory,” she said. “We were… close. We were really close.”

“I figured as much,” said Ben. “Please, stop beating around the bush. Just tell me what happened. Tell me what it is that I’ve forgotten!”

Emma was silent for a couple of seconds. She turned around a street corner into a residential area and pulled Ben along with her. Finally, she turned and looked back at him over her shoulder.

“You were whipped because you tried to escape, Ben,” she said.

“Escape from who? Was I a prisoner, or a hostage, or… what?” Ben’s heart was beating faster in his chest.

I’m so close to the truth, please Emma!

She shook her head and shrugged her shoulders. Ben could tell that her aloofness was an act, but the reasons behind it were still a mystery to him. Anger ran hot through his blood as he stared at the pretty girl, a strange enigma of secrets and obsession.

“Tell me, Emma!” Ben stepped forward and took her by the shoulders roughly. She stared back at him with eyes that were full of sadness, not fear.

“We were prisoners, in a sense,” she said, almost in a whisper. “They took us from our parents, and they tried to ransom us. We were ten years old when we first met, just two little scared children, with no hope.”

Ben paused as he ran the sentence through his head.

We were held for ransom?

His head began to hurt again, but he continued to search every scrap of memory in his conscious and unconscious mind for hints of the truth.

Emma looked almost like she wanted to cry. She turned away from him and began walking forward, faster than she had been before, and without holding Ben’s hand.

“It’s right up here,” she said. “My place. Come on, we can talk more once we get there.”

The two of them walked in silence for a minute or two more, and then Emma stopped. The house they were in front of was drab and deep in disrepair, and Ben expected her to keep walking, to lead him around the corner or across the street. But she didn’t, and walked up to the front door, gesturing for him to follow.

“This is it,” she said softly. “Come on in.”

Ben furrowed his brow and followed after her, doing his best to not make judgments on the peeling paint job of the exterior and splintered wooden floorboards of the porch. It was a small, single story house, and the properties on either side looked to be either abandoned or foreclosed.

“Are your, uh, parents home?” Ben asked the question cautiously, realizing that he’d never talked much with Emma about her living situation.

“Not exactly,” she replied.

The inside of the house was only slightly nicer than the outside. It was clear that the wooden floors had been scrupulously swept and cleaned but there were still stains deep within the grain that suggested that it had been years, possibly decades since they’d had any real work done on them.

The living room was sparsely decorated, with only a single couch along the back wall for furniture, and no carpet. Ben glanced around for a TV, or computer, or anything to distract him from the assumptions his mind was attempting to jump to about Emma. She had a neutral expression on her face, as there was nothing out of the ordinary about the residence.

“I’ll get us something to drink,” she said. “Have a seat. You can relax, it’s just the two of us here.”

“Uh, okay.” Ben shrugged his shoulders and sat down on the couch, which was very drab looking and a little dusty. The room had an ancient scent to it that reminded him slightly of an antique store that Rachel had brought him to once.

“I have some beers if you want one,” said Emma. “Or soda, if that’s not your thing.”

“Beer, yeah that’s fine,” said Ben.

I might as well try to be polite. It’s not as though it really matters how nice her house is.

Emma was smiling and holding two bottles when she came back out. She joined Ben on the couch and handed him one.

“I’m sure you still have questions for me, Ben,” she said. “It’s not as though I don’t want to answer them. I was just hoping… well, I’m still hoping, that you’ll start to remember some more on your own.”

Ben took a sip of the beer and looked at the girl sitting next to him. Emma was so gorgeous, and yet so different from anyone else that he’d ever met. He couldn’t help but wonder about his missing memories, about what it was that had happened between them in their captivity that had tied the two of them so closely together.

“I understand, I guess,” said Ben. “You’ve given me a couple of basic details. I get that we were both… kidnapped? Is that how it was?”

Emma nodded.

“Okay, so we were both kidnaped, and held for ransom,” said Ben. “It was brutal, just judging from what little has come back to me, but obviously we escaped at some point. Is there anything else that’s crucial for me to know right now?”

Emma opened her mouth to respond and then hesitated. For the briefest moment, Ben could see conflict on her face.

“…No,” she said. “That’s pretty much it, Ben.”

Ben nodded, took another sip from his beer, and then almost jumped in surprise as Emma pushed herself closer up against him.

“I guess part of what I don’t want to have to tell you…” Emma slowly ran one of her hands up his leg, and excitement began to course through Ben’s body like electricity. “Is how close the two of us were, for those four years. That’s something I want you to remember really, really badly.”

“Emma…?” Ben was a little bewildered, but he set his beer down on the ground and didn’t resist as she moved closer to him.

Why don’t I remember any of this?

She placed a soft kiss on his lips, the type of kiss reserved for two people who share a sensually, well-formed love. Ben let his hands slide down to her waist as she continued kissing him, on the mouth, on the cheek, and then on the neck.

“Ben,” she whispered. “I… I missed you so much.”

Her hand rubbed his crotch with deliberate, aggressive affection. Ben felt his cock slowly began to harden underneath her touch and began to kiss her more passionately.

Regardless of what might have happened between the two of them years ago, the experience of making out with a girl on a couch, the two of them touching and petting each other freely, was still new to Ben. He was clumsy, and whether it was due to an actual lack of experience or from the gaps in his memories, it didn’t matter.

“Just relax,” whispered Emma. She took one of his hands and guided it up to her breast. Ben felt it through her t-shirt, so big and soft underneath his palm. Emma kissed him again, and then leaned away as she pulled her shirt up and over his head.

Am I lucky or am I cursed? What did we go through for her to feel this way about me?

Emma’s fingers were deft and efficient as they unbuttoned and unzipped Ben’s pants. She pulled them down and then kissed him again, first on the lips, and then on the neck, and then on his chest and stomach.

The kisses continued all the way down until her face was right in front of his boxer covered bulge. She kissed that as well, first through the fabric, and then, after sliding her fingers into his waistband and pulling his underwear down, right on the skin.

“Oh man, Emma!” Ben was in disbelief. He stared down at her as she smiled up at him, eyes full of excitement and flirtation.

“Ben,” she whispered. “I’m so glad that I found you.”

She pushed her lips forward, kissing the head of Ben’s cock as though it was no different from kissing his face. Ben groaned in pleasure and felt his hips jerk forward involuntarily, sliding the tip of his member into her warm, wet mouth for the briefest of moments.

“Sorry…” he whispered. Emma just smiled at him and wrapped one of her soft hands around his dick.

She moved her head forward and began to slowly kiss every inch of his shaft as though it was imperative for her to be thorough about it. It was torture of the most pleasurable kind, and Ben could feel his cock heating up and growing harder by the second.

Finally, Emma began to use her tongue along with her lips, licking Ben’s cock as though it was a fast melting popsicle on a hot day. Ben couldn’t stop himself from moaning, his eyes blinking and staring down at the beautiful teenage girl in disbelief.

This feels like a dream.

Emma smiled up at him as though she could read his mind, and then slowly moved her mouth back to the head of his penis. With deliberate slowness, she brought his cock to her lips, and then into her mouth, letting her soft lips create a seal against it as she began to suck him further and further in.

“Oh…wow,” moaned Ben. He had never experienced anything like it before in his life. Nothing could match the feeling of her mouth, and it almost felt a little scary. She suddenly had a strange power over him, this beautiful, mysterious girl that seemed to know him better than he knew himself.

Emma looked as though she was enjoying giving him the blowjob as much as Ben was enjoying being on the receiving end of it. She took her time, sucking and slurping with little cute, lewd noises. She was an expert at it, as far as Ben could tell from his limited sexual experience. The fact would have given him pause if it wasn’t for how enamored she appeared to be with him.

“Oh yeah,” whispered Ben. “Emma, I’m…”

The girl didn’t slow down, even for a second. She sucked Ben off faster and faster, bringing more of his cock into her mouth until it was poking against the back of her throat. It was an odd sensation, but everything about the situation was odd.

Ben stared down at her and realized that she looked even more beautiful with her chest exposed than she did clothed. He wanted to take her bra off, and her jeans off, and everything off, until he could experience her naked body as it was meant to be seen. As Emma bobbed her head back and forth, her boobs jiggled with a tempting eroticism that was captivating for Ben to watch.

Without really thinking about it, Ben let one of his hands come to a rest on the back of her head. Emma’s eyes flashed with recognition, and suddenly Ben felt his was on the verge of remembering something. The pleasure was building in his crotch, and as her tongue wrapped around his cock inside of her mouth, Ben felt himself pass over an invisible limit.

“Emma!”

He held onto the back of her head as his cock began to blast out its load, hot and sticky and determined. Emma sucked down every drop, staring up at him with her gorgeous eyes the entire time as if looking for his approval. She continued sucking even after his cock had sprayed its last string, all the way up until the moment when it started to relax.

“Emma…” whispered Ben. He was spent, and he pulled his boxers and pants up as he felt his body melt into the couch. Emma pulled her t-shirt back over her head and smiled at him.

“I’m going to go make us a snack,” she said. “Wait right here.”


CHAPTER 9

“Hey Emma, where’s your bathroom?” Ben could hear chopping noises coming from the kitchen, along with the sound of water working its way to a boil.

“It’s just down the hall, on the right,” said Emma.

Ben stood up and glanced towards a hallway on the other side of the room. It was dark and dingy looking, with only a single light bulb hanging from a cord on the ceiling above. He headed down it, again feeling a little put off by how strangely off the entire inside of the house looked.

Maybe it’s just a work in progress? Though it doesn’t look as though there has been much work done to it, yet.

The door across from the one that Emma had directed him towards was open the tiniest crack. Ben ignored it at first, but light draft blew from somewhere behind him, creaking it ever so slightly further open. He stepped through the door immediately did a double take at what he saw on the other side.

The walls were covered in pictures of him, in various different sizes. His jaw dropped open, and he took a slow step into the room, turning in a complete circle and feeling his stomach begin to twist and know up as he saw the extent of the photos.

Some of these were taken recently. Emma has been… following me? Watching me?

Every inch of the wall in front of him was filled of photos of him, some with Danny and him walking together, others taken from the outside through windows in his house or school. All of them were incredibly unnerving to look at. The other walls had more photos, and disturbingly, they were all still of him. The entire room was like some kind of sick, voyeuristic shrine, with him as the figure of worship.

“What… the fuck?” Ben took a step back and bumped into a table. He turned and looked at the surface of it and saw something that made the situation suddenly feel much, much worse.

There were guns on it, lots of them. It took him a second to realize what they were, and another second to acknowledge that they weren’t props or toys. Ben lifted one of them, a pistol, up in his hand. Somehow, he could tell from the weight that it was most definitely loaded. Strangely, the gun felt a little familiar in his hand.

“You weren’t supposed to see this room.” Emma was standing in the doorway, her gaze downcast, abashed and guilty.

“Emma…” Ben was still holding the pistol, and suddenly it felt as though he needed it in his hand. “This is like, some serial killer stuff.”

“I can explain!” She took a step towards him and Ben instinctively raised the gun a little higher, not pointing it in a threatening way but making it clear that he wanted her to keep at a distance.

“How can you explain this?” asked Ben. “There is no explaining this, Emma!”

She shook her head from side to side, her eyes pleading for a second chance.

“Your parents don’t live here,” said Ben. “Do you even have parents, Emma?”

“Do you have parents, Ben?” Emma’s voice was just a whisper.

A long, tense moment went by without either of them saying anything. Ben tried not to look at any of the photos of himself as beads of sweat began to form slowly on his forehead.

I have to get out of here, now!

“I’m leaving, Emma,” said Ben. “I don’t care what you know, or what you have to say. You might have come here to find me, but I want nothing to do with you, from now on.”

“Ben!” cried Emma. “Hold on, just listen to me!”

“No!” Ben pointed the gun at her and moved forward. Emma took a step back, not so much out of fear, but almost as a way of compromising, taking a new approach in the hope of getting him to hear her.

“I love you, Ben,” she said, her voice wracked with emotion. “I thought you were dead for so long.”

Ben took a step into the hallway. He lifted the gun up and pointed it not at Emma, but at the ceiling. He knew that he had to get out of there and away from her, but some part of him held him in place.

Who is this girl? Who am I, to have her stalking me?

“Ben…” Emma took a step towards him, and he flinched back. His first instinct was to point the gun at her, but she had no weapon of her own. It was as though she trusted that he wasn’t going to shoot her, as though she trusted in that fact more than Ben did himself.

“Emma,” said Ben. “You need to stay away from me. Leave Emerald Hills, and don’t come back. I’m not interested in…”

He paused, unable to find the words to express what he was feeling. Instead, he just shook his head back and forth and then turned around.

“Ben!” cried Emma. He didn’t stop walking and sped up as he made his way to the door. He paused for a moment before leaving, making totally sure that Emma was still in the hallway before putting the pistol down on the floor and then sprinting out into the street.

Ben didn’t stop running until he was completely out of breath. He didn’t head home, even though he knew there was no point in misdirection. If Emma was following him, she already knew where he lived. She knew where he went to school, she knew that Danny was his friend and most likely where he lived, as well. And she knew so much more than just that, about everything that Ben had forgotten.

“Fuck!” Ben was headed out of town and towards the eponymous hills of Emerald Hills. There was a real estate sign on the lawn of a nearby house that was for sale, and he pulled his fist back and punched it as hard as he could.

Emma… Why did you come here in the first place?

Ben kept walking as he regained his breath. It was still early in the afternoon, but the sky was getting cloudy, and combined with what he’d just discovered, it gave the day a rather ominous feeling.

Emerald Park, the town’s foremost recreation and nature preserve, was just ahead of him. Ben felt as though he needed to sit down and take a breather, regain what he could of his composure before heading home and trying to make sense of the day.

There was a path that snaked its way through the park’s hills, and alongside it were some benches. Exhausted, Ben walked over to one and sat down hard, closing his eyes and taking a second for himself.

His back still hurt. It must have been years since the original injuries healed up, but the scars seared on his skin as though they were from the day before. Ben winced as he remembered the fainting episode and what he’d heard as he went down.

She had been yelling for them to stop. Maybe I made a mistake…

There was a noise from over in the street. An unassuming black van had pulled up alongside the park and slowed to a stop. There was something about it that made Ben’s blood run cold, and he looked at it out of the corner of his vision, trying not to turn and stare at it directly.

It was waiting for something, or someone. Ben sat on the bench and waited along with it, for someone to get out, or for it to move. It never happened.

After one of the longest minutes of his life, Ben stood up, wiped sweat off his forehead, and started walking deeper into the park. It was on the town’s flank and of a decent size, but there was little to no foliage cover outside of a couple of trees on its edges.

As Ben rounded the first corner in the path, he heard the unmistakable sound of a van door sliding open. He began to jog forward, off the path and up one of the hills, fighting the panic that was welling up inside his chest.

It’s just a van, probably with some workers or a family inside it

Ben sensed danger of a kind that was impossible to talk himself out of. He broke into a sprint as he headed up the last ten or so feet of the hill, falling forward and using his hands to pull himself forward, along with his feet.

As he made it to the top, he glanced over his shoulder and back at whoever was after him. There was nothing there. He could see the van from where he was, and all of its doors were closed.

Am I just being paranoid?

He shook his head, remembering the pictures of himself and the guns that he’d seen in Emma’s room. It all had to fit together somehow. She had tracked him here and whether she was an actual threat or not, he needed to be on guard.

Ben took several deep breaths and tried to calm himself down. He felt his heart rattling against his ribcage and did his best to will it to a slower rhythm. Then, after glancing as far around the park as he could, he began jogging down the other side of the hill.

There was a bike path that ran along one the side of the park nearest to the town, and it was usually its busiest attraction. Ben walked over to it quickly, listening as intently as he could for footsteps, or anything coming from behind him.

He could hear some, and they were growing louder and closer by the second. Ben let his body tense up, and right before his pursuer closed in on him he whirled around, hands clenched in fists.

“Whoa whoa whoa!” Danny lifted his arms and stepped back. “Easy there, slugger.”

“Danny…” Ben sighed, and glanced over his friend’s shoulder. “Is the van still there? Did you see anyone?”

“What van?” his friend asked. “Dude, what are you talking about?”

“The… black van.” Ben brought a hand to his face, feeling a little ridiculous. “Never mind, it’s nothing.”

“Man, you should be in bed right now, resting,” said Danny. “I heard about what happened in first period. You don’t look so hot.”

Ben forced a smile and started walking down the bike path with Danny.

“Yeah, maybe you’re right,” he said. “It’s been a really long day.”


CHAPTER 10

The two of them walked back into town together. Danny insisted on getting Ben home to rest, and he didn’t object, his mind too clouded by thoughts of Emma to formulate any real objections.

“You’ve had me worried lately, man,” said Danny. “Between today’s fainting episode and the way you’ve been throwing yourself all in with the new girl, I’m not sure what to expect.”

“Yeah, well, neither am I,” said Ben. He and Danny slowed to a stop in front of his house. Rachel’s car wasn’t in the driveway, which didn’t surprise Ben.

She usually doesn’t get off work until late in the evening.

“Promise me that you’re going to stay in bed for the rest of the day,” said Danny. He had a surprisingly stern look on his face that Ben couldn’t help but smile at.

“You got it,” he replied. “To be honest, I feel like I could use the extra sleep. I’ll see you tomorrow, Danny.”

“See you later, man.” Danny clapped a hand on Ben’s shoulder and then turned and walked away.

Ben slowly headed up the front steps and in through the door. The house was quiet and dark, and the air inside was cool. He kicked off his shoes and walked over to the couch in the living room, collapsing down onto it to rest just as he had promised he would.

Am I safe here, right now? Am I safe anywhere, anymore?

A sound came from the kitchen as if to punctuate his point. Ben sat up in surprise. He turned towards where it had come from, expecting to see Emma, or at the very least a threatening figure. There was nothing there, and after a minute his heart slowed back to its resting rate.

Ben willed his eyes shut and tried to get some actual sleep. It felt impossible, with too many thoughts fighting for his mind’s attention for him to be able to relax. After a while, without realizing it, he drifted off.

“Ben? Are you home?” The sound of the door opening and Rachel’s voice coming through it reached Ben at the same time. He sat up on the couch and rubbed his eyes, feeling the strangely unique sort of confusion that comes with napping during daylight hours.

“Yeah, I’m right here, Rach,” said Ben. “Just… taking a nap.”

She shut the door behind her and shuffled into the kitchen with grocery bags in her arms, her high heels clacking against the floor with every step.

“Is everything okay?” she asked. “You sound totally worn out.”

She’s always been so perceptive, almost like some kind of mind reader.

Ben sighed. There was no point in beating around the bush, not with her.

“I had… an incident at school today,” he said. “During first period.”

“What? Why didn’t they call me?” asked Rachel.

“It wasn’t a big deal,” he said. “I just, uh, fainted during class.”

Rachel hurried into the living room, a worried expression on her face that hurt Ben a little to see.

“Oh my god!” She sat down next to him on the couch and set a hand on his leg. “Ben, are you okay?”

“I’m fine.” Ben gave her the most reassuring look that his tired face would allow. “Really, I’m fine. It was just a one time thing, and I woke up after a minute.”

Rachel didn’t look convinced. She slowly rubbed her hand across his leg and leaned in closer. Her touch was soft against him, and Ben couldn’t help but stare at her, dressed in her professional work clothes, but as gorgeous as ever.

Does she even realize the effect she has on me?

“Tell me what happened,” said Rachel. “Were you tired, or did you hit your head, or…?”

“I… remembered something.” Ben shook his head. It was hard for him to think back to it, almost painful. It felt like he was forcing himself to look directly into the sun, risking pain and potential injury to see something that was just beyond his eyes’ focus.

“Ben, you can tell me.” Rachel was even closer to him now, and Ben’s heart was beating furiously. He didn’t know whether it was from the memory or from her.

Instead of answering her with words, Ben reached down and slowly pulled his t-shirt up and over his head. Rachel watched him with a curious, but understanding look on her face.

“My scars,” said Ben. “These scars… I know where I got them from, now.”

He turned around on the couch so that Rachel could see his back. Some of the first memories that Ben had formed after the accident involved the scars, involved him seeing the crisscrossed,  painful looking lines, long since healed, but still frightening to behold.

“Ben,” whispered Rachel. “They… could have been from the fall, that day in the storm, or from your early childhood.”

Ben shook his head. That was what the doctors had said, but they had been as clueless as he was about them, with no memory of how they’d come to be. He’d been that way for so long, and now he knew the truth.

“They didn’t,” said Ben. “I was a prisoner, or a hostage, before. I tried to escape, and they took a whip to my back.”

“Are you sure?” asked Rachel. “How can that be? Are you sure that you’re remembering correctly.”

She began to run her hands across his back, touching and tracing his scars with a mixture of love, empathy, and sadness. The scars had been hot and throbbing all day since he’d remembered, but as Rachel moved her hands across them, they began to cool as if her touch could somehow heal.

“I’m sure,” said Ben. “I talked to Emma about it.”

Rachel’s hand tensed up. She leaned in closer to Ben and set one of her hands on his shoulder. He could feel her breath against his neck, hot and humid, and her big soft breasts pushed against his back.

“And what did she say?” Rachel’s voice was quiet and wavered with an emotion that Ben couldn’t identify.

“She told me…” Ben thought back to the conversation they’d had. “Well, it was vague, but she confirmed what I guess I already knew. We were both kidnaped from our parents and held for ransom. We… I guess we were close. And I tried to escape at least once and got these in return.”

Rachel gave his shoulder a soft squeeze.

“You can’t trust her, Ben,” she said. “She isn’t telling you everything, I just know it! You can’t trust her. Only trust what you remember on your own.”

The pictures and the guns… I can’t tell Rachel about those.

“You’re probably right,” said Ben. “I just hope I do eventually start to remember on my own.”

Ben felt Rachel’s arms wrap around him as she pulled him into a soft reverse hug. Her body was so warm, warmer than it should have been. A strange emotion began to well up in his heart, and he felt it spread down into his lower half, exciting him and sparking illicit thoughts.

“Rachel…” Ben turned around in her grasp. Her gorgeous eyes were full of a forbidden desire of their own, and even though it made Ben feel strange and weird to acknowledge it, he understood it perfectly, and felt the same way.

“Ben,” she whispered softly. “I’m here for you.”

The two of them slowly came together, their lips meeting in what began as an innocent kiss, and quickly evolved into something much, much more. Ben let one of his hands wander up to the older woman’s big breasts, feeling the softness.

One of Rachel’s hands began to move in the same way, sliding up Ben’s thigh and onto his crotch. His mouth dropped open as he felt her begin to massage his quickly hardening cock.

She’s been almost a mother to me for years. What in the world are we doing?

“It’s okay, Ben,” whispered Rachel, again seeming to read his mind. “We don’t have to shy away from the way we feel. You’re 18, now.”

Ben slowly nodded, wondering if he was being honest with himself or if he was just overcome by his own hormones. Rachel leaned forward and kissed him again, stroking his member through his pants as she did.

“Oh god, Rachel,” whispered Ben. He felt her tongue push into his mouth and was instantly pulled into a new reality, one full of crazy, forbidden possibility.

Has she felt this way the entire time? Have I?

Ben began unbuttoning her blouse, his finger moving with clumsy, inexperienced eagerness in his rush to bring her breasts into view. Rachel just smiled at him, the same smile that he’d seen her give when she’d peer at him hunched over his desk, working on homework.

“Here,” she whispered. “Let me help.”

Watching her take her blouse off felt erotic, almost like receiving a lap dance from a passionate stripper. Ben blushed as his eyes locked onto her cleavage as it came into view. Rachel was an impeccably beautiful woman, he’d noticed it so many times in the past, and always wondered why it was that she chose to remain single.

Maybe, just maybe, it was because of me.

Rachel slipped off her blouse and moved back against Ben. The two of them began to make out in earnest, lips and tongues moving together and slowly developing a shared rhythm. Ben was confused, but his cock pushed against Rachel stiffly, as though it had never been so confident and sure of anything before.

“Ben,” whispered Rachel. “I’m going to take your pants off…”

She spoke in the same caring, affectionate voice that Ben had become so familiar with over the past four years. Slowly, he nodded his head. It looked like part of Rachel was just as conflicted as he was, and the way she unzipped the fly of his jeans with delicate, shaking movements only served to confirm it.

“Rachel, I…” Ben trailed off, unsure of what he wanted to say.

I think we’re crossing a line? I think we should keep things as they are? I think… I love you?

Of course Ben loved her. The type of love he felt now was something else, a different breed. It could almost be better described as lust, but there was something else with it, something much more intense, emotional, and human.

Rachel slowly worked his boxers down and began to touch his hard cock with her soft, perfectly manicured fingernails. It felt amazing, and shivers of pleasure and erotic electricity coursed through Ben’s body.

She straddled him on the couch, sitting on his thighs so that his cock poked up right in front of her crotch. Her long, beautiful legs spilled out of the tight skirt she had on as it rode up to her thighs. Ben could see a smile on her face, along with a number of other conflicted emotions.

“I want to help you, going forward,” whispered Rachel. “Ben, I want to help you with whatever you need. I want to show you just how much I care.”

Ben inhaled sharply as Rachel began to slowly jerk off his cock, letting her warm, soft palm pull it up and down. She had on a set of bracelets that made light jingling noises with every movement, as though they were sounding the bells over what was happening.

“Rachel,” moaned Ben. “Oh god…”

Her technique was perfect. She was at the peak of her sexuality, a beautiful, older woman with experience and sensuality.

I never imagined, never even dared to imagine, that this could ever happen. Rachel…

Rachel began to push her hips forward, grinding herself against the underside of his cock even as she continued to stroke him off. It was an amazing feeling, and Ben’s mind began to run wild with even more ideas. They lived together, under the same roof. She was almost like a mother to him, and he was almost like her son.

But that wasn’t it. That wasn’t what made her hands feel incredible as they worked his cock, giving him more sexual pleasure than he had ever experienced before in the life he could remember. Rachel knew exactly what she was doing, and she was doing it for him out of love.

“It’s okay, Ben,” she whispered. “We’ve grown so close over the past few years. There is nothing wrong with two adults sharing their feelings with each other.”

Ben slowly nodded and then reached his hands up to her breasts. She was wearing a white lace bra and as much as he wanted to take it off her, part of him still felt timid and cautious. She was Rachel, the woman that had supported him all throughout high school, cooked and cleaned for him, chastised him when he misbehaved. She was Rachel, and she was giving him a soft, tender, loving hand job.

Slowly but surely, Rachel began to intensify her pace. Ben’s cock was dripping pre-cum onto her hand, but she treated it as though it was some kind of reward, rubbing it against the skin of his hard on and continuing to pump up and down.

Ben let his hands come to a rest on her waist. For a moment, he pulled her back and forth to match with the rhythm of her movements. It was easy for him to imagine that the two of them were doing more than they actually were, that his cock had struck gold underneath her dress and pushed into truly forbidden territory. The thought made his face feel hot, and Rachel smiled at him knowingly.

“Just relax, Ben,” she whispered. “I know you’re close.”

Her words felt as though they were an embodiment of the truth, making it a reality as she spoke. Ben felt his cock heating up in her hands, standing to full, achingly hard attention as she sped up her stroking. He reached up and grabbed her breasts, pushing his hips forward as he finally found his release.

“Rachel!” His cock blasted out its load, spraying it up into the air like a geyser long overdue for eruption. His seed rained down on his crotch and stomach, a bit of it dribbling onto Rachel’s hands as she milked the last few drops out of him.

Slowly, Rachel got up off the couch. She didn’t say anything as she walked into the bathroom, returning with a small hand towel that she used to clean the cum off Ben.

“You should get some rest,” said Rachel. “We can talk more about what happened in the morning.”

Ben wasn’t sure if she meant what he’d remembered, or what had just happened, or both. He nodded and then gingerly pulled himself to his feet, pulling his boxers and jeans back on.

“Thanks,” he said. “For being here for me.”

“Of course,” said Rachel. “I’ll make you a light dinner and leave it on your desk, in case you get hungry.”

Ben nodded and then walked down the hallway to his room. As he stepped through the door, his heart began to beat faster, and faster, until it was racing within his chest. Suddenly, he was no longer in Rachel’s house, or in Emerald Hills.

***

“I’ll leave some food for you, in case you get hungry.” The voice was soft, feminine, and caring. Ben could see metal bars, and a beautiful woman dressed in a long white gown on the other side of them.

“You will get used to it,” said the woman. “It’s not so bad here. Whether your father pays up or not, we will get our money’s worth. And you will learn to enjoy what we do.”

***

Ben’s breathing was heavy and ragged. He managed to take a couple of weak steps forward before fainting, landing on his familiar bed in a cold sweat.

What if I don’t want to remember?


CHAPTER 11

“You are weak. In order to survive, you must be strong.”

Ben was being led forward by the hand. The hallway he was headed down was dark and damp, with humid air, as though there’d been recent flooding.

Where am I? What’s going on?

“Your father has not been as agreeable as I’d hoped,” said the woman. “As any of us had hoped.”

Her voice was soft, kind, and so incredibly familiar. The two of them walked underneath a single lightbulb hanging from a cord in the ceiling, and Ben could see her clearly. She was older, in her mid to late thirties, but still gorgeous, with an attractive face and voluptuous body.

Who is she, and why does it feel like I know her?

“This will be painful,” said the woman. “But you have to go through it, if you’re going to stay among us. Even as our ward, death is something that you must learn to master.”

Ben opened his mouth to ask her what it was, but no voice came out. He was too scared to talk, too scared to even realize and comprehend his own fear.

The two of them reached the end of the hallway, which spilled out into a large, circular room. At the center of it was a pit, with only the very edges, the shape of it, visible. The center contained an inescapable darkness, so intense and complete that Ben could only wonder at how deep it might be.

His heart began to race, and his hands clammed up. His body knew what was intended for him even before his conscious mind had made the connection.

“This is both your first test and your father’s first warning,” said the woman. Her words were terrifying, and yet still somehow strangely comforting.

Who is she, and why does she make me feel so…?

Before he had time to complete the thought, her hand was pushing on the center of his back. Ben tried to steady himself, but there was no railing around the pit. One of his feet tried to regain purchase in thin air and he tumbled forward.

“Noooooo!” His voice came back to him, but only for the moment of the fall. The ground at the bottom was dirt and sand but from the height that he’d dropped from it was enough to knock the wind out of him. Ben coughed and slowly pushed up to all fours, the hairs standing up on the back of his neck as he realized that he wasn’t alone.

Wait, this is…

***

Ben sat up. It was still dark, but not as dark as the pit. He was back in his bed, back in his room, back to being who he remembered.

His sheets were soaked in sweat, which, along with the cold air, made him feel chilled to the bone. He sat up and climbed to his feet, glancing out the window and still seeing stars in the sky.

Just a dream…

Unlike most dreams, Ben could still remember every vivid detail of it. The face of the woman in white was burned into into his mind, or rather it had been burned into it a long, long time ago.

He walked out into the living room, not bothering to pull on a t-shirt or sweatpants to supplement the thin pair of boxers he was wearing. His heart was still racing, and with it was a sense of deep unease, as though something bad was about to happen, but he couldn’t put his finger on exactly what.

“Ben? What’s wrong?” Rachel’s voice echoed down the hallway. He heard her soft footsteps approaching and turned to see her walking towards him, clad only in the tiny, insubstantial nightgown that he’d seen her in so many times before.

“Nothing,” he said. “I just… had a bad dream.”

He sat down on the couch and Rachel walked over and sat down next to him. He felt better, just having her there, but he felt something strange and a little exciting along with it.

Last night, the two of us took things to a new level.

Their relationship could never go back to the way it had been. Ben knew this and so did she, and the heat that simmered in the air between them was proof of it. Rachel set one of her hand’s on Ben’s leg, and he immediately felt his body begin to react and respond to her touch.

“Was it a dream, or a memory?” asked Rachel. Her voice was soft and understanding, and it both put him at ease and made him ache with desire.

“It was both,” said Ben. “It was… definitely both.”

Neither of them said anything for a moment. Rachel leaned in closer to him, cupping his cheek in one hand and rubbing his leg with the other. Ben was acutely aware of the way her big, soft breasts pushed out against the thin fabric of her gown.

More than anything he wanted to take them into his hands, to take her, and enjoy her as a woman. The thought felt so wrong and so right in his mind, a conflict of emotion.

Rachel, just what are you to me? A friend? A guardian? A… lover?

She kissed him softly on the lips and then pulled back, leaving Ben feeling strangely disappointed.

“I’ll make us some coffee and breakfast,” she said. “It’s only another hour or so until it will be time for you to leave for school, anyway.”

“Okay… thanks.” Ben’s chest felt warm as he watched her stand up and walk into the kitchen. He was confused, and not just because of the dream. The past couple of days had spun his life onto a new course, and he wasn’t sure how to navigate it.

“What was it about?” asked Rachel. “The dream.”

Ben could hear her pulling plates off the drying rack and setting them down on the table. He shivered involuntarily as his mind drifted back to the moment in the pit, the empty darkness and the woman in white.

I can’t tell her. Not this, not yet.

“I… don’t remember.” It was a lie, and Ben was horrible at lying. It was hard for him to see the look Rachel gave him over her shoulder in the dark of the kitchen, but he knew what it was without having to.

“Oh,” she said. “Okay then.”

Ben could tell from her voice that he was hurting her by keeping her at arm’s length. Unfortunately, it didn’t feel as though he had a choice. Rachel was threatened by what his memories represented, another life before her, one that could potentially take over and pull Ben away from her.

Maybe her fear is justified…

The woman in white’s hand had been so soft. In Ben’s mind she was representative of something almost holy and angelic. Whoever she had been to him, he knew that she had been very close and very dear.

“Ben… Here.” Rachel was standing next to him with a mug in her hand, and it took him a second to come back to reality.

“Oh, thanks.” He accepted the coffee and took a slow sip, feeling his senses coming to full alert as the hot, caffeinated liquid worked its magic.

“I have to leave early,” said Rachel. “But I should be back on time tonight. Let’s have a relaxing night, together.”

She caught his eye for a moment, and Ben felt a thrill of anticipation course through his body. It was impossible to tell just what Rachel meant by that or where a night together would lead. Not after what had happened, not with the way they saw each other now.

“Okay,” said Ben. “I’d like that.”

There was a brief, silent moment where the two of them just stared at each other. Ben took in her body, the outline of her beautiful assets so clearly visible through her thin nightgown, and felt his instincts react the same way that any man’s would. Rachel stood there like some kind of beautiful prize, daring him to push things further.

“You should head upstairs and get dressed,” said Rachel.

“Oh, right.” Ben smiled as he glanced down at his mostly naked body, his boxers covering so little. “I’ll… see you later.”

Rachel stepped a little closer to him as he walked by on his way to the stairs, just close enough for him to pick up the scent of her sweet, flowery perfume.

“I’ll leave breakfast on the table for you,” she said. “I have to get ready, too.”

It only took Ben a couple of minutes to grab everything he needed. It was still early, but he was too anxious to wait around the house any longer. He needed to face the day ahead of him and put the past aside.

Rachel had left a bagel with some bacon next to it on a plate for him. Ben wolfed both of them down as he headed out the door, the sound of the shower running coming from the bathroom and putting strange ideas in his mind.

I can’t think about Rachel that way,,, can I?

The sky was overcast and it made the morning look much darker than it would have otherwise. Ben walked toward Danny’s house, figuring that he could try to catch his friend and walk to school with him if he was still around.

Standing at the end of his street, wearing a long hanging blouse over tight black leggings, was Emma. Ben slowed his pace as he neared her, wishing that there was a way for him to get out of having the encounter.

“Ben,” she said softly. “Ben, please, just listen to me.”

Ben shook his head.

“I’ve already listened to you Emma.” He stopped in front of her and stared at her blankly. “I’ve listened to you, and I’m not sure if any of what you’ve told me has been the honest truth.”

“Ben, I love you!” Emma’s voice was full of emotion. She moved forward and took one of Ben’s hands into hers. He took a step back and pulled away, feeling his own inner conflict intensify.

“What…” He took a deep breath and shook his head more vigorously, as though it was a ward against her words. “Emma, I don’t know you. I don’t remember you. And at this point, I’m not even sure if I can trust you to fill in the blanks about what I’ve lost.”

“You have to trust me, Ben,” said Emma. “I came here to find you. You can’t just wave your hand and make me go away.”

I can’t make any of this go away, but that doesn’t mean I have to go along with it.

Ben stopped talking and started walking, continuing towards Danny’s house. He glanced back at her one more time and saw that she was still standing where she was, her body slowly shaking as silent sobs began to wrack her chest.

“I’m not giving up, Ben,” cried Emma. “I can’t give up. Ben, you don’t understand!”

Her words were from the heart. Ben didn’t trust her, but somehow he knew, at that moment, that she was telling the truth. Part of him wanted to stop, to go back, to console her and do whatever it took to make her stop crying.

But his feet continued carrying him forward, away from her.

None of this makes any sense. I need to remember who this girl was, and fast.

Danny was waiting outside his house. Ben’s face was still a mask of conflict and despair, even after several minutes of walking.

“Jeez, did somebody run over a dog in front of you?” Danny clapped his hand on Ben’s shoulder and shook him playfully. It took all of Ben’s strength to manage a smile, but somehow he did it.

“Sorry, I just had… a bit of drama on the way here,” said Ben.

“Let me guess, it’s over that new girl?” Danny started pulling Ben forward down the street at a slightly quicker pace. “I’ll let you in on a little secret, man. All women are crazy!”

In my life right now, I’m not sure what it means to be crazy… and what it means to be sane.


CHAPTER 12

“We’re early,” said Danny. “That is really, really good. Especially considering how pissed Cliff still is at you and the new girl. Uh… speaking of which…”

Danny gestured over his shoulder. Ben turned around and saw Emma walking about a hundred feet behind them, staring at him with a mixture of desperation and despair in her eyes.

“Come on,” said Ben. “Let’s get inside. I missed the last half of my classes yesterday. I can’t afford to be late.”

After the two of them walked into school, Ben split off from Danny and headed upstairs to his locker. He was half expecting Cliff to be already there, waiting for him, but the coast was clear.

Emma did break his finger, after all. Maybe he learned his lesson?

He sighed and began pulling his books out of his locker. He could feel somebody’s gaze on his back, and knew without even needing to turn that it was her.

“Emma, look, this is getting creepy,” said Ben. “Just drop it already.”

“Eat lunch with me today.” Emma’s face was serious and determined. “I can’t explain everything, but if you just give me a chance, I can at least show you that you can trust me.”

Ben shut his locker and gave her a long look. Her outfit looked amazing on her, and it was a little hard for him to imagine her as anything other than a cute, fun loving teenage girl.

A teenage girl with a shrine devoted to me and more firepower than the police department.

“I’m not making any promises, but I’ll let you sit next to me during lunch. That’s it.” Ben turned away from her and started walking down the hall. He heard her clap her hands together in excitement and then quickly step after him to keep pace.

“That’s good enough!” she said. “Ben, when you start to remember… I mean, if you remember, you’re going to feel a little silly about all of this.”

Will I? Or will I wonder why I ever let her get this close to begin with?

“I have to get to class,” said Ben. “I’ll see you later.”

He turned away from her at the hallway’s intersection without waiting for her to respond and hurried off to his first period class. It was a Friday, which meant that he was actually in study hall. Unfortunately, with the classes he’d missed over the past few days, he’d have more than enough work to keep him busy during it.

Ben was the first person to get to his study hall, excluding the teacher, a quiet, unassuming man named Mr. Jenkins. He marked Ben off on attendance and turned back to grading papers. Ben took his books out and began doing work.

Other students began to file in, most of them bringing raucous energy with them that Ben couldn’t have matched in his current state if he tried. He focused on catching up with the classes that he’d missed as Mr. Jenkins took roll and quieted things down.

“Good morning, Mr. Jenkins.” A tall, casually dressed and confident woman stood at the door of the classroom. Though he didn’t see her often, Ben immediately recognized her as Principal Anders, the relatively young and open-minded head of administration at Emerald High.

“Oh, good morning, Principal Anders,” said Mr. Jenkins. “What can I do for you?”

“I need to take Ben down to the office,” she said. All of the heads in the room pivoted to look at Ben. He raised his eyebrow as he thought carefully about his activities for the past few days.

They usually don’t send the principal down to handle someone skipping class, do they?

“Uh, okay,” said Ben. “Is there something wrong?”

Principal Anders shook her head.

“We just need to talk to you about a couple of things,” she said. “You aren’t in any trouble.”

The students in the study hall began to whisper to each other. Her reassuring words no more convinced Ben than anyone else.

If I’m not in trouble, then what is this about?

Mr. Jenkins coughed into his hand and waited to see if the principal was going to give him anything else to go on. She wasn’t. Ben followed her out of the room and down the hall.

“Ben, I remember hearing about your unique situation when you first enrolled in Emerald High.” Principal Anders walked at a deliberately slow pace, and it made Ben feel weirdly self-conscious as other students passed them by, shooting them curious glances. “I was only the assistant principal back then, but we discussed how to accommodate you at great length.”

“Well, uh, I appreciate that.” Ben scratched his head, feeling more than a little confused.

“There is a woman here to ask you a few questions about what you can remember. I know it isn’t much.” Principal Anders put a hand on his shoulder as the two of them turned and stepped into the main office. “Just do your best to answer what you can, Ben. The only reason we’re bothering you with this is because it could potentially help with a very serious investigation.”

She led him into the room that was reserved for sectioning troublesome students off with the disciplinarian. It was empty and relatively clear of furniture, save for a basic looking desk with two chairs on either side of it. Sitting in one of them was a woman with long black hair, wearing a strangely masculine looking suit jacket and jeans.

“Hello, Ben,” said the woman. “My name is Kate Connors. I’m a private investigator looking for someone who can help me with my current case.”

Ben sat down in the free chair and then looked back at the principal. She smiled at him and then stepped back.

“I’ll give the two of you a minute to talk alone.” Principal Anders closed the door as she left, giving Ben one more of her signature reassuring looks. 

“What’s this about, Mrs…” Ben trailed off as he saw her shake her head.

“Ms. Connors,” she said with a smile. “I’m not as old as I look, you know.”

Ben felt a little foolish at his mistake, even though he knew it was a harmless one.

Is this part of her strategy, to make me feel as uncomfortable as possible?

“Relax, Ben,” said Kate. “Look, I’ve already talked to your principal about who you are and how you ended up here. I was led here by only the barest scraps of information in the first place, so I’m not expecting much. Have you ever heard of a group called The Syndicate?”

Ben shook his head, but somewhere deep within the depths of his mind, something was stirring. It made him feel uneasy all over, his stomach twisting inside his abdomen, and his toes clenching ever so slightly.

“I know you probably don’t remember much, or anything…” Kate reached into her pocket. “But have you ever seen this woman before?”

She set a photo down in front of him. Ben’s eyes widened as they locked onto it.

It’s her.

The woman from his dreams was turned away in the photo, but wearing the same angelic white gown, her long blonde hair, and eye catching body exactly as he remembered. The photo looked like it was taken from a hidden vantage point, at a distance.

“This…” said Ben, his heart beginning to race in his chest. “Who is this?”

“Lenka Ivanov.” Kate slid another photo across to him. “She was once like a mother to you, though I’m not sure if you can remember.”

Ben took a look at the new photo and felt his breath catch in his throat. Lenka was in it, still wearing her white gown, but with a wolf on either side. Ben’s head began to throb painfully, and as he tried to calm himself down, the dream from the night before was suddenly pulled into focus.

***

The pit was dark. Ben had fallen onto his stomach after landing, his face pushing into the ground and tasting the dirt and sand. He spat and coughed, and slowly lifted himself into a sitting position.

“Lenka!” Ben cried. “Please, Lenka! I can’t!”

He ran to the curved sidewall and tried desperately to climb up it. The wall was high enough to prove challenging for his tiny body and without any light, it was impossible to know if there were even any handholds in the rock for him to work his fingers into.

A noise came from the other side of the pit, from behind him. Ben instantly went silent as he sensed the killer instinct of whatever was with him in the pit. He slowly turned, shivering with fear as he stared into the darkness.

“Please,” he whispered. “Lenka…”

Ben heard the creature growl, and moved just in time to avoid it as it leaped forward into the place where he had been standing a fraction of a second earlier. It was a wolf, a juvenile, not yet fully grown. From the way it bared its fangs at him and slowly approached, lacking even the slightest trace of uncertainty or fear, it did not appear to make much of a difference.

Walking on the sandy floor of the pit was wonky and Ben tripped after taking a couple of backward steps away from the wolf. The beast was on top of him before he had a chance to roll over. All Ben could do was hold his arms up over his face and head, feeling the wolf’s sharp teeth sink unremorsefully into his arm.

“Ahhhhh!” His cry echoed throughout the pit, up to the ceiling and back. Drops of blood, his own, splashed onto his chest and face. The growling of the wolf shook him to the core and made the pain feel almost mild in comparison.

Without really knowing what he was doing, Ben began to strike back. His left arm was free, and he lashed out at the wolf with it, progressing from open handed slaps, to punches, to using his fingers to gouge into the creature’s eyes.

It let out a cry of its own and flinched back. This time, Ben was on top of it, slamming his fists down, pushing his knee into the beast’s abdomen, and quite literally fighting for his life.

The encounter felt like it had gone on for an eternity when it finally came to an end. Ben couldn’t see the wolf, but it was limp underneath him as he slammed one of his bare feet down into it for the hundredth time.

“Good.” Lenka’s voice floated down into the pit, like an angel speaking down from heaven into hell. “Very good, Brandon.”

Brandon… My old name really was Brandon.

***

“You look like you just remembered something,” said Kate. “Care to share?”

Ben took a deep breath and shook his head.

“I just uh, yeah, I remembered something.” He wasn’t sure if he was doing the right thing or not by be honest with the private investigator, but it was hard for him to think clearly in his current state.

“What was it?” asked Kate.

He sighed and set his hands down on the desk. On his right wrist and forearm, he suddenly noticed old scars that he’d long since learned to ignore.

“I’m not sure if I can help you track down Lenka,” said Ben. “But I remember a bit of what she did to me. What happened to me in her care. Whatever she was to me…”

He trailed off and shook his head.

“I’ll cooperate in any way I can, Ms. Connors.”

Kate smiled and nodded to him.

“We’re only just getting started, Ben,” she said. “I have more to show you. Much more. If you’ll take a look at-“

The door behind the two of them opened, and Principal Anders stood in it, a disapproving and protective glare set into her eyes.

“Ben needs to get back to class,” she said, her voice sounding a little cold. “His attendance record has been rather poor lately, and it’s important for him to catch up on his work.”

Kate held up a hand in protest.

“Excuse me, Mrs. Anders, if you don’t mind I would just like to-“

“I do mind,” said Principal Anders. “And judging from the look on Ben’s face, so does he.”

Ben didn’t say anything. He wasn’t sure what he felt or wanted at that moment. As Principal Anders stepped back and gestured for him to follow her, his legs lifted him up out of the desk and began walking towards the door.

I could learn so much more… But how much is too much?

“I’ll be seeing you again soon, Ben,” said Kate. “My investigation is just getting started.”

Ben still didn’t say anything.


CHAPTER 13

Study hall went by quickly, mostly due to Ben’s studious approach to catching up on his work. The next period, French class, was much the same. Ben focused on the lesson as intently as he could, using the instruction as a way of distracting himself from his confusing thoughts.

The bell for lunch rang and Ben took his time walking to the cafeteria. The lunch room lines were usually long and arduous, a pain to have to wait through, and so he was in no hurry. When he finally did arrive, the hum of students chatting and enjoying each other’s company as they ate their lunch greeted him warmly.

Ben instinctively turned when he saw a hand wave as he scanned the tables for somewhere to sit after he’d bought his food. Emma was sitting all alone, at a table off to the side, and she was smiling at him.

I can’t just ignore her forever, even if it’s what my gut is telling me to do.

He slowly and warily walked over to take a seat next to her. He didn’t say anything, not at first. Emma looked as though she was just happy to have him there, and waited patiently as he began to chew on the slice of pizza he’d liberated from the lunch line.

“A private investigator came to the school to talk to me today,” he finally said, breaking the silence.

Emma froze in mid movement, her hand halfway into her lunchbox.

“What did they say?” she asked. “I mean, did she want to know anything, or…”

Ben nodded slowly and searched her face for any hidden clues as to just what was going on.

“She told me a little about The Syndicate,” he said. “That was the group that captured us, wasn’t it?”

Emma blinked a couple of times in quick succession. 

“Yeah, it was,” she said softly. “Ben, this isn’t good. If a PI can find us, then there is no way that-“

“Lenka.” The name rolled off Ben’s tongue with familiarity and a strange warmth. “She was the one behind it all. Emma… what was she to us? Who was she? Why is it that she seems so…?”

Why does she seem to be so revered in my memories when so much of what she did was evil?

“She was more than just behind it all, Ben.” Emma took a deep, shaky breath, emotion hanging in her throat like a bad cough. “She was… more than that, to us.”

A surprising kernel of anger formed in Ben’s chest. He slapped his hand down on the table, shaking his plate and drawing the attention of some of the other students nearby. He sighed and forced himself back into a composed state.

“I learned more from five minutes of talking with that clueless private investigator, who came all the way to Emerald Hills to ask me what I know than I have from you in days.” It was impossible to keep his eyes from narrowing into a glare as he looked at Emma. He was mad at her, but also at himself, and his own fatigued, fogged memory.

“I can’t just tell you all of it right off, Ben,” said Emma.

“Why, Emma? Tell me why you can’t!”

She looked hurt, as though his reaction was causing her an almost physical pain. Emma reached her hands over and took both of Ben’s into her own.

“Because I love you too much, Ben.” Her voice was just a whisper, like a tiny, sad little bell. Ben didn’t say anything, and after a second of staring into her eyes, with tears cresting in their corners, he had to look away.

“I do love you Ben, so much,” she said softly. “I… I know how the pictures must have looked to you. And… the guns, too. But it all comes back to you. I came here for you, that room is devoted to you, to finding and protecting you.”

What did I do, what could I ever have done, to make a girl this crazy for me?

“Emma…” Without really thinking about it, Ben rubbed his fingers against her hand reassuringly. She smiled at him, a pained smile that carried all of her chaotic emotions to the forefront.

Ben remembered the dream from the night before, along with the flashback from talking with the private investigator. He turned his arm over on the table and pointed to the faint scars from the wolf bite.

“Did I ever explain to you where this came from?” he asked. “What did I say about it? And what did I say happened after?”

Emma shook her head.

“You didn’t have to explain anything, Ben,” she said. “I was right there after it happened. Do you remember any of that?”

***

Ben was back at the top of the pit. Lenka slowly wrapped a cloth bandage around his wounded arm, the white becoming spotted with red as it made contact with the gash.

“You did well,” whispered Lenka. “I am proud of you. Much prouder of you than you can ever know, honey.”

“Lenka…” Tears welled up in Ben’s young eyes, and he shook his head back and forth frantically. “I didn’t want to kill it. I had to, I didn’t have a choice…”

“I know you didn’t,” she whispered. “It’s part of becoming a real member of our family, Brandon. It’s not something you must feel guilty over, my sweet.”

Ben nodded, his face still feeling hot and flushed from the adrenaline and exertion. Lenka took his hand into hers and began leading him back down the hallway.

She brought him not the cell that he had been in before, but to a new one. It looked similar, with one major, unambiguous difference. Emma was standing in the center of it.

She looks so… young.

“Brandon!” cried Emma. “Oh my god, Brandon!”

“He is okay, dear,” said Lenka. “Both of you are okay and closer to becoming true members of The Syndicate family than ever before. You will be as my children, and I will be as your mother.”

She opened the door to the cell and Ben walked into it on his own. He pulled Emma into a tight hug and felt his entire body hum with warm relief.

“Was it… scary?” Emma asked, her voice tickling Ben’s ear.

“No,” he said. “It was fine.”

***

“I… remember.” Ben stared at Emma back in the lunchroom, his expression softened by the reawakened memory. “At least, I remember what happened after I… killed wolf. Meeting with you, in the cell.”

Emma looked like she was working to contain her excitement. She squeezed Ben’s hands and glowed with an eagerness that he hadn’t seen since the two of them had first reunited.

“I’m so glad! Ben, it’s all going to come back eventually, and then… you’ll understand!”

Her smile was like a warm breeze against the setting sun. It made Ben’s heart begin to beat a little faster, and it was hard for him to meet her gaze without smiling, too.

“Ben, there’s a football game tonight,” said Emma. “I know that you’re going through a lot right now, but maybe it would be nice for the two of us to just be regular teenagers. You know, at least for one night?”

I’ve been a regular teenager for the past four years, up until a couple of days ago. To go back to being that, and with Emma…

“Sure,” said Ben. “Let’s give it a shot.”

Emma leaned forward and kissed him suddenly, her lips soft and passionate against his. For a moment afterward, Ben was at a loss for what to say. She stared at him with eyes full of adoration, full of love.

“We’ve already given it a shot, Ben,” she said. “This is shot number two.”

“Yeah, I guess it is.”

For the rest of lunch, Ben was almost able to convince himself that the two of them really were nothing more than regular teenagers. He asked Emma questions about how she was settling down at Emerald High and she asked him about how his classes were going and what he had for homework.

It’s all just a cute little farce. A distraction from what we both know really matters.

The bell rang, and Emma gave Ben a quick goodbye kiss before heading off. Ben’s next period was Statistics, a class that he’d found himself to have a natural aptitude for. He wasn’t too worried about being behind on his work as he made his way down the hall to it and settled into a desk inside.

Most of the students were already in the room, and Ben was surprised that the teacher hadn’t arrived yet. He took out his books and glanced towards the door as he waited, and instantly did a double take.

Kate Connors was looking in at him from the hallway. The second their eyes met, she slinked away, as if hoping that he would mistake her face for someone else’s. Ben looked around the classroom to see if anyone else had noticed her, but most of them were either making chit chat or reviewing the homework.

“Alright everybody, settle down.” Mr. Evans was young, a substitute turned full time, and he brought a certain energy to teaching that was unique for Emerald High. “We’re going to start today off by reviewing the homework from last week.”

Ben pulled his homework sheet out of his binder and set it on his desk. He looked back towards the hallway, but the private investigator was gone.

“Timothy, would you like to come up to the board and fill in the blanks on the first problem?” asked Mr. Evans. “You can start by-“

The shrill, biting, familiar sound of the fire alarm forced its way into the room, cutting him off. Ben and the other students stood up instinctively, and Mr. Evans waved them towards the door.

“Alright, you guys know what to do,” he said. “Single file, meet up on the school’s front lawn.”

Ben followed the rest of the class out of the room, falling a little behind as he closed his homework back into his textbook.

Usually they announce fire drills at the start of the week. Maybe it’s the real deal this time?

The group moved down the hall with surprising speed as more students filed out from their classrooms and crowded in. Ben was right with the rest of his class up until they reached the intersection, the influx of people cutting him off and leaving him behind.

He felt a hand come to a rest on his shoulder, and when he turned to look, he saw that it belonged to Kate Connors, who stood behind him with a self-satisfied smile on her face.

“I guess now we have a little extra time to finish talking,” she said. “Come on.”


CHAPTER 14

The fire alarm was still blaring in Ben’s ear as Kate Connors took him by the hand and led him forward. They weren’t heading towards the school’s front exit, or any of its exits, for that matter.

This is pretty bold, especially considering that there was no guarantee that I’d say yes.

The private investigator stopped in front of a door that Ben had never really noticed before. She opened it and pushed him through it in almost a single movement, stepping after him and closing them in.

“This is… a storage room?” Ben couldn’t see much in the dark, but he was sure that there wasn’t much there to see in the first place. Calling it a room was an exaggeration, really it was nothing more than a glorified closet.

“Ben, there is more to what I have to ask you and tell you then what we went over in your principal’s office.” Kate Connors pushed both of Ben’s shoulders flat against the wall behind him. He couldn’t see her face in the dark, but the intensity of her body language almost gave her an aura of seriousness.

“What is it?” asked Ben.

And why is her telling me so important that she’d risk taking a chance on a stunt like this.

“I know more about The Syndicate than I let on in our little interview,” said Kate. “I also know more about you, Ben.”

The closet was tiny, and even within it, Kate was standing closer to him than she needed to. Ben could feel her breath against his skin as she spoke, the close proximity giving the encounter a strangely intimate feel.

“Then tell me,” said Ben. “I’ve been remembering bits and pieces, but nobody has been willing to actually tell me everything I need to know.”

“For me to be able to trust you with this information, you need to agree to work with me and me alone.” Kate put one of her hands on Ben’s chest and leaned into him. His heart was racing underneath it, and he tried to focus on what she was saying instead of how hot the room was suddenly beginning to feel.

“What are you talking about?”

“The girl that you’re friends with,” said Kate Connors. “Emma. She cannot be trusted.”

Emma… can’t be trusted?

Ben didn’t say anything. Every moment that went by with the two of them in the tiny closet felt like it raised the stakes in some invisible poker game, with the chips on the table representing their control.

Is she bluffing? Can I risk calling her on this?

“How do you know that she can’t be trusted?” he finally asked.

“I can’t tell you just yet.”

“Then how am I supposed to-“

“Let me make this simple for you, Ben.” Kate leaned in even closer, and an excited, hot chill ran down Ben’s spine. “I’m sure Emma is offering you what she can to keep your trust. Whatever she’s offering you, I’ll outdo it.”

Ben didn’t have to wonder long about exactly what she meant by that. One of Kate’s hand slipped down and slowly began to cup his already hardening cock with gentle, practiced touches.

“Her or me, Ben,” she whispered. “I’ll actually answer your questions and tell you what’s going on.”

Ben started shake his head and answer her, but before he could, Kate had set one of her fingers against his lips. She pushed forward, letting her soft breasts mash into his chest, and then slowly slid herself down to the ground.

He was confused, but his body acted like it knew exactly what was going on. The blood rushed to his cock and turned it into an achingly hard rod as Kate began to unbutton and unzip his jeans.

“I’m very serious about this job, Ben,” she whispered. “You’ll understand why soon enough, but for now, just lean back… and enjoy.”

Ben couldn’t clearly see what she was doing in the dark, but the sensation was unmistakable, if still a little new to him. Kate Connors had worked his erection out of his boxers and was slowly rubbing her lips against the tip of it. His cock throbbed and stood at full attention as the older woman slowly began to plant kiss after kiss on it.

“Oh god,” moaned Ben. “This is…”

This is wrong. What would Rachel say, if she knew this was going on? Or Emma?

He had almost summoned the willpower to put a stop to the strange seduction when Kate brought the head of his penis into her mouth. She sucked on it with practiced coordination, and soft, wet, wonderfully pleasurable control.

“Jesus…” Ben was breathing heavily, his breath light in his lungs, and his heart beating as though in a race against a metronome.

Lewd sucking noises came from below as Kate worked her head back and forth, pleasuring the teenager as though making him cum really was part of her official assignment. Ben felt for the wall behind him and slowly leaned back on it, and Kate responded by setting one of her hands against his thigh and pushing herself into even closer contact.

Maybe I’ll just let her keep going for a few more seconds…

Her technique was unlike anything Ben had experienced before, though his examples for reference were admittedly very limited. She would open her mouth wide as she pushed her head forward, taking his cock in as though letting a bird enter a cave. Then, she’d close her lips, push her tongue up against the underside of his shaft, and slowly pull back, sucking Ben off like a practiced tease.

“Oh man,” Ben moaned and felt the private investigator begin to intensify her pace. The pleasure building in his crotch and cock was becoming almost overwhelming in it intensity. He tapped her on the back of the head as he felt himself cross over an invisible line in the sand, but Kate just kept sucking.

Ben’s hips jerked forward involuntarily as he began to cum, pushing the head of his cock against the back of Kate’s throat in a way that was almost rude. She didn’t even flinch, and continued sucking as string after string of Ben’s seed blasted into her mouth.

The pleasure made Ben feel as though he’d just slipped into a warm bath. He leaned back against the wall and closed his eyes, feeling good at first, and then suddenly very guilty.

This was a betrayal, of both Emma and Rachel. This… shouldn’t have happened.

“Have we reached an understanding, Ben?” asked Kate. “I want you to work with me. With my help, you’ll be able to get your memories back, and all I ask for in exchange is a little trust.”

Ben didn’t say anything and spent a minute or two just breathing and looking through the darkness at Kate.

“I… don’t know,” he finally said. “I just need a day or two to clear my head.”

He watched as Kate’s silhouette nodded back to him.

“So be it. I’ll be waiting.”

The private investigator opened the closet door and walked off down the hallway. The fire alarm was no longer blaring in Ben’s ears, but he still hurried as he made his way towards the school’s entrance. Students were already on their way back inside, and he spotted his class headed straight towards him. Mr. Evans did not look happy.

“Explain yourself, now,” said the teacher.

Ben scratched his head.

“I uh, was stuck in the bathroom,” he said. “A bad case of diarrhea.”

Mr. Evans sighed and shook his head.

There was only about a half hour of class left after the disturbance. Ben sat through it, unable to focus over the clutter of his distracting thoughts.

Who the hell can I trust, at this point? Everybody has an agenda... except maybe Rachel.

For a while, Rachel was all that Ben could think about. He could picture her soft smile and motherly demeanor so clearly in his mind’s eye, and he wanted nothing more than to be with her, to hug her, and to kiss her. His thoughts shifted into dangerous, forbidden territory, and he did his best to clear his head.

The final bell rang, and after heading to his locker to drop off his books, Ben headed towards the school’s exit as quickly as he could. The day had only made his situation even more confusing, and he wasn’t interested in trying to sort through the mess that awaited him.

He let out a frustrated sigh as he walked out into the parking lot and saw Emma sitting on one of the school’s short stone walls, waiting for him. He shook his head as he walked over and tried to keep his emotions in check.

“Ben,” she said. “I thought we could walk home together, if you wanted…”

“How am I supposed to trust you, Emma?” Ben couldn’t stop his anger from leaking into his voice. “Am I supposed to just brush off the fact that you won’t tell me anything about my past and take your cryptic excuses at face value?”

Emma looked as though his words had cut into her like daggers.

“Ben, what’s wrong?” she asked. “I thought-“

“I talked to the private investigator some more.”

“Wait, what?” Emma stood up and walked over to him. “When did you talk to her? You mean after lunch?”

“During the fire alarm,” said Ben. “Emma, she told me I couldn’t trust you. Why the fuck would she tell me something like that?”

Emma opened her mouth to answer him, but it took a second before her vocal cords actually started to make any noise.

“She… Ben, the fire department said that the alarm was probably triggered by somebody as a prank. It was probably her, but it doesn’t make sense. I mean, why would she go through the effort of pulling the fire alarm, just to get a chance to talk to you some more? Why wouldn’t she just wait until the end of the day?”

That’s a really good question.

“Maybe she wanted to talk with me without you around,” said Ben. “Maybe she knew that you’d come and find me after school.”

“And maybe she was trying to catch you off guard, get you into a situation that she was in control of.”

Emma took a step back from Ben and held up her hands defensively. It was hard for Ben to ignore the depth of emotion in her eyes, and the way it felt as though she was looking into underneath the surface.

“It’s up to you whether or not you decide to trust me, Ben,” she whispered. “But I’m not ever going to hurt you, or betray you. I never could. Never.”

Ben was silent. He felt a flicker of emotion that hadn’t been there before as he looked back at Emma, and for a moment a strange sense of déjà vu washed over him.

“You need to tell me more than that, Emma,” he said. “If you don’t help me remember, you might as well just be hurting me in the long run.”

Emma took a deep breath and then exhaled.

“What do you want to know?” she asked, in a soft voice. “I can’t tell you everything. That would be just as much of a betrayal.”

“Tell me…” Ben thought carefully for a moment. “Tell me what happened after I killed the wolf. What did they make me do next?”

Emma flinched back and suddenly closed her eyes tight.

“I… I don’t want to tell you about that Ben,” she said. “I don’t know how to tell you about that… the man in the cell.”

The man in the cell… my god.

Ben’s legs suddenly felt weak. He took a step forward and sat down hard on the stone wall as a rush of forgotten memories swept him back in time.

***

Ben was pushed into a cell, one that looked a lot like the one that he’d been in before. This one had a man that he didn’t recognize in it, in his mid-twenties and still wearing clean clothes and a clean shave.

“A kid…” said the man. “I ask to speak directly with Lenka, and they send in a fucking kid? Enough jokes!”

The man stood up and walked towards Ben, his body language full of the type of puffed up aggressiveness that only someone with a lifetime of getting their way can pull off. Ben flinched back slightly. His arm had healed over the past few weeks, but it still hurt to move it quickly.

I have to do it. I don’t have a choice, it’s just like before.

“Listen, I don’t care if Lenka is your boss or your fucking mom!” The man was shouting and gesturing with his hands as he spoke. “Tell her that I had nothing to do with my dad’s business. Let me go and he’ll make sure that all of you are substantially rewarded.”

I remember… Lenka already talked with his father. He refused to pay a cent.

“Lenka says that… your father needs some encouragement.”

The man walked away from Ben and shook the metal bars of the cell roughly.

“So figure out a way to fucking give it to him!” he screamed. “I just told you, I’m not involved with my father or his finances. So yeah, maybe on occasion I’d have some fun with the women that he’d buy and sell. Maybe I wasn’t always gentle with them, but it’s none of you and your vigilante leader’s goddamn business.”

Ben gritted his teeth. He’d already heard about the man and his father from Lenka. They were a dynasty of human traffickers, modern day slavers, evil and unrepentant. Part of Ben had hoped that the man would act exactly as he had, full of vitriol and belligerence. It made following through with what he had to do next much easier.

The last few weeks have changed me. There’s no turning back.

Slowly, Ben walked over to the man, who still gazed out through the gaps in the bars, away from him. He pulled out both of the tools of the trade that Lenka had given him from his belt, the taser and the knife. The man turned as the stunner sparked to life in Ben’s hand, but it was too late.

“What? No, hold-“

His plea was cut short as Ben gingerly touched the electric arc to the man’s arm. He shook for a moment and then dropped to the ground in a limp heap.

“Lenka has talked to some of the women that you used and then threw away.” Ben spoke in a whisper as he set the taser down and pulled the man across the cement floor. “The ones that you let live… they told us that they wished that you’d killed them.”

“You’re… just a kid…” The man spoke to Ben in an insubstantial, wispy voice. Ben shook his head.

“I am one of Lenka’s children,” he whispered back.

Ben brought the knife down hard on one of the man’s fingers. He prepared mentally for cutting through the tough joint and sinew, putting more force into the motion than he thought he needed to. The man’s scream was more of a dull moan than anything, but it still made tears of disgust begin to crest in Ben’s eyes.

I have to do it… I am one of Lenka’s children.

***

“Ben! Ben! Are you okay?”

He had passed out. As Ben slowly opened his eyes, he saw Emma’s face in front of him. He had fallen over into her lap, still sitting on the stone wall, and she cradled his head gently, staring at him with worried eyes.

“Yeah, I…” Ben paused. “I’m fine.”

Am I fine? What have I done? How could I have done something like that?

Emma shook her head and looked as though she was on the verge of crying.

“Ben, this is why…” she whispered. “Do you understand now? You shouldn’t have to remember some of the things that you’ve… That both of us, have had to do.”

Ben sat up. He sighed, and then made a noise that was a mixture of a laugh and a sob.

“Emma, I’m sorry,” he said softly. “I’m sorry…”

“You haven’t done anything wrong, Ben. It wasn’t you. It… wasn’t us.”

Ben took her hand into his and rubbed it gently between his fingers.

“I should get back to Rachel’s. Let’s go to the football game tonight.”

“Are you sure? We could just relax, do something a little less public.”

He shook his head.

“No, it’s like you said. Let’s try to be normal teenagers, even if it’s just for a night.”

I was a normal teenager… Up until meeting her. What the hell is going on?


CHAPTER 15

“Yo, wait up!”

Ben was halfway home from school when the sound of Danny calling to him pulled him out of his trance. He turned to watch as his friend jogged to catch up and took a second to force the tense, introspective look off his face.

“Hey,” he said. “What’s up man?”

“That’s what I want to know,” said Danny. “Lately, it’s like you’ve been in your own little world. Or should I say, you and the new girl have created your own little world.”

Ben started to answer, feeling a little guilty at the truth in Danny’s accusation.

What can I say, he’s right…

“Oh come on man, don’t take it personally.” Danny smiled and clapped him on the shoulder. “I didn’t mean it like that. It’s just that I’ve barely seen you this week.”

“Sorry, man,” said Ben. “I’ve had a lot going on. It’s just been a confusing couple of days.”

Danny lifted one of his eyebrows and looked as though he was picking up on a message that Ben hadn’t intended to impart.

“It’s all good man,” he said. “At least one of us is getting laid.”

Ben smiled and playfully pushed his friend’s shoulder.

This is exactly what I need. Normal friends, a normal life, as a normal teenager.

“Are you going to the football game tonight, Danny?” he asked. “I was going to go with Emma. It would be a good chance for all of us to hang out together and relax for a bit.”

“Yeah, I’ll be there,” said Danny. “Ben… If there’s anything else that’s been eating you, you can tell me, you know. I have your back.”

“Of course…” Ben’s voice had more sorrow in it than intended, but he forced a smile on his face anyway. Danny had always been there for him. He found himself wishing that his problems were a bit more relatable, and he could let his friend in on them as he had so often done in the past.

“It’s not Cliff, is it?” asked Danny. “After what happened with you, Emma, and him, I would have figured that he’d give you guys a wide berth.”

“No, it’s not Cliff,” said Ben. “I’ve just been having some really bad dreams lately.”

Danny didn’t say anything, but he put one of his arms around Ben’s shoulder and walked by his side. It was a small, good-natured gesture, and it actually did help Ben relax a little bit.

“I gotta meet up with my dad at the hardware store, but let’s talk more about this tonight,” said Danny. “If it’s bugging you that badly, the least I can do is give you an ear to vent on, even if I can’t help.”

“Thanks man,” said Ben. “I appreciate that.”

Danny clapped him one more time on the back and then split off around the corner.

An ear to vent on, huh? I guess given everything that’s happening, that’s all I can really ask for.

When he made it back to Rachel’s house, he was a little surprised to find that her car was already in the driveway. Her work schedule had been unpredictable for the past few days, almost strangely so.

He walked up the steps and headed inside, kicking off his shoes as he scanned the living room. Rachel was curled up on the couch with a blanket over her, watching TV.

“Ben, hey,” she said. “How was school?”

“It was fine, I guess.” Ben walked over to the couch, and Rachel pulled her feet back enough for him to have room to sit down.

“You sound a little down.” Rachel pushed her foot against his leg and sat up. “What’s going on?”

As Ben turned to look at her, he noticed that she’d already changed out of her work clothes and into some that were a little more comfortable, a purple t-shirt and black yoga pants. Her hair was pulled back into a simple bun, and it was hard for him to look at her without feeling his heart begin to beat dangerously fast.

“Rach… A private investigator came to the school today.” He paused and watched her face shift in concern. “She asked me some questions about my life before I came here.”

Rachel moved closer to him on the couch and took his hands into hers. The side of her body pushed against him, and for a moment all Ben could think about was leaning into her embrace, and feeling her soft warmth.

She’s the only one that’s always been here for me, that I know for sure I can trust.

“Oh sweetie,” said Rachel. “What did she ask you? Did you remember anything?”

Ben nodded, and then slowly began to describe the memories he’d regained over the course of the day. Rachel began to trace her fingers across his scars as he told her about the fight with the wolf, and held one of her hands on his chest as he talked about the man in the cell.

“Ben, I’m so sorry.” She looked more upset than he felt, and for a moment, he almost regretted worrying her with the truth.

“It’s fine,” said Ben. “I’m fine. I’ll probably end up remembering more. It’s just a part of my life I’ll have to work through. I’m just glad that I could talk to… well, that I could talk to Emma about it, and feel a little less crazy.”

Rachel’s expression flickered for a moment, and Ben saw a glimmer of jealousy in it. Her hand began to move across his chest and stomach, slowly tracing the outline of his muscles and abs through his shirt.

“Ben… Are you and her…?”

Ben shook his head.

“I don’t know what we are.”

And I don’t know what you are to me either, Rachel.

“Well… she is your age,” said Rachel softly. “And you both clearly went through a lot together.”

“Yeah, I guess we did.”

The room suddenly felt a couple of degrees hotter, and a strange tension seemed to hang on the air. Ben became acutely aware of how close she was to him on the couch, along with the fact that they were alone in the house. The memory of what had happened the night before was vivid in his mind and his body began to react as though it was happening all over again.

“Ben, I’m here for you,” said Rachel. “If you need somebody, that is.”

Ben nodded and felt the tension skyrocket as the room grew quiet again. Rachel shifted even closer to him, and one of Ben’s hands slid off her shoulder and onto her arm.

“Rachel…” His cock was growing into an illicit, iron hard bar inside his pants.

Are we really about to do this? Is this right?

Rachel’s eyes expressed the very same concerns. Ben could feel her breath on his neck, hot and ragged, as though they were already in the throes of ecstasy. She locked eyes with him and let her hand drift lower and lower until it came to a rest on his cock. A shiver of excitement and pleasure shot through Ben, like he’d won a prize in a contest.

“Ben, sweetie,” whispered Rachel. Ben nodded ever so slightly. He was at a loss for words, too overwhelmed by the intense pleasure of giving in to temptation. Rachel leaned her head into his, and their lips slowly came together, sending fireworks through Ben’s body as they kissed.

Ben ran his hands over Rachel’s seductive body, feeling her breasts and her butt, feeling all of the perfect curves of her perfectly proportioned frame. He kissed Rachel’s neck and then felt her move him down underneath her on the couch as she began to rub his package.

There was something about kissing Rachel, about getting hard for her and feeling her touch, that made Ben feel like he’d violated some cardinal rule. It was as though he was in the midst of a bank robbery, but instead of taking off with cash, it was her sexy, seductive, off-limits body.

She slowly began to move her crotch against Ben’s hardness, grinding into him and watching the pleasured reaction on his face. Ben lifted his hands up and kneaded her breasts through her shirt. She had no bra on underneath, and it was easy to feel the warmth and softness with his fingers.

“Ben…” Rachel’s voice was a conflicted whisper. He could see the same struggle on her face that he felt in his heart, her lust doing battle against responsibility and reason.

Apparently her emotions and the heat of the situation won out. Slowly, with shaky, but deft movements, Rachel unzipped Ben’s jeans. His cock pushed out against his boxers, and she pulled those down, too.

It all felt like it was happening in slow motion to Ben. He watched as Rachel’s hand slowly closed around his cock, sending an almost tickle-like blast of pleasure into his crotch. She held his cock like it was the hilt of a sword, the mighty excaliber, and it was her job to pull it from the stone.

She was still straddling his thighs as she slowly began to pump her hand up and down, teasing him with slight, loving movements. Ben let out a moan and leaned his head back.

Rachel… is touching my cock?

“Ben…” Rachel moved off the couch and stared at him as she slowly began to wiggle out of her tight yoga pants. She had taken him in, cared for him when he’d needed it most, and now was stripping her clothes off in front of him, with eyes full of lust and desire.

Her panties were black with a tiny gold bow embroidered on the front. She climbed back onto the couch and straddled Ben again, and this time his cock probed against the fabric, the last barrier between them and something that would change their relationship irrevocably.

“Oh god, Rachel!” Ben leaned up, groping her breasts and pushing his hips towards her crotch. His cock pressed against her panties and then bounced away, deflected like a blocked shot on goal. Rachel moaned and then leaned in and kissed him, one of her hands wrapping itself around his hard, throbbing dick.

“Hold on.” whispered Rachel. “We…”

She trailed off without finishing her sentence, but Ben knew what she was trying to say.

We can’t. We can’t, because you’ve been a mother to me for the past four years? Because it’s sick, and wrong, and terrible, and giving in would make things between us more complicated than either of us would be able to take?

Ben kissed Rachel without restraint, letting his tongue push into her mouth as he let his cock do the same in between her legs. It hit against her soft panties again, but this time Ben pulled them ever so slightly to the side with his fingers, and went a little further.

Oh my god.

The head of his cock pushed up into Rachel, just the tiniest bit. It was only barely enough for him to be able to feel her, to feel how warm and insanely pleasurable her cunt would feel if he went all the way. And then Rachel pulled back.

“No, Ben!” Her chest was heaving up in down, just like Ben’s was, and her cheeks were blushing a deep red. “We can’t”

“Rachel, I…” Ben couldn’t say what he wanted to say, but the words reverberated in his head, the truth of them unmistakable.

I love you.

Rachel began pumping his cock with quick, almost angry movements as she shook her head.

“We can’t…” She pumped Ben’s cock with gentle intensity, looking at it as though she thought that it was a loaded weapon, just waiting to go off. “We have to go back to the way things were.”

Ben opened his mouth. He wanted to warn her of what was about to happen, but it felt so incredibly good, and her boobs bounced each time she stroked his rod up and down.

“I’ve taken care of you for years, Ben,” she said in a lusty, whispered voice. “You’re part of my family… I love you, as a-“

“Oh fuck!” Ben tried to pull his cock away from her at the last second, but all it ended up doing was pushing it closer. He began to explode, his cum spraying out forward, onto the one person he cared about and loved more than any other. Strings of seed blasted out onto Rachel, onto her tight purple t-shirt, and onto her face.

“Ben!” Her voice sounded far off, but he could still hear the shock and surprise in it. Ben had never felt pleasure so intense, the warm glow of it threatening to melt him in the couch. All he could do was shake his head back and forth.

I’m sorry, Rachel.

She stood up and stepped back from the couch. Ben looked up just in time to see her wiping cum off one of her cheeks and pulling another glob from her hair. He caught her eye for a second and felt an almost overwhelming shame take hold of him. Rachel hurried off to the bathroom, and after a minute, Ben stood up and walked to his room.

It was midway through the afternoon. Ben sat at his desk, feeling a little unnerved by what had just happened.

Has whatever this is always been there between me and Rachel, just brimming and boiling, under the surface?

He spent a while on his computer, doing his best to put a dent in the homework assignments that she'd been neglecting all week. When it became clear that it was impossible for him to focus on anything outside of the chaos of his life, Ben turned it off and stood up from his desk.

He headed outside. There was still half an hour until the football game started, but Ben decided that there was no point in hanging around Rachel's house, waiting for the awkward confrontation that loomed on the horizon. Danny was outside mowing his parent’s lawn when he arrived.

"You’re early," said Danny. "Did something happen? I wasn't expecting you for a little bit."

Ben shrugged.

"Yeah, I guess you could say that." Ben walked over to one of the chairs that Danny's parents had on their patio and sat down in it.

“You want to talk about it, champ?” Danny’s voice was sarcastic, but in a way that was good natured and only made Ben smile.

“Just girl problems, man. I’m sure a player like you knows how it is.” Ben’s reply met Danny’s in tone, and his friend playfully punched him in the shoulder.

He hung out and waited while Danny finished mowing the lawn, trying not to think too much about all of the drama and emotions that were suddenly on his plate. It felt a little bit like he’d taken a small plate through a loaded buffet.

I just need to do what I said I wanted to do tonight. I need to go to the football game and be a normal teenager.


CHAPTER 16

By the time that Danny had returned the gas powered push mower back into his parents garage, the sun was beginning to set over the horizon. The game still wouldn’t be starting for at least another hour, but football games in Emerald Hills were more a social event than anything, and the two of them set out early.

“Emma should be meeting us on the way,” said Ben. “She invited me to hang out with her at the game earlier today.”

“You still haven’t given me a decent explanation of why the new girl is so obsessed with you, bro,” said Danny. “Nothing against you as a person, but compared to Emma, well, it’s just a bit of an odd match up.”

If you only knew the half of it…

Ben started to answer when he saw the girl in question turn onto the street in front of where he and Danny were walking.

“Perfect timing, Emma!” Ben called out to her and watched as she looked back at the two of them, a radiant smile spreading across her face as she recognized him.

“Ben, hey…” Emma slowed and waited for him and Danny to catch up with her, and then casually looped one of her arms around his. “I’m glad that you decided to come out tonight, in the end.”

“Yeah, well, things were a bit weird back at home.”

That’s putting it lightly, for sure.

“Hey Emma, can I ask you something?” Danny continued before waiting for a response to his question, clearly intending it to be rhetorical. “Why are you so infatuated with Ben, anyway? Not that it’s, well, I know it’s really none of my business, but…”

Ben smiled as he watched Danny begin to blush and fumble his words. Emma had that effect on all of the guys at school, except for him. It was hard to look into the type of eyes she had and not be distracted, almost like having a set of brilliant sapphires flashed in front of your face, except with more warmth and more intensity.

“It’s… a little hard to explain.” Emma’s voice was quiet, and Ben wondered if he should step in and save her. “Let’s just say that there is something special about Ben, something that I’m not sure that even he realizes.”

All three of them were silent for a long, awkward moment. The school loomed ahead of them on the street, and Ben cleared his throat and directed his attention towards the football field.

“Jeez, it looks like they’re prepared for a ton of people tonight,” he said. “All of the food vendors and security staff are out and about.”

“Yeah, it’s a good thing we got here early,” said Danny.

They headed through the ticket line. Without really thinking about it, Ben pulled out his wallet to pay for both him and Emma.

“Oh, Ben, you don’t have to.”

“It’s fine,” he said. “My treat.”

Emma had a strange look in her eyes, almost like she felt bad for letting him pay, more so than she should have.

Does she have money of her own? She must, if she’s renting that house. Why didn’t I ever stop and think about that, before?

Ben wanted to ask her on the spot, but Danny was still there, and the last thing he wanted to do was complicate his already complicated social sphere any further.

“Come on,” said Danny. “Let’s go hang around behind the bleachers.”

“The bleachers?” asked Ben. “That’s where people sneak off to smoke weed, isn’t it?”

“There isn’t going to be anything else going on at this time of night,” said Danny. “We might as well see if we can find anything interesting.”

Ben shook his head but didn’t object further as he followed his friend along towards the area behind the seats. It was also where the football team kept some of their training sleds. Ben’s looked towards one of them which had two girls from his school on it, hidden in the shadows and making out with each other passionately.

“Told you,” whispered Danny. The girls hadn’t noticed the three of them. Ben glanced over at Emma, expecting her to be put off by the display, but instead finding that she was watching with just as much curiosity as they were.

He opened his mouth to tease her, but before he could, the sound of laughter and loud male voices approached from behind them. Ben slowly turned around, only to see that it was Cliff and a decently sized group of his wrestling buddies.

“So where are these chicks at, anyway?” bellowed Cliff. “It sounded pretty hot from what Mike was saying…”

His face shifted as he saw Ben, Danny, and Emma standing there, eyes lowering into a glare and the sides of his mouth turning up into a thin-lipped smile.

“Well, look who we have here!” Cliff looked back at his friends and then held up his left hand, which had a splintered index finger. “I’ve been looking everywhere for the two of you over the past few days. Man, am I glad to see you!”

His gang started laughing. Danny set one of his hands on Ben’s shoulder and started to pull him back, but he shook his head.

Not this time, not tonight.

Emma slid in closer to Ben and brought her face close to his ear.

“We should probably just leave it be,” she whispered. “We don’t want to attract too much attention.”

“No.” Ben shook his head and stepped forward, waving a hand in a mockingly cordial gesture at the wrestlers. “What’s up, Cliff?”

“I think you know what’s up, fuck face.” Cliff was visibly angry as he stomped forward, but it wasn’t enough to make Ben back down.

“If you’re going to try something, go ahead and try it.” Ben had a resigned, confident smile on his face. He had an unusual feeling in his chest, as though the events of the past few days had pushed him to his limit and submitting to Cliff’s bullshit even just one more time would be too much to bear.

Cliff walked towards him, fast. Ben didn’t notice that Danny was moving to stand between the two of them until it was too late.

“Hold on a second, how about we all just talk about this?” Danny’s hands were up, and he had his most conciliatory expression on his face. “I’m sure we can find a way to-“

Cliff lashed out with his fist, punching Danny square in the jaw and dropping him to the ground with the single blow. Ben heard Emma yell something from behind him, but he couldn’t hear, and almost couldn’t see anything, outside of Cliff and the color red.

This is so familiar.

The jock was underneath him. He had tackled Cliff, and somehow held both of the large wrestler’s arms against his chest with one hand while he rained down powerful blows onto his face with the other.

“Ben, stop!” Emma’s voice rang out again, but he still couldn’t hear her.

Cliff managed to get one of his hands free and reached up, as though to wrap his fingers around Ben’s neck. He twisted out of the way and struck him across the face with his fist again, following it up with a hard elbow to the jock’s neck. Cliff stopped moving, but Ben continued his onslaught.

It was Emma’s panicked cries that finally brought him out of it. Ben looked down and saw what he’d done, saw the blood on his knuckles and Cliff’s face, and felt sick.

How did this just happen?

“We have to get out of here!” yelled Emma. “The security guards are going to try to hold you, arrest you.”

Ben barely heard her but followed as she took his uninjured hand and pulled him forward. Instead of heading back towards the main entrance to the field, where there were already some authority figures approaching from, they went towards the back fence.

“Come on!” Emma struggled to climb over the fence, which was just high enough to be difficult for her. Ben set his hand on her soft waist and lifted, feeling a little torn by the way his eyes were drawn to her butt as it wiggled in front of him as she made her way over.

I just destroyed a boy, and now I’m ogling a girl’s butt?

“Hurry up!” Emma yelled. Ben snapped out of his reverie and threw himself over the fence.

The Emerald High baseball field was right next to the football field, and the two of them sprinted across it as quickly as they could, heading for cover under some nearby trees. Ben was completely out of breath by the time they’d made it, and collapsed against one of the thick tree trunks as he dropped to a sitting position.

“Are you okay?” asked Emma. Ben took a couple more deep breaths and then nodded his head.

“Yeah,” he said. “I hope Danny is, too. I don’t know what happened, I just… lost it, all of the sudden.”

“Ben…” Emma’s voice was worried, and as she moved in close to Ben and pulled him into a side hug, he could see the concern on her face. “This isn’t the first time that I’ve seen you fight like that.”

“What?” asked Ben. “What are you…”

The shift was sudden and without warning.

Oh god…

***

“But he’s just a boy, isn’t he?”

Ben was in the pit again, and across from him stood a lanky, young teenager, who leaned back against the wall defiantly.

“He’s no more of a boy than you are, honey.” Lenka’s voice came from the top of the pit, soft and sweet.

As soft and sweet as a woman’s voice can be when she’s in the midst of explaining why a person needs to die.

“It just doesn’t seem right.” Ben was having trouble getting words out, let alone making a convincing case. He could feel the weight of the many violent, terrible things that he’d done in the time he’d been with The Syndicate weighing down on him, but this was different.

He saw himself in the boy across from him. He saw eyes that had seen too much, and a body and mind that were both equally scarred.

“He was one of their assassins,” said Lenka. “They called him Trojan. They would send him in, looking like a poor, helpless child, and he would take advantage of their good will and kill without remorse.”

How is that any different from what I am, from who I am?

“Lenka, please!” Ben turned away from the boy for a moment to call up to her. “I can’t-“

Something, or rather, someone, slammed into Ben hard from behind. He felt his fists begin to swing automatically as he fell to the ground, Lenka’s training deeply engrained in his muscle memory. And then he saw red and heard screams.

***

“It happened again, didn’t it?”

Emma was sitting against a tree trunk, cradling Ben’s head in her lap. She ran a hand across his forehead and gazed down at him with soft, loving eyes. Ben forced himself back up into a sitting position.

“Let’s just go,” he said. “I need to get away from here.”

Do I need to get away from here, or from my memories?


CHAPTER 17

The two of them took the long way back to town, not speaking much as they went. Emma grabbed at Ben’s hand and held it, but it was all he could do to limply squeeze back. It was too hard for him to relax, to let his guard down.

“Let’s head back to my place,” said Emma. Ben glanced at her a little skeptically remembering the photos and the guns.

I’m still not entirely sure if I can trust her or not, but it doesn’t look like I have much choice.

“Fine,” said Ben. “But only for a bit.”

“I just want to get your hand cleaned up,” said Emma softly. “And get you calmed down.”

Emma’s house was just down the road from them. She brought Ben inside, and again, he was momentarily taken aback by the sparse decorations and crumbling décor.

“Emma, how are you renting this place?” asked Ben. “Tell me the truth.”

The question had been on his mind for a while. Emma froze in place on her way to the bathroom and slowly turned back to him.

“With the money that I took with me…” she whispered. “…When I left the syndicate.”

Just as I expected. Does that mean what I think it means?

“Money that’s going to be missed?” asked Ben. Emma shook her head.

“Money I was paid, over the course of my time there.” She dipped down the hallway towards the bathroom and came back with a small first aid kit. “Ben, you had money too, you know. We both took what we could with us when we left.”

Ben was surprised by how easily Emma seemed to be opening up to him after she had gone to such a length to keep her guard up for the sake of letting him remember on his own. He sat down on the drab, stain covered couch and waited as she walked over to him and began bandaging his hand.

“I still don’t remember most of it. Being their prisoner, and having to do the things that they made me do, it’s only coming back in bits and pieces.” Ben paused and looked at Emma’s beautiful face, her eyes focused on his hand as she wrapped gauze around it. “Emma, I’ve always remembered a bit of the night before I lost my memory. The storm, and the water…. What happened that night?”

Emma wordlessly opened her mouth and shook her head back and forth. Ben took one of her hands and squeezed tightly, staring into her eyes without flinching or doubting.

“Ben…” she managed. “I can’t tell you that.”

“Emma, you have to tell me!” Ben felt his voice becoming intense.

I need to know!

“You will remember on your own eventually, Ben,” said Emma. “Please…”

“Tell me!” A strange anger took hold of Ben He grabbed Emma tightly by the shoulders, feeling the softness of her body underneath his hands. Her breasts pushed out against her shirt like tantalizingly forbidden globes of fruit. She represented everything that he wanted in his life, and yet kept all of it just out of his reach.

He could see tears in her eyes, but they weren’t enough to quell the frustration that Ben was feeling. He pushed Emma onto the couch, and without thinking about it, climbed onto her, pinning her arms down against the cushions.

“Ben…” whispered Emma. “Go ahead. You can have me…”

Her words turned Ben on, though deep down inside, he felt as though they shouldn’t have.

It’s not her that I’m mad at, not Emma, with her gorgeous body and layers of secrets.

Ben leaned in and kissed her on the neck, feeling a chill run through her body as his lips made contact. He kept kissing her, letting each one trace a path across her cheek, all the way to her mouth, where the two of them met faces in passion.

His hands pawed at her body, pulling her shirt up and over her head. Ben wanted her, needed her, in a way that he’d never felt before. She was the only one that understood the part of him that he couldn’t see. He wanted her body and her mind.

“Oh god, Ben…” Emma gasped in shock as he roughly pulled down her pants. It was impossible for Ben to slow himself down and he felt a little bad at the energy that poured out of his movements, keeping him from being totally in control as he moved her around on the couch like a ragdoll.

He grabbed at her breasts through her bra, squeezing them and feeling their size and softness through her bra. Emma stared at him with submissive, loving eyes.

I could do anything to her, and she would go along with it…

Emma’s legs wrapped around him slowly, voluntarily, and she unhooked her bra. She let it fall to the side almost as though she was giving him a strip tease, her large, perfect breasts coming into view and making Ben’s cock even harder for her.

“Emma…” Ben leaned forward and began to plant kiss after kiss on her chest. His hips were moving against her, grinding his cock into her, almost with a will of their own. He couldn’t have stopped himself if he had tried, the momentum and gravity of his arousal and Emma’s beauty beyond control.

Emma reached down and quickly began unzipping and unbuttoning his jeans. Ben clumsily pulled them down and kicked them off his legs, and then pushed his boxer covered hardon up against Emma’s panties.

“Yes,” whispered Emma. Her eyes were set, and she nodded her head ever so slightly. “Please fuck me, Ben. I’ve been waiting for so long…”

Ben didn’t need her to ask twice. He felt like a beast, a dog that had found a bitch in heat. He pulled her panties down in a rush and ripped his boxers off with the same frantic need for release.

Emma let out a silent gasp as Ben pushed the head of his cock up into her pussy. She was tight, much tighter than he had been expecting, and at first all he could get in was just the tiniest tip.

“Yes!” Emma moaned, and Ben felt her fingernails rake his back. “Do it, Ben! Make me yours!”

He pushed a little further, feeling her wet cunt engulf his cock with a tight, unrelenting grip. It was as though he was trying to fit his foot into a sock a size too small, and as he pushed his dick further in, he was creating the room it needed to move as it went.

“Damn, Emma…” moaned Ben. It was beyond where he’d gone with Rachel, and he felt his inexperience becoming a factor.

The sensation was far more than what he’d been prepared for, more than anything he’d been expecting. He began to feel as though his body was on autopilot, moving forward and pushing deeper and deeper into Emma on its own.

Emma let out soft, rhythmic moans. She still had her legs wrapped around Ben, locking him in as though trying to make them into a harness. Her body was shivering with pleasure, and she stared at Ben with eyes full of love and devotion of an intensity that he’d never seen before.

The sounds of their lovemaking echoed throughout the dingy house. It was just the two of them, Ben and Emma, enjoying each other’s bodies without any regard for anything else.

I could be with her, really be with her. We could stay together, for as long as we wanted.

Sweat glistened on Emma’s chest as Ben began to pump into her harder and faster. His hips slapped into her crotch and thighs each time he pushed forward, sending lewd slapping noises into the air. His cock throbbed with pleasure that was almost mind-numbingly good, intense enough to make him forget about anything other than the gorgeous, young, naked body underneath him.

“Ben…” whispered Emma. “You’re going to make me…”

She didn’t finish her sentence, and she didn’t need to. Emma’s body suddenly locked up, her muscles all tensing at once as she let out a high-pitched squeal of pleasure. Ben didn’t stop, too caught up in his own body’s reaction to be able to hold back.

“Emma…” He stared at her and saw something in her eyes that was so familiar, almost nostalgic to him. His entire body was humming with blissful, sexual pleasure. She was his, she was however he wanted her to be, and Ben had never understood that fact on such a profound level before.

He couldn’t hold out any longer. Ben slammed forward a few last times, not slowing down even as his cock began to blast cum deep inside of her pussy. Globs of sticky white seed overflowed from her folds and Ben finally stopped, coming to a rest on top of her.

The two of them lied there together, their naked bodies entwined as they slowly caught their breath. Ben’s head was clear of any and all thoughts, his confusion having been pushed back by carnal pleasure.

"Do you still want to know?" Emma's voice was soft, almost a whisper, but Ben could hear the depth of emotion in it through her chest. He pushed up from the couch and took a look at her, finding it hard to meet the intensity of her eyes, which bordered on tears.

"What?"

"What happened that night... the last night that we were together for, before you lost your memories?"

Ben slowly nodded. It almost felt as though he was opening pandora’s box, pushing forward into a hidden realm that promised a cursed form of enlightenment.

"Ben..." Emma shook her head and began to sob silently, her chest heaving up and down. "We... Ben, I'm so sorry. Please don't hate me."

"Sorry for what?" he asked. "Emma, just tell me what happened. I won't make any judgments."

"We made each other a promise..." Emma's voice was quiet and understated, and tears flowed down her cheeks. "We promised each other that if they ever caught up with us, if they ever found us, we wouldn't let them take us alive."

A... suicide pact?

Ben stared at her blankly for a moment.

"The cliff..." He whispered, feeling the pull of long forgotten memories beginning to work on the corners of his mind. "We jumped off it, together? We did, didn't we?"

Emma nodded and then began sobbing.

"Hey, hey, it's okay," said Ben. He reached his hands over and took one of hers into his, rubbing it reassuringly. "That was a long time ago. And we both survived."

"Ben..." whispered Emma. "They're still after us."

What happened next felt like it played out in slow motion. Emma bent down over the couch and reached underneath it. It took Ben only a split second to see what she brought out in her hand, but much, much longer to process the significance of it.

"Emma..." whispered Ben. "Emma, put the gun down."

It looked to Ben as though it matched with the set that he'd seen in her room the day before. A voice began to scream inside his head as he watched Emma's unstable eyes focus on him, her arm slowly lifting and pointing the barrel of the weapon at him.

How the fuck did I not see this coming?

"They are still after us Ben," said Emma. "They've found us! And this time, it's going to be so, so much worse."

Ben tried to scream out, tried to say something, anything, but it was too late. Emma's finger reached forward and slid into the finger guard, and all that he could do was watch in shocked silence.

"I won't be long," said Emma. "I'll meet up with you, if there is an afterlife, or if we're reincarnated. We'll be together again Ben, I promise."

"Emma, you're not thinking clearly!"

"I am," she whispered. "This is the most sure I've ever been about anything before, and it’s all because of you."

"I don't remember, Emma!" Ben was shouting, still rooted to the couch by the threatening barrel pointed his way. "I don't remember whatever happened to bring us to the point where we thought this was a good idea. Emma... I don't remember you."

Emma shook her head, and for a moment she squeezed her eyes shut tightly.

"Ben, please don't say-"

He saw his chance, and he took it. Ben hurtled forward and slapped the pistol to the side, pushing it out of his threat radius. Emma let out a surprised squeal and tried to turn the weapon back to him, but it was too late. Ben was grabbing at her hand and twisting it, trying to pry it loose.

"No, Ben!" Emma was screaming, and it hurt Ben to listen to, someplace deep inside of him.

"Emma, please, just put the gun down!"

"I'll go first," cried Emma. "If that's what it takes!"

"No, wait!"

“Come find me.”

She was quick, and managed to work her small arm away from by sliding about within Ben's grasp. Before he could do anything to stop her, she'd turned the barrel on herself. Ben stared into her eyes for the briefest of seconds, seeing so much that was so familiar and yet so incomprehensible.

The gun went off, and Emma fell to the ground in a limp heap.


CHAPTER 18

Ben was on his knees. He wasn't sure how long he'd been there, staring at Emma's dead body. He felt as though his eyes were being burned out from the intensity of the scene, as though he'd been captivated by an eclipse and couldn't look away.

This can't be happening. I need to... I need to call 911.

With slow, shaky hands, Ben pulled his phone out of his pocket. There were several missed calls on it from Rachel, along with a text message that made his stomach twist into an even more sickening state.

"Ben stay away from the house! People showed up, people who say they know you. They are trying to"


The message cut off abruptly, but Ben didn't need it to be any longer to understand what was going on. They had found him, just as Emma had been so sure that they would. They had found him, pushed Emma to suicide, and now had Rachel.

"Fuck! Fuck!" Ben screamed at the floor, and then slowly stood up and paced around Emma's living room. The air smelled metallic, and he flinched back when he saw the pool of blood forming around the body of his former friend and lover.

There's so much blood... But that's not surprising to me, is it?

***

"Please, put the knife down."

Ben was standing with his arm around someone much taller than him, an adult that would have easily been able to overcome him and his child's frame if it wasn't for the knife he held against their throat. Emma was close by him, right there at his shoulder, and at the end of the dark, damp hallway stood Lenka and several other people.

"I've had enough," said Ben. "I've stolen for you, killed for you, done everything for you, and none of it matters. It's all pointless violence and destruction."

Lenka shook her head and smiled a warm, mother's smile back at him.

"Nonsense," she said softly. "We're doing good work here Brandon, punishing people who need punishing. Put the knife down, and let's talk about this."

Ben pushed the blade more tightly against the man's throat and was surprised to feel blood quickly oozing out, flowing over his fingers.

It smells like a coin, or rust.

"There's nothing to talk about," said Ben. "You only took me in the beginning as a bargaining chip. A nice little hostage to extort money out of my father a bit more easily. But when that didn't work out, I became your dog. Your fucking wolf pup, a trained killer, still too young to drive but old enough to take lives."

"Don't do this," said Lenka. "It doesn't have to be this-"

At that moment, Emma revealed the second part of their escape plan, the ace in the hole that the two of them had been counting on to catch The Syndicate off guard. She pulled out the tiny pistol she'd been hiding in her cell for months, and started unloading round after round down the hallway.

"Let's go!" screamed Ben. It was hard for him to hear his own voice over the intense ringing from the shots, but Emma followed along down the now empty hallway as they raced toward the exit, toward their freedom.

"I won't let this be the end!" screamed Lenka. "You are my property, boy, and I won't stop until you're on your knees in front of me!"

***

Ben's heart raced in his chest as he pushed his way out of Emma's house. It felt like he was leaving the scene of a horror movie, with Emma's lifeless body as the main attraction.

Rachel's going to be next, if I don't hurry!

He was surprised by the strange emotional conflict that was taking place inside of him. Part of him, the part that had been in control for the past four years, was screaming out in fear and disgust. However, another part of him, a much older part of him, was calm and unfazed, much more logical in the face of chaos and despair.

I will miss Emma... but I never touched the pistol. The police will believe me if I tell them the truth.

There was a second layer to the death that pulled at Ben's heart rather than his mind. He had been falling for Emma, almost completely. She had been everything he'd wanted in a friend, in a girlfriend, and now she was nothing.

The depth of memories, those that he could he remember, along with those that he couldn't, had been almost limitless. Ben wished that he could have seen her for who she was from the beginning, done more to help her, and maybe changed the course of events.

I can't think about that now. Rachel is still in danger!

He was completely out of breath by the time he'd made it through the moon and star lit night and back to the small house that he and Rachel had shared. Her car was outside, and several other cars were parked along the street that Ben didn't recognize. His hair prickled on the back of his neck when he saw them.

If I rush into this without thinking, I'm going to get both of us killed.

Ben stood there for several long moments in the dark. He regretted not taking one of the extra weapons from Emma's house and bringing it with him to use to even the odds. There was no time left for that, not now. He had to face what was waiting for him, the true physical representation of his past sins.

After taking a deep breath, Ben walked up the steps to the front door and casually rang the doorbell. A couple of seconds went by, and then the door opened.

"Brandon," said Lenka. "We've finally found you."

She looked much like she had in Ben's memories, except a little older and a little softer. She wore a white robe similar to the one that Ben was so used to seeing, one still evocative of angels and innocence. Her breasts pushed out against the fabric, hanging nicely for a woman in her early forties.

"Ben!" screamed Rachel from further inside. "They'll kill both of us. Run!"

"I would do no such thing," said Lenka softly. "Brandon is of my brood. You know nothing of this boy, the boy you stole from us, harpy."

"I didn't steal him!" yelled Rachel. "I... I love him."

There was the sound of a slap from the living room, and Ben tried his best to hide his instinctive wincing from Lenka as he stood on the doorstep, playing his part.

"I remember everything," said Ben. "Well, almost everything. But I remember enough. I'm back, Lenka, and I'm ready to continue my work."

Lenka smiled and slowly nodded. She gingerly reached her hand out and set it on top of Ben's, sending a soft, loving chill through his body.

"Come. Let us talk more about how things have been for you, Brandon." She pulled his hand forward, leading him into the house and up the stairs.

"Ben..." Rachel whispered from where she was being held on the couch, her face streaked with tears. Pointing the gun at her was someone that Ben recognized, Kate Connors, the private investigator from earlier in the day. She smiled at him as though her subterfuge and betrayal had been something she’d decided to take pride in.

"Lenka, we should leave the woman be," said Ben, as he followed her to the second floor. "She's done nothing other than feed me, and house me. I didn’t have any memory of what I'd been before in my life, and without someone like her, I would have died."

"Nonsense, Brandon," whispered Lenka. "She is not your real mother. I... am your real mother."

As though to underscore her point, Lenka stepped into Rachel's room, pulling Ben along with her and shutting the door behind them. She pushed him onto the bed and then stood in front of him, her fingers running across the fabric of her robe.

"I never allowed any of them to stop looking for you." Lenka leaned forward over him as she spoke, and as much as Ben tried to keep himself under control, he began to get a little excited. "It's been so long. You are a man now, so big and strong."

"Lenka..." Ben watched as she slowly opened her robe, revealing her soft, mature body. Her breasts were big, and though they sagged a little, they still looked shockingly good.

"Shhhhh..." whispered Lenka. "You're back now, Brandon. You're one of us again."

She slowly pushed her body up against Ben's and slid down, towards the floor. She paused as her hands reached the button on his jeans, undoing it and unzipping them as she pulled them down.

Ben felt his cock responding to her movements with a will of its own. He remembered seeing Lenka as both a mother and a woman, but only in faint, fading memories. She wrapped her hand around his member, and Ben let out a soft moan.

I can't get distracted. I have to do it if I'm going to save Rachel.

"Just relax, Brandon," whispered Lenka. "This is something I've dreamed of doing with you for a very long time."

It was hard for Ben to not feel a little aroused as Lenka took her lips to his member and slowly began to suck. He remembered both sides of her, the frightening boss of The Syndicate, and the soft, loving mother figure. In both instances, he never could have imagined her ever doing something like what she was doing now.

Her tongue was soft and wet, and she moved it across the skin of Ben's dick with swift, balanced flicks. His heart was beating out of his chest, and he could feel an orgasm building in his crotch almost immediately after she started.

There was something almost unnervingly comforting about watching her work his rod back and forth. Part of him wanted to give into it, to let her just keep going, and to forget about all of the horrible things that had happened to him, the things that were still happening.

And then he thought of Rachel, and her unconditional, motherly love.

I need to focus. Her guard is down, I have to go now!

Lenka was still sucking Ben's dick enthusiastically when she saw the look he had in his eyes. She paused, staring up at him and pulling his cock out of her mouth with a pop as she frowned.

"Brandon... why are you looking at me like-"

Ben kicked his foot up, catching her square in the jaw from where she was, crouched down in front of the bed. The blow merely stunned Lenka, but before she could react any further, he kicked again, hard, hitting her in the temple and knocking her out.

Lenka fell to the ground in a heap. Ben hurried to the door and stood directly behind it, straining his ears to hear the approach of footsteps.

"Lenka? Are you okay in there?" Kate Connor's voice came through the door, which opened a second later. She quickly moved over to Lenka's body, forgetting about Ben just as he'd hoped that she would.

He was on her in a second, grabbing the pistol and twisting it out of Kate's hand. Kate screamed, but she was caught by surprise, and could do little to stop him.

"Wait!" said Kate. She held her hands up defensively. "You don't have to kill me! I'll let you go!"

Images of people flashed through Ben's mind’s eye. He recognized some of them, the man from the cell, the boy from the pit, and was mystified by others. He knew deep down that they all had one thing in common. Their blood was on his hands.

"I'm not a killer," said Ben softly. "Not anymore."

He drew the pistol back and slammed the butt of it into Kate's head. She dropped like a sack of potatoes, right next to where Lenka lay on the ground. Ben didn't waste any time and rushed down the familiar stairs and into the living room.

Rachel was on the couch, with her hands duct-taped behind her back. Ben rushed over, helping her up and pulling her hands loose. She looked shaken up, but other than a bruise on her cheek and eyes sore from crying, it didn’t appear too bad.

“Ben...” she said. “You saved me.”

He smiled at her.

“I’m just returning the favor.”

***

"Where am I?"

He lifted his head up and did his best to look around. The room he was in was antiseptic white, clearly a hospital of some kind. A man stood against one of the walls, tall and wearing a long doctor's coat that was slightly too small for him. A beautiful woman sat in a chair right next to his bed, staring at him with worried, curious eyes.

"You're in the hospital, young man," said the doctor. "You washed up early this morning. I can't imagine that swimming out in yesterday's storm was your first choice of things to be doing."

"I..." The boy searched his memory. "I don't know."

"What's your name?" It was the first time that he'd heard the woman's voice. It was beautiful, like a clear bell on a warm spring morning.

"I..." His head hurt, worse than any headache. "I... don't know."

"Amnesia," said the doctor. "Most likely you knocked your head on one of the rocks on your way down. It's probably only temporary."

The woman looked as though she was taking the doctor's diagnosis much more seriously than the boy. She took the boy's hand into her own and gave it a tiny squeeze.

"It's going to be okay," whispered the woman. "My name's Rachel. I'm the one who found you. I'll keep you company until you remember who you are, okay?"

The boy slowly nodded.

"My name..." he said softly. "I think it starts with a B."

The woman smiled and kissed his hand.

"Was it Ben?"

The boy smiled back and slowly nodded. He wasn't sure, but more than anything, he wanted that to be his name. He liked seeing her smile.

***


CHAPTER 19

The hotel room was much cleaner than what Ben had been expecting, but also much smaller. The two of them had seen worse over the past couple of days, and as usual, just having a spot to rest made him feel a sense of peace and relaxation.

Ben walked in and set his bag down inside the door, happy to be free of the weight of the supplies and clothes they'd bought in their rush out of Emerald Hills.

"Compared to the one we stayed at last night, it doesn't look so bad." He turned and smiled at Rachel, who nodded to him and took a seat on the bad.

"Yeah," she said. "It’ll do."

Ben opened up the curtains and peered out into the parking lot. It was the middle of the night, and the car that they had rented was the only one that he could see nearby. He wondered just how long it would be before they were in a place to return it.

“Maybe we can stay here for two nights, instead of just one?”

"Ben, we have to keep running." Rachel had walked up behind him and begun massaging his shoulders. "They aren't going to just give up. At least for now, we have to keep moving. We can settle down once we're sure that we've found somewhere safe.

"I know. I'm sorry."

Rachel gave both of his shoulders a light squeeze.

"Don't be, it's not your fault." She slowly turned Ben around so that he was facing her and then gave him a light, loving kiss on the forehead. "I would do a lot more than just go on the run for you, sweetie."

How much more can I ask her to do? Emma would have done anything for me, and look how things worked out for her.

Rachel looked as though she could read Ben's mind. She took his head into her arms and brought his cheek to her soft bosom, running one of her hands through his hair.

"It's not your fault, Ben," she whispered. "None of this is your fault. You left your old life behind. You were a new person when it all caught up with you. It's not your fault."

"Rachel..." He wanted to argue with her, but her embrace was so warm and so loving that all he could do was give himself over to it.

"Come on honey, we should get some sleep." Rachel let go of him and walked over to the bed. Slowly and unabashedly, she began stripping off her clothes, letting her sweatpants and t-shirt fall to the floor.

Ben couldn't resist drinking in the sight of her in half naked body, her dark gray bra and panties only covering just enough flesh to keep from being irresistibly seductive. Rachel's body was more attractive to him now than it had ever been before. It represented something, but he couldn't quite understand what. It was similar to how he felt about what Lenka had been, both a mother and something more.

"Come on," whispered Rachel. "There's only one bed and it doesn't look like there is a cot underneath. We'll have to share."

In all of the other hotels and motels that the two of them had stayed at, Ben had insisted in keeping their sleeping arrangements separate. They hadn't shared any of the beds, and he'd been so grateful for it. He felt closer to Rachel than he'd ever felt before, but along with that closeness came a strange feeling of tension.

"What are you so afraid of, Ben?"

I'm afraid of change. I'm afraid of what I want. Rachel... I'm afraid of you.

He let out a defeated sigh, turned off the lights, and then slowly made his way over to the bed. Even as he started to take his shirt and jeans off, he could feel his cock rustling to life. He hunched over awkwardly as he pulled down his pants, doing his best to keep the half-formed lump between his legs from poking out in front of Rachel's face.

"The covers are soft," she whispered. "Climb on under."

Ben lifted up the blankets as Rachel slid over to make room for him. The bed wasn't huge, only just barely big enough for two people, and he could feel the heat coming off her body, and smell her soft perfume.

"There you go," whispered Rachel. "You've been so nervous around me lately."

Ben turned in the bed so that he was facing her. Rachel's silhouette was just as beautiful as she was, busty and with long, sensual hair.

"We've been on the run," said Ben. "We don't know who is following us, or how far behind they are."

"That's not what I mean, and you know it." Rachel reached one of her hands over and let it come to a rest on Ben's chest, sending a hot pulse through his body. "You've been so against the two of us sharing a bed, and you've kept yourself at such a long distance."

"Rachel, I'm just..." Ben trailed off as he tried to find the words he was looking for.

"Shhhhh..." Rachel's hand moved from his chest, down his stomach, coming to a rest on his semi-erect cock. "This is what I mean."

"Ohhhh, Rachel." Ben let out a moan that was a long time in the making. He wanted her to touch him so badly, but at the same time it felt so wrong.

She's like a mother to me...

"Just relax, Ben," whispered Rachel. "I know you want this, too. We can both have it... together."

She slowly began to pump her hand up and down Ben's girth. It had been days since he'd last gotten off, and his cock was excited and ready even as his mind still struggled with the conflict.

"We're both adults," she whispered. "Don't think of me as a parent, Ben. Think of me as who I am - Rachel."

Hearing her directly address that one thing, the elephant in the room, made Ben's cock begin to throb with illicit, forbidden pleasure.

She is Rachel, the same woman who took me in from the hospital, and helped me get back on my feet. I was just a boy back then...

"Rach..." Ben could feel her breath on his neck, hot and humid. He heard the blankets rustle as she shifted in the bed, moving one of her thighs over as she shifted to straddle him.

"Ben..." whispered Rachel. "Don't you want to feel all of what I have to offer you?"

Ben paused for a moment before nodding, feeling his heart being pulled in two very different directions. It was dark in the room, but he could still see what she was doing as she pulled the fabric of her panties to the side and lowered herself down.

"Oh god..." moaned Ben. The head of his cock probed at Rachel's warm entrance, hovering on the precipice of entering the ultimate forbidden territory. She was the woman who'd taken him in, taken care of him, and now the two of them were meeting again for the first time, as adults, man and woman.

"Shhhh, it's okay, honey." Rachel let out a moan of her own as she started to lower herself down, her juices dripping onto Ben's rod as she went.

This is so wrong... isn't it?

The feeling was indescribable. Rachel's cunt was wet and ready for him, but it still took a bit of coaxing to slide Ben's cock into it. She dropped fractions of inch lower at a time, engulfing Ben slowly and sending insane pleasure coursing through his body.

Ben grabbed at her breasts with his hands. They were soft, and after a moment he deliriously unhooked her bra, fumbling wildly with the clasp in a rush to free Rachel's boobs and feel the flesh of them up close.

The bra came down, and Ben began to grope at her chest just as Rachel began to move her hips back and forth. The two of them were connecting in a way that neither of them would have ever imagined possible.

It felt as though all of the shame and embarrassment that Ben harbored over who he was and the nature of the relationship he shared with Rachel was transfigured. All that mattered was pleasure, and love. All that mattered was how they felt for each other, and how they chose to express it.

"Oh god, sweetie!" Rachel moaned and let herself drop the rest of the way down, sheathing Ben's cock completely inside her pussy.

She's taken all of me in. I'm really doing it. I'm fucking Rachel.

Ben set his hands on her waist and slowly began to help her up and down. The two moved slowly at first, with cautious movements, as though they were slipping their toes into a cold lake. But the water was warm, so warm, and it pulled them into its depths with a magnetic attraction.

Rachel cupped Ben's cheek with her hand. He felt his face heat up and was glad for the darkness of the room. She had touched his cheek so many times in that same way over the years. It was a sweet gesture, a sharp contrast to the lustful lovemaking that was happening with the rest of their bodies.

"I love you, Ben," whispered Rachel. "I just want to take care of you."

He could hear the truth in her words, and for some reason, it made him feel aroused almost to the point of sickness. Ben used all of his arm strength to begin bouncing her up and down on his shaft, listening to the tiny, lewd noises that would escape her lips with every thrust.

"Rachel," whispered Ben. "I... I love you, too."

Those words had always been so difficult for him to say. It had been weird with Rachel when he'd first settled in with her, and it was weirder than ever now that their relationship was twisting into something new. But through the weirdness, through the perverse pleasure, he could still see how he felt and what they had.

They began to move faster, fucking with furious speed and caressing each other's bodies as they went. Ben licked and sucked on Rachel's nipples, and she ran her hands through his hair in the same motherly way that she'd always had. The two of them began to cry out in unison, feeling each other from the inside out.

"Oh god, Ben!" Rachel pulled his head tight against her chest as her body began to tense up. Ben was right there with her and felt as though a bomb was going off inside of him as his cock began to blast out strings of sticky cum deep inside of her.

It was beyond any orgasm he'd ever experienced before, beyond anything he'd thought possible. He had just fucked Rachel, the only woman in his life who had ever truly loved him like a son, and his body was shocked by the unbelievable pleasure of it.

The two of them breathed in rhythm, clutching each other tightly for several long minutes of afterglow. Even after Rachel had slid off him, back to her side of the bed, she still pulled Ben up against her bosom, into a cuddle.

"I don't mind running," whispered Ben. "As long as you're with me, Rachel, I don't mind."

She caressed his hair and kissed him on the forehead.

"I'll always be here with you Ben," she said. "I took you in, and I'll keep you safe."

Ben suddenly thought of Emma and what had happened right before she'd taken her life.

She loved me, too. But the way she chose to express it, the choice she made in the end, it was completely different.

Ben kissed the space in between Rachel's breasts and then buried his head against her. He felt sleep approaching, and for the first time in over a week, he welcomed it with open arms.

END
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CHAPTER 1

It was raining, and Sam found himself having to drive more slowly than usual. It was the first time he had made the trip home from his new college, and he found himself second guessing his own sense of direction. On the trip out, he’d been with his dad and step mom, and having them to share the driving with had spoiled him a little.

Sam was on a week-long vacation from school, and looking forward to spending some time with his family. His step mom, Rebecca, had sounded excited when he’d told her over the phone that he was on his way back. His dad was out of town for the next week or so, but his two step sisters, both also in college, were headed back as well.

Rebecca had been a part of Sam’s life for as long as he could remember. His dad had ended up with custody of him at an early age, and had married Rebecca, who was in a similar situation. She was the only mom that Sam had ever known, which made her physical appearance into a confusing issue.

She was, by far, one of the most attractive women that Sam had ever known. Rebecca had large, full breasts, a perfect butt, and a face that seemed to be sexy and suggestive even at the most innocent of times. Her daughters were no exception either, and Sam had found it very hard indeed to keep his thoughts pure and his eyes contained throughout his teenage years.

And he felt absolutely terrible about it. It was wrong in every sense of the word for him to even momentarily harbor such sick ideas. Part of the reason why Sam had insisted on going to college out of state was so he could separate himself from the triggers of his perversion. But now, he was headed home to visit, and he was sure that things would be different. He had changed in his time away, and he knew he could control his thoughts now.

As he pulled into the driveway of his family’s small, two story home, he felt nostalgia wave over him. Things had moved so fast over the course of the past couple of months, and being back home, even if just for a couple of days, was exactly what he needed.

Sam walked up to the front door, and after briefly debating whether or not he should knock, swung it open. What he saw on the other side of it immediately validated some of the concerns that had crossed through his mind on the way home, and made him strangely excited.

His two older twin step sisters, Meghan and Kayla, were both downstairs, and they were both clad only in bra and panties. They had nice bodies that mirrored their mother’s, only younger, and tighter. Sam did his best not to gawk at them as they ran over to greet him.

“Little bro!” cried Megan. “It’s so good to see you!”

She wrapped him into a hug. Sam’s family had always been very physically affectionate, but feeling his sister’s large tits pushed up against his chest was almost too much for him. He returned the embrace, feeling slightly horrified as an erection began to spring to life in his pants.

“Uh, hey Meghan,” he said. “It’s good to be home…”

“How is school? Are you adjusting okay?”

Sam moved to let go and break from the hug, but it only seemed to entice Meghan to push against him even tighter, rubbing her panty covered crotch against him. He blushed, and his sister smiled at him, seeming as though she enjoyed the effect she was having.

Kayla, on the other hand, hung back a few feet, her arms casually crossed. She had always been chill, almost to the degree of being seen as cold in her indifference.

“Hey little bro,” she said.

“Hey, it’s great to see both of you,” he said. At this point, his hard cock was aching for attention, and it seemed to be pulsing against his sister’s body with a mind on her own. She smells so nice, he found himself thinking.

“And school’s going good,” he said. “I got an A on my first exam.”

His hands began to wander down his sister’s back, slowly and steadily. He could feel his cock readying himself, and realized that he was only inches away from being pushed over the brink. Just before his fingers began to grope at her tender butt, Meghan pulled away. She giggled girlishly, and then ran off into the kitchen.

“Make yourself at home, brother,” she said. “Well, I mean, of course you will! I’m going to make you up some food.”

Kayla was still in the living room. She gave Sam a coy smile, and then walked over to the couch and took a seat.

“She really missed you, little bro,” she said. “Life just isn’t the same without having you around to torture.”

“You are just hilarious,” he replied. But he felt as though it was true, at least in part.

Sam made his way upstairs. He was a little tired from being cooped up in the car all day, and felt like he needed a shower. His room was almost exactly how he had left it, with the only difference being that his mom had washed and folded all of the dirty clothes that he had left.

He set some of them out on his bed, and then stripped naked. His cock was still at half-mast. It was difficult to completely keep his excitement under control, especially given how flirtatious his sisters could be, but he vowed to try his best. Sam grabbed a towel, and then headed down the hall and into the bathroom.

The room was hot and full of steam, and as Sam turned towards the mirror he immediately realized that he’d made a mistake. His mom was stepping out of the shower right as she walked in, and as his eyes scanned her gorgeous, naked body, his cock immediately hardening to its full length.

Instead of freaking out, Rebecca just smiled at her son. She grabbed a towel off the rack and began drying herself off in a relaxed manner.

“Honey, I didn’t realize you were home!” she said. “I’m so happy to see you!”

It was almost too hard for Sam to even think. His mom’s boobs were so perfect, so big and soft looking, and all that was on his mind was how good it would feel to play with them, and to push his cock in between them. He began to blush and did his best to force the disgusting thought out of his mind.

“Uh, yeah,” he said. “I just got back…”

Rebecca finally turned and slowly wrapped her towel around herself. She pulled her long hair back behind her with her hands, and then stepped towards Sam.

“Come here and give mommy a hug,” she said. “I’ve missed you so much…”

She wrapped her arms around him and pulled him close. Sam did his best to keep a cushion of air between his hard rod and her body, but it was no use. And as much as he hated to admit it, the sensation was beyond pleasurable. She was so warm, and still wet from the shower.

“I want you to tell me all about school,” said Rebecca. He hands were tight around his back, and she almost seemed to grind against him as she spoke.

“Oh yeah, mom,” he said. “Of course I will.”

“I hope you’ll stay for the entire week,” she said. “I love it so much when you come, baby.”

Rebecca shifted, and suddenly her towel slipped out of its tie and dropped down to her feet. She seemed to not even notice, and let her naked tits push up against her son’s bare chest without a hint of embarrassment.

“Yeah mom, I love to come, too,” said Sam. “It’s all I want to do during vacation.”

His cock was throbbing, and his hands began to run down his mom’s body with a mind of their own. He let them grab her butt, and shifted himself as though to push his cock into his mom’s crotch at a better angle. The motion caused the same thing to happen to his towel, falling to the ground and leaving them both naked and pressed against each other.

Both of them were silent for a moment. They were each moving slightly, rubbing up against each other without any pretense of it still being a regular, familiar hug. Sam could feel his mom’s hot breath on his neck, and the folds of her hot cunt against his rod. He slipped his hands down to her waist, and began to shift her position slightly, and then…

“Oh shoot, I forgot that I have dinner in the oven!” said Rebecca. She bent down and grabbed her towel as if broken out of a trance. Sam could see that this time, her cheeks were a little red.

“That’s okay mom,” he said. “I…I’ll meet you downstairs after.”

His mother darted out of the room, and he shut the door behind her and quickly leaned against it. What the hell just happened, he asked himself.


CHAPTER 2

It was hard for Sam to focus on his shower. His cock ached for release, but whenever he would try to help himself out, perverse thoughts of his mom and sisters would flood his mind. It was frustrating, both mentally and sexually.

He got out early, dried off, and headed to his room. The clothes he had picked out earlier were just a set of pajamas, and that was all he needed for a quiet night in. He found himself having trouble hiding his bulge in the sweat pants, and hoped that nobody would notice.

Sam could smell the food cooking downstairs and realized that he was a lot hungrier than he thought he was. He headed down the hall and into the living room. Meghan and Kayla were fighting over the remote when he made his way down.

“Let go of it!” cried Meghan. “I want to finish what I was watching!”

“Meghan, knock it off, I just want to check and see if they’ve updated the new releases!”

This wasn’t unusual in the slightest. Though they were twins, Meghan and Kayla had never really seen eye to eye when it came to, well, anything really. The only thing that was surprising to Sam was that they were being so physical with each other when they were both in their early twenties.

For some reason, Sam suddenly felt the need to intervene. The two of them were both trying to wrestle the remote out of each other’s hands. Sam walked over and grabbed it, using his strength to take it away and hold it above them.

“Hey, give that back!” yelled Meghan. She pushed forward and tackled Sam to the ground, landing in a heap on top of him.

“Not until you two work this out,” said Sam.

“That’s not going to happen!” said Meghan. She grabbed Sam’s arm and tried to twist the remote away. He tried to pushed her away with his free hand and inadvertently ended up grabbing her breast.

Meghan was straddling him, and though she was wearing yoga pants and a t-shirt now, Sam still felt his lower half quickly growing excited. Her butt felt great against his crotch, and in her attempts to get the remote from him, she ended up running her fingers up along his body.

“Come on, give it to me!” yelled Meghan. She twisted, and Sam had to move in order to keep it away from her. Her crotch rubbed against his, and the two of them began to bounce in a fashion that looked about as lewd as two people could get with clothes on.

Sam tried to stand up, and ended up being tripped by one of the girls. He felt on top of Kayla, and his now rock hard cock slid up and was pinned in between her butt cheeks. Meghan climbed on top of him, preventing him from being able to break free and causing him to bump against his other sister with every movement.

“Just give us the remote, Sam!” said Kayla. She was breathing heavy, and he could feel the heat radiating off her body Sam tried to move slightly in order to give himself a little bit of room, and ended up just humping her butt, and action that made his cock throb with pleasure.

“You two need to work this out!” he cried.

Kayla and Meghan looked at each other, and seemed to decide in the flash of a moment to team up. Sam was flipped onto his back, and while Meghan held his hands against the ground and attempted to strip the remote out of his fingers, Kayla straddled him and did her best to keep him still.

Meghan’s wasn’t wearing a bra, and her big boobs dangled right in front of Sam’s eyes. He felt as though the wrestling match had taken on an uncomfortably sexual vibe, and even Kayla, usually quite reserved and careful, seemed to be grinding herself against his hard bulge. He had to stifle a moan.

Finally, Meghan managed to get it free, and just in a nick of time. Sam felt like he would have shot his load in his pants from the feeling of Kayla rubbing on him if it had have gone on for a moment longer. The three of them pulled themselves to their feet, both of the twins having wild, ruffled hair.

“Jeez,” said Meghan. “That was kind of uncalled for, you guys!”

“Sorry,” said Sam. He was hunched over in a pitiful attempt to hide his erection. For some reason, Kayla was staring directly at it, and even after he noticed her she still seemed to continue.

“Sam, can I talk to you in private for a second?” she asked. Kayla was blushing slightly, and Sam found himself getting a weirdly electric vibe from her.

The two of them walked upstairs and into the room Meghan and Kayla had shared since childhood. Like Sam’s, it had gone mostly unused since the two of them had left for college. It was a fossilized version their lives at 18, complete with pink sheets and Hello Kitty pillows.

“What is it, sis?” asked Sam.

Kayla just looked at him blankly.

“I felt…your thing.” Her face was suddenly bright red. “Before, when I was on top of you.”

Neither of them said anything for a moment. Sam was mortified, and felt like he needed to say something in his defense, but couldn’t come up with a single thing.

“Do I turn you on?” asked Kayla. “I mean…was that why it happened?”

Sam just shook his head, feeling his heart pounding like a hammer in his chest.

“No, no, that’s not it, it was-“

“I understand,” said Kayla. “I’m used to not really having that effect on men.”

Sam was confused by his sister’s reaction. He was stuck between a rock and a hard place, unable to admit to his perversions, but also feeling the weight of the guilt of keeping them to himself.

“You did, sis,” he said. “You totally did, even though you’re my sister. Couldn’t you feel it?”

Saying it out loud made Sam feel a strange catharsis, and it was as though a massive burden had been taken off his chest. Kayla smiled at him, and then stepped closer. She reached behind him and shut the door.

“I don’t mind helping you out, Sam,” she whispered. “I did it to you…so I should probably make it go away.”

Sam wanted to tell her no. He wanted to be a good brother, and explain to her how it was wrong, and would change their relationship in irreversible way. However, he said nothing, and instead just looked into Kayla’s delicate eyes and nodded slowly.

She slowly pushed him back onto her bed, and then went to work. Kayla pulled down his pajama pant bottoms, and then began massaging his package with her hands.

“I haven’t done this many times before,” she said. “I hope it feels alright.”

“It’s good, sis, oh god…” Sam moaned. Kayla had pulled his boxers down seductively with her lips, and he could feel his sister’s warm lips rubbing on the base of his cock.

She started off slowly, lovingly even. Kayla worked the head of his cock into her mouth, licking up the small pearl of pre cum that had formed. She gazed up at him as she began sucking, making cute little slurping noises as she went.

“Oh god, Kayla,” said Sam. “That feels, that feels…so good.”

Sam had never experienced anything like it before. Whether it was the illicit nature of what was happening, or the face that his older sister had big lips and a soft, inviting mouth, Sam had no idea. What he did know is that one of his fantasies was playing out in front of him, and he felt like his body was being overloaded with pleasure.

Suddenly, there was a knock at the door. The handle twisted slightly, but Kayla had kept the good sense to lock it earlier.

“Kayla? Sam? Are you two in there?” asked their mom. “It’s time for dinner.”

Kayla pulled her mouth off her brother’s cock, making a small but resounding popping noise.

“Okay mom, I’ll be down in a second,” she replied. Kayla immediately brought her mouth down and began bobbing up and down on his cock, making Sam feel almost like he was going to lose it and cum right there, at the worst possible time.

“Is your brother in there with you?” asked Rebecca.

Sam was breathing heavy, but he forced himself to answer.

“Y-yeah mom,” he said. “I’ll, I’ll come in a second.”

“Make sure you come as quick as you can, sweetie,” said his mom. “I don’t want your food to get cold.”

That was too much for Sam. He grabbed the back of his sister’s head and thrust forward as his cock began to explode white hot jets of cum down her throat. Kayla drank down every drop, sucking his cock hard and cleaning it off completely.

Sam could hear his mom’s footsteps heading down the stairs. He pulled up his boxers and pants, and then looked at his sister. She was blushing, just like she had been the entire time.

“Was that okay?” she asked. “I haven’t done it all that much before.”

Sam nodded.

“Yeah sis, that was great.”


CHAPTER 3

Sam made his way downstairs first, and Kayla followed about 10 minutes later. All of them sat down for dinner, a pot roast that Rebecca had prepared for the special occasion.

“What were you two doing up there, anyway?” she asked them.

Sam glanced at Kayla. Her face, as usual, seemed to flush bright red.

“Kayla was just showing me a video, that’s all,” said Sam.

“Hmm, I guess the little wrestling match we had must have inspired the two of you to watch it,” said Meghan. She looked at Sam and winked, and he suddenly felt like the two of them had been caught.

“Anyway,” said Rebecca. “Dig in. This is way too much food for just the four of us.”

She was right. By the end of the meal, everyone was stuffed, and there were clearly enough leftovers to feed them for a couple of days. Sam yawned, and stood up from the table.

“It’s been a long day,” he said. “I think I’m going to head to bed early…”

“You can’t!” replied his mom. “I found a great movie for all of us to watch. Remember how we all used to have movie night when you were younger.”

Sam looked to his sisters for backup. Kayla seemed pretty ambivalent, and Meghan had a smile on her face.

“I think that could be fun,” said Meghan. “You know what, let’s do it!”

He sighed, and then gave up on his point. His mom was kind of right. It didn’t seem like a bad idea and he had loved family movie night as a kid.

Sam walked out into the living room. Meghan and Kayla went upstairs to grab some blankets, and his mom set about getting the movie playing. He sat down on the couch and watched as she bent over and began fiddling with some of the switches on the TV.

Rebecca was only wearing a thin, short, nightgown, and it rode up just far enough when she moved for Sam to sneak a peek at her panties. He felt guilty, but his mom had an amazing butt and perfect legs. The sight was enough to capture the attention of his lower half, which began to get excited, even despite the care his sister had given to it earlier.

“How do you switch to the DVD player on this thing?” asked his mom.

Sam stood up and walked up behind her. He reached to show her where the button was, and accidentally pushed his crotch into her ass. It felt good, incredibly good, and he let it rest there for a minute as he helped her out.

“It’s right here mom,” he said, taking her hand and moving it over. “That one.”

“Oh,” replied Rebecca. “Thanks, honey.”

Neither of them moved for a moment. Sam had an intense urge to grab his mom by the hips and grind into her, and just as it began to take hold of his body, his sisters came bounding down the stairs with blankets in hand.

“Alright, got them!” said Meghan. “Dibs on one of the chairs!”

“I call the other one!” said Kayla.

That left the couch for Sam and his mom. He walked over and sat down on it. Meghan tossed him a blanket, and his mother put in the DVD and dimmed the lights before making her way over and sitting down next to him.

“Do you mind if we lie down, instead of just sitting?” she asked him. “I’m really in the mood to stretch out.”

For some reason, her request made Sam’s body flush with heat.

“Mom, that might be a little uncomfortable,” he said meekly. “I mean, for the length of an entire movie?”

“Relax honey, just try it,” she replied. “You aren’t too old to enjoy cuddling with your mom, are you?”

Sam shook his head no, and then lied down on the inside of the couch. His mom climbed on and pushed up against him, pulled the blanket over them, and then started the movie.

He did his best to concentrate of the TV, and ignore the fact that his mom’s soft body was rubbing up on him. It was a romantic comedy about a racist blind woman who falls in love with a Chinese man.

“Are you comfortable, sweetie?” asked his mom. She wiggled slightly, causing her butt to grind against Sam’s quickly hardening cock.

“Yeah mom, I am,” he replied. As much as he tried to focus on nonsexual things, it was almost impossible for him to stop from popping a fully blown erection. It felt incredible pushed up against his mom’s soft body, and he wondered how it was that she hadn’t noticed.

The movie continued, and Sam began to feel a strong urge take hold of him. He wanted to do more, to feel more of his mom, and his cock seemed to be trying to motivate him to go for it through throbbing and aching.

Sam just couldn’t resist. He let his hand slide up her back, as though he was going to rub her shoulder, and then continued around, coming to a rest right on the edge of her big boob. His mom was either too embarrassed to say anything, or incredibly naïve, because she stayed completely silent.

His hips began to move against her, and once he had started, it felt too good to stop. There was no way that she didn’t feel at that point, he realized. In fact, it almost seemed as though his mom was pushing back slightly, meeting his gentle thrusts and slides and tightening her butt cheeks around his throbbing rod.

“Are you enjoying the movie, Sammie?” whispered his mom.

“Oh yeah mom, I am,” he said, getting more brazen and letting his hand slide all the way over her breast. “I wish I’d have known about this movie a long time ago.”

The two of them continued slowly dry humping, keeping their movements small as to not alert the twins. The raw, unbridled and illicit eroticism of the act seemed to fog over Sam’s mind. He wanted more, to push it further, to enjoy all of his mom.

“Mmm, this is my favorite part,” whispered Rebecca. “This is where things in the movie really start to heat up.”

She guided one of Sam’s hands down to her panties. He slid his fingers across them a couple of times, and then brought them inside the fabric. His mom’s cunt was already hot and wet, and a shudder went through her as he slipped a finger in.

Rebecca reached one of her hands around and grasped her son’s cock. It sent a shiver down his spine to feel his own mother jerking him off, and his cock began to leak out pre cum as though it was trying to soak his boxers.

The two of them continued like that for several minutes, masturbating each other in their own hidden reality sphere of pleasure. Sam began to feel like he needed more, and he was going to get it, regardless if it meant getting caught.

He slipped his own pants and boxers down, and then did the same with his mom’s panties. Her nightgown was short enough that his cock to slip in underneath it, flipping up the silky fabric against its base. Rebecca let out a little moan as his hard rod rubbed against her folds.

“Are you guys okay over there?” asked Meghan. “Nice and comfy?”

“Oh yes, we are very comfortable,” said Rebecca, her breath slightly ragged. “We have such a nice couch for cuddling on.”

Sam moved as silently as he could. He had to push himself down on the couch a little bit and fold his mom forward to get the angle right, but as the head of his cock pushed into her warm and wet pussy, he knew that it was worth it.

“Oh god, Sam,” whispered his mom. “This…this isn’t right!”

It was a little late to be having doubts, thought same. He groped at his mom’s tit in what was meant to be a reassuring gesture, and ended up pinching her nipple instead.

“Come on mom,” he whispered. “We’re just cuddling, it’s okay. We’re just cuddling under the blanket on movie night.”

He pushed his hips forward, and his mother let out another tiny moan. She rubbed his hand, and he knew that she had accepted the act that they were in the midst of.

And she wasn’t alone in her conflict, not entirely. Sam felt as though his cock had never known such warm, hot, pleasure before, but at the same time, the guilt and shame was eating him alive. Things would never be the same again between them…

He hugged his mother tight and began to thrust in her, softly and rhythmically. It felt incredible, as though his mom had some type of magical cunt, and it had cast a spell over him. He wanted to fuck her tonight, but more in the future, and found himself seeing the line between his mom and a sex goddess become almost indiscernible.

Rebecca was breathing heavy, and as Sam increased her pace, she tensed up, and then went entirely limp. Sam could feel her cunt tightening and convulsing on his dick, and he found himself impressed that his mom was able to have an orgasm completely silently.

He pumped into her faster, doing his best to stay silent, but knowing that he must be falling short. She just felt so good. All Sam wanted to do was cuddle with his mommy, and fuck her under the blanket. It was too much for him. He blew his load, letting all of his seed shoot deep inside her.

The movie still had a couple of minutes left. It gave Sam and his mom time to slip their clothes back on, and catch their breath. The two of them continued to cuddle, and though it felt different, there was still love in it. A vastly different, evolving sort of love, but still love. The credits rolled, and everyone started heading to bed.

“Did you enjoy the movie?” asked Meghan.

Sam and his mom looked over at each other.

“Yeah,” he said. “It was good.”

END
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CHAPTER 1

“You’ve never been on a vacation like this before, Mike!”

Laura Grant’s voice had a matter of fact, almost condescending tone that always managed to get under Mike’s skin. He sat next to her in the car. She had her window down, the wind blowing her chestnut brown hair around and nipping at the fabric of her sundress.

“And I never want to go on a vacation like this,” said Mike. “I still don’t understand why I couldn’t have stayed home in the first place. I’m 18.”

His stepmom smiled at him. The expression was affectionate, caring, and laced with the same parental authority that Mike had found so detestable in her voice a moment before.

Mike had always gotten along with Laura well enough. She was the only mother he’d ever known, stepping in almost immediately after his biological mother’s death in childbirth. Laura was a caring mother, a bit overprotective and prone to doting on her stepson from time to time, but always with her heart in the right place.

“It’s because you’re 18 that I can’t leave you home alone,” she laughed. “I know what kind of trouble you’d get into, young man.”

Laura reached over and set a hand on Mike’s thigh, her fingers coming into contact with the bare skin below the edge of his shorts. He flinched. His body didn’t seem to care that it was his mother doing the touching, judging from his reaction, and a flash of embarrassment waved over him.

I need some quality alone time. Damn it, I really wish I could’ve stayed home!

“I would have been on my best behavior, mom,” he said. “It’s still not too late. I could take the car home and pick you up when the cruise ship comes back to harbor.”

Laura laughed and slipped her hand up a bit higher on his thigh. She slowed the car to a stop at a red light and then turned to face her son.

“I know the things young men do when given enough wiggle room.” She flashed a coy smile at him. “I was young once, too.”

To the eyes of almost anyone, Laura was still young. She was 36 and looked as though she was in her mid-twenties. Her petite body was in the kind of perfectly toned shape that only years of regular aerobics and yoga classes can bring about in most women.

She had medium length auburn hair that she usually wore down. Laura, strangely enough, acted oblivious to the effect her body had on men. Her large, well-formed breasts were inspirational in the way they attracted horny, leering eyes, and her butt was just the right size and shape to do the same.

“Whatever, mom,” said Mike. He tried not to glance down the low-cut front of her sun dress as she leaned over to plant a kiss on his cheek.

Why can’t she dress more conservatively? I’m just glad it won’t be a problem for the next few days.

The stoplight turned green, and Laura pulled the car forward.

“I hope you’ll at least try to have a good time,” she said. “Just because it’s a women’s retreat doesn’t mean there won’t be things for you to do.”

Mike sighed. He fully anticipated being bored out of his mind, stuck on a cruise ship with a bunch of old, out of shape women, his mother excluded. He still couldn’t understand what had possessed her to purchase the trip in the beginning.

“Mom, I’m a man,” he said. “There’s a halfway decent chance that they won’t even let me on the ship. Isn’t this cruise for women only?”

“I bought you a children’s ticket,” she said. “Sorry. I thought I told you that already.”

Mike gritted his teeth.

As though being dragged along wasn’t enough… This is stupid.

“Mom, I’m 18,” said Mike. “I am very clearly not a child.”

“It was the only option I had!” Laura looked at him pleadingly. “Please, don’t make such a big deal out of this.”

She reached her hand back over and ran it through his hair. The gesture only fueled Mike’s anger, making him feel like a little kid again.

She doesn’t take me seriously. I’m not her little baby boy anymore.

“Here it is!” Laura pulled her hand back and set it on the wheel as she turned the car into a large parking lot next to a harbor.

Mike could already see the cruise ship in the water. It was huge, and the upper levels of it jutted up over most of the buildings on the edge of the dock. He was still fuming at the idea of being aboard on a children’s ticket, but it was hard not to see possibility within the behemoth ship.

“Come on, sweetie,” said Laura. She climbed out of the car and began pulling their bags out of the backseat. Mike took his and pulled the strap over his shoulder.

Laura locked the car. She and Mike began walking over to where a group of fellow cruise ship passengers were waiting to board. It was all women, and as Mike scanned the crowd, he was surprised by how young and attractive most of them were.

Maybe this won’t be as bad as I expected it would be?

“Oh my god!” A familiar voice came from the side of the crowd. “Please tell me you’re just dropping off her luggage for her?”

Danica Williams was popular, attractive, social, and possibly the most lusted after girl at Mike’s high school. An unfortunate incident involving an open water bottle and a hallway collision when they were both freshman had given Danica a reason to hate Mike’s guts. She really, really hated him, and it was part of the reason Mike had been unsuccessful with girls and social cliques for the past four years.

“Uh… Danica?” Mike’s heart sank. “What are you doing here?”

“What does it look like I’m doing here?” She glared at him and then rolled her eyes.

Danica was gorgeous, the type of girl that was too attractive to even spread rumors about. She was tall, almost the same height as Mike. Her boobs were big, and she knew what to wear to emphasize their appeal. Her long blonde hair was usually pulled back into a ponytail, out of the way of her striking green eyes.

“Hello, Danica,” said Laura. “He’s here with me. I couldn’t just leave him in the house on his own for a week.”

“This cruise is for women only!” Danica’s voice was loud and accusatory. “You do understand that, right?”

Several other women in the crowd had turned to look at Mike. He felt his face heating up as Danica continued to press the point.

“Relax, Danica,” said Laura. “He’s my son. I bought him a children’s ticket. It’s allowed under the cruise’s policy.”

“A children’s ticket?” Danica started laughing.

“Look, can you just leave it be?” asked Mike. “The cruise ship is huge. I’ll keep to myself, and you-“

“Aww, little baby Mikey wants me to leave it be?” Danica spoke in childish, mocking voice. “You poor little thing. Good thing your mommy is here to take care of you.”

I’ve never wanted to punch someone so badly in my life before.

A few women in the crowd chuckled and even more turned to look at Mike. He felt his face turning red. Danica’s taunting, as juvenile and pathetic as it may have been, was getting under his skin.

“I don’t want to be here,” he said. “Go bother someone else.”

Danica flicked a few strands of hair out of her face and set her hands on her hips.

“Just so you know, I’m going to tell everyone at school about this when we get back.” Danica smirked at him with evil lips. “Hope you enjoy your vacation!”

She turned away and walked off. Mike sighed and tried to ignore the glances and whispered conversations of the women around him.

“I think she likes you, sweetie.” Laura poked him in the ribs and smiled.

“She’s a…” Mike stopped himself before saying the word bitch, not wanting to swear in front of his mother. “She’s one of the reasons why people don’t take me seriously at school.”

“Oh, don’t worry about stuff like that!” His mom ruffled his hair, and then planted a kiss on his cheek, her lips drawing dangerously close to the corner of his mouth.

And you’re the other reason, mom.


CHAPTER 2

A few minutes went by, and then finally, an employee stepped down the gangway and began allowing passengers onto the cruise ship. Mike was still reeling from Danica and her insults. He tried not to notice the women that were still staring at him as he approached the edge of the dock.

Laura handed the employee their tickets when their turn finally arrived. The female employee looked at them, and then back at Mike and his mom, and then back at the tickets. She coughed.

“Uh, how old are you, again?” The employee’s voice was full of uncomfortable skepticism.

“He’s 18,” said Laura, before Mike could answer. “The cruise ship allows for children 18 and under to board with their parents, regardless of gender.”

“I’m pretty sure the policy applied to children under 18,” said the employee. “With 17 as the cutoff.”

Mike decided to seize the opportunity that had presented itself.

“Oh, whoops, our mistake!” He grabbed his bag and moved to step out of line. “I’ll see you in a week, mom!”

“Not so fast!” Laura grabbed him and pulled him against her in a motherly embrace, cradling his head against her bosom. “This is my son! He’s coming with me.”

Mike blushed. His mom’s breasts were soft, and her body was bodacious.

I can’t think like that. She’s my mother, for crying out loud.

“Fine.” The employee waved them through, apparently not wanting to hold up the line for any longer than she already had. “Just keep him out of trouble.”

Laura linked her arm through Mike’s and began leading him up the connecting bridge triumphantly.

“Why are you so dead set on having me with you?” asked Mike. The two of them stepped onto the ship’s immaculately polished wooden deck. The ship was gigantic, with each of the upper levels taking up at least as much space as a city block.

“We’ve already been over this, sweetie,” said Laura. “I can’t just leave you home alone.”

“You could have Alice check in on me.” Mike folded his arms. “That’s worked plenty of times in the past.”

Alice was their kind, elderly neighbor. Mike had been mowing her lawn, raking up leaves, and shoveling her driveway since he was ten. She’d always rewarded him with homemade cookies and a small stipend for his effort.

“Mike…” Laura looked over at him with loving eyes. “Fine. I could have done that, yes. But I didn’t. Because I thought you’d end up enjoying yourself.”

Mike shook his head.

“I told you I didn’t want to go,” he said.

“Your classmate is here, too,” said Laura. “There’s probably at least a dozen other girls your age running around. Who knows, you could find romance on the high seas?”

Mike tried not to let his frustration with her show.

Why does she say things like that? It’s like she enjoys making me feel uncomfortable.

“Whatever, Mom.” Mike increased his pace, pulling in front of her as he followed the other passengers toward the front entrance to the main deck.

“Mike!” Laura had to jog to keep up with his pace. “Look, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to upset you. I wanted you to come with me because… I love you.”

Mike sighed and slowed so she could keep up more easily. He turned to look at his mom and saw the honest emotions in her eyes.

She really cares about me.

It was a little hard for him to meet her gaze. He could see the way she felt about him in it. It was loving, protective, and soft. It made Mike feel a strange, uncomfortable mixture of emotions.

“I love you too, Mom,” he finally said. “I’ll try to enjoy myself, I guess.”

Laura stepped up to her tip toes and pulled his head down so she could give him a kiss on his forehead.

“That’s all I ask,” she said.

They headed through the double doors leading into the lobby of the main deck. The space was huge. A large chandelier hung from the high ceiling overhead, vaguely reminding Mike of pictures he’d seen of the Titanic.

He and his mom came to a stop behind several other passengers, all of whom were staring up at the top of a luxury staircase leading up to the second level. A podium had been set up on the edge of it, and two women in pressed uniforms stood on either side.

Mike suddenly realized that he hadn’t seen any men, even male employees, since arriving at the dock. He glanced around. Several women nearby had been staring at him, and they nervously glanced away as his eyes met theirs. He still didn’t see any other men.

Am I seriously the only guy on this cruise ship? There must be at least a few others, maybe a ship engineer, or the captain, or something…

As if in response to his silent question, a woman in a captain’s uniform made her way over to the podium from a door behind the stairs. She looked to be in her early forties and had a serious look on her attractive face. Her eyes scanned the crowd. Mike winced, feeling suddenly nervous. Luckily, the captain didn’t appear to notice him.

“Welcome, ladies.” The captain spoke into the microphone on the podium, her voice radiating through the lobby. “My name is Captain Michelle. This is the 47th voyage of Goddess Cruise Lines. I’m happy to have all of you on my ship.”

The women around Mike, including his mother, cheered in response. The feminine energy in the lobby was almost intoxicating. He could smell a mixture of perfumes in the air.

“Basic ground rules apply, of course,” said Captain Michelle. “You’ve already agreed to them upon purchasing your tickets, but as a general reminder, it’s expected that you treat your fellow passengers and the staff with respect.”

Captain Michelle continued on, going down the list of rules and expectations in a serious, authoritative voice. Mike felt more out of place than he had back on the docks, and hoped that she wouldn’t notice him among the crowd.

She seems like the kind of woman that wouldn’t hesitate to kick me off the ship, just to prove a point.

“Finally,” said Captain Michelle. “Everything that happens on Goddess Cruise Lines, stays on Goddess Cruise Lines. It’s expected that you will not share photos of other passengers, or start rumors about their behavior. This cruise ship is a safe space.”

Mike raised an eyebrow. It seemed like a strange rule to have as official policy, and he wondered about the implications of it. Laura reached her arm over and put it around his waist, a gesture that was almost a little too intimate for a mother and son.

“This is going to be fun, sweetie,” she whispered.

Mike didn’t say anything. She looked amazingly sexy and seductive in her sun dress. He pulled away from her side embrace, feeling suddenly uncomfortable.

A number of women were still watching Mike, some of them around his age or just a bit older. It felt different from how it had before. It wasn’t because Danica had drawn attention to him, or out of curiosity. The eyes of the women were sizing him up, appraising him. Mike was tall and broad shouldered, and it made him look older than most 18 year olds.

I’m not just a kid that got dragged along by his mom, and I’ll prove it if I get the chance.


CHAPTER 3

Captain Michelle ended the assembly shortly after. Several female employees walked down from the stairs to take her place. They passed out keycards and explained how to tell from your ticket’s number exactly where you’d be rooming. Laura and Mike were upstairs on the second deck.

Mike lifted up his bag and prepared to walk up the stairs with his mom. He heard Danica’s voice coming from his right and frowned. She was headed over, along with her mother, who Luke had seen only a couple of times before at school functions.

“Vera,” said Laura. “I thought you might be on this cruise. How are you?”

Mike’s mother shared a hug with Danica’s mother, leaving the two feuding teenagers to stand around awkwardly in their parent’s wake.

“Yes, well, I promised Danica we’d go on one a while back,” said Vera. “I could also use the chance to unwind.”

Vera was an attractive woman in her late thirties. She looked a lot like her daughter, but with a sensual air about her, and slightly larger breasts. Around Mike’s school, she was commonly one of the moms referred to as a cougar, though he paid little attention to that kind of talk. His mom received just as much attention, if not more, and it forced him to tune out when the topic of hot older women came up among his friends.

“And Michael is here, as well?” Vera smiled and stepped in closer to him. She wore a pair of white slacks and form fitting, low cut blouse. Mike tried not to notice.

“Yeah,” said Mike. “I kind of got dragged along. I know it’s a woman’s only cruise and all.”

Vera smiled and set one of her hands on his shoulder.

“Oh, I’m sure you’ll find plenty of ways to entertain yourself,” she said, in a quiet voice. “If you get bored, perhaps we can go for a walk around the upper deck.”

“Mother!” Danica frowned and grabbed her mom’s other hand. “We need to go find our cabin.”

Vera locked eyes with Mike. She wore a nuanced amount of makeup, and her natural beauty was enough to make it work. Her lips were soft and luscious, and it almost seemed like she was flaunting them for him.

“Yes, we should be going, too,” said Laura. “Come on Mike. We’ll run into each other after we’re settled, I’m sure.”

He nodded and turned away from the other two women.

I really, really want to go on that walk.

To get to their cabin, Mike and Laura first had to head back out onto the outside deck. The cruise ship was slowly pulling out of port, and the afternoon sun was slipping lower on the western horizon. The air smelled of sea salt and possibilities.

Laura led him up the outer set of stairs that would bring them to where they need to be. She was talking, but Mike could barely focus enough to listen, still excited from the encounter with Vera.

She is a total MILF. It would be so perfect if I could do something with her.

A strong gust of wind blew across the ship from further out at sea. Laura yelped as her sundress flew up a couple of inches. From right behind his mom, Mike had a totally unobstructed view of her toned butt and tiny blue and white frilled panties. He blinked, realizing what he was doing as his mom forced her dress back down.

“Whoops!” she said, laughing. “The wind is so strong here.”

“Uh… yeah,” said Mike.

Did I seriously just look up my mother’s dress?

He tried to ignore how turned on he felt as they stepped onto the second floor. Numerous other passengers were streaming in through a central door, and the two of them followed along. It led to a hallway, and Mike and Laura scanned the door plaques as they made their way forward.

“Here we are,” said Laura. “Cabin 212.”

She pulled out digital keycard that one of the employees had given her and ran it through the card reader slot. The door opened, and she and Mike walked inside.

“It’s… smaller than I was expecting,” said Mike.

He realized what an understatement that was as he glanced around the room. There was a bed against the middle of the wall to the right, smaller than his own queen size bed back home.

The room was oriented in a way that made it the center focus, nightstands on either side of the bed and a TV mounted on the wall across from it. There was a door that led to a bathroom on the far side of the room, a telephone, and not much else.

“Where’s my bed?” asked Mike.

Laura walked over to the bed and sat down on it, crossing her legs. She didn’t say anything, and a strange, hot sensation ran through Mike’s body as he met her eyes.

“Well, you’re here on a child’s ticket, Mike,” she said. “We only get one cabin, with one bed.”

Mike set his hand on his forehead. His mom leaned forward to slip off her sandals, accidentally flashing him a view of her cleavage that made him feel shameful and wrong.

“Mom, this bed isn’t big enough for the both of us!” Mike shook his head, feeling like he’d stepped into a bizarre movie plot. “I’ll have to sleep on the floor, or something.”

“Would you get over yourself, sweetie?” Laura rolled her eyes at him. “It’s not that big of a deal. We’ll stick to either side of the bed, and it will be fine.”

She shifted so that she was lying on the bed and then patted the spot next to her. Mike blinked, and then slowly took off his shoes to join her.

She’s probably right. It won’t be that big of a deal, as long as we’re careful.

Mike’s shoulders brushed against his mom’s soft arm as he lay on his back in bed. She rolled over so she was facing him and set a hand on his chest. He felt uncomfortably hot.

“See? It’s not so bad…”

Mike turned so he was facing his mom. Her dress was almost falling off of her, the edge of her bra showing through the top. She reached over to hug him, and Mike let her. Unbelievably, his cock began to harden in his shorts.

What the fuck? She’s my mother,

“We’ll share the bed,” said Laura, her voice a whisper, “…and in the morning, we’ll be well rested to enjoy what the ship has to offer.”

Mike stared at his mom’s luscious lips and the smooth, soft curve of her neck and shoulders. His eyes settled on the line of her bust. The sun dress had slid down as she’d shifted on the bed, and he could see the bulging flesh of her big, soft breasts begging for release.

“I don’t know about this,” said Mike. “If we explain to the staff what happened, I’m sure they’d let us book another cabin.”

Laura wasn’t listening. She reached one of her hands over to Mike’s head and ran a hand through his hair. She was smiling at him. Her eyes gleamed with emotions that reminded Mike of his childhood, the way she’d stare down at him when tucking him into bed, or helping him with his homework.

“I’m really glad you came with me, Michael,” she said. “We don’t spend enough time together, anymore.”

Mike didn’t say anything.

It won’t be that bad. And it means so much to her.

His cock strained against the tight confines of his boxer briefs. Mike tried to pretend that he didn’t know exactly what it meant, and where his arousal came from.

“I’m glad I came too, mom,” he said. “I want to come with you more often. On trips like this, I mean.”

Laura kissed him softly on the cheek, her hot breath tickling the hairs on his neck, and feeling far more exciting than it should have.

“I’m going to take a bath,” she said. Mike watched as she rolled to the side of the bed and slipped off it, readjusting her dress over her boobs and butt with cute, modest movements.


CHAPTER 4

The cabin had a small, circular window that looked out onto the ocean and the main deck below. Mike peered out of it, watching people moving by on the polished wood. He could hear the water in bathroom running, and tried not to think about his mother and her current state of undress.

What’s wrong with me? It’s not alright for me to be thinking like this.

He walked back over to the bed, which was only a couple of steps away from the window, and then collapsed down on it. The drive out to the docks had taken a couple of hours, and Mike’s body still felt compressed from being in a seat for so long.

A remote sat on top of the nightstand directly to the left of the bed. Mike grabbed it with one hand and then opened the top drawer of the nightstand with his other. There was a room service menu placed neatly inside of it. He picked it up, turned it over, and found a schedule of cruise ship activities on the back.

Zumba, yoga, dance parties, and wine tastings. I guess that’s just to be expected.

He set it aside on top of the nightstand. Some of the activities could still be fun. His cock was still hard inside his shorts, and the idea of being in a yoga class full of attractive women in tight leggings was, admittedly, quite appealing.

“Mike?” Laura’s voice came from behind the closed bathroom door. “Can you bring me my shampoo? It should be in the small pocket of my luggage, on top.”

Mike rolled off the bed. He found his mom’s bag and spend a couple of seconds searching for her shampoo before finding it. Still thinking about whether or not he’d be able to pull off crashing a yoga class or a dance party, he walked over to bathroom door and opened it without thinking.

He heard his mom’s surprised shout before his eyes had even focused on the scene. Laura had instinctively pushed up out of the tub, pulling one arm over her breasts and jamming a hand against her crotch.

Soap suds and steamy water dripped down her cleavage, intensifying the sex appeal of her boobs by a factor of ten. Her hair was slicked back, mermaid style. She was blushing, and her eyes were wide with shock and surprise.

I am a fucking idiot.

“Sorry!” Mike immediately turned around, dropping the shampoo on the bathroom’s tile floor in a clumsy rush. “I am so sorry, mom!”

Laura didn’t say anything. Mike heard water dripping off her body, and then light, wet footsteps on the floor, followed by the sound of a towel being unfolded. His cock ached with eager desire, willing him to turn around and catch another forbidden glimpse. He fought down both the urge and his own shame.

“It’s okay, sweetie,” his mom finally said. “I have a towel on. You can turn around.”

Mike winced, but let himself turn to face her. Laura actually had two towels on, one hanging from her chest and only barely managing to cover her ample assets, and the other wrapped around her hair.

“I wasn’t thinking,” said Mike. “I didn’t see anything, I swear.”

Laura smiled, still blushing, and stepped toward him.

“It’s okay, even if you did,” she said. “I mean, I am your mom, after all. These things happen.”

Her words had an illicit quality to them, but Mike was sure that it was just in the way he heard them and not in her voice. He swallowed hard and forced himself to look her in the eyes, still trying to will down his painfully hard erection.

“I brought you the shampoo.” He felt stupid saying the words, but he needed to break the tension in the air, somehow.

“Thank you, honey.” Laura bent down to pick the bottle up off the ground. “Whoops!”

The fold holding the towel in place slipped and Laura had to scramble to pull it back around her body. Mike saw more of the skin of his mother’s breasts, and a hint of the edge of the areola on one. Laura pulled the white cotton fabric of the towel tight against her front as she leaned back up, blushing even more furiously than she had been before.

She’s sexy. Beyond sexy.

“It just doesn’t want to stay on me,” she said, laughing nervously. Mike forced himself to laugh, too.

“I, uh…” He chewed his lip, staring at the wall instead of the gorgeous, mostly uncovered woman in front of him. “I’m going to take a look around the rest of the ship.”

“Okay, sweetie.” Laura reset her towel and then took a step closer to him, extending her arms for a hug. “Be back before it gets too dark.”

Mike’s heart raced. He wanted to hug his mom, and also wanted to bolt out of the room. His emotions competed, arousal against shame, morality against hormones. He stepped forward and into his mother’s embrace.

His erection poked into her stomach, but Laura didn’t seem to notice. His mom’s body was still wet and steamy, and it made Mike feel the soft curves of her big boobs all the more intimately against his chest. He struggled to keep his cool.

“I know this isn’t how you’d planned to spend your vacation,” said Laura. “But I’m glad you’re here. Even if it’s hard for you, in some ways.”

“It’s no problem,” said Mike. “It’s not that hard.”

Laura nuzzled her face into his neck.

“Well, just keep in mind that I’m here for you.” The towel was slipping down Laura’s body as she spoke. “I can help you if it ends up being a struggle for you to keep yourself entertained.”

“I’m already having fun, mom.” Mike bit into his tongue. He could feel the towel dropping down, freeing her breasts even as they still pressed against him. He wanted to push her back against the wall, and then…

What the hell am I thinking? This is weird!

Mike coughed and forced himself to turn away from his mom, averting his eyes to her sensual, seductive nudity. He tried not to think about what any other guy would do with a woman like her if given a chance like this, pressed together in a bathroom. Laura picked up her towel in a rush, and then took a step back.

“I’ll have to add more hot water to the tub,” she said. “I like my baths hot and steamy.”

Mike didn’t say anything as he left the bathroom, shutting the door tightly behind him and cursing under his breath.

I’m just a confused, horny 18 year old. I’ll forget that this ever happened by tomorrow morning.

He desperately hoped that it would end up being true.


CHAPTER 5

The first thing Mike did upon leaving the cabin was to inadvertently get himself lost. The hallway outside was well lit, but filled with identical doors. By the time he’d made it to the end and stepped out onto the deck of the second level, he was already struggling to remember what his mom had said their room number was.

He walked down to the main deck. The sun had sunken over the horizon in the time he and his mother had been in their room, but the cruise ship was covered with an ample number of hanging lamplights.

Mike noticed more than a few women glancing at him as he moved along the outer railing. They were brazen about it, making no attempt to hide their intrigue and in some cases, obvious interest.

This must be how an attractive woman feels walking down the street.

A group of athletic looking women in front of him turned to gawk at him as he walked by them. One of them said something, and all of them broke into laughter.

“You should get his room number, then,” said one of them. “I’m sure he’d be happy to oblige you.”

Mike scratched his head and wondered if he should stop or not. He was still eager to prove himself after what Danica had put him through, and the women in the group looked attractive enough. When he turned to look back at them, they glanced away, as though too intimidated to even hold his gaze.

Cool.

Mike approached the back of the main deck. The cruise ship’s engines were surprisingly quiet, and the only thing that gave away the ship’s movement was wake behind it, oily smooth and only partially lit by the boat’s lights.

He could hear laughter coming from a door leading to the inner ship behind him. After spending a few minutes leaning against the railing, cooling himself down with the sea spray splashed up from below, he decided to check it out.

It was a bar, and Mike had apparently walked in through the back entrance. Compared to the rest of the cruise ship, it was relatively empty of people, though a group sitting at the table nearest to the door was laughing loudly as they drank.

Mike felt out of place, but he forced himself to walk further inside. The lights were dim, a striking contrast to the carefully illuminated main deck. The room was a simple rectangle with a bar on the left side, tables on the right, and a single bartender handling the back.

He took a seat on a bar stool, feeling expensive leather underneath his butt as he sat down. The bartender was polishing a glass, and she casually slipped down the bar over to Mike.

“Uh…” Mike scratched his head, wondering what he should say. “I’ll have a beer?”

“What kind?” asked the bartender.

“Just… whatever,” he said. “It doesn’t matter.”

The bartender gave him a strange look. Mike was sure that he was about to be carded and denied, but before the woman could say anything, someone else sat down at the bar and drew her attention away.

“Hey, Marissa,” said the new arrival, an attractive Asian girl a bit older than Mike. “Can I get a long island iced tea?”

“Rough day?” asked the bartender. She had opened a beer for Mike and slid it down to him without paying much attention.

“The roughest,” said the woman. She was wearing a tight fitting blouse, the uniform of some of the other cruise ship employees that Mike had seen. In a frustrated gesture, she unbuttoned the top few buttons, revealing a bit of her bust.

The bartender finally turned back to Mike. As far as he knew, usually a bar would keep a tab running for someone if they looked like they intended to stick around. From the woman’s frown and folded arms, Mike could tell that she was still suspicious of him. He pulled a ten dollar bill out of his pocket and slid it toward her across the bar. She took it from him slowly and then turned around and walked into the backroom.

Mike could feel the attention of the girl sitting next to him. He waited for a moment, and then decided to take advantage of it.

“Hi,” he said, turning to meet her eye. “Do you, uh, work for the cruise ship?”

Smooth, Mike. Real smooth.

The girl blinked. She looked down at Mike’s legs, and followed the path of his body with her gaze all the way back up to his face. She frowned.

“Are you some kind of dyke, or something?”

Mike flinched back at the words.

“What? No!” He took a sip of his beer, tasting the bitter hops, while he shook his head.

“I don’t believe you,” said the girl. “Captain Michelle is very particular. There’s no way a guy would have ended up on this cruise.”

“Trust me, I am a guy,” said Mike.

The girl nodded slowly.

“You can identify as whatever you want,” said the girl. “I have an open mind. No judgment, here.”

Mike gritted his teeth, surprised at his own frustration.

It feels like all the shit Danica gave me, except genuine.

He took a long swig from his beer and then slipped off his bar stool and moved one closer to the girl.

“What’s your name?” he asked.

“Astrud.”

“Okay then, Astrud.” Mike smiled. “I’m Mike. What will it take for you to believe that I’m telling the truth?”

Astrud smiled slightly, took a large sip of her drink, and then giggled.

“Well, there is one way you could prove it to me,” she whispered.

“How?”

“Oh… you know.” Astrud was smiling, as though she found his defensiveness to be the funniest thing in the world.

“No, I don’t know,” said Mike. “Come on, tell me.”

Astrud looked around the room for a moment. She twirled a strand of her hair between her fingers, and then leaned in close to Mike.

“There’s a unisex bathroom in the back of the bar. Marissa’s in the back room, and wouldn’t see us go in.” She winked at him. “If you can show it to me, I’ll believe you.”

Mike stood up from his stool and reached his hand out for Astrud’s. She gave it to him. Her face was soft and round. She was a small woman, and her body had a bit of curve to it, just enough to make her hips and butt catch the eye.

He brought her over to the bathroom and opened the door. Astrud giggled as she slipped inside. Mike’s cock was rock hard, and it caught him a little off-guard.

“Alright,” he said closing the door and locking it. “Are you ready?”

Astrud nodded. Mike wasn’t sure what she was expecting. He reached down to his waistband and slid down his already visibly tented shorts and boxer briefs.

“Wow!” Astrud crouched down on the clean bathroom floor and stared at Mike’s hard cock. “It almost looks like the real thing.”

Mike rolled his eyes.

“It is the real thing!” he said, forcefully. “Go ahead. Touch it, see for yourself.”

Astrud blushed and put a hand over her mouth.

“Hey, don’t get any ideas,” she said. “I have a boyfriend back home!”

“Well, if my dick isn’t real…” Mike smiled. “Then there’s nothing wrong with you touching it, is there?”

He met eyes with Astrud and saw a glimmer of mischief in them. He wondered if it was a reflection of his own expression.

Slowly and gingerly, she reached her hand out and let her fingers wrap around Mike’s cock. He groaned, feeling pleasure explode into his body from the soft, sweet touch.

She’s really touching it.

“It feels hard,” whispered Astrud. “And… really warm.”

She ran her thumb across the tip of Mike’s penis and squealed, pulling her hand back as it made contact with a pearl of precum.

“Keep going,” said Mike.

“I can’t.” Astrud looked up at him. The gleam of mischief was still in her eyes, but she was blushing now.

“You said you wanted proof.” Mike took her hand and pulled it back onto his cock. “You still haven’t gotten it yet.”

Astrud was on her knees before him. Her touch excited Mike, but there was also something about the dynamic of the situation that made his heart race with emotion.

This is exactly what I’m on this cruise for. Not to spend my time being mocked by Danica.

“…Just for a second, I guess,” said Astrud. She ran her hand up and down Mike’s shaft, slowly increasing her pace.

Mike’s cock was pulsing with pleasure. It felt incredible, unlike anything he’d experienced before. He could see Astrud’s pretty face and a hint of her cleavage. Having such a pretty girl rubbing his cock, even in an exploratory manner, was intoxicating.

“Yeah, there we go,” said Mike.             

“You have to tell me before you…” Astrud looked embarrassed, both with what she was doing and with what she had to say. “Well, you know.”

“Before what, Astrud?” Mike pushed his hips forward slightly, bringing his dick within an inch of the girl’s cheek.

“I’m not going to make you cum, Mike,” said Astrud. “That wouldn’t be okay.”

Then why are you stroking my cock like that?

Mike smiled. He pushed his dick forward again, and this time it rubbed across the corner of Astrud’s mouth. She let out a frustrating exhale and glared up at him, her breath hot on his cock.

“Oh, yeah,” whispered Mike. “Just a bit faster.”

Astrud glared at him, but obliged. She moved her other hand to the base of Mike’s cock and began stroking him off faster. Mike’s breathing was out of control, and bliss coursed through his body, starting in his crotch.

Astrud worked his dick as though she was softly kneading bread, or shaping clay. She looked a little angry, but also intrigued. Her face was beautiful, and her unassuming lips looked gorgeous and magical to Mike at the moment.

“Kiss it,” he said.

“No!” Astrud shook her head, though the expression on her face wasn’t entirely dismissive.

“You wanted to know if it was real,” said Mike. “This is the best way for you to find out.”

Astrud still glared at him, but she licked her lips as though unconsciously accepting his reasoning. Mike set a hand on the back of her head and pulled her in closer, and closer.

The head of his cock pushed against her lips. Mike groaned and felt something soft and wet poke out to meet the sensitive tip of his member.

Astrud continued stroking him off, and just as Mike had told her, she began to kiss the head of it, rubbing her soft lips across his cock. She let the tip of it into her mouth and sucked, as though she was slowly working a lollipop across her lips and tongue.

“Oh, fuck…” groaned Mike, as he reached his limit. Astrud pulled back a second too late.

His cock exploded, spraying cum onto what was directly in front of it. Strand after strand of seed splashed onto Astrud’s shocked face. Her mouth hung open in surprise, and one of the blasts of cum struck her lower lip and tongue.

“You… jerk.” Astrud slowly stood to her feet, shaking her head. “Oh my god…”

“Well,” said Mike. “Now you know that it’s real.”

Astrud punched him on the arm and stomped over to the door.

“I have a boyfriend!” She opened the door and almost ran direct into Marissa, the bartender, who stood right outside. Mike pulled up his shorts as quickly as he could and left the bathroom, smiling through the embarassment of getting caught.


CHAPTER 6

Mike walked out of the bar and onto the main deck, still shaken up by the experience. The situation had spiraled out of control and into something that he hadn’t been expecting.

She said she had a boyfriend. Am I ‘that guy’, now?

It was dark and the stars were out overhead. Mike walked over to the railing and leaned against it. The cruise ship was far enough into the ocean for land to be totally out of sight, though, in the darkness, it didn’t make any difference.

Mike found the sound of the waves to be soothing. It had been a strange day. The cruise ship was a world of his own, and he was still in the process of discovering his own role within it all.

His stomach growled. He hadn’t eaten anything since he and his mom had made their last pit stop on the way to the docks. Mike decided to go looking for food, remembering all of the different restaurants his mom had told him about on the drive out, each with a different theme and ethnic cooking style.

There were a couple of passengers still out on the deck, but not as many as he’d seen earlier in the night. Mike figured that most of them had probably retired to their rooms. There was something that had been nagging him since the start of the cruise, a question that he still didn’t have the answer to.

Why would a company run a cruise that’s women only?

He’d been under the impression that most people who went on travel cruises were looking for a vacation with their significant other. It made so much more sense that way. A couple on a cruise would have a chance to see new coastal cities without the hassle of plane tickets or long episodes of driving. And all their needs would be tended to with cabin cleaning, room service, nightly entertainment.

Maybe some women want all that without the hassle of it having to be romantic. So what am I doing here, again?

Mike thought back to what his mom had said about wanting to spend time with him. They already spent a good amount of time together, or at least he thought they did. Mike’s dad was busy with work and rarely around the house. He and his mother had plenty of chances to bond and enjoy each other’s company without needing a cruise ship vacation.

His thoughts turned to eating as he passed by an open entranceway on the first deck with delicious smells wafting out of it. Mike’s legs moved to carry him inside before he’d even consciously made the decision.

He walked into a tiny restaurant in the style of a fifties burger joint. The floor was checkered black and white tile. An old school ceiling fan slowly whirled about above him, and a soda fountain jutted out from the wall to the left.

“Welcome to Carla’s Burger Joint!” A peppy looking redheaded girl in her mid twenties turned and smiled at him. “I’m Andrea, and I’ll be your… hostess.”

Her mouth dropped open as she looked at Mike. She was classically cute, with a face peppered with freckles. Her hair was red with mild curls that made it look like it was constantly aflame. She was wearing a blue blouse that outlined her medium sized breasts, with a miniature apron over it.

“Thanks,” said Mike. “I could go for a burger and fries. Do I have to pay, or is it covered by the cost of the ticket?”

Andrea just gawked at him. Mike wasn’t surprised by her reaction, but he was a bit sick of being treated as a carnival curiosity wherever he went. Instead of waiting for her to regain her composure, he leaned in closer and poked a finger into her shoulder.

“Are you okay?” he asked.

“Fine!” Andrea shook her head and cleared her throat. “Here, let me show you to your booth.”

She led him over to a small table with a blue vinyl bench on either side. Mike sat down and leaned back, watching her as she watched him.

“Yes, I am a guy,” said Mike. “There was a ticket mixup. My name’s Mike.”

“Oh, I’m so sorry!” said Andrea. “I didn’t mean to stare, I just…”

She stared at him for a couple of seconds longer.

“Listen, why don’t you get my food, and then join me for dinner,” said Mike. “I’m hungry right now. That’s priority number one. But I could use some company, too.”

Andrea smiled broadly. She nodded to him, leaning her body forward almost as though she was bowing, and then turned around and hurried off into the kitchen.

“I’ll be right back!” she said. “Your food won’t take long.”

Ten minutes later, she was back with a tray filled with fries, two hamburgers, and two milkshakes. She set it down on the table and then looked at Mike expectantly. He smiled at her.

“Would you like to join me for dinner, Andrea?”

“Uhm… if you don’t mind.” She nodded to him again, and then carefully smoothed out her old school skirt as she sat down in the booth across from him.

She seems nervous. What’s there to be nervous about?

Mike grabbed a few french fries and began absent-mindedly munching on them. He was hungry, and beyond ready to mow down on the fast food.

“This looks delicious,” he said. “Thanks.”

“Oh, no problem.” Andrea smiled at him. She gingerly took a few fries at her own and began eating them with small, cute bites.

Mike grabbed his burger and dug into it. Andrea was watching him carefully, and it made him feel a bit awkward. He chewed a large bite slowly, swallowed, and then forced himself to deal with her.

“Are you not used to seeing guys on the ship?” he asked. “I know this cruise is supposed to be women only, but surely there must be times when you have mixed passengers.”

Andrea sat upright in her seat.

“Um, actually… this ship only carries women,” she said. “That’s one of the founding tenants of Goddess Cruise Line’s operating policy.”

“That’s… unusual,” said Mike. “Isn’t it?”

Andrea didn’t say anything for a moment. She watched him eating his food and took slow, heaving breaths that emphasized her chest, pushing it out for Mike to see more clearly.

“Many of the employees come from cultures where men and women are usually, well, separated from each other.” She met Mike’s eye and twirled a finger through her hair. “This was the only job that my parents would let me work that would also let me travel and see the world.”

“So you’ve never, uh…” Mike stopped himself in mid sentence, realizing that he’d been on the verge of asking her whether or not she was a virgin. “I mean, was your family hyper religious, or something?”

“Yes,” said Andrea. “I am too. Though when I’m on the ship, I tend to get a bit lazy in my practice.”

She laughed nervously and Mike laughed, too.

She sat down to eat dinner with me. And she hasn’t taken her eyes off me since I came in.

He finished the last few bites of his burger, and then caught a glimpse of the clock hanging on the wall in the back of the room. It was past 10.

“Shoot, I’ve got to go.” Mike stood up from the booth in a hurry. Andrea stood up, too, and he almost bumped into her as he tried to walk forward. Her body language was open, almost inviting, and he stood close enough to her to feel the warmth emanating from her body, matching the heat of her red hair.

“You should stop by again tomorrow,” said Andrea. “If you get hungry, I mean.”

“I might just do that,” said Mike.

He left through the front door and hurried back toward the stairs leading to the ship’s second level.


CHAPTER 7

Even after finding the hallway that led back to the second level cabins, Mike was lost. He walked along anxiously, scanning over the numbers outside each door and desperately trying to remember which one he and his mom had been assigned.

It was in the two hundreds, obviously. But what was it?

He paused in front of room 212, and fumbled in his pocket for the keycard his mom had given him. He slid it through the card reader and saw a tiny green LED flash from the mechanism, along with the sound of the door unlocking.

Laura was sitting on the bed holding a glass of wine in her hand, and her legs crossed. She was wearing a small nightgown, whitish silver and thin enough to cling to her gorgeous body without leaving much to the imagination. It dipped down low in the front, exposing a bit of cleavage, and only hung low enough to cover to her mid thighs.

“Mike,” she said. “It’s past ten.”

Mike shut the door and tried not to ogle his mom as he fumbled with his excuse.

“I know, I’m sorry,” he said. “I walked around for a little bit, got some food. I didn’t realize what time it was.”

His mom slowly stood up from the bed and walked over to him. Mike could tell his was about to be put on verbal blast. Laura’s face was skeptical and serious, and even in the tiny, seductive nightgown and bare feet, she still managed to look imposing. She moved in close to Mike, bringing her face in near enough to kiss him.

“Is that beer that I smell on your breath?”

Fuck!

“Mom, hold on!” Mike lifted his hands defensively. “Let me just-“

“You found somewhere on the cruise that would serve you alcohol, as an 18 year old?” Laura glared at him. She stepped forward even further, her breasts brushing across his chest. “Are you serious, Mike?”

“I’m sorry,” he said. “You don’t understand, mom. I just kind of… ended up in a bar.”

Laura turned away from him and slowly walked back over to the bed. Her butt swayed from side to side with every step, and the hem of the nightgown threatened to ride up and expose an illicit view to Mike.

He saw the glass of wine again, sitting on the nightstand, and decided to bring it up.

“You were drinking tonight, too,” he said.

“I’m an adult, Mike.” Laura’s voice was serious and disapproving.

That’s what it keeps coming back to, the reason why she thought she could bring me along in the first place.

“Mom, I’m not a kid anymore.” He tried to keep his voice neutral, and matter of fact. “I might not technically be of legal drinking age, but you don’t have to baby me.”

“Your behavior tonight is making me think that maybe I do,” said Laura, frowning at him. “Something could have happened. You could have ended up in a very bad situation.”

Mike thought of what had happened with Astrud, and with Andrea after that. He held his tongue. The last thing his mom needed to hear was a recount of his adventures with the opposite sex.

“Alright, I’m sorry,” he said after a moment. “I won’t do it again.”

“Is that the truth, or are you just telling me what I want to hear?”

Mike wasn’t sure how to respond to that. He’d already considered dropping into the bar again, or another one like it. There was a world of possibility waiting for him on the ship, and as the only man around, he was the only one that could take advantage of it.

“That’s what I thought,” said Laura. “Get ready for bed, honey. I’m going to be keeping a closer eye on you tomorrow.”

“Mom, nothing bad happened.” Mike sat down next to her on the bed and took one of her hands into his. “You don’t have to worry about me. I’m really happy that you brought me with you, and I’m looking forward to spending time with you, but you have to let me make my own choices, too.”

His mother watched him carefully. She was gorgeous, and Mike had to work to keep his eyes from being drawn to her perfect breasts and naked thighs. He wanted to be there for her as a son, but also have her respect as a grown up, as a man.

“I love you, sweetie.” Laura leaned in slowly and planted a hot, wet kiss on his cheek. Mike’s cock throbbed in his pants, and shame flushed across his chest.

Damn it, what the hell is wrong with me? I need to take a cold shower.

“I… I’ll be back in a minute, mom,” he said.

“Okay. I’ll have the bed ready for you.”

Despite his intense, unwanted arousal, Mike couldn’t bring himself to actually go through with the cold shower. The bathroom still smelled of his mother’s shampoo and perfume. He took a shower at regular temperature, slowly washing his hair and body, and working through everything that had happened in the past few eventful hours.

He dried himself off, brushed his teeth, and then realized that all of his clothes were still out in the other room. Mike wrapped a towel around his waist and walked over to the door, hovering his hand over the knob for a second before opening it.

The tables have turned. I guess it’s my turn to be exposed.

Mike walked out into the bedroom and was greeted by an unexpected sight. Laura had stripped the sheets off the bed and was resetting the sheets, bending over on top of the mattress to smooth creases out of the fabric. The bottom of her gorgeous butt poked out from underneath her nightgown. It was too much for Mike, and he had to force himself to look away.

“I uh…” Mike blushed, trying not to sound as uncomfortable as he felt. “I need to grab some pajamas to throw on.”

Laura turned to look at him. Her eyes scanned across his bare chest. She didn’t blush, but her mouth opened slightly, and she glanced away after a moment.

“Right,” she said. “I put your bag in the closet. I’m just making sure the bed will be nice and comfy for us.”

Mike did his best to keep his eyes off her as he walked across the room and began fumbling through his bag.

I could have sworn that I packed a pair of pajama pants…

“What’s wrong?” asked Laura.

“I… can’t find my pajamas.” Mike stood up to look at her, almost dropping the towel and exposing his erection in the process.

“Just wear your boxers and a t-shirt,” said Laura. “It’s no big deal.”

Mike stared at her. Laura’s breasts pushed out against the fabric of the nightgown as though they were begging to be touched. Her hair hung around her shoulders like a strange, seductive angel.

“…I guess.” He swallowed hard and walked back to the bathroom with his boxers and shirt.

When he came back out, his mom was under the covers and the main light was turned off. The reading lamp next to the bed was still on, but it didn’t give off enough light to illuminate Laura’s face completely.

She looks like any woman in the dark.

“Climb on in, sweetie,” she said. “We have a big day ahead of us tomorrow.”

“Uh, okay,” said Mike.

He walked over to the side of the bed, crouching forward at an odd angle in an effort to hide how aroused he was. It was embarrassing, but he managed to rationalize his way around the predicament. After all, he was used to morning wood, and he was used to being horny lying in bed.

My body is just reacting to the fact that it’s nighttime. It has nothing to do with her, probably.

Mike pulled back the sheets, catching a glimpse of his mom’s perfect legs and the way the nightgown clung to her amazing body. Then, he climbed in, feeling the warmth of her body heat as he pulled the blankets over him.


CHAPTER 8

The bed was tiny, too small for two people to sleep without brushing up against each other. Mike could feel his arm touching his mom’s arm, his bare leg brushing against her thigh, and even smell the remnants of the shampoo she’d used in the bath.

“Goodnight, honey,” said Laura. She moved to turn off the lamp next to the bed.

“Hold on!” Mike scratched. “Mom, are you sure about this?”

Laura rolled over to look at him. Her nightgown hung low on her chest, and she was practically thrusting her cleavage in his face because of it.

“We’re sharing a bed, Mike,” she said, smiling. “I know it’s not fun, but you’re going to have to soldier on.”

“This bed isn’t big enough for both of us, mom.”

Laura reached her hand out and cradled her son’s cheek. Mike blushed.

“If you aren’t comfortable, you can move in closer to my side,” she said. “Or you can cuddle up against me, if it helps. I don’t mind, Mike.”

He stared at her.

She’s so indifferent about this. It’s like she hasn’t even thought about what could happen.

Mike blinked, trying to force the thought out of his head. Nothing was going to happen. Nothing could happen. It was his mother in the bed with him, and his hormones were making him act ridiculous and silly. They could share a bed without any trouble, even a tiny one.

“I’m fine, mom,” said Mike. “Let’s go to sleep.”

Laura clicked off the light.

“Do you mind if we cuddle, actually?” she asked. “We haven’t done that since you were still in grade school.”

“Mom…” Mike frowned in the darkness.

That’s why. She still sees me as her baby boy, and not as a fully grown man.

Laura moved in closer to him, interpreting his response as a yes. She rested her head against her shoulder, pushing her soft breasts up against Mike’s arm. Mike’s cock was so hard that it ached. He counted backward from 100 in his head and tried not to notice how soft his mom’s body felt as he brought a hand to rest on her waist.

“Mmm, that’s nice,” whispered Laura. “You’ve gotten so much bigger than you used to be.”

Mike didn’t say anything. His mom leaned in and kissed him on the forehead, and then rolled over.

“Sleep tight, honey,” she said.

Seconds went by, slowly turning into minutes. Mike’s mind swam with images of his mom. He saw her dressed normally, and then in the nightgown, and then as he’d seen her in the towel. His cock only grew harder, hard enough to make it hard to think.

I should go to the bathroom and take care of this. There’s no other way I’m going to get to sleep.

Mike started to pull back the sheets, and then hesitated. There was a part of him that was enjoying it, he realized. It was perverted and beyond weird, but a small kernel of his psyche liked feeling so turned on by something so wrong.

No, that’s not it. That’s stupid.

He banished the line of thought, but still made no move to get up from the bed. Instead, he turned so that he was facing his mother and pulled the blanket back over him.

Laura was turned toward the wall, and she’d curled up slightly so that her butt was pushing out toward Mike. As soon as he’d shifted so that he was lying on his side, his hard erection grazed across it. He felt the warmth and impossible softness of her perfect rear end, and a million thoughts buzzed in his head all at once.

This is bad.

His mom let out a sigh in her sleep and then straightened out, pushing back against him. Mike’s cock was still covered by his boxer briefs and it pushed flat against her ass, straining against the confines of the fabric.

Maybe… it’s just like the cuddling we did before.

Mike put an arm around her waist and gently pulled her tight against him. It felt amazing, and he almost moaned out loud. Her body was perfectly feminine, soft and curvy in all the right places. He could feel her heat against him, and his cock was pinned against her butt, pulsing with pleasure so intense that it made him feel guilty.

I’ll just… hug her a little more tightly.

Mike let his hand slide up his mom’s stomach. Her nightgown was smooth and silky, and it felt like physical aphrodisiac against his fingers. He let them trace their way up, coming to within a few inches of her breasts, and then stopped.

His hips began to move of their own accord. Mike slowly pushed forward and back, grinding his cock against his mom with slow, deliberate movements. It felt so good and yet, so wrong. Mike thought about all the hugs, all the kisses, all the love that Laura had given him over the years. It made him feel confused and aroused beyond all reason.

What am I doing?

He tried to stop as he realized what was happening. His body kept moving, dry humping against his mom as though real sex was imminent. Laura’s nightgown had ridden up. Mike slid one of his hands up her thigh, stopping as it approached her erogenous zone.

Am I really going to do this?

“Mike.” Laura’s voice cut through the fog of arousal like a hot knife through butter. Mike snapped back immediately, almost falling off the bed in his haste to extricate himself from her.

“Mom!” He cringed. “I… I thought you were asleep.”

“No,” she said softly. “I’m awake.”

She didn’t say anything else. Mike wanted to crawl into a hole and die.

“I’m sorry…”

“It’s okay,” she said, after a few impossibly long silent seconds.

It’s not okay. And it’s never going to be okay. I’ll never live this down.

Mike stood up from the bed, unable to face the judgment of his mother and the dark, quiet room any longer. He stumbled on his way to the bathroom, turned on the light, and shut the door behind him. His cock was still achingly hard.

“God damn it,” he muttered under his breath. “What the hell did I just do?”

I didn’t do anything. She stopped it before it went too far.

He gripped his cock in his hand and began stroking it. For a moment, it almost felt as though he was trying to pull it off, to remove the source of all of the night’s problems at the base.

Mike couldn’t stop the images from coming. He saw his mom again, and imagined what would have happened if she hadn’t woken up when she did. He could have slipped his boxers down, freed his cock from its cage. He’d shift his angle, and poke it into her thighs. Maybe she’d think it was his dad, or a dream, and then…

“Mike?” Laura was right outside the door, her voice full of love and concern. “Are you okay?”

“Uh…” Mike kept stroking his cock. He was too aroused to stop, “Yeah, I’m okay. I just need a minute!”

“Do you want me to come in?” Her words were gentle and caring, but all Mike could think about were her lips, and breasts, and what he could do if he said yes.

“No!” A pair of his mom’s panties sat on the bathroom floor, next to his foot. Mike scooped them up without thinking about it and wrapped the silken undergarment around his hard cock. Laura was quiet on the other side of the door, but he could still sense her presence.

“I love you, Mike,” she said.

“I love you too, mom.” Mike pumped his cock faster, cringing inside as arousal and shame mixed into a new hybrid emotion.

What the hell am I doing?

“I want to help you enjoy this vacation, sweetie,” said his mom. “I’ll do whatever it takes to make sure you have a good time.”

Mike couldn’t hold out any longer. His cock exploded, spraying cum into his mom’s panties and making his body shake with pleasure. He wanted her. He needed her. He’d never been so turned on in his entire life, or felt so much love for a woman before. And it was wrong, and sickening, and shameful.

“Mike? Are you okay?”

He pulled himself together, throwing the panties across the bathroom as though they were a live grenade. Mike slipped his boxer briefs up and then forced himself to open the door. His mom’s face was briefly lit by the bathroom’s light. He saw love in it, pure, unconditional love.

“Sorry. I just needed a glass of water.” Mike smiled and took a deep breath. “Let’s get some sleep.”


CHAPTER 9

Mike woke up to the sound of humming. He was comfortable in the bed and his mom had already gotten up. He rolled over, and in a sudden wave, remembered what had happened the night before.

Fuck. It’s going to be so awkward.

He forced his eyes open and sat up in bed. Laura was already dressed. She wore a pair of tiny pink shorts with a white t-shirt. She smiled at him as she saw him stirring.

“Good morning, honey,” she said. “Get dressed, quick. If we hurry, we can make it to one of the theme restaurants for breakfast.”

“Uh, okay.” Mike rubbed his eyes and slipped over the side of the bed. She was acting surprisingly normal. In fact, the entire situation felt normal, undisturbed from how it’d been the day before.

Maybe I’m making too big of a deal about this?

“You should wear your swimsuit,” said Laura. “So we can go swimming later.”

Mike nodded. He rifled through his bag, finding his swimming trunks along with a faded blue t-shirt. He brought them into the bathroom, quickly changed, and then walked back out. Laura was making the bed.

“Won’t the cleaning staff take care of that?” asked Mike. She shrugged.

“I prefer to take a hands-on approach to keeping my room clean,” she said.

She lifted one of the blankets and cast it out across the mattress, leaning forward to smooth it out. Her breasts bulged against the t-shirt, and Mike had to look away as his cock stirred from its slumber.

“We should get moving if we want to make it to breakfast,” he said. Laura nodded, and the two of them left the room.

They walked down the hall slowly. Other passengers were leaving cabins and streaming past. Mike had woken up late, but apparently on a cruise ship, that was the norm.

Laura led him through the doors leading out onto the second level deck, and then along the railing, over to a small courtyard area near the front of the ship. There was a tropical themed restaurant set up with tables outside, and Mike could tell from the smile on her face that she was eager to check it out.

“Would this work for you, Mike?” she asked.

“Yeah, of course,” he said. “It looks…”

He trailed off, recognizing two women sitting at a table together. Danica and her mother Vera were just getting started on their food. Vera looked up and caught Laura’s eye as they headed past, waving a friendly hand for them to come over.

“Laura! Mike!” Vera smiled at them. “Care to join us?”

The last thing Mike wanted was to sit down at the table with Danica. He gritted his teeth and saw that Danica’s reaction mirrored his own. She glared at her mom and sank her head down into her hand, as though trying to hide.

“We would love to,” said Laura, answering before Mike had a chance to have his say.

He followed his mom up to the open breakfast buffet, grabbing a plate and loading it up with hash browns, ham, and freshly cut pineapple. He waited for her to finish picking out her food before heading over the table, not wanting to have to face Danica alone.

I feel like a child. This is stupid.

“How was your night?” asked Vera. Mike and his mom settled down into the two open chairs at the table.

“It was… nice,” said Laura. She blushed slightly and shot a sidelong glance at Mike. He bit his tongue, feeling a bit of his shame from the night before reforming in his chest. “What about yours?”

“I made sure my room was right next to Danica’s when I made the reservation,” said Vera. “I was worried about the trouble she might get into on her own.”

“What trouble could I have gotten into?” asked Danica. “You were in my room for most of the night.”

“We had a slumber party.” Vera laughed. “We watched The Princess Diaries in our pajamas.”

“Mother!” Danica glared at her.

“Oh, don’t be bashful, sweetie,” said Vera. “You should have seen it, Laura. It was like she was back to being my little girl again, complete with her one piece fuzzy hoodie footie and-“

“Mom!” Danica slapped one of hands down on the table. Mike had never seen someone pout so effectively before.

“Anyway, my point is, I didn’t have to worry about her, in the end.” Vera flashed a mischievous smile. “Mike’s the one I’d be worried about on a trip like this. A strapping young man could get into a lot of trouble on a women’s only cruise.”

Mike turned his attention to the pineapple chunks on his plate as he felt his face heat up.

“I don’t think Mike will be getting into any trouble.” Laura was eating her food slowly, and seemed to be enjoying the conversation. “In fact, we actually ended up sharing a room, due to the ticket mix-up.”

Mike froze, unable to believe that his mother had just said it out loud. He slowly turned and looked at her, his expression one of shock.

You just gave Danica everything she needs to destroy me.

“You shared a room with your mother?” Danica looked thrilled to have the info out in the open. “What are you, five?”

“You were wearing pajamas and watching Disney movies last night!” countered Mike. “Those in glass houses shouldn’t throw stones.”

“Did the two of you share a bed, too?” asked Danica. “Did little Mikey cuddle up with his mommy last night?”

Mike gritted his teeth as anger and embarrassment flooded over him. He wanted flip the table and storm off, or at the very least, throw a hunk of pineapple into Danica’s face.

“Now, now,” said Vera. “Laura is probably the luckiest one on the cruise ship.”

“Uh… what?” Laura looked a little bemused as she absorbed Vera’s words.

“I’m serious,” said Vera. “There are many women who would jump at a chance to share a bed with a young, handsome hunk like Mike.”

The voluptuous older woman slid her hand across the table and traced a finger up Mike’s forearm. She was smiling devilishly, and the entire table was silent for a moment.

“Mom!” shouted Danica.

“Vera…” Laura was frowning and looked a bit flustered.

Mike locked eyes with Vera and smiled back at her.

Now this is why I’m here!

“Would you like to join me for a swim after breakfast, Vera?” he asked. The older woman licked her lips.

“We…” Laura interjected, pointing to herself and Mike. “Were planning on going for a swim this morning. How would the both of you like to join us?”

Danica was sulking in her chair, alternating between glaring at her mom and Mike. Vera nodded politely to Laura, shifting out of her seductive mannerisms.

“Why, yes, of course,” she said. “A swim would certainly help me cool off. Is that alright with you, Danica?”

Danica rolled her eyes.

“Whatever,” she said. “But I swear, if I catch you leering at my body, Mike, I’m going to punch you in the face.”

“Why in god’s name would you think that I’d ever want to check you out?” asked Mike. “Your chest is as flat as a…”

He trailed off. It wasn’t true, and moreover, it felt weird to be talking about breasts and bodies in front of his mom. Laura looked tired of the exchange and was watching him with disapproving eyes.

I just can’t win on this trip, can I?


CHAPTER 10

“I mean it! Danica, if you flick one more scrap of napkin at me, I’ll-“

“You’ll what?” Danica smirked at Mike from across the table.

Vera and Laura had gotten up to bring everyone’s plates up to the dirty dishes counter. It left the two teenagers with the opportunity for their frustrations with each other to boil over.

“What’s your problem?” asked Mike.

“My problem is you.” She turned her nose up haughtily. “We aren’t friends at school. I came on this vacation to get away from people like you. Things aren’t any different just because we’re on a cruise ship, Mike.”

“I don’t need them to be different,” said Mike. “I need you to stop giving me shit. Just stay out of my way, and I’ll stay out of yours.”

The two of them glared at each other for a tense moment. The air between them was hot, as though a fight was on the verge of breaking out.

Why should I have to put up with this? She’s never going to see me as anything other than the dorky kid from high school.

“Are the two of you ready?” Vera arrived back at the table, with Laura at her side. “We’re going to head up to the outdoor pool on the upper level. It might be a bit crowded once it starts to heat up in the afternoon, so we should hurry.”

Mike frowned. He looked from Vera, who still had the mischievous look in her eyes, to his mom.

“Come on, Mike,” said Laura. “It will be fun, I promise.”

Danica snorted, and Mike resisted the urge to express his own annoyance.

At the very least, I’ll get to cool off, and see Vera in a bikini. Along with my mom…

He stood up from the table and tried not to get too excited at the prospect of ogling the two older women in their bikinis. It felt strange grouping Vera and his mom together, but they did have a lot in common.

Except for the fact that one of them is a flirtatious cougar, and the other is my mother.

The second level of the cruise ship had a spiraling staircase at the center that led up to the other decks. It was wide enough for several people to walk abreast, making it easy for the group to walk their way up. Mike walked next to his mom, and Danica and Vera walked behind them.

The pool was several levels up, built into one of the upper decks of the cruise ship and exposed to the open air. Each level was stacked on top of the one below it and slightly smaller in size, up until about the fifth level, which was much smaller in size. That left room outside for a large pool, several smaller hot tubs, and another tropical themed tiki bar.

Mike took a deep breath as he walked out into the pool area. The air was salty and hot, and it put him into the perfect mood for swimming. The ground around the pool was a textured composite material, designed to be slip proof. There was a counter full of fluffy white towels to Mike’s right, and he walked over and took one for himself.

“This is perfect!” Laura pushed up next to her son, rubbing her arm against his as she grabbed a towel. “It’s not even crowded, yet.”

There were a couple of women in the pool, most of them swimming lazy laps back and forth, but beyond that, the pool area was empty. Mike smiled.

I am glad that she made me come with her.

He set his towel down on a pool chair and walked over to the edge of the pool. Crouching lower, he stuck his fingers in the water. It was warm and inviting.

As Mike turned to look back at his mom and the rest of the women, something pushed into him from the side, hard. He flew forward into the water headfirst. The taste of chlorine filled his mouth, and his nostrils burned as water rushed up into them.

He kicked his feet and brought himself back to the surface, poking his head above the water and glaring at Danica, the prankster. She had a self-satisfied smile on her face.

“What the hell?” he shouted, still coughing up water.

“You looked like you wanted to get in,” said Danica. “I was just helping you out.”

Mike flipped her off and splashed water onto her. Danica squealed and held up her arms.

“Asshole.” She stepped out of Mike’s range and glared at him.

“Would the two of you please try to get along?” Vera was stripping off her outer clothes as she walked over to a pool chair. Her bikini was a tiny pink two piece that made Mike’s jaw drop. Her busty boobs were all but exposed, the fabric of the top barely managing to cover her nipples.

“Really, it’s not too much to ask,” said Laura. She reached down to the bottom of her t-shirt and slowly pulled it up and over her head, letting her blue bikini covered boobs bounce into view. Mike felt his cock stirring and realized that he’d have to stay in the pool until he’d calmed down.

“It’s Mike’s fault for not being able to take a joke,” said Danica, slipping off her clothes to reveal the one piece swimsuit underneath. “I’m pretty sure he’s autistic or something.”

“Fuck you, Danica,” replied Mike. He tried not to look at her the same way he had her mom. She looked good in her suit, but Mike wasn’t about to let her know that.

He pushed off from the side of the pool and swam a slow lap down to the other end. It felt nice to be in the water, and Mike had always been partial to swimming. It was easy, smooth, and good exercise.

“You have such nice technique.” Vera was sitting on the edge, dangling her legs in the pool as Mike arrived back on the side near the pool chairs. “And I’m sure your muscles also help.”

She leaned forward as Mike swam up to her, dangling her breasts in his face. His cock was rock hard, and for a moment, all he could do was stare.

“…Thanks,” he finally managed. Vera pushed forward and dropped down into the water, letting out a playful squeal and throwing her arms around Mike’s shoulders as she did.

“Oh, I’m not nearly as strong of a swimmer as you!” Vera pushed her breasts against Mike’s chest and grinned. “I might need you to play lifeguard and save me if I go in too deep.”

Danica isn’t going to like this. And neither is my mom, most likely.

“I can do that,” said Mike. He reached his hand around and set it on Vera’s butt, grinding his cock forward against her thigh. The sexual tension bristled in the air between them. He couldn’t stop himself from taking it further, leaning in and letting the situation boil over.

And then a pool noodle collided with his head, just hard enough to make his ear sting. Vera pulled away from him. Mike turned and saw Danica wielding the pool noodle like a sword, glaring at him as though he was the antichrist. Behind her, Laura had her arms crossed and was frowning.

“I still haven’t gotten my payback for you splashing me before!” Danica ran forward and cannon balled into the water. She grabbed onto the pool’s edge with one hand and readied the pool noodle to strike Mike with her free hand.

“You pushed me into the water!” shouted Mike. “I think I’m the one who needs payback!”

Mike found a pool noodle of his own, abandoned by its swimmer. He held it in one hand and faced off against Danica, who approached from the other side of the pool. Out of the corner of his eye, he could see his mom talking to Vera, the frown still deeply set on her face.

If I had to guess, I’d say that she’s worried about where Vera’s teasing could lead.

Danica scowled at him and began swimming through the water. Mike swung his noodle across the surface of the pool, splashing water her way. She turned her face as it hit her and then countered with a swing of her own.

“You are so annoying!” yelled Danica. She pushed up and committed her pool noodle to an overhead swing that would have collided with Mike’s head if not for him lifting his own to block.

“Yeah, well right back at you!” Mike jabbed his noodle forward, banging it into one of her boobs.

This is actually kind of fun. I’ll never admit it to her, though.

Danica was fuming. She looked legitimately mad at him. The pool noodle in her hands swished through the air, narrowly missing Mike’s head by a hair. She was carried forward by the momentum, rubbing up against him.

“Not so fast!” Mike grabbed Danica’s shoulders and heaved, trying to dunk her under the water. She let out a cry and twisted, and by chance, one of her breasts ended up underneath his hand. It was soft, perky, and surprisingly pleasant to hold onto.

Danica does have a nice body, I guess.

“You pervert!” Danica slammed her hands into his chest, pushing him back. Mike blushed, realizing that he had a hard on that would make the situation even more embarrassing if discovered by Danica.

“It was an accident,” he said. “It’s not that big of a deal.”

“He just grabbed my breast!” Danica looked over at their mothers. Laura rolled her eyes, and Vera smiled.

“Danica, the two of you were having a water fight,” said Vera. “It’s all in good fun. If I were you, I don’t think I’d complain at all.”

She smiled at Mike. Laura was on her way over to the other side of the pool to do some swimming of her own and didn’t notice the look that passed between the two.

“Mike,” said Vera. “Would you mind helping me with my suntan lotion?”

“Mother!” Danica splashed the water and huffed.

“Are you going to help me do my back, Dannie?” asked Vera. Danica looked away.

“I’d be happy to.” Mike swam over to a nearby ladder and pulled himself out of the water. His cock was still at half mast, and his swimsuit gave it an exaggerated outline as it stuck to his body.

Laura was swimming laps and didn’t see the way Vera looked at Mike. The older woman locked her eyes on his crotch as he walked over to her. Danica had climbed out of the pool and was storming toward the locker room in a fit of rage.

Mike came to a stop in front of Vera in her pool chair. Her face was directly in front of his cock, and she flashed him the kind of smile that only an experienced, sex hungry older woman can pull off. He felt his cock hardening, pointing directly into Vera’s face like a dousing rod finding water.

“It’s so hot out today,” said Vera. “We have to make sure we don’t get burned.”

Mike smiled at her and nodded.


CHAPTER 11

Several privacy screens were standing next to the back section of the pool area. Vera took one and pulled it in front of her pool chair, shielding her and Mike off from curious eyes.

“Just so we have a little more privacy,” said Vera. “I usually need a full body coat.”

Mike nodded, feeling his excited heart race inside his chest.

“Yeah, no problem.” He took one last look at his mom in the pool. She was standing in the shallow end, talking to another woman and looking away from them.

Vera lied down on the pool chair, leaning back and crossing her legs as she twirled a few strands of her hair through her fingers. She looked incredible. Her breasts were threatening to pop out of her bikini, and her seductive hips practically called out to Mike.

She pulled out a bottle of suntan lotion, handed it to him, and then rolled over.

“You can sit on top of me while you put it on.” Vera untied her bikini top and smiled at him over her shoulder. “Be as thorough as you can, Mike. Spread it all over me. It’s such a hot day…”

“Of course,” he said. He stared at Vera. It almost looked as though she was poking her butt slightly up into the air, but it might have just been the angle and shape of the chair.

He squirted lotion into his hands, started rubbing them together to warm it up, and then straddled himself over her thighs. His cock was unbelievably hard and strained hopelessly against the confines of his swimsuit. As he reached his hands to begin massaging the lotion into her shoulders, he pushed forward, poking the head of his dick against Vera’s butt cheeks.

This is amazing. I can’t believe it.

“Ooh, yeah,” moaned Vera. It was hard for Mike to tell whether her reaction was from the lotion, or from the illicit contact below their waists.

He slipped his hands down her arms, grinding his cock against her more boldly as he did. Vera’s breasts were pinned underneath her, against the pool chair. Mike wanted to see them in their naked glory more than he’d ever wanted anything in his entire life.

“That’s it,” whispered Vera. “You can push a little harder if you want.”

Mike rubbed his hands faster along her arms and pushed his cock against the older woman a bit more forcefully. It slid into the nook formed by the bottom of her buttocks and the edges of her thighs. Her body was incredibly soft, and it made for a glaring contrast against his achingly hard erection.

There’s no way she doesn’t feel it.

“That’s good, Mike,” whispered Vera. “Keep going.”

He put more lotion in his hands and this time slide his fingers up from Vera’s waist. She let a small gasp as he traced around the outside edge of one of her breasts.

“I’ll give you a special reward if you’re thorough,” said Vera.

Mike was pumping his hips down into her rhythmically, only barely hiding behind the pretense of putting on the sunblock. He let his hands slide up, groping at the bottom flesh of her breasts. Vera moaned and squeezed her buttocks together, sending a jolt of pleasure through his body.

“That’s it,” she whispered. “Just like that.”

She leaned her back up, letting Mike grab her boobs full on. He felt her nipples underneath his palms and wished that he could turn her around so he could see them. The thought faded from his mind as he continued dry humping her, Vera’s soft moans escaping her lips in time with his horny thrusts.

He pinched her nipples, and as though he’d thrown a switch, Vera’s body seized up. She let out a silent gasp and then collapsed forward onto the deck chair. Mike was too horny to stop grinding against her, but she quickly tied her bikini top back on and shifted positions.

Did I take it too far?

Vera smiled at him and licked your lips.

“It’s your turn,” she said. “We don’t want you to get a sunburn, now do we?”

With a surprising amount of aggressiveness, Vera pulled him down onto the pool chair. Mike was lying on his back, and Vera sat on his legs. Her body was gorgeous, but the expression on her face was even hotter.

Vera squirted a bit of suntan lotion into her hands and then leaned forward. She trapped Mike’s cock flat against her stomach. It was still contained by his swim suit, but he could feel the warmth of her body, and the softness of her flesh.

“I’ll do a good job.” She whispered the words into his ear like a seductive promise. “Don’t worry.

Vera rubbed herself on him as she began applying the lotion to his chest. Mike’s cock was aching for release, and the way Vera moved seemed to be intended to tease him more than to satisfy.

She kept her lips close to his ear, softly humming and moaning as she moved her hands lower, and lower. Vera pushed up a bit higher, letting her breasts rub against Mike’s face.

She might as well be giving me a lap dance.

Her hand reached the edge of his swim suit. She slipped one finger into the waist band and slowly ran it across the length.

“Vera…” Mike felt like his horniness was tearing desperate words out of him. “You have to be thorough, too.”

She locked eyes with him, and in that moment, Mike felt like he understood something important about her. Vera was a woman used to being the center of attention. She knew how to use her sexuality to get what she wanted, and she loved every second of it. She was a goddess of femininity, and her sexual appetite was enough to leave most men in the dust.

“I will be very, very, thorough.” Vera pushed her breasts outward and let out a long, seductive breath. “But I don’t think it will take much.”

Her fingers slipped lower and lower. One of them grazed Mike’s cock. His heart skipped a beat as more of her hand made contact, and finally, she let her fingers wrap around his hard member. Mike gasped.

“Oh, wow!” His voice was louder than he’d meant it to be. Vera held a finger up to his lips as she slowly began to stroke.

“Just relax,” she whispered. “You’ve done good, Mike. It’s my turn.”

The suntan lotion served as the perfect lube. Vera’s hand slid up and down inside his swimsuit, creating soft, lewd noises that only they could hear. She was giving him a hand job. Danica’s mom was giving him a hand job.

I can’t believe it. Is this my revenge on Danica, or something else?

It was hard for him to think about anything other than the pleasure of the act. Vera traced patterns on his chest with the fingers of her free hand and smiled lustily at him. Her hand worked Mike’s shaft with soft perfection. She knew exactly how to please a man, and took pride in it.

“Now that you’re protected,” she whispered. “You’ll be able to lie in the sun, and relax.”

She pushed her breasts into Mike’s face and stroked him off faster. She looked so much like Danica, but the way she carried herself was very different. Vera had learned to appreciate the way men looked at her, and she’d figured out how to use it to her own ends.

And now she was working Mike’s hard cock with the skill and eagerness of a high end escort. He still couldn’t believe it.

“I…” He locked eyes with her as he felt a familiar pleasure building from his crotch. “Oh god, Vera.”

“That’s it, Mike.” Vera leaned in and kissed him, pushing her tongue into his mouth and sucking on his lip as she pulled back. “You’re mine now.”

It was too much for him. Mike launched his hips upward as his cock began to explode. Vera kept stroking him as his seed blasted out into his swimsuit, as though trying to milk out every last drop.

“Mike?” Laura’s voice came from nearby. Vera pulled her hand free from his shorts and stood up confidently, as though she was unafraid of getting caught.

“He’s over here, Laura,” she said. “I was just having him do my back.”

Laura rounded the privacy screen and frowned as she looked at the two of them. Mike had no idea what his face looked like, but he knew what he felt like.

I could fall asleep right here. That was incredible.

Vera slipped away, heading off to the locker room. Laura sat down in the pool chair next to him.

“What was that all about?” she asked.

“Oh, nothing,” he said. “I think I’ll jump in one more time before I finish up here.”

Laura smiled at him.

“Alright, sweetie.” She leaned over and kissed him on the cheek. “I’ll wait up for you. We can get lunch together after this.”


CHAPTER 12

“I know of a good place where we can get a burger, if you’re in the mood.”

Mike was finishing toweling off after his last swim. He felt good, better than he had in a long time.

This cruise is turning out to be better than I ever could have imagined.

Laura was wiggling back into her shorts, her butt swaying from side to side with every tiny movement. She looked over at Mike as she got them up, absent mindedly adjusting her tiny bikini top over her boobs.

“Do they have salads?” she asked. Mike shrugged.

“Probably,” he said. “I think you’ll like it. It’s old school.”

He walked out of the pool area and back down the spiral staircase with his mom in tow. Mike still felt excited, and couldn’t stop himself from imagining what else might happen between him and Vera on the trip.

His mom was watching him carefully. She leaned her face in closer to him, as though suspicious of whatever was occupying his thoughts.

“Is everything okay, Mike?” she asked. “You seem a little distracted.”

“What? Oh, sorry.” He stepped onto the deck as they reached the first floor, and his mom followed behind him.

“You can always talk to me, you know,” said Laura. “I know this trip wasn’t your idea. If there’s anything I can do to make it easier for you or anything you need to get off your chest, I’m here.”

Mike stopped walking and leaned against the railing for a moment. His mother sidled up close to him, folding her arms across her chest in a manner that unintentional highlighted her cleavage.

How could I ever talk to her about what’s currently on my mind? Especially after what happened last night…

He tried not to remember how turned on he’d felt in the tiny bed with her, the two of them rubbing up against each other for lack of space. Mike’s thoughts sparked as he realized that they’d be sleeping in the same bed together that night, and the night after, and again up until the end of the trip. He suddenly felt very horny, and a little ashamed.

“Well?” asked Laura. “Are you going to take me or not?”

“What?”

“To the burger place you were talking about.”

Mike slowly nodded. They were close by, and he walked a little faster than his mom as they moved across the deck, as if trying to escape both her and his thoughts.

His reason for choosing the burger joint was simple. He wanted to see if Andrea, the girl who’d eaten with him the night before, was there. He stepped through the door and was greeted by the smell of burgers, fries, and the smiling face of just the person he was looking for.

“Oh, hello!” Andrea beamed at Mike and nodded slightly, almost bowing. “Mike, right?”

He nodded.

“Andrea, this is my mom, Laura.” He gestured to his mother as she walked up beside him. “And mom, this is Andrea.”

Laura was smiling, but her eyes gleamed with protective curiosity.

“How exactly did the two of you meet?” she asked.

“Oh, uh, that was…” Andrea blushed and held the menu she had in her hands against her chest. “We had dinner last night!”

Laura blinked and stared at Andrea blankly, who in return, began blushing a shade of red that almost matched the color of her hair.

“I stopped by for a burger and invited her to join me,” explained Mike. “It was late, and the place was pretty empty. That’s part of the reason why I got back when I did.”

Laura nodded. She seemed more amused by the young woman’s flustered state than anything.

“Aw, that’s sweet,” she said. “Why didn’t you tell me about that last night?”

Mike shrugged.

I guess I was a little distracted by what happened with Astrud. I wonder where she is today?

“Let me show you to your booth!” Andrea nervously shuffled over to an open booth and set the menu down on it. She smiled to the two of them again, and then hurried off to the back.

“This is nice,” said Laura. “It’s been a while since I’ve had a chance to be pampered like this.”

“Well, that’s what cruises are for.” Mike took a seat across from his mom and slid the menu over to her. “You deserve it, mom.”

His mother looked up at him. Mike saw something in her eyes that he didn’t recognize. She looked like a woman in need, like a woman who’d gone too long without truly being taken care of in the way she deserved.

“Thank you, sweetie,” she said softly. “I sometimes forget what it’s like to have this kind of thing.”

She gestured to the restaurant and the waiters.

“Your father… Well, let’s just say that our relationship has changed over the years.”

The two of them were silent. Mike reached his hand across the table and set it on top of hers. He wanted to say something, but couldn’t think of exactly what.

She deserves to have a good time on this cruise.

“Are the two of you ready to order?” Andrea walked over to stand by their table. She looked down at Mike and Laura, and then up and over to the door.

Mike followed her gaze and was surprised to see two uniformed, serious looking women walking in. Trailing them was Captain Michelle, with a stern look on her face.

“Come on.” She spoke directly to Mike, her voice dripping with contemptuous authority. “Let’s go.”

“What?” Laura responded before Mike could. “What’s this about?”

“The jig is up,” said Captain Michelle. “I don’t care how you managed to sneak onto the ship, but you aren’t supposed to be here. You’re coming with us.”

Mike shook off his surprise and stood up from his seat at the booth.

“I didn’t sneak onto the ship,” he said. “My mom brought me along with her. She… got uh, a children’s ticket for me.”

One of the uniformed women smirked. Mike felt his face flush slightly.

“Ladies, if you would,” said the captain. The two uniformed women stepped forward, each one grabbing onto one of Mike’s arms.

“That’s my son!” shouted Laura. “Hey! You can’t just take him!”

“We’ll detain you if you don’t calm down, ma’am,” said Captain Michelle.

“What are you going to do with him?” Laura set her hands on the back of Mike’s shoulders protectively.

“We’re just going to talk for a bit,” said the captain.

The captain waved a hand, and the two women holding Mike began pulling him out of the restaurant. He went willingly, shooting a look back at his mom for her not to intervene.

I knew it was too good to be true.


CHAPTER 13

The captain led Mike to the spiral staircase and then up. The uniformed women kept close to him the entire time, guarding him in the event that he decided to make a break for it.

Where could I even go? We’re on a boat.

He walked behind Captain Michelle, following her up flight after flight of stairs. The ship had more levels than he’d initially realized, and they didn’t stop walking until they’d reached the very top. Captain Michelle opened the door that the stairs connected to and stepped through it, into what appeared to be the main control room.

A number of women sat in front of monitors or instrument panels. They didn’t look up as Captain Michelle brought Mike through another door at the back of the room. She waved the uniformed women off, and they took up position just outside.

The new room was very clearly Captain Michelle’s own office. She gestured to a chair sitting across from a desk in the back of the room, and then slowly walked behind it and sat down in her own chair on the other side.

“Send her in,” said Captain Michelle. The door behind them opened, and someone Mike recognized walked in through it. Astrud looked solemn and avoided his gaze as he looked at her.

“Is this him?” asked Captain Michelle.

“Hold on!” Mike made a move to stand up from his chair. “I think you’re getting the wrong idea. I’m only here because-“

“Quiet.” Captain Michelle favored him with a severe expression, and Mike sat back down. “Don’t speak unless I address you directly. Now, Astrud, if you would answer the question, please.”

Astrud was silent for a moment. She finally looked at Mike, frowning empathetically.

“Yeah, that’s him,” she said. “But it’s like I told you, he’s not a bad person.”

“You reported me to the captain?” asked Mike.

“I felt guilty!” said Astrud. “I told my boyfriend too, through email. It was tearing me apart!”

“I said quiet!” Captain Michelle slammed her hand down on the desk. The two uniformed guards came in at the sound of commotion. She nodded to them, and they took Astrud from the room, closing the door behind them.

“You name is Michael Grant,” she said slowly. “Correct?”

Mike nodded. The captain’s demeanor made him feel a little nervous, and as she stood up from her chair, he flinched.

She walked around to the other side of the desk and leaned back against it, only a few feet in front of Mike. She was wearing a blue blouse with a matching blue skirt that looked like something a navy officer might wear.

It looked surprisingly good on her, emphasizing her large breasts, trim waist, and curvy hips. Captain Michelle carefully folded one of her legs over the other. She wore glasses, another detail that Mike hadn’t noticed at first, and peered over them at him like a disapproving librarian.

“Do you think this is a joke, Mike?”

It took him a second to realize that it wasn’t a rhetorical question.

“No, of course not,” he said. “I didn’t want to come on this cruise in the first place.”

“Well from the sounds of it, you’ve already done a bit of cumming on this cruise.” The captain’s face was deadly serious as she spoke.

I don’t know whether I should be intimidated or turned on.

“I’m sorry,” said Mike. “It won’t happen again.”

“Of course it won’t,” said Captain Michelle. “We’re going to be making our first stop at a port city in a couple of hours. Arrangements will be made there for you to take a plane back to your home.”

“…What?”

Mike stared at her in surprise. He wasn’t sure what he’d been expecting when she’d brought him into her office, but it hadn’t been this. He wasn’t sure whether to be disappointed or relieved.

It’s like I said before. I didn’t want to be on this cruise in the first place… right?

“Until then, you will be held in a disciplinary cells on one of the sublevels,” said Captain Michelle. “I’m sorry that it has to be this way, Mike.”

“Wait, hold on.” He shook his head. “My mom insisted that I come on this vacation with her. It means a ton to her!”

“Your mother will be refunded the cost of the ticket,” said Captain Michelle. “This cruise is intended to foster a safe environment for women to relax and enjoy their vacation. That’s what Goddess Cruise Lines is all about.”

“Isn’t there a way that you could make an exception?” Even as Mike asked the question, he knew what the answer was going to be. Captain Michelle didn’t even dignify him with a response.

“Melanie. Krysta.” The uniformed women appeared in the doorway at Captain Michelle’s summon. “Take Michael down to one of the disciplinary cells. Make sure he’s comfortable, and that his needs are seen to, but don’t allow him to leave.”

“Yes, ma’am,” said one of the women.

They led Mike out of the room, through the control area, and back to the stairs. The walk up had been tiring, and though it was easier heading down, the continued further, past the first level and into the depths of the ship.

The lower levels had a vaguely claustrophobic feel to them. The uniformed women led him around several twists and turns. Mike wondered if it was intentional, to make his confinement confusing to escape even if he somehow broke free.

They finally stopped in front of a normal looking door. The woman on Mike’s right opened it and ushered him in. The room was small and unassuming. A single bed was pushed against the back wall, the only furniture in the room. The floor was carpeted, and the ambiance wasn’t bad. Compared to a regular jail cell it looked surprisingly comfortable.

“So uh, do I just knock if I have to go to the bathroom?” He smiled and waved to his guard. The woman scowled back at him and then closed the door. A locking sound came from the doorknob, and that was it.


CHAPTER 14

“If she’d just let me stay home in the first place…”

Mike muttered to himself as he lay on the bed. It had been at least an hour since he’d first been placed in confinement, maybe more. There wasn’t much to do in the room, but he still had his phone on hand, though the cell service in the lower levels as abysmal.

He rolled across the mattress, moving with playful movements like he used to as a child. It was hard for him to feel any guilt over his actions. Astrud had been a willing participant, even if Mike had teased her into it in the beginning. And Vera, if the encounter with her mattered, was the one who’d been the instigator.

On top of that, Mike hadn’t wanted to be on the cruise in the first place. He’d wanted to stay home, to have the house mostly to himself for the vacation. Laura had dragged him along, probably more out of wanting to bond with him than fearing what he’d do on his own.

She bought me a child’s ticket. Why does she still insist on treating me like a kid?

Mike frowned, remembering Danica’s goading. He wasn’t a kid anymore, but he still felt like an awkward dissonance hung in the air whenever it came to getting other people to recognize it.

He was still thinking frustrated thoughts when footsteps sounded from one end of the hall. Mike sat up slowly as the door clicked and then swung open. Standing behind it was one of the guards he’d seen before and his mother.

“The ship has reached port,” said the guard. “I’m bringing you to grab your stuff, and then escorting you off.”

Laura was still wearing her tiny pink shorts and white t-shirt. She looked visibly upset, and bit one of her lips when she met Mike’s eyes.

“I’m here to help,” she said. “And… I’m going to leave the cruise along with you.”

“Mom!” Mike shook his head. “You can’t do that.”

“Of course I can, sweetie.”

“This cruise is your vacation, not mine,” he said. “I’ll make it home just fine, and you can still enjoy-“

“Let’s go,” interjected the guard. “This isn’t the time for the two of you to discuss your travel plans.”

Mike glared at her, but followed along as she began leading him and his mother down the hallway.

“Mom,” Mike whispered. “Please… don’t give up on having a good time just because of me.”

Laura turned and pushed a few strands of hair out of her face, smiling.

“You being here was what made this a good time for me,” she whispered back. “I planned for you to come with me from the start, Mike. I should have told you, but I didn’t think you’d come if I did.”

This means a lot to her. Maybe… there’s still a way.

“How long will the ship be in port for?” Mike raised his voice, directing the question at the guard in front of them.

“No more than another half hour or so,” said the woman. “The cruise has a tight schedule which needs to be kept to.”

Mike nodded. He could see the stairs up ahead.

It’s now or never.

He reached one hand out and took hold of his mother’s. She gave him a surprised look, and Mike raised a finger to his lips. He slowed his pace a bit, letting the guard get a few paces in front of them, and then as they passed a hallway intersection, he pulled his mom away and bolted off in the other direction.

“Hey!” yelled the guard. “Stop!”

“Mike!” His mom was squeezing his hand tight, but she kept up with him as he sprinted down the hall.

“Just trust me!” yelled Mike. “I know what I’m doing.”

At least I think I do.

He kept running, taking turns at random through the confusing hallways. The level they were on was essentially a maze for how well Mike knew the layout of it. He hoped that it was the same for the guard coming after him.

Mike pulled his mom around a turn, and then, hearing the guard’s footsteps heading off in the wrong direction, he came to a stop. There was a door next to them that was open a crack, and without thinking he pulled it open and pushed his mom through. It was dark inside, and Mike had to practically stuff himself in to fit.

“Ouch!” Laura squealed.

Mike pulled the door shut and then realized, somewhat foolishly, that they were in a tiny linen closet.

“Whoops,” he said. The space was in no way big enough for two people, and his mom’s body was squeezed up against his. He reached for the door handle and twisted it, but it didn’t budge.

“Mike.” Laura’s voice had a tone of moderate disapproval in it. “What did you just do?”

“I was trying to get us away,” he said. He tried to twist to the back of the closet, which was covered in shelves full of towels in bedsheets. All he managed to do was rub himself against his mom, sending a jolt of pleasure through his crotch.

This is bad.

“They’ll find us eventually,” said his mom.

“And what will they do?” he asked. “They already planned on kicking us off. I thought if we could avoid getting caught until the ship left port, than maybe…”

He trailed off as he realized how ludicrous his plan sounded. He tried the door handle again. It was still locked.

“Damn it!” Mike tried to push against the door, but his mom was between him and it. “I’m sorry, mom.”

It was too dark to see anything in the closet, but he somehow could sense that she was smiling at him. A soft hand cupped Mike’s cheek, and he felt his mom’s hot breath against his neck.

“It’s okay, honey,” she said softly. “I appreciate the thought that went into it.”

A tense silence hung on the air for a moment. Mike could feel his mom’s soft body against his. It felt good, in a bad way. His cock was slowly stirring to life, and he tried with all of his mental might to will it back down.

“Try the door handle again,” whispered his mom.

Mike leaned forward to grab it, pushing his crotch even more tightly against his mom’s ass.

“It’s still locked,” he said.

Laura tried the handle herself, twisting it with movements that caused her butt to jiggle and writhe against Mike’s cock. He leaned his head back and stifled a moan as his member grew even harder.

“This is bad,” whispered Laura.

Can she feel my cock? She must be able to.

“Somebody will come eventually,” said Mike. “We just have to wait for that somebody to come.”

“And we just… wait in here… in the meantime?” His mom’s words were full of nervous potential. She could feel his hard cock against her, Mike was sure of it now. He felt his face flush red with shame, and suddenly felt very grateful for the darkness of the closet.

“What else can we do?” asked Mike. The closet was silent again, the dangerous kind of silent where anything can happen. It almost felt to Mike as though his mom was pushing herself back against him with regular movements.

It’s just her breathing. We’re trapped so tightly together that even the movement of my mother’s breathing makes her rub against me.

“This is very bad.” Laura reached a hand back and grabbed onto Mike’s thigh. His cock throbbed with pleasure, nestling itself against his mom’s buttocks as though it was home.

“We could try pushing, I guess,” said Mike. His mom took another breath and lifted up her arms, and a shiver went through him as he thought about how badly he wanted to cup her breasts and thrust himself against her.

“Okay,” she whispered. “We just have to be careful.”

“Alright.” Mike slipped his arms forward, setting his hands against the door. His mom’s breasts dangled within easy reach. All he’d have to do was fold his arms, and he’d be able to feel them in their soft, jiggling glory.

“Let’s both push on three,” said Laura. She took a deep breath and Mike felt her buttocks squeeze around his erection as her body tensed up for the push.

Something very, very bad is going to happen if we don’t get out of here, fast!

“One. Two. Three!”

Mike slammed himself forward, as did his mother. The door didn’t even budge. Laura let out a cute gasp as she pushed tightly against it. The movement caused Mike’s cock to grind into her ass as though he was trying to drill a hole through their clothing and fuck her hard.

“Oh no!” whispered Laura. “Mike, we have to get out of here!”

“I know mom, I know.” He let his hands run up her waist, feeling his willpower running out. “Let’s try pushing again.”

“One, two, three!” His mom counted faster this time. They pushed forward again, and Mike thrust against her again.

Oh my god, this feels amazing. I can barely control myself…

The floor underneath them began to rumble, as though a small, constant earthquake was underway. Mike felt his mom’s butt vibrating too, teasing his cock as the two of them shook against each other.

“What’s that?” whispered Laura.

“It must be the engines,” said Mike. “We’re closer to them down here.”

He was growing bolder, and more possessed by his arousal. Mike let his hands slide up to the bottom of his mom’s breasts. He felt guilty and ashamed and so turned on that he couldn’t think straight.

“Oh… mmm…” Laura was breathing heavily. “We… we have to try pushing again.”

“Yeah,” whispered Mike. “Let’s push harder.”

His mom counted to three again, and Mike pushed, this time more against her than the door. He ground his erection against her butt and let his fingers grope at the bottom of her breasts.

“Again!” said Laura. Mike thrust forward, dry humping her several times in quick, horny succession. He let one of his hands slip down an inch or so into her shorts and then felt panic flutter in his chest as he realized what he was doing.

This is disgusting! She’s my mother, for crying out loud!

“Oh…” Laura spoke half in a whisper and half in a moan. “Those engines are so powerful.”

“Yeah.” Mike was still thrusting into her, feeling her soft, sensual body against his. “It’s making it hard for me to focus.”

“Push again, Mike,” she whispered. “Just keep pushing.”

His hand was resting on the outside of her panties. They were soaking wet. Mike pulled her against him and pushed again, and again, grinding into his mom as though he was a horny teenager dirty dancing at the club.

“Oh, yeah,” she whispered. “We can do it, Mike. Push hard!”

Mike pumped his cock against his mother, tearing down walls of shame and repression as his cock burned with pleasure. He rubbed his fingers across her panties with soft, deliberate movements. Laura leaned against the door, still making an attempt to open it with her movements.

“Mom!” Mike cried out.

“Just push, Mike!” shouted Laura. “Focus.”

She turned her head around and kissed him, half on the cheek and half on the lips. Mike couldn’t hold out any longer, and felt his cock explode. His seed spurted out into his swimsuit, shamefully coating his crotch with hot, sticky cum.

Laura tensed up for a moment, her body shivering as she enjoyed her own release. Then, almost as though she was coming back to reality after a vivid dream, she stiffened. She pulled her son’s hand out of her shorts and let out an embarrassed cough. Before either of them could say anything, or they could even recover fully, the door swung open.


CHAPTER 15

Captain Michelle was standing outside the linen closet, along with the security guard that Mike had ditched earlier. Laura stepped out first, staring at the ground and wearing her guilt openly on her face.

“I have to hand it to you, Mike,” said the captain. “This was very, very clever.”

She was smiling. It looked so different from her usual stony expression that Mike almost did a double take. He scratched his head and sighed.

“Look, I’ll go quietly,” he said. “You caught me.”

He looked over at his mom. Her cheeks were flushed, and she was frowning.

“Mom, please…” said Mike. “Finish the cruise without me. I want you to enjoy yourself. I want you to have a good time. You deserve it.”

Within his words was something unspoken. Mike could see his mom’s eyes, along with the confusion and shame one his face that mirrored his own.

I don’t know what just happened between us, but I’m not going to let it keep me from loving her.

“I just want to talk to you, Mike,” said Captain Michelle. “Rest assured, now that we’ve left port, you won’t be ejected from the cruise.”

She looked over at Laura, meeting her gaze as though to convey the sincerity of her words. Laura nodded slowly, and then set a hand on Mike’s shoulder briefly.

“I love you, honey,” she said.

“I love you too, mom.”

Captain Michelle and the security guard led Mike through the hallway and back to the spiral staircase. They climbed up and up. Mike was tired of walking up and down stairs, but he kept pace with them, all the way up to the control room at the top.

“That’s fine.” Captain Michelle nodded to the guard. “I need to speak with him privately.”

Mike followed her into her office. He again noticed the air around Captain Michelle. She was beautiful and confident, the ultimate authority on the ship, and a force to be reckoned with. And strangely, she was still smiling.

She’s won. She can do whatever she wants with me, now.

“Sit down, Mike,” she said. Mike took a seat. Michelle was looking for something in her desk, leaning forward slightly and giving him a nice view of her shapely breasts.

“Ah, there we go,” said Captain Michelle. She held something in her hand but folded her arms before Mike could see what it was.

“Look, I’m sorry.” Mike decided to get straight to the point. “It was my idea to run off. I pulled my mom along with me. You can put me back in the jail cell or whatever, but please. Don’t ruin her vacation for her.”

“Do you think that she’d be able to enjoy anything on this cruise, knowing that her son was locked away on one of the sublevels?” asked Captain Michelle. Mike frowned.

“I mean… I guess she might not,” he said.

“Mike, do you know why Goddess Cruise Lines caters exclusively to women?”

Mike shrugged his shoulders. Captain Michelle’s smile broadened.

“Most of the women that come on our cruises are here because they aren’t happy.” She wrinkled her brow. “It’s a little saddening to think about, really. The majority of the women on this ship, right now, are unhappy in their marriages, or are single and lonely, or just missing an important piece of the puzzle that is life.”

“My mom isn’t…” Mike trailed off as he thought about what the woman was saying.

Come to think of it, Mom hasn’t been that happy lately.

“She is,” said Captain Michelle. “But we wouldn’t be having this conversation if there wasn’t something else that made our circumstances… unique.”

She lifted her hand, revealing what was inside. A tiny remote control sat in her palm. She turned toward the flat screen mounted on the wall to the side and clicked a button.

“It’s probably best if I turn the sound down a little for this,” she said, grinning.

Mike immediately recognized the scene, even though the green tinted night vision filter it had been filmed with. He was looking at the inside of a linen closet, filmed from a camera attached to the back wall.

“We installed cameras and motion alarms in all of the closets and secluded areas on the ship a few months ago,” said Captain Michelle. “A few of our maids had organized a smuggling ring, and it was cheaper for us to beef up surveillance than to hire and train a complete change of staff.”

Mike watched the screen. The door opened, and his mom stepped inside the linen closet, followed immediately by Mike himself. Captain Michelle chuckled as she watched him close the door.

“There’s no way you could have known that the doors lock automatically,” she said, amused. “But I still find it hilarious. It’s like something out of a sitcom.”

Mike felt his jaw drop open as he began to realize the implications of the footage that the captain had.

She can ruin us. This is the end.

Captain Michelle tapped her fingers on the desk, drawing Mike’s attention out of his thoughts and back to her.

“Mike,” she said. “I know exactly how you must be feeling right now.”

Mike shook his head.

“This is… blackmail, isn’t it?”

Captain Michelle flinched back in her chair.

“What?” She shook her head. “No, this isn’t blackmail. Though from your perspective, I guess it makes sense for you to think that.”

On the screen, he and his mom had begun pushing against the door. Mike turned to look away.

“I understand you probably better than you understand yourself,” said Captain Michelle.

“I sincerely doubt that.”

“I have a step brother, Mike.”

Mike blinked in surprise. He stared at Captain Michelle, and the grin on her face suddenly began to make sense.

“Mike, I’ve spent many years of my life feeling…” Michelle met his eye and stopped smiling. “Feeling very confused. About my emotions… about my attractions. And especially about, well, some of the shameful things that I’ve done.”

Mike was too shocked to say anything. He blinked. He could hear his mom counting to three as the two of them continued to push against the door in the video.

“I don’t want you to have to go through what I went through, Mike,” said Captain Michelle.

“I… I don’t know what you’re talking about!” Mike spoke with more forcefulness than he’d intended. He brought a hand to his forehead and collapsed into it, feeling his shame and guilt more vividly than he’d ever thought possible.

“You and your mother are going to enjoy this cruise, Mike,” said Captain Michelle. “I’ll be checking in on you and making sure of it.”

“I don’t know what the hell you’re talking about!” Mike was shouting now. He couldn’t stop himself. Conflicting emotions raged inside of him.

“I want you to give into the temptation,” said Captain Michelle. “Just like you almost did in the linen closet.”

Mike could hear heavy breathing coming from the monitor, along with soft moans from his mother. He gritted his teeth.

“Why?” He asked the question in a whispered, shameful tone.

“Because I know what you’re going through Mike,” she said. “And I’m here to help.”

She lifted the remote and paused the video, freezing the frame with Mike pushed against his mother in the middle of an intimate embrace.

“Mike, I have this video, and I also have your best interests at heart.” Captain Michelle sighed. “This isn’t blackmail, but I want you to be true to yourself.”

Mike shook his head.

“What are you talking about?”

“If you want me to delete the footage,” said Captain Michelle. “Then I want you to finish what you started.  I want you to love your mom the way she needs to be loved.”

Mike couldn’t say anything to that.

She’s crazy. She is out of her mind.

“I’ll be meeting with you regularly to assess your progress,” said Captain Michelle. “I’m not going to put any restrictions on your movements around the cruise ship, but you need to consider what I’ve said.”

“I can’t,” whispered Mike. “It’s… impossible.”

The captain smiled at him, that same overeager grin from before.

“It’s already begun,” she said. “All you have to do is go for it.”

She pressed a button on her desk. A moment later, the door opened and one of the security guards stepped into the room.

“Show Mike back to the main deck,” said Captain Michelle. “And then let him do whatever he wants.”

The guard nodded and then gestured to Mike. He tried to contain his shock and confusion as he stood up and followed her out of the room.

This is insane.

Despite himself, he felt a kernel of excitement tingle to life in his chest. The cruise had only just begun.

END
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