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CHAPTER 1
 
    
 
   The morning did not seem to hold any major significance to Julius.
 
   It was Sunday, the last day of his survivalist camping trip, and he was tired. It had been two long weeks of hands on nature adventuring, and his body felt as though it had reached the point of exhaustion. 
 
   The summer was drawing to a close, and Julius was ready to enter his senior year of high school. His trip had actually been a way for him to blow off steam in preparation for it. He wanted to take the last of his time in secondary school more seriously, and was sure that nothing short of perfection would be enough to meet the expectations of his dad and step-mom.
 
   Julius pushed through the trees, following the same, almost undetectable trail out that he had taken in. He had always had a penchant for being out in the woods. It was a place untouched by civilization, separated from modern society and much closer to the world of the past, and he loved it.
 
   As he made his way the last few feet back to the small parking area off the side of the worn dirt road he had taken his car up, he heard a noise. Turning around, he realized that there was another hiker approaching from a different trail across the road. She stepped out from behind a throng of leaves, and Julius got his first look at her.
 
   The woman was in her late twenties or early thirties, and was dressed in a rugged top that highlighted her generous cleavage and a pair of tight, incredibly short jean cutoffs. Julius immediately found himself having to fight the urge to check her out. Her breasts were large, as she bent over to brush some dirt off her leg, he snuck a guilty glance at one of her briefly exposed nipples.
 
   Strangely enough, she turned to look at him, and he found her stare to be just as focused and invasive as he imagined his own to be, if not more so. She walked over slowly, almost as if she was an animal sneaking up on its prey.
 
   “Hey there,” said Julius. “How’s it going?”
 
   “You…you’re alive?” said the woman, in disbelief. “How is that possible?”
 
   “I don’t know, I mean…the forest isn’t really too bad when you have food and supplies.”
 
   She walked over and grabbed his hand, and Julius just watched, totally confused and thrown off guard. She smiled at him, and then set her hand on his chest. It felt warm, and Julius could feel himself getting a little excited at her touch.
 
   He saw that there was a wedding ring on her hand, and it only seemed to make the situation seem even weirder. The woman leaned close to him. Julius’s first reaction was to pull back, but it had been weeks since he’d been around a woman, and she had such a pretty face…
 
   The two of them kissed. The woman seemed to have a passion within her that went beyond simple infatuation. She pushed her tongue into Julius’s mouth and pulled his hands onto her breasts, as though she needed to be touched. He obliged her and began running his fingers across her bosom.
 
   “Please do it,” said the woman. “I know this is a dream, but please,”
 
   Julius’s horniness outweighed his confusion at what the woman was saying, and he pressed forward, sliding his hands slowly down her back and then pulling her top up and over her head.
 
   She was a married woman, and they were out in the open next to a hiking trail. This was not a good idea on paper. Julius also felt a little guilty for instigating her into infidelity. But she was strikingly beautiful, and his cock was responding to what was happening and leading him towards taking it further.
 
   He pulled her over towards his car, and then opened the door to the backseat and helped her inside. He left it open, giving her room to extend her legs out into the air, and then climbed in after. The woman quickly began taking off his belt and pulling down his pants, and he felt a hot sensation run through his member as she began to massage it with her hands.
 
   “Please,” the woman whispered. “Put it in me.”
 
   Julius leaned forward and kissed her, and the set about pulling the skin tight jean cutoffs she was wearing off her legs. She helped by wiggling her hips back and forth in a manner that Julius found to be almost intoxicating to watch.
 
   Her panties caught on the fabric of her shorts and were pulled along. The woman had a small patch of neatly trimmed pubic hair, and as Julius began to rub his hard cock against her womanhood, he could feel its warmth tempting him to take things further.
 
   He brought the head of his dick to the entrance of her cunt and slowly pushed in. The woman immediately began to scream with pleasure, acting almost as though she had never been fucked before. She felt amazing, and his cock was twitching with ecstasy as he went further in.
 
   At the same time, however, guilt was eating away at Julius. This was clearly a married woman, and from the way she was acting, it didn’t seem like she was in her right mind. These thoughts seemed to battle with his lust and desire inside his mind, and the more primal elements seemed to be winning out.
 
   He began to build up to a faster pace, thrusting into the woman with animalistic intent. The contrast between the time he had spent amongst nature, away from other human beings, to what was happening to him now seemed to be almost unreal.
 
   The woman had wrapped her legs around his waist and was pulling him into her, lifting her hips up to meet each of his thrusts as though trying to wrestle him into submission. It pushed Julius to fuck her even harder, slamming his cock into her as she cried out underneath him.
 
   “Oh god, yes!” yelled the woman. “Please, don’t stop. Cum inside me, I want you to cum inside me!”
 
   She began to tense up, the motion of her hips arrested as an orgasm wracked over her body. Julius was still pumping into her, pushing deeper and faster and feeling his own limit approach. He bucked forward one last time and felt his cock explode, spraying his white hot load deep inside the woman.
 
   Julius took a moment to breath, and then stepped out of his car and began getting dressed. The woman lied there for a minute after, her eyes looking almost glazed over, and he began to wonder if she was okay.
 
   “Hey, what’s wrong?” asked Julius. “Are you worried about your husband?”
 
   “When am I going to wake up?” the woman asked.
 
   “You’re not dreaming,” he said. “I’m a real person.”
 
   She looked at him with a shocked expression on your face. She began to blush bright red and scrambled to cover her modesty.
 
   “That’s not possible, all of the men are…” she said, trailing off as her thoughts jumped ahead. “Oh my god!”
 
   The woman quickly grabbed the rest of her clothes and then began running towards her own car. She got inside and drove off, disappearing just as suddenly and unexpectedly as she had arrived. Julius shook his head, confused, and then climbed into the driver’s seat. Something very strange seemed to be going on, and he wanted to figure out what it was.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 2
 
    
 
   Julius felt disoriented as he drove back to his house. The small town that he and his family lived in looked the same as usual from a distance, but as he drove deeper into it, he began to get a strange feeling of something being out of place.
 
   It almost felt as though he was coming back to an alien copy of the town, where the basics had been sufficiently replicated, but some of the finer details had been left out. As he began to see people walking on the street, he realized what it was.
 
   There were only women around, wherever he looked. He thought it was just a coincidence at first. He’d had a similar feeling as a kid a couple of times when he had walked to school and not seen any cars or people for the entire journey. But in like in those instances, the sensation was not being proven to be unfounded.
 
   He looked in all directions as he drove, but still didn’t see a single male. His stomach began to twist, and his palms began to get sweaty. Something was definitely up, and it was impossible for him to even speculate as to what it was. Somehow, it made him feel almost like he was in mortal danger.
 
   Julius ran a red light at one of the few intersections in his town in a rush to make it back to his parent’s house. He forced himself to breathe, and tried to calm down. Everything would be explained once he got home. He could work things out then, and get a proper sense of what was happening.
 
   Finally, he pulled into the driveway of the family home. It was a middle class two story house, well maintained, but nothing extravagant. He got out of his car and rushed inside, throwing the door open and scanning the living room.
 
   “Mom? Dad?” he called. “Is anybody home?”
 
   Julius turned and saw his step-mom, Laura, making her way out of the kitchen. The expression on her face was strange, a mixture of shock, confusion, and relief. She walked towards him slowly, tears beginning to well up in the corners of her eyes.
 
   “Julius?” she muttered. “How on Earth…?”
 
   His mom took her hand and brought it up to his face. It was soft against his cheek, and made him feel a little excited, to his own discomfort.  Laura was an attractive woman, with large breasts, a solid butt, and a thin waist that made her body a pleasure to look at. It made him feel like a bit of a pervert to admit, but at 34 years old, she was still a total bombshell, and certainly provided the neighborhood with an ample amount of eye candy.
 
   She was wearing a loose summer dress, low cut in the front and short on the bottom. Julius reached his arms out to pull her into a hug, feeling the fabric of the dress against his hands and the softness of her breasts against his chest. She wasn’t wearing a bra, he realized.
 
   “Mom, what’s going on?” he asked.
 
   Laura sobbed into his shoulder and hugged him even tighter. He did the best he could to console her, rubbing his hands up and down her back until she was in a state to speak.
 
   “Julius…he’s dead. Your father…is dead,” she whispered. “All of the men are, Julius. They all are dead!”
 
   He looked at her blankly, not sure if he was correctly hearing what she was saying.
 
   “What…How, how is that…” he started to speak, but found it almost impossible to find any words. “Mom, what are you talking about?”
 
   Laura walked over to the couch, sat down, and then straightened out her dress. Tears were running down her face, and she looked at him as though he were a condemned man.
 
   “There was a sickness…some type of disease, or virus,” she said. “It killed all of the men, and all of the boys. All of them! Julius…so many people have died...”
 
   “Mom, that doesn’t make any sense,” said Julius. “It couldn’t have killed everyone. I’m still alive, and I feel fine.”
 
   She seemed to snap back to reality, as though realizing what it meant for him to be there in front of her.
 
   “Oh god, no, sweetie!” she cried. “We, we have to get you to quarantine! Do you feel okay? Don’t let yourself fall asleep! It always seems to happen after going to sleep!”
 
   “I’m not tired mom, relax,” he said. “Don’t panic, we’ll figure things out.”
 
   “Julius, I’m so…happy,” she said, stepping towards him. “I never thought I’d see you again.”
 
   He smiled at her, and held his arms open. Laura stepped into his embrace, leaning her head against her son’s chest. Her hair was so soft, and he felt his lower half responding to the feeling of having her body so close, even though she was his mother.
 
   Laura looked up at him, and his eyes met hers. Something outside of the reality he had once known and lived in was happening and there was no way for him to stop it, but all he could think about in the moment was how beautiful and enticing his mom’s eyes were. He felt his face drawing closer to hers, and then their lips met.
 
   The embrace instantly seemed to heat up and become something illicit, and sexually compelling. Julius felt his hands running up and down his mom’s back, and she lifted her leg up slightly and pushed her crotch against him. His cock was quickly stirring in his pants, but before things could go any further, an alarm went off on Laura’s phone.
 
   “Oh, uh, sorry,” she said. “That’s for the pie I’m baking. We’re having a memorial tomorrow morning at the church.”
 
   Julius coughed, and a strange, awkward silence seemed to descend over the room. He had no idea what had just happened between him and his mom. It must just be the tension of the situation, or how relieved she was to find out that he was alive, he thought.
 
   “Mom…” he said. “If everything you’ve told me is true, then how am I not dead?”
 
   “I have no idea sweetie, and frankly, I don’t care,” she replied. “I’m just glad that you’re alive.”
 
   She smiled at him, and he smiled back.
 
   “Please, let me make you dinner,” Laura said. “With Liza still away and your father…well, let’s just say it’s been very lonely around here lately.
 
   “Alright mom, thanks,” said Julius. “At this point, I could definitely use a hot meal.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 3
 
    
 
   Over the course of dinner, Laura explained more about what had happened to the world. It seemed that for every question of his that she answered, three more would arise that only complicate the situation further.
 
   Nobody knew where the plague had started. Nobody knew what the precise mechanism of transmission  was, or how the disease affected the body, or even why it affected men but not women. All that was really known is that the symptoms began arising in all men seemingly simultaneously about a week and a half prior, and it only took a day, sometimes slightly longer, for it to kill.
 
   “Was it bad?” Julius asked after hearing the details. “I mean…did dad…did he suffer? I know I shouldn’t ask, but I have to know.”
 
   Laura gave him a look that was solemn, but somehow resilient.
 
   “He just went to sleep, honey,” she said. “I think we’re suffering more than he did.”
 
   The rest of their meal went by in silence. Julius finished his food, thanked his mother, and then made his way upstairs. He picked out some clothes in his room and headed into the shower. Most of the dirt and sweat he had accumulated throughout his camping trip was still on him, and what he really felt like he needed more than anything was to wash it all off.
 
   His clothes were dirty and over worn, and it was a relief to be able to undress. He turned on the water, and after fiddling with the knobs and setting it to a reasonable temperature, stepped through the curtain.
 
   Julius felt almost as though the entire day up to that point had just been a dream. Not a good dream, or a bad dream, but a strange and unreal fantasy that seemed to place him in a role that he had never asked for. He couldn’t but think back to when he had left his camp site that morning, and the mysterious woman that had seduced him.
 
   He felt his cock begin to tingle as he remembered the sex. It had been so passionate and primal, as though their hormones had taken over and fucking had just been the natural destination. Julius was rubbing soap all over his body, and reached down and coated his dick with a layer of wet, soapy bubbles.
 
   It felt awesome, and he couldn’t resist stroking himself for a moment.  His member was incredibly sensitive, and seemed to almost have a physical memory of the experience from early in the day. Before he knew it, he was pumping it with a building intensity, feeling his mind fog over with the desire to cum.
 
   Julius heard a noise, and out of the corner of his eye, he noticed that the bathroom door had been opened a crack. The shower curtain was clear, and even though it was fogged over, it was still easy enough to see through either way.
 
   He didn’t slow down his pace. He expected his mom to walk in, but she never did, not even after several minutes. He was still jerking himself off, when he noticed a small movement off the edge of the doorframe. Julius realized that his mom was watching him. The thought made him feel ashamed, and uncomfortable and strangely, somehow aroused. 
 
   His hand was sliding up and down his dick faster, and faster. It felt harder than it had ever been before. He was facing the hallway, and exposing himself clearly for his mother to see. The sound of each stroke made a lewd noise, and he began to feel his own deeply rooted sexual impulses take over.
 
   “Julius honey? I brought you a towel.” His mom finally spoke up, and walked into the room. She tried to act as though she had just arrived on the scene, even modestly averting her gaze, but he knew better. 
 
   “Oh, thanks mom,” he replied. Julius grabbed the shower curtain with his hand and slid it open just enough to see out, and just enough for his hard cock and what he was doing to it to be visible to his mom. His pace intensified, and as she turned to place the towel on the rack, he caught her eyes locking on to his exposed member.
 
   That was it for Julius. He exploded, spurting out long streams of white hot cum onto the shower floor. His mom watched on for a moment, her cheeks flushed red and her mouth slightly agape, before tossing the towel down and slowly turning to leave.
 
   “I’ll be in the kitchen honey,” she said. “Enjoy your shower.”
 
   He finished cleaning himself off, feeling a wave of guilt and shame flood into him. That had been one of the most strange and perverted things he had ever done, but somehow, his mind was able to rationalize it away. It was a very bizarre and unexplainable world that he lived in now, and Julius almost felt as though he couldn’t be held accountable for his actions.
 
   After turning off the water, he dried himself off and made his way to his room, quickly getting dressed and grabbing his phone and wallet. He walked downstairs into the living room and found that the TV was on. A special broadcast seemed to airing, with the President, who according to the announcer was the woman that Julius remembered as the Secretary of Education, taking the podium
 
   “Good afternoon, my fellow Americans,” began the president. She was an attractive woman in her early forties, with nice breasts and a very nice figure, even if it was hidden by her clothing.
 
   “The tragedies we have experienced over the past two weeks cannot be understated. Unfortunately, it seems as though things will continue to be difficult in the coming days.” She pushed back a couple strands of her hair, and then continued.
 
   “Many of you may have heard, either through legitimate or illegitimate sources, that the government had begun a quarantine program for men alive who were not showing severe symptoms. This is true.”
 
   “However, it does not seem as though even the most contained and controlled environments have been spared from this terrible, unknown. Our efforts have proven ineffective, and as far as we know, there are not any men left alive in our country. The situation is still being assessed abroad, but this is likely to be the case worldwide.”
 
   “I apologize for having to deliver such somber news, but we have survived the past few days, we will continue to survive, and create a better society for all of us. Thank you.”
 
   The audience the President was addressing broke into applause. Julius felt light headed. He grabbed the remote and turned the screen off, feeling his heart begin to pound in his chest as the reality of the situation took hold. He was the only man left, as far as he, or anybody else knew. What did that mean for him? What did that mean for the world? 
 
   Julius felt a growing need to assess the situation on his own, outside. The idea of it gave him pause, however. There was no predicting how the people left, the women left, would react to still seeing him alive.
 
   He headed back upstairs, and into his parent’s room. Crouching own on his knees, he pulled a box out from under the bed. It was something that his father had bought a long time ago, and thankfully, never used. He clicked the metal clasp open and lifted up the lid, and lifted the pistol that was inside up with his hand.
 
   It was heavier than he would have expected. He played around with it for a minute, figuring out what he needed to hit to release the clip, clear the chamber, and toggle the safety. It was already loaded, but there was no bullet in the chamber. His father also had a shoulder harness in the box, and he put it on underneath his windbreaker, and slid the gun into it.
 
   Julius put everything away and walked back downstairs. His mom was in the kitchen, and he found himself feeling slightly embarrassed as he remembered what had happened in the shower.
 
   “Uh, hey mom,” he said. “I’m going to go take a look at the town. I know it’s rough out there, but I will be careful.”
 
   His mom smiled at him. It didn’t seem like she was taking the bathroom incident too seriously, which he found himself incredibly grateful for.
 
   “Call me if anything happens, and be careful,” said Laura. “And Julius?”
 
   “Yeah mom?”
 
   “You’re the man of the house now. Please, don’t do anything that will make a scene. You need to come back to me, honey, no matter what.” Laura had a loving, caring look on her face that made Julius feel a little strange. It almost seemed to go beyond the love of a typical mother, into further territory.
 
   “I will mom, don’t worry,” he said.
 
   She smiled at him, and then Julius walked out of the house.


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   CHAPTER 4
 
    
 
   Physically, the town was the same. Everything was right where Julius remembered, and there didn’t even see to be any signs of carnage or the mass death that had taken place. But from the moment he stepped out onto the sidewalk, he could somehow feel a difference, a difference that had occurred deep under the surface.
 
   He was walking towards main street, where most of the stores and attractions were. His home town was not very big, a small, average American town. It didn’t have a lot of people or things to do, and this combined with what had happened left the streets with an almost ghost like feel.
 
   He did, eventually, pass a woman on the sidewalk. She said nothing to him, and Julius wondered at first if she had even seen him. When he made his way by, however, she did a double take, and then just stopped and stared, mouth agape.
 
   Julius wasn’t sure what to say, so he just kept walking. There was a store up ahead that he used to work at, a coffee shop. From afar, it looked the same as it had always been. Up close, he realized that the door was closed and locked.
 
   There were more people on the sidewalk now, and as expected, they were all women. They kept their distance from him, but even without looking he could feel that their eyes were locked on, almost like spot lights tracking an escaped prisoner from the sky. 
 
   He just smiled, and kept walking, figuring that there wasn’t much he could do or really even say to explain why he was still around. Up ahead there was a store that did happen to open, and outside was a big sign that said “Men’s Clothing – 50% off”.
 
   Julius laughed to himself. Maybe there were a couple of perks to being the last man standing, after all. He made his way inside the store, feeling several of the women outside still watching him.
 
   The shop was brightly lit, with racks of clothes taking up most of the floor space. Behind the counter was an attractive woman in her early twenties chewing gum and flipping through a magazine. Julius didn’t recognize her, but that was okay.
 
   “Hello,” he said as he walked forward, figuring that there was no point in trying to be subtle if she was the only other one in the store.
 
   “Welcome, let me know if I can help with…” The woman’s words trailed off as she looked up and saw Julius. “…anything?”
 
   “I’m just here to take advantage of all the cheap men’s clothes,” he said. “Don’t mind me.”
 
   He stood up and walked over to the men’s section, which had actually been slid off into one tightly packed corner in the back. The clerk followed him, keeping a small distance away but clearly fascinated.
 
   “You…are you really a man?” she asked.
 
   Julius nodded to her, and then turned back to the clothes.
 
   “I am. Though to be honest, I really can’t explain how I’m still alive,” he said.
 
   “Oh my god, oh my god!” The woman began to laugh, and jumped into the air a couple of times clapping her hands. She ran over to Julius and stood right next to him, infringing on his personal space in an almost adorable way.
 
   “My name’s Jenny,” she said. “I…I can’t believe this,”
 
   “Nice to meet you Jenny, I’m Julius.” He smiled at her, and reached out to shake his hand. She grabbed it, and almost flinched as they made contact. She seemed nervous, and he noticed that she was blushing and unable to meet his eyes.
 
   “Oh, come on, I might be the last guy around, but I’m just like everyone else,” he said. “Don’t be shy.”
 
   The woman cupped her hands over her mouth and then blushed even harder.
 
   “No, it’s not that,” she said, stepping even closer to him. Julius saw her up close and realized that she was even more beautiful than he had initially realized. She put her hand on his chest, and it felt as though electricity was shooting through him.
 
   “Please Julius, I want you to…” she said. “Well, if you really are the last man, then…”
 
   Jenny took her hand and rubbed it on his crotch. She was bright red at this point, and Julius was surprised, but also found it to be endearing. It was almost like the roles had been reversed, and now this attractive woman was coming onto him with all of the grace and finesse of a 15 year old boy.
 
   “Come on,” he said. “Follow me.”
 
   He took her hand and led her towards the dressing room, feeling himself becoming more and more excited. This was a bonus that he hadn’t really considered, and though it felt a little wrong to take advantage of it, they were living in new, desperate times.
 
   They slipped through the curtain, into the tiny, mirrored changing room. Jenny was close to him, and a powerful sexual tension seemed to descend on the situation as their lips began to draw closer. They kissed, and it was almost as though a deluge had broken through a dam.
 
   Jenny’s hands shot immediately down to his waist, unbuckling his belt and getting his pants off him in a frantic rush. Julius unclasped her bra and pulled her shirt up and over her head. Both of them were rushing to undress each other to such a degree that it set an uncontrolled, rough tone to the encounter.
 
   He pushed her back against the wall of the tiny room and began kissing her neck, and then her bare breasts. They were large, nicely formed, and incredibly compelling. His cock had jumped straight to a state of rock hardness, and his mind began to run wild with ideas of all the fun he could have with this woman.
 
   “Here,” said Jenny. “Let me make you feel good…”
 
   She ran her hands down his chest as she slowly dropped down to her knees, pushing her lips up against his cock. She nuzzled with it for a moment, and Julius could feel her cheeks and face wiping off the tiny pearls of precum that had already formed on the head of his dick.
 
   Jenny licked his shaft from the base to the tip, and then carefully began to take him into her mouth. It felt amazing. Her cheeks were soft, warm, and inviting. She sucked with a force that made even more blood rush into his member, making him ache for release.
 
   From the way she had been dressed, Julius was not incredibly surprised that the girl knew the ins and outs of sucking a cock properly. In the old world, Jenny had definitely been the type of girl that was open to this sort of thing. But now, all of the women in the world were the same. She was in the same boat as a virgin, or a nun, and the way she took to working his shaft was beautiful in its effectiveness.
 
   His hands meandered to the back of her head, and he watched in the mirror as he began to pump his hips and push his cock further into the back of her throat. She didn’t object to being used this way. Julius took it up a notch, and began face fucking her with raw, unbridled passion. Lewd sex sounds were audible in the air, and Julius felt himself reaching his limit.
 
   “Come out now!” called a voice. “I’m taking you into custody!”
 
   The curtain was thrown open just as Julius’s dick began to blast out its seed. He pulled out of Jenny’s mouth and strings of white hot cum sprayed onto her face, smudging her expertly applied make up. A female police officer was standing outside, gun drawn, and eyes glued to what was the center of attention in the moment, Julius’s ejaculating cock.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 5
 
    
 
   “You’re…you’re under arrest!”
 
   It was almost comical to Julius to see this woman pointing her gun at him in such an aggressive manner. His cock still out, and it was rock hard and dripping with sex fluid. The officer’s eyes were locked onto it as though it were a weapon. He remembered the gun that was strapped to his chest and slowly raised his hands into the air.
 
   “I don’t mean any harm, officer,” he said. “I do have a weapon, but I’m not looking to resist.”
 
   The police woman darted her eyes to Jenny, who had a scared expression on her face along with a good deal of cum. She also raised her hands timidly, with much more fear than Julius himself felt.
 
   There was no chance of the officer shooting him, this he knew to be true. Still, there was no real reason for him not to go play nice. If he tried to make a break for it, there would be no way he could go home, and on his own, the survival odds long term would be abysmal.
 
   The officer stepped forward and began patting him down for a weapon. She started with his shoulders, and quickly found his holster and slipped the pistol out of it. She continued down, dropping to her knees in front of Julius. For a moment her face was right in front of his cock, and he found himself getting incredibly excited all over again.
 
   “Alright, turn around and put your hands behind your back!” the officer yelled.
 
   “Is this really necessary?” he asked. “Can you at least pull my pants up, Officer…”
 
   “My name is Kendra,” she said. “I mean, Officer Kendra Kelley, acting police chief of this town.”
 
   Her mood seemed to soften slightly, and she obliged him, grabbing the waist band of his pants and pulling them up. His cock was still stiff, and she had to carefully work it into his pants with her fingertips. 
 
   Her touch was much more arousing to Julius than he expected it to be, and he found himself wanting to go along with her, to jail or wherever she would bring him. She slapped a pair of handcuffs on him and then pulled him out through the dressing room curtain.
 
   “Alright, I’m bringing you into custody until we can get the situation here sorted out,” said Officer Kelley. “You’ll be safe in my care.”
 
   “Of that, I’m sure,” said Julius. “Let’s go. See you later Jenny!”
 
   Jenny just sat there on the floor, observing the situation as though it were a hallucinogenic drug episode. Officer Kelley led Julius through the store and then outside, keeping his head pushed low and out of sight as she brought him to her police cruiser.
 
   She pushed him into the backseat of the car. Julius found it hard to find a comfortable position to sit in. The cuffs were tight on his wrists and he could feel them limiting his blood circulation. She was serious, he realized.
 
   Officer Kelley climbed into the front seat and started the car. Before driving forward, she turned and looked back at him. Her eyes scanned him from top to bottom, almost as though she was reconfirming that he actually existed, and wasn’t a figment of her imagination.
 
   “You really are a man, aren’t you?” she asked.
 
   “Yeah, obviously,” he said. “Why would you even ask that? You came in on us at just the right time to get the proof you needed.”
 
   She glared at him, and then shifted the car into gear and pulled onto the road. The town police station was only about a five minute drive. Julius didn’t see any lights shining through the inside windows. It was as if the place was abandoned, and given that most of the police force was taken out by the plague, it might as well have been.
 
   Officer Kelley led him inside by the wrists. Julius knew that he was innocent of any crime, but he didn’t resist. There was no point. This was a different world from the one in which he had formed all of his opinions on the rights of the state and law enforcement. He wasn’t sure what the standard was, now.
 
   Julius was brought forward, past rows of empty rooms with empty desks. There was a small jail cell in the back of the building, and Officer Kelly pushed him into it. He was surprised when she also stepped in, and then closed the door behind her. She took off his cuffs, and then leaned against the bars, looking at him and saying nothing for a moment.
 
   “What’s your name?” she finally asked.
 
   He looked at her for a second before answering. He couldn’t see any malice or ill will in her expression. Still, it was hard for him to get a sense of anyone’s motivations any more. The world had stopped making sense from the time he had stepped out of the woods.
 
   “Julius,” he said. “And to answer your next question, no, I have no idea why I am still alive.”
 
   “You must know something,” said Officer Kelley. “Did you experience symptoms? Were you just not affected to begin with, or did you get sick and then survive?”
 
   “I left for a camping trip right before it all started,” said Julius. “I don’t know if that has anything to do with it. I’m not sick now, though, and I never was.”
 
   The police woman sighed, and then crossed her arms. She was looking at him intently, and Julius very much began to feel as though he was being properly interrogated. 
 
   “What were you doing with that woman in the store?” she asked.
 
   “What did it look like I was doing?” replied Julius. He couldn’t resist letting a smirk slip onto his face. Officer Kelley seemed to blush a little bit. She shook her head and glared at him.
 
   “No, that’s not what I mean, you jackass,” she said. “You might be one of the last men left on the planet. Are you really that stupid?”
 
   “What are you talking about?” asked Julius. The police woman had moved closer to him, and was looking at him strangely. He felt an odd electricity begin to permeate the air, almost as though the room was charged for something to happen.
 
   “In the world we live in now, a man left alive would only have one responsibility,” she said. “And I think you know what it is.”
 
   He looked at her blankly. Officer Kelley actually had a very nice body, though the baggy police uniform she wore did not fit her well. Julius figured that it might have been one of the left over men’s uniforms, which now served almost no purpose.
 
   She moved closer to him, within arm’s reach. His cuffs were off, and he thought momentarily about trying to overpower her and make a break for it. It wasn’t feasible, he decided. She was still armed, and on top of that, he felt strangely compelled to stay.
 
   “Are you willing to take responsibility for your new role, Julius?” asked Officer Kelley. Her voice had a slow, seductive tone to it that needed no explanation.
 
   Instead of answering with words, Julius leaned forward and kissed her. Her lips were soft, and she tasted nice. Officer Kelley wrapped her arms around him and the two of them locked together in an embrace.
 
   She was aggressive, and immediately began ripping Julius’s clothes off. All he could really do was let her. The look in her eye was one of lust, and of a woman who knew what she wanted. She pulled down Julius’s pants and boxers, and began fondling his little man.
 
   “Mmmm, that’s right,” she whispered. “Be a good boy and get nice and hard.”
 
   It didn’t take long, and the second Julius was sporting a healthy direction, the police woman pushed him back onto a bench running across the back of the room. She stood over him, dominant and sexually feminine. The officer slowly began to strip out of her work uniform, tantalizing Julius with every movement she made.
 
   He saw now that she truly did have a very nice body. Her breasts were medium sized, but incredibly firm and well-shaped. She didn’t have an ounce of extra fat on her outside of her butt, which was large enough for him to get a good grip on.
 
   Her bra and panties were the last things she removed, and then she stood before Julius, naked and exposed. It felt almost sacrosanct to be looking upon a woman who represented what remained of the authority in the town entirely naked. His cock twitched as she moved closer to him and slowly settled herself down over his cock.
 
   Julius picked that moment to act. He reached his hands up and grabbed the woman by the hips, and then forced her down onto his hard member. She was already wet, but her tight pussy took a little bit of extra pressure to accept his rod.
 
   “Whoa, wait,” she said. “Slow…slow down.”
 
   Julius ignored her. He began thrusting his hips upwards, lifting the small woman in time with his beginning strokes. She felt amazing, and it made him question whether or not it was really so bad to be the last remaining representative of his gender.
 
   “Oh yeah, that’s right officer,” he said. “It’s your turn to come along quietly!”
 
   Officer Kelley began to squeal out loud, almost like a young girl losing her virginity. Julius was enjoying every second of it. Her cunt was squeezing him so tightly that it may as well have been a vice grip. The woman began to tense up after just a couple of solid pumps, and cried out even louder as an orgasm swept over her.
 
   “Sorry ma’am, but I’m not finished yet,” Julius said with a laugh. He continued pushing into the woman, feeling her juices dripping down onto his crotch. She was in her thirties, maybe around the same age of his mom, and he found himself wondering just how many of the teenagers she had harassed over her career had fantasized about pumping their dicks into the hot, cougar cop.
 
   That thought was too much for him, and he felt his dick begin to convulse, unloading his seed deep into the back of her womanhood. He let his climax take its course, and then set her down next to him on the bench. 
 
   She was still dazed from the encounter, and didn’t notice Julius quickly moving to grab his clothes along with the keys from her uniform. He unlocked the door and stepped out of the cell, closing it behind him.
 
   “Hey, hold one,” she cried. “What are you doing?”
 
   Officer Kelley quickly crossed her legs and covered up her breasts, seeming to snap back to reality. Julius smiled at her.
 
   “Don’t worry, I’ll be back tomorrow if you haven’t already been released,” he said. “Next time you arrest me, make sure you at least have a charge!”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 6
 
    
 
   By the time Julius made it out of the police station, the sun was beginning to set. A strange feeling began to wash over him as he made his way to the street. There was a small crowd of women, maybe eight or nine, who seemed to have gotten wind of the fact that a man was still alive and in police custody.
 
   Most of them just stared as he made his way by, but a couple began yelling for him to stop, and one of them grabbed his sweatshirt. Julius had required his pistol on the way out, and pulled it out and fired it into the air. The shot was deafening, but it managed to push the crowd back. He waved to them apologetically and shook his head.
 
   “I’m sorry, I don’t know what’s going on any more than you do,” he yelled.
 
   He continued back down the street. It took him longer to get home on foot than it would have by car, but that was okay. Most of the people in the town had gone inside for the night, and after a moment he felt himself letting his guard down and going into his head. It was nice to have an empty moment to think. It reminded him of being out alone in the forest, and made him yearn for the lifestyle.
 
   Julius saw that his mom’s car was still in the driveway as he walked up his street. It was no surprise. There was less going on in the town than there ever had been before. Most people seemed to be just hanging around home. The women who did still have jobs continued to work, from what he’d seen, but often found that their job responsibilities had shifted massively since the outbreak.
 
   He walked in through the front door and took his shoes off. His mom was sitting in the living room and watching TV, wearing only a thin night gown that her tits seemed to be threatening to push right out of.
 
   “Hey mom,” he said. “I’m back.”
 
   “Oh my god honey, I was so worried!” she said. Laura stood up and ran over to him, wrapping him in a tight embrace. He could feel the sheer material against his skin, and instantly started to get excited.
 
   “Yeah, well, I’m fine,” he said. “Totally unharmed.”
 
   His mom didn’t immediately break the hug, an though he tried to fight his own impulses, his cock began to grow within his pants. It seemed to spring up to its full length in less than a second, and he knew that his mom could feel it pushing against his stomach.
 
   “Honey, you’re the last male left that anyone knows about,” she said. “There are a lot of women out there who would think about trying to…do things to you, because of that.”
 
   “I know mom, but don’t worry,” he said, feeling his cock ache as it pushed up against his mother’s soft body. “I’ll be okay.”
 
   “That’s not what I mean,” said Laura. “I…I think you need to find a way to take care of yourself a little better.”
 
   Julius felt his mom’s hand rubbing up and down the length of his back. He looked into her eyes, and saw a mixture of motherly love, and something else. Her perfume smelled amazing, and though it made him feel incredibly awkward, part of him wanted to push his crotch forward against her.
 
   “I just want to make sure that you’re not tempted into doing anything that goes against your interests, sweetie,” she said, her hand beginning to stray down his chest, down his stomach, and then, even further. “It’s okay, I don’t mind.”
 
   “Mom!” cried Julius. She was rubbing her soft hand over his covered bulge, and it managed to feel incredibly wrong and incredibly amazing at the same time.
 
   “Don’t worry, honey, it’s fine,” she said. “Don’t think of it a sexual thing. Just let mommy take care of you.”
 
   Despite her words, it was hard for Julius to put aside the fact that she was his mother. She led him over to the couch, and sat him down on it. Part of him wanted to stand up and rip her tiny night gown right off, but he managed to keep controlled. 
 
   Laura sat down next to her son and went to work with her hands. She unzipped his pants and pulled his cock out through the flap of his boxers, and then began working it, slowly and steadily.
 
   “Oh god mom,” he moaned. “That feels so amazing…”
 
   “I know it does baby,” she said. “Remember when I used to rub your back when you were little? Remember how good it felt?”
 
   She was moving her hand up and down his shaft, gently and deliberately. Julius had experienced hand jobs before, and had never much liked them. This was different, though. His mom’s light touch seemed to send waves of pleasure through his body. His hips angled up slightly with each of her strokes, as though trying to give her a better angle to work from.
 
   “Just let mommy take care of you, sweetie,” whispered Laura.
 
   She sped up, pumping her son’s cock up and down and rubbing his inner thigh with her free hand. Laura shifted her position so she was down on her knees in front of him, close enough so that he could feel her hot breath on the sensitive head of his cock.
 
   “Oh, mom,” he said. “Please keep going mom, don’t stop! I’m gonna, I’m gonna…”
 
   “Do it sweetie,” she whispered. “Do it for me.”
 
   Julius couldn’t hold out any longer. His dick began to explode, tensing up in the most powerful orgasm he had experienced all day. His mom held her hand over the tip of his cock, catching his cum and then smearing it back along his shaft almost as though she was using it as lube to milk out the last few drops.
 
   He was breathing heavy, and almost felt like he had to take a second to come back to reality and confirm what had happened. His mom had masturbated him, and he had enjoyed it, as guilty and ashamed of that fact that he was. It was hard for him to even look her in the eye.
 
   “I think I should try to take care of you as often as I can, honey,” whispered Laura. “Anytime you get an urge, just come tell me. And no matter what, don’t let any other women…do things to you. Please?”
 
   Julius looked at his mom and nodded.
 
   “I won’t,” he said, hoping that he would be able to hold to that promise.
 
   Laura walked upstairs to the bathroom to clean up. Julius zipped up his pants and then turned on the TV. A news reporter seemed to be announcing a breaking story, and he turned up the volume so he could follow along.
 
   “We have been receiving reports of a man alive in the United States that is immune to the plague. Due to an information blockade vital for the security of the nation, we cannot release anything more than that. The President is currently in a meeting with her advisors, and we will keep you updated on this story as we learn more about it.”
 
   Julius smiled, and turned it off. He walked up to his room and climbed into bed, knowing as he closed his eyes that his life would never again be the same.
 
    
 
   END
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PROLOGUE
 
    
 
   Andy had tried to stop his step mother, Vanessa. He had tried to calm her down, and to get her to listen to reason. But the drug had been affecting her too strongly, and she had pushed herself up against him. His cock had responded in the same way as it would have for any woman, and the fact that she was his mom didn’t stop him from quickly getting hard.
 
   Andy had experienced the effect of the drug before first hand, and knew what she was going through. He had not been able to resist, either. But this was different. This was his mom, and she was pushing herself up against him like a cat in heat. Her cheeks were blushing red, as though she knew how perverse it was for a mother to be throwing herself at her son, desperate for sex, but just couldn’t stop himself.
 
   The worst of it was that Andy wanted her, too. His cock was rock hard, more ready than it had ever ben for any other woman before. He wanted to feel the inside of his mother, he wanted to push his member deep inside her and let his hips go wild. But he felt ashamed of his desires, and guilty for even entertaining them.
 
   Unfortunately, he wasn’t sure if that guilt would be enough to stop him, and as his mother began to pull his hands onto her breasts and unbutton his pants, he wondered if he would be able to keep resisting…


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   CHAPTER 1
 
    
 
   “Come on, Andy! We signed up for it, we might as well follow through.”
 
   Andy Riven was walking behind his step sister, Mikhaela. The two of them were on their way to the town’s health clinic, reporting in for a research study they had found and volunteered for online.
 
   “It’s not that I want to ditch out, sis,” said Andy. “I just think they are being awfully vague about the whole thing. Participants wanted for “Excitement Research”? What the hell is that supposed to mean?”
 
   Mikhaela lengthened her stride down the sidewalk. It was early fall, and there was just enough sun out to bring the air to a comfortable temperature. Andy and Mikhaela had been siblings almost since birth, when Andy’s dad had married Mikhaela’s mom, Vanessa.
 
   “I realize that you’ve done this kind of thing before at your college, but I just turned 18,” said Andy. “What if this turns out to be a lab rat type thing?”
 
   Mikhaela didn’t slow down. Andy couldn’t help but notice the slight wiggle of her hips as she walked. She had an amazing body, petite but with large breasts and curvy hips. He had been tortured all through puberty with thoughts of her, and still had the occasional unwanted urge of desire towards her every now and then.
 
   “Would you quit worrying, little brother?” she said, turning and glaring at him. “Just trust me, it’ll be fine. I’m betting it might even be fun, and we’ll both earn an easy hundred bucks out of it.”
 
   Andy sighed and walked faster to keep up with her. His sister had always been a little bossy, but it was his fault, in part. He was a little too accepting of her crazy ideas, and often went along with plots that led him into trouble.
 
   The clinic was only a short walk from their house. Andy was surprised to see that there was no sign or indicator of the study out front, just the same usually empty walkway that he was used to. The two of them walked in through the sliding doors and were greeted by an attendant behind the front desk.
 
   “Would you two happen to be…Andy and Mikhaela Riven?” she asked.
 
   “Yes, that’s us,” replied Mikhaela.
 
   “Great, have a seat and the researchers will be with you shortly,” the woman said.
 
   Mikhaela gave her brother a reassuring smile, and the two of them walked over to a pair of empty chairs and sat down. They were only waiting for about a minute when a woman in a long lab coat walked up to them. She was wearing pink rimmed glasses and had an attractive, albeight bookish look to her.
 
   “Hello, I’m Dr. Thompson,” she said. “I’m the head of the research study for today. If the two of you will follow me, I’ll lead you into an examination room and get things rolling.”
 
   She began to walk quickly down a hallway in the back of the lobby, Andy and his sister following along. They went into a room on the far side of the facility. IT was different from what Andy had been expecting. 
 
   Instead of being a typical examination room, it was more of a Spartan affair. All of the walls were painted white except for one, which had what looked like a full length mirror on it. There was only one piece of furniture, a table that looked like relatively standard medical affair except for the fact that it was lower to the ground that usual, at about the height of a regular bed.
 
   “You two can get comfortable, this is where the study will take place,” said Dr. Thompson. “In case you were wondering, the mirror on the wall is two way and me and my associates will be observing you through it.”
 
   She looked at Andy and Mikhaela as if expecting them to be brimming with questions.
 
   “Uh…” Andy finally started. “So just what is the study going to involve?”
 
   Dr. Thompson smiled, and reached into her lab coat pocket. She pulled out a small pill bottle full of tiny, white tablets.
 
   “Each of you just takes one of these, and then waits in the observation room for effects to kick in,” she said.
 
   Andy looked at his sister doubtfully.
 
   “That’s it, that’s all the information we get?” he asked.
 
   “I assure you, all you are being given is a more effective drug that is in many ways, similar to others already on the market,” said Dr. Thompson. “Both of you have signed your waivers already online, but you are still free to back out if you want.”
 
   Mikhaela shook her head, and gave Andy a harsh look.
 
   “No, we both want to do it,” she said. “So we’ll be paid at the end?”
 
   “Yes,” said the doctor. “We’ll keep you here for a couple of hours or we’ve verified that the drug works, whichever comes first.”
 
   An odd smile slipped onto her face, and she took out one pill for each of them and placed it in their hands. Mikhaela took hers without any hesitation. Andy looked at his for a moment, and then swallowed it.
 
   “Excellent, I will be observing with my fellow researchers from the room next door,” the doctor said. “If you need anything, just knock on the glass.”
 
   She walked over to the door and left the room, leaving Andy and Mikhaela to wonder about just what they had signed on for.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 2
 
    
 
   “Are you feeling anything yet?” asked Mikhaela.
 
   It had been about a half hour since they’d taken the pills. Andy was sitting on the small examination bed, and his sister was leaning against a wall. He couldn’t help but wonder just what the researchers were expecting to get out of the study.
 
   “Not really,” said Andy. “I mean, nothing that seems medically relevant.”
 
   He did feel almost completely normal. The only thing that seemed a little unusual was a light tingling sensation that was beginning to spread through his crotch. It almost felt as though his cock was a little more sensitive than usual, as though he was watching a porn video or on the verge of having sex.
 
   “Yeah, I feel pretty much the same way,” said Mikhaela. Her breathing was a little heavier than usual, and Andy could see that her face seemed to be a little flushed, as though she was too hot.
 
   “Well, I guess we just have to keep waiting then,” he replied. He stood up from the examination bed, and as he did, blood rushed back into his legs and lower half. His cock sprang to full attention in an instant, and he felt a strange pulsing sensation begin to spread from it into the rest of his body.
 
   “Whoa, jeez,” he said. “Okay, I do feel a little weird…”
 
   “Yeah, I don’t know, I think I do to,” said Miikhaela. She walked over to the bed and sat down on it, rubbing one of her hands up and down her thigh.
 
   “Oh man, what the hell?” said Andy. He felt his fingers being drawn to his engorged member. It was so sensitive and hard, just aching for release, and seemed to have an almost magnetic quality to it that made him want to stroke it.
 
   His sister was in a similar state, and then some. She was leaning back on the bed with one hand hovering just inches from hem of her skirt, as though all she could think of was rubbing her panty clad mound and getting off.
 
   “Andy, can you look away for a second,” she whispered. “I need to…adjust my skirt, a little…”
 
   Andy obliged, barely able to focus on anything other than his own problem. He looked over into the corner of the room, and found himself giving into temptation, rubbing his hard cock through his pants as subtly as he could, almost like a horny teenage boy trying to enjoy a dirty magazine in the library.
 
   His sister’s moans began to pull him out of his reverie. He turned back towards the bed, and saw her sprawled out on top of it, one hand thrust deep into her panties and the other massaging her nipple. She had pulled both of her breasts out of her bra and low cut shirt, and the sight caused Andy’s mind to fog over with hot desire.
 
   “Oh god,” she said. “Andy, I’m sorry! I don’t know what the pills did, but I have to, I have to,”
 
   “I…I know sis!” cried Andy. He was tearing his own clothes off like a possessed man, and began pumping his naked cock as he watched her masturbate. The scene was so illicit, and the fact that she was his sister only seemed to add to the erotic nature of what was happening.
 
   “Andy, please,” said Mikhaela. “Help me…”
 
   She had pulled her panties all the way down, and was massaging her clit wildly. Andy stepped over to her, almost being drawn by a sexual gravity, and climbed onto the bed next to her. He found himself rushing, pushing his cock against her entrance and feeling the wet warmth of her cunt.
 
   “Oh yeah, baby brother,” said Mikhaela. “Please do it, we won’t tell anybody.”
 
   He teased his sister’s pussy with the head of his cock. A small part of him was holding out, screaming in the back of his head about how fucked up and wrong what he was about to do was. But it was drowned out by the sensation flooding through his cock, which seemed to ache with the need to cum.
 
   He pushed forward into his sister and began to fuck her. With every forbidden stroke, Mikhaela seemed to writhe in pleasure. Her cries echoed off the walls of the examination room, and drove Andy to fuck her harder, enjoying the way he was making his sister feel.
 
   “Fuck me Andy!” she yelled. “Don’t stop, fuck your big sister!”
 
   “That’s right sis,” he replied. “I’m not going to stop. I’m going to keep going, you feel so good!”
 
   Andy thrust into her with speed and grace, feeling her wet juices lubricating his path. His sister dug her nails into his back, urging him on. Her large breasts were pushed up against his chest, and he began to knead them. This is what he had thought about in his weaker moments of sexual frustration as a teenager, and now it was actually happening, almost as though through divine intervention.
 
   Eventually, Mikhaela began to yell louder. She tensed up and dug her nails deep into Andy’s back, and then melted back into the bed. He began to fuck her even harder, grabbing her hips and pulling her into him as he pushed his cock deep inside her.
 
   It was impossible for him to hold out for very long. Andy thrust into her a few more solid times, and then felt his cock explode, spraying white hot cum deep inside of her. His sister wasn’t on the pill, but he didn’t care, and it didn’t seem like she did either.
 
   The two of them collapsed onto the bed, taking a moment to catch their breath before saying anything.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 3
 
    
 
   “What…what the hell just happened?” asked Mikhaela.
 
   “I don’t know,” replied Andy. Guilt was beginning to flood into his mind, along with shame, and regret, and dozens of other emotions. But strangely, he could still feel an intense lust that took predominance in his mind.
 
   The door opened, and Dr. Thompson walked back into the room. Mikhaela scrambled to preserve her modesty, but Andy just sat up on the bed and looked at her. She was an attractive woman, and he felt his cock quickly becoming hard again as she smiled at him.
 
   “That was excellent, a great success for our new drug!” she said triumphantly. “I just have to do one more quick examination before I let the two of you go home.”
 
   The doctor walked over to Andy and ran her hand down his chest. He was naked, and the feeling of her soft fingers on his skin made ideas run wild through his head.
 
   “We got quite the show watching the two of you through the mirror,” Dr. Thompson said to him. She had a stethoscope around her neck and she set it against Andy’s chest and listened to it.
 
   He felt as though his heart was pounding just about loud enough to be heard even without it. Her face was close to his, and he could smell the doctor’s scent, and her subtle, flowery perfume.
 
   “Your heart rate seems to be within the standard parameters,” she said. “That is excellent. I just need to check one other thing”
 
   “Aren’t you going to take my sister’s, too?” asked Andy. Mikhaela was looking at the two of them curiously. 
 
   “No, we have enough data points for females at the moment,” she replied. Andy felt his cock growing even harder, and was a little shocked when the doctor took one of her petite hands and wrapped it around his shaft.
 
   “What, what are you doing?” he managed.
 
   “I just have to check the length and girth of it,” she said. “And to see just how…hard, you have gotten.”
 
   She began to run her hand up and down his shaft, bringing her face down right in front of it and writing on a pad with her free hand. It felt amazing, and Andy quickly felt himself being brought back towards the state he’d been in before as she moved it around, examining it.
 
   Dr. Thomson cupped his balls with her hand and rolled them around her fingers gently. The look on her face was one of a serious professional, but somehow it only made Andy horny to see how seriously she was taking her job.
 
   “Alright, can you cough for me?” she asked.
 
   He coughed, and felt his hips slide forward slightly as he did. The head of his cock almost made contact with Dr. Thompson’s mouth. She breathed out, and he could feel the heat on his cock as she did.
 
   “Alright, now I just need to do a sensitivity check,” she said. “I know this might make you feel slightly uncomfortable, but please, bear with it. It’s for the sake of the study.”
 
   Andy nodded, and the doctor took a small packet of some kind of lubricant out of her pocket. She poured it into her hand, and began rubbing it up and down his shaft. It felt amazing, and Andy couldn’t help but notice that a bit of her cleavage was exposed from the way she was leaving over, giving him a very nice view.
 
   Mikhaela was watching from the side. Andy expected her to be embarrassed for him, or even upset, but was surprised to see that one of her hands had meandered back down to her cunt. His own sister was fingering herself as she watched the doctor rub his dick, and he felt a strange mixture of pleasure and shame at the whole situation.
 
   Doctor Thompson would occasionally squeeze his cock as she went, but for the most part she just stroked her fingers up and down, rhythmically. Her free hand had stopped taking notes and she had braced it against Andy’s thigh.
 
   “Let me know if you get close to, well, you know,” she said to him.
 
   He was already close, but the insane sensations shooting through his dick were too pleasurable for him to say anything. He wanted her to keep going, for just a little longer. It felt so good, and seemed like it would be a shame to stop her. Besides, it was a medical examination, and the doctor needed to make sure she did it properly, he told himself.
 
   “Oh, okay doctor, maybe you should…” he started to give her the warning she had asked for, when he heard his sister moan out in ecstasy from the corner of the room. This, combined with Dr. Thompson increasing her pace slightly, pushed him over the edge. His cock began to spray out streams of cum, and they splashed onto what was directly in front of them, which was Dr. Thompson’s face.
 
   “Oh, wow,” said the doctor. Her glasses were splattered with his seed, and a couple of drops managed to land on her lips and cheek. She licked her lips without realizing it, and Andy watched as this attractive, professional woman tasted his cum.
 
   “I’m sorry!” he said. “I tried to tell you,”
 
   “It’s fine,” said the doctor. She flashed him a smile and stood up, seeming to be a little dazed by the experience.
 
   “Well, we have just about all of the data we need for today,” she said. “I’m going to send you two on your way. What I’d like, if you’re alright with it, is to give you a small sample of the drug to keep and try out on your own. Let us know if anything unusually happens with it. We will follow up with you at the end of the month.”
 
   She thanked both of them, and then left the room, leaving Andy and his sister to try to make sense of what had just happened, and beyond that, what it meant.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 4
 
    
 
   The walk back home had been silent and tense for Andy and Mikhaela. Neither knew what to say to the other, or even if anything needed to be said. Their experience in the clinic had been so outside their usual comfort zone, it almost threatened to upend all of the assumptions they had made about relationships, reality, and human nature.
 
   Both of them had calmed down, at least physically. Andy’s erection had faded after his last intense and embarrassing orgasm. His sister also seemed to be back to normal, apart from her cheeks, which seemed to have taken on a new and seemingly permanent red color. 
 
   They both went in through the front door, still saying nothing to each other. Their mother, Vanessa, was making dinner in the kitchen and humming a song.
 
   “Hey you two,” she said as they walked in. “How did the study go?”
 
   Mikhaela said nothing, and immediately bolted for the stairs. Andy opened his mouth to respond, taking several seconds before answering.
 
   “It was good,” he replied. “Definitely different from what I expected, that’s for sure,”
 
   “Well that’s nice,” said Vanessa. “Dinner will be a little while. I’m using the crock pot tonight.”
 
   Andy’s mom turned back to the food she was preparing. He felt his cock dance slightly as he looked at her, and figured it was an after effect of the drug. His mom was a gorgeous woman and looked like an older version of Mikhaela, except with bigger breasts, more pronounced hips, and a mature, almost cougar like aura to her. He shook his head and tried to force dirty thoughts out of his mind.
 
   “Alright mom, I’ll be upstairs,” he said. Andy stopped on his way by the medicine cupboard in the kitchen, set the bottle of pills inside of it, and headed to his room.
 
   He spent about a half hour on his computer, alternating between browsing internet forums and playing some video games. A knock at his door pulled his attention away from the screen.
 
   “Honey, open the door,” his mom called. “I need to talk to you!”
 
   Andy quickly made his way over and let his mother in. She walked into his room and closed the door behind her. She had a flushed look on her face, and stood very close to him as she began talking.
 
   “Andy, honey, I…I,” she started, barely being able to get the words out. “I just need to…”
 
   She stepped closer to him. He could smell a musky scent on her, and felt his cock tense up as she pulled him into a hug.
 
   “Mom, what’s wrong?” he asked.
 
   “I had a headache before and took some aspirin,” she said. “And I feel really strange…”
 
   Andy recognized her behavior and realized immediately what was going on. His mother had taken one of the pills, and was now deep in the same state he had suffered from earlier that day.
 
   “It’s okay mom, you’ll be okay,” he said. “I think if you just go and lie down, maybe get some sleep, you’ll start to feel-“
 
   Vanessa cut him off with a kiss, pushing her lips against his and crossing a line that a mother should never cross. Andy felt his cock quickly hardening. It was different from earlier that morning, though. He could still think, and all of his cognitive faculties were telling him that he should push his mother out of his room and prevent them from permanently altering the safe relationship that they shared.
 
   “Andy, please,” she said. “Just hug me close…I want to feel you Andy, you’ve grown so big,”
 
   She began to massage his cock through his pants as she spoke the last word. It felt good, and wrong, and incredibly fulfilling sexually.
 
   “Mom, I can’t,” he replied. “I mean, we can’t,”
 
   “You’re so big and strong now, Andy,” she whispered. “Won’t you show mommy just what a big boy you’ve become?”
 
   She kissed him again, and he felt his resolve give way as his mom pushed her big, soft tits against his chest. Vanessa grabbed his hands and planted them right on her mounds, and he began to grope them, feeling her nipples through her bra.
 
   “That’s right sweetie,” she said. “It’s okay, it’s fine…”
 
   He listened to his mother’s words, and began to pull her tight t-shirt up and over her head. She pulled his off him right after, pushing him over and down onto his bed. Her tits were perfect, and the next piece of clothing he took off of her, in a hurried, horny rush, was her bra.
 
   He had surely seen his mother’s nipples before, but never like this. They were perfect, pink little buds that seemed to call to him and reflect the forbidden nature he was heading into. Andy leaned his face forward and sucked on one of them. His mom let out a moan and ran her hands through his hair.
 
   “Oh god, Andy,” she whispered. Vanessa pulled her skirt down and slipped out of her panties. Her hands went to work on his belt, unbuckling it and pulling down his pants, and then his boxers. Before his mom’s pussy even started to make contact with his cock, he could feel the heat of it.
 
   Vanessa took a detour, and brought her lips down to her son’s exposed member. She gave it several soft, slow lips before wrapping her lips around it and sucking hard.
 
   “Mom, oh god…” he moaned. Vanessa knew how to suck a cock, and she worked her son’s tool with love and intensity. His hands wandered to the back of her hair and began to bob her head down in a sensual rhythm.
 
   After a couple of moments, Andy felt himself lose control. He needed more. He grabbed his mom by the waist and almost threw her down onto the bed, mounting her and pushing his cock into her womanhood. 
 
   An illicit thought crossed his mind. He was pushing his cock into the woman that had raised him throughout his childhood. From the tightness of his mom’s cunt, it was almost unbelievable. But it was true, and the idea made the pleasure racing up his cock exponentially more vivid.
 
   “Go ahead, Andy,” said Vanessa. “Fuck your mommy. Fuck me Andy, fuck me!”
 
   At this point, he didn’t even need her to say it. He began thrusting into his mom as though she were the woman of his sexual fantasy. It wasn’t that far from the truth, as Andy had masturbated to her after peeking on her in the shower several times before.
 
   The speed Andy was fucking her at was almost urgent. Vanessa was crying out, and Andy knew that the drug was amplifying the pleasure she was feeling by an order of magnitude. He began to play with her clit with his finger as he fucked her, and soon enough she began to writhe and twist into and orgasm.
 
   “Oh god!” she cried. Vanessa threw her head back and let out a soundless scream of ecstasy.
 
   Andy redoubled his efforts, letting his hips push against his mom as fast as they were able. It was almost like he was trying to destroy her cunt with his dick. He needed to fuck her. Something about the conquest went beyond mere sexual release. He needed to fuck his mom, and he needed to cum inside her, for reasons that he couldn’t understand or make sense of.
 
   After a couple of frantic minutes, he began to feel the cum well up within his balls. He slammed into her with all the strength he had left, and felt his balls begin to explode cum deep inside her pussy. Andy made no attempt to pull out, and Vanessa made no attempt to stop him.
 
   The two of them breathed heavy afterwards, both exhausted and in disbelief of what had just happened.
 
   “Mom…I think you might have taken one of the pills that me and Mikhaela used in the study,” he finally said to her, the guilt forcing out a confession. “They made us, well, feel kind of like you’re feeling anymore.”
 
   His mom was still under the effect of the drug, and began playing with his cock, determined to bring it back into a hard, erect state that she could use for her own purposes.
 
   “Do you think you could get some more?” she asked.
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CHAPTER 1
 
    
 
   “Yes!”
 
   Jason pumped his fist into the air triumphantly. He was sitting in front of his computer, elated. He had just finished his debut electronica album, something that would count as an impressive feat for anybody, and even more so for an 18 year old high school student.
 
   He pushed his chair back from his computer and took a moment to just breathe. He and his friends had gotten into music production several years back. Jason had never taken it seriously, at least not in the beginning.
 
   Things had changed as all of them got older, and more and more, Jason saw his friends use music as a way of leveraging themselves into the cool crowd. They became more popular, both in person and online, and some of them were even making money off their work.
 
   After several months of slaving away behind his screen with a complicated music production program, he had finally done it. All that was left was to package his album and work towards promoting it, and Jason already had several solid ideas on how to go about that.
 
   “Jason honey, do you want breakfast?” called a female voice from the hallway. “I’m going to start exercising, otherwise…”
 
   It was Melissa, Jason’s step mother. Melissa had entered Jason’s life when he was a toddler, and she was the only mother that he had ever really known. She was younger than his dad, at only 34, but still seemed to fulfill her parental duties as well as any mother could.
 
   “I’m all set,” answered Jason. “I’ll let you know if I get hungry later.”
 
   He heard Melissa walk through the hallway and down the stairs, and turned back to his computer. The album was done, and the first step towards promoting it was one that he had always wanted to take. It was time for him to put together a music video.
 
   Jason pulled out his phone and dialed Anna’s number. Anna was a close friend of his, someone who had not only acted in countless school plays, but had even been in a couple of the Youtube music videos of his music making buddies.
 
   “Hello?” 
 
   Anna’s voice was musical and girlish, and he smiled when he heard her answer.
 
   “Hey Anna,” he said. “I did it! We’re ready to go!”
 
   “Oh, do you mean with your album?” she asked.
 
   “Yeah, I thought we’d already talked about this,” he said. “It really won’t take long. Just give me one, maybe two days, max.”
 
   “Sorry Jason, I can’t” she said. “I’m busy today and tomorrow. Sorry!”
 
   He scrambled to think of a good, convincing argument, but Anna quickly said goodbye and hung up. Jason could only sit in his chair, staring at his phone and wondering just what he was going to do. No easy solution came to mind, and eventually, he decided to head downstairs to the living room.
 
   He stumbled upon Melissa in the midst of her workout. His step mom had a fantastic body. She was a short woman, with large breasts, a thin waist, and nice sized butt. Jason watched her as he made his way down the stairs. Sweat was dripping from her forehead, and she was wearing just a tiny work out bra and tight pair of yoga pants.
 
   As he watched his mother performing her set of jumping jacks, breasts bouncing tantalizingly, an idea popped into his head. He walked to the bottom of the stairs, smiling.
 
   “Hey mom,” he said. “I need a big favor.”
 
   Melissa wiped sweat away from her face and looked at him. She seemed to glisten with sex appeal, and Jason could smell her pheromones from across the room.
 
   “What is it honey?” she asked.
 
   “I’m trying to start filming some of my video promotion today,” he said. “You know, for my album?”
 
   “Yeah of course, I understand,” said his mom. “I’ll be out of the house as soon as I’m done my workout and you and your friends can go wild.”
 
   Jason smiled and shook his head.
 
   “That’s uh, not quite what I had in mind,” he replied. “I want you to be in it, mom,”
 
   “Me? Is this your idea of a joke?” She put her hands on her hips and gave him a very disapproving, motherly look.
 
   “Not in the slightest, mom,” he said. “You are a sexy, beautiful woman. You are just what I need for it.”
 
   “Come on Jason, knock it off!” she said, blushing.
 
   He stepped across the living room towards her, hands extended as though pleading with her.
 
   “Mom, please,” he said. “I don’t really have any other option. If you could help, I would seriously appreciate it.”
 
   “I mean…do you really think I could pull it off?” she asked.
 
   “Of course you could! Your body is amazing.” As if to illustrate his point, Jason reached his hand out and ran it up his mom’s side. He let his fingers come to rest on the edge of her chest, one of them just barely grazing her ample bosom. For some reason, the feel of her skin began to excite him, and he felt his cock expanding rapidly in his pants.
 
   Melissa swatted his hand away and smiled coyly at him.
 
   “Alright, fine,” she said. “But we do it on my terms. Don’t expect me to be jumping through the same hoops as all the scantily dressed groupies you see on MTV.”
 
   “Of course not, mom,” said Jason. He reached his arms out and pulled her into an embrace, using it as an excuse to rub his quickly hardening cock against her as he did. Her breasts felt amazing against his chest, and he found his mind racing with thoughts about what they would look like in a loose shirt, or in a tiny bra.
 
   Jason found himself getting weirdly excited at the idea of having his mom be the star of his video. He would get to walk her through the paces, and tell her what to do. Without realizing it, his hips began to grind against his mom in the hug, pushing his cock in further towards its achingly hard limit.
 
   “So, will I just have to dance, or what?” asked Melissa. Her voice was just a whisper, as if she was already beginning to adopt the role of the submissive, female model.
 
   “Don’t worry, I’ll show you what you need to do,” he said. “We’ll have fun with it, mom. Together we will.”
 
   His hands ran down his mom’s back and groped at her butt. He couldn’t quite tell, but it almost sounded like she let out a very soft moan. Jason began to thrust a little, pushing his hard member against his mom’s stomach. Finally, she broke the embrace, and looked at him.
 
   “I need to go take a shower. If you want my help, you need to clean the attic. I’ve been telling you about it for weeks, get that done and I’m yours.”
 
   She had clearly switched back into mom mode. Jason just smiled at her, making no attempt to hide the raging erection that was poking out against the fabric of his pants.
 
   “You got it mom,” he said.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 2
 
    
 
   Jason set off to the top of the house to clean the upstairs loft. The family had mainly used it as just a storage area over the years. Jason’s dad worked in an antique shop and was a bit of a hoarder, bringing many of the items he either couldn’t or wouldn’t sell up there.
 
   He grabbed the cord hanging from the ceiling of the upstairs hallway and pulled the unfoldable ladder down. A small waft of air, stale and filled with dust, came with it. He coughed once, and then began climbing up, flashlight in hand.
 
   The loft wasn’t actually that dirty. Most of the books and antiques stored in it had been set off neatly to the side. There were a couple of cluttered items scattered across the floor, and a decent layer of dust, but nothing that seemed like it would present too much of a challenge, and for that, Jason was grateful.
 
   He made a quick trip downstairs to grab the broom and dust pan. As he went by the shower, he could hear the water running, and got a little excited for a moment. His mom was in the bathroom, naked, cleaning up so she could be his model. It was sexy, in a strange way, and he had to fight off a couple of thoughts that were on the verge of drifting into dangerous territory.
 
   Jason made his way back up to the loft and got to work. The first thing he did was move all of the new items his dad had brought up down into the hallway. There was an old grandfather clock that took a good bit of strength to lift, but he managed to get by with just moving it over to a section where he had already swept.
 
   Some of the items he found in the attic looked almost like they had arrived through a time warp. Jason was a little impressed by them. He had never taken much interest in his father’s work before, but it was easy for him to see why many of the antiques had been things his dad had wanted to keep.
 
   There were a couple of things in the attic that were, clearly, a little less sophisticated. A cardboard box that Jason went to lift up tore slightly at the corner, and he couldn’t help but smile when he saw what was inside. It was a collection of vintage porno magazines, obviously put up here by his dad to keep them out of his step mom’s prying eyes.
 
   Jason pulled one out and flipped it open. He was surprised by just how attractive some of the women in it were. They all seem older, and more real than many of the models of the current generation. He felt his cock growing hard as he turned through the pages, noticing pubic hair, and natural breasts, and many other main stays of the common 20th century woman.
 
   A noise from the corner of the attic caught his attention. He put the magazine down, and slipped over to where it came from. Jason quickly made a new discovery about the floor in the attic- not only was it thin, but parts of it actually had holes and cracks in it. And this crack, in particular, gave him a clear view of his parent’s room.
 
   From the angle he was at, he could see the full length mirror to the side of the room. As if on cue, his mother walked in, fresh out of the shower and dressed only in a towel. Jason felt his loins beginning to stir as he watched her stand in front of the mirror.
 
   Then, something happened that almost made his jaw dropped. Melissa reached up to her towel and unhooked it, letting it drop to the floor and fully exposing her naked body. Jason was viewing her from behind, so for a moment, all he could see was her naked back and butt.
 
   That changed quickly, however, as his mother turned towards her dresser. Jason got a nice side view of her naked breasts, which seemed to have perfect pink nipples and hung surprisingly firmly for ones of such size. 
 
   His cock was begging for release, and he found himself guiltily reaching down and into his pants to give it some attention. His mom rummaged through the dresser before pulling out a bra and some panties. Jason massaged his cock eagerly, disgusted at himself for being more turned and horny than he had ever been before in his life.
 
   Much to his disappointment, Melissa slowly quickly began to get dressed. She put on her underwear, and then took out a short mini skirt and wiggled into it. Jason found that he couldn’t stop stroking his cock, even though she was putting clothes on. He was too turned on, and though he felt incredibly guilty for seeing her as a sexual object, he couldn’t stop himself.
 
   Melissa found a tight, low cut shirt to match her skirt and pulled it on over her head. She turned in front of the mirror, smoothing out wrinkles and twisting in different way in order to get a better view of herself. Jason’s mind began to run wild with ideas about what he could have her do during the shoot.
 
   He felt a strange conflict burning inside of him. If Anna had agreed to do the shoot, he would have pushed her as far as could get her to go sexually. It was for the sake of his music, or at least that was what he told himself. Why should it be any different for his mother? She agreed to do it, didn’t she?
 
   He realized that he still needed to clean up the attic in order to fulfill his part of the deal, and set about cleaning, his cock throbbing in his pants, incredibly turned on and excited by what was to come.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 3
 
    
 
   After he finished cleaning up the attic, Jason came downstairs and turned the living room, as best he could, into a makeshift studio. He had several nice lights he could use along with a halfway decent camera borrowed from a friend.
 
   “Wow, this looks good,” said Melissa. He turned toward her, and his jaw almost dropped when he saw her outfit. She had on the same tiny, tight skirt that he had seen before, but had gone with a different, even more revealing shirt. Her tits were pushed together, looking almost like they were about to burst out and exposing the full extent of her cleavage.
 
   “Thanks mom,” he said. “Right back at you.”
 
   Melissa smiled and began to blush.
 
   “Oh, well, I just figured I might as well look the part,” she said, with a certain degree of nervousness in her voice.
 
   Jason walked over to her and set his hand on her shoulder.
 
   “Don’t worry mom, you’re only in a couple of scenes,” he said. “It won’t take long. And you will be a huge help to my project.”
 
   “It’s fine honey, I’m glad to help,” she said. “In fact, I’m getting a little excited thinking about it.”
 
   You’re not the only one, thought Jason. He walked over to the camera and set it up on the mount. It was facing the couch, and he had decorated the back wall with posters of bands.
 
    He had also covered up the window, dimmed the lighting slightly, and put out some drink glasses on the table. The scene had the feel of a dingy night club, which was exactly what he was going for.
 
   “Okay mom, so to start, I’ll be on the couch,” he said. “All you have to do for the first scene is walk into the shot and run your finger across my chest, like you’re teasing me kind of,”
 
   “Uh, okay,” said Melissa with a laugh. “Like this?”
 
   Jason was sitting on the couch, and his mom stepped towards him and did exactly what he had asked. She also acted it out with the expression on her face, and he felt his cock begin to spring to attention as she walked by seductively.
 
   “That’s perfect!” he said. “Let me turn on the camera and let’s do that one more time.”
 
   Jason jumped up and stepped behind the tripod, tapping on some of the camera’s buttons an making sure it was centered on the screen. He stepped back over to the couch and sat down, and his mother began to walk towards him again.
 
   This time, the way she played the role was even more seductive. She leaned deep in towards him, and he almost caught a glimpse of one of her nipples through the opening of her shirt. Melissa took her hand and slid it across her son’s chest, and then down, down his leg, and right across his quickly hardening cock.
 
   “Was that okay?” asked his mom. Jason was almost in a state of hyper aroused shock. He looked at her and nodded, at a loss for words.
 
   “Uh, I think we should move onto the next shot,” he said. “This one is like, well, it’s kind of like you’re sitting down on my legs, and uh…”
 
   “You mean like a lap dance?” asked Melissa. He could tell that she was starting to enjoy it. “Are you saying you want me to give you a lap dance, honey?”
 
   “I mean, just for the video,” he said, blushing. “If you don’t mind, that is, mom…”
 
   Melissa looked at him and almost seemed to fight back a flirtatious smile.
 
   “Just roll the camera, and I’ll see what I can do,” she said.
 
   Jason’s cock was rock hard by this point. He quickly hit record on the camera and sat back on the couch, his legs spread, open and accommodating.
 
   Melissa walked over to her son, slowly and seductively. She turned towards the camera and leaned forward, pushing her butt right up into Jason’s face before slowly sitting down on his crotch.
 
   Jason had originally planned on playing the part up, but he was almost too surprised by her eagerness to do anything, at first. His mom’s began to rub her ass against his hard cock, almost like a cat in heat, and he felt himself becoming hornier than he had ever been in his life.
 
   After a moment, Melissa forcefully grabbed her son’s hands and pulled them up, placing them directly on her tits. He began to grope them, feeling their soft firmness and almost losing himself to the eroticism of the situation.
 
   His hips were pushing up against her, his cock yearning for release. Melissa was breathing slightly heavy, and seemed to be grinding herself down on her son with equal amounts of enthusiasm. This was as close as Jason could ever remember getting to sex with his clothes still on, and it was with his own mother.
 
   Finally, Melissa regained her senses and pushed herself up and away from her son, in just a nick of time. Jason had been on the verge of cumming. The truth was, he wanted to cum, and he wanted his mom to be the one to make him. It was perverted, and a part of him screamed out at the unethical and immoral nature of what he was doing, but he wanted it. He wanted it, bad.
 
   “Was that good, sweetie?” asked Melissa, smiling at her son almost like the club groupie whose role she was supposed to be playing.
 
   “That was great, mom,” he replied. “That was great.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 4
 
    
 
   “There is one more shot that I need to get for today, mom,” said Jason.
 
   He took a deep breath and looked at his mother, feeling his nerves beginning to act up as he thought about what he was about to say.
 
   “What is it honey?” she asked. “It’s okay. I know it’s just for the video.”
 
   It was hard for Jason to meet his mom’s eyes, but he forced himself to, feeling a strange mixture of shame, guilt, and arousal as he looked into his mom’s pretty face. She had put on sexy make up and lip stick, and he felt his cock throb as he forced the words out of his mouth.
 
   “I need you to, well uh…” he said. “I need you to pretend like you’re on your knees in front of me, well you know,”
 
   Melissa blushed, but seemed to consider it. He could see that there was just as much conflict inside her as there was in him, and rightfully so. What he was suggesting went far beyond the standard mother and son boundaries. What he was suggesting was being shouted down by part of his brain as being wrong, and perverted.
 
   “I’ll do it, honey,” whispered his mom after several silent moments. “It’s for you. I don’t mind, it’s not for real, anyway.”
 
   Jason sighed in relief, grateful that he would be able to get the last shot, but also nervous at the same time. He walked over to the camera and hit record, and then slowly made his way back to his seat.
 
   “Alright mom, just kneel down in front of me to starts,” he said.
 
   “Like this?” His mother crawled forward into the space in between his legs. Her face was right in front of his cock, which was almost painfully hard at this point and visibly tenting the fabric of his pants.
 
   “Yeah, that’s good mom,” he said. She looked up at him with an eager look, clearly happy to have his approval.
 
   “Now this is going to be a little weird, but I need you to like, move your head up and down,” he said. “It needs to look realistic.”
 
   “Okay sweetie,” said Melissa.
 
   She began to do exactly as he had asked. Her mouth was open slightly, and her eyes looked up at them with a look that was clearly intended to be motherly, but somehow ended up unintentionally seductive. Each time she would drop down, her mouth would come only millimeters from his pants and hard cock, torturing Jason with thoughts and desires.
 
   He began to flex his cock involuntarily, wanting to make contact with his hardness against her face but at the same time knowing how terrible and wrong the desire was. His mother kept at it for a while longer, and Jason began to feel like he might explode from the sexual tension alone.
 
   “I don’t know honey, I don’t think this looks right,” said Melissa.
 
   “What do you mean, mom?” he asked.
 
   “Look, we’re both adults, and you want this shoot to go well, right?” She looked up at him with a serious face. “It might be a little uncomfortable, but I think I could pretend a little better if your, well you know, your thing, was actually, well, outside. Of your pants.”
 
   Jason felt his heart skip a beat.
 
   “It would still just be pretend, but I think you’d end up with a better video,” she said. “We don’t have to do it if it makes you uncomfortable.”
 
   “No! You’re right, that’s a good idea,” said Jason. He unzipped his pants and pulled down his boxers, so eager and ready to put his mom’s suggestion into motion that he didn’t even consider just how embarrassing it would be to have his naked erection out in front of her.
 
   Apparently, neither did Melissa. She blushed and coughed awkwardly, looking away from her son’s cock for a moment, before finally realizing that the only way to get the scene would be to get close to it. Jason began to feel a little weird, too, but the camera was still filming, and before he could say anything more his mom moved forward and the sensation of her hot breath against his dick was the only thing on his mind.
 
   “Oh wow, mom,” he said.
 
   Melissa moved her head up and down, just like she had before. Inadvertently, Jason moved his hips up a little, and the tip of his cock made contact against his mom’s lips. It felt amazing, and a small drop of pre cum rubbed onto his mother’s mouth. Melissa just smiled.
 
   “Jason, just lie back, honey,” she said.
 
   “Mom, here,”
 
   He took the back of his hand and began guiding her head up and down, almost like he would in the case of actually getting head. His mother would tense up her neck muscles as he pulled her down towards his cock, keeping both of them in check.
 
   Slowly but surely, both of them began to get a little more liberal in their acting. Melissa let her son push her face closer and closer to his cock, until he was rubbing the head of his cock against her cheek with every downward bob. She let him, and then took it a step further, opening up her lips slightly and letting him push the tip into her mouth.
 
   “Oh god, mom…” moaned Jason.
 
   It was almost as though they had entered into a different realm, with different rules. They were in the realm of acting and pretend, where it was okay for a mother to suck her son’s cock a little. Melissa began to get into it, slurping on her son’s dick and putting on a good show for the camera.
 
   Jason felt himself losing all sense of right and wrong to the lust and desire that was overtaking him. His mother’s mouth felt softer and warmer and more illicit than anything he could have imagined. And even more, it seemed like she was enjoying it. She was enjoying sucking his cock, his own mother was enjoying it.
 
   Melissa kept sucking, deeper and deeper. Jason’s cock began to probe the back of her mouth, and made contact with her throat. Instead of pulling away, Melissa pushed further in, taking all of her son’s cock and massaging her tongue against the base of his shaft as she did.
 
   “Mom, oh god!” cried Jason.
 
   He couldn’t take it any longer. Any pretense of filming the video was completely forgotten. HEe had to have his mom, his slutty mom. He had to take her and use her the way the clothes she was wearing were begging him to.
 
   He pulled her up and then pushed her down on the couch, pulling her shirt up and over her head and her skirt down to her ankles. Jason practically ripped her panties off, and then with one quick, smooth motion, slipped up inside of her.
 
   “Honey, ohhhhh….” Moaned Melissa. “Please, fuck me!”
 
   Her cheeks were still bright red, maybe from the embarrassment of giving in to sexual desire from her son, or maybe just from the heat of their bodies pressed together. Jason began to fuck his mom, pushing his hips against her and letting his cock push as deep as it would inside her.
 
   Melissa was like a wild woman, lifting herself up to meet each of his thrusts and clawing at his back with her nails. All Jason could do was kiss her, and their tongues rubbed against each other passionately.
 
   It felt like nothing else Jason had ever experienced in his life. All of the shame, and guilt, and embarrassment at the fact that he was having sex with the woman who raised him seemed to transform into pure, refined, sexual lust. He needed to fuck her. He couldn’t have stopped himself if he tried.
 
   Melissa was screaming loudly, and seemed to almost be in another world. The words coming out of her mouth alternated between “Yes!”, and “No!”, and “Don’t stop!”, but more than anything what Jason got a sense of was the immense amount of conflict inside her.
 
   This was taboo. They were committing an act of taboo. Neither of them had set out to, but the situation had spiraled out of control, and this is what they had ended up with. Jason was fucking his mother, and doing it with every fiber of his being.
 
   Melissa began to tense up, and let out one final cry of pleasure before collapsing back and melting into the couch. Jason couldn’t hold out for much longer either, and after a few more intense thrusts, he pulled out his cock right as it began to explode with cum.
 
   The first stream made it all the way up to his mom’s face and splashed across her lips, as if claiming her. The rest landed on her tits, and then her stomach, with the last few spurts dropping down onto the opening of her wet, well fucked cunt.
 
   The two of them were silent for a moment, catching their breath and catching up with the situation. Neither of them really had anything to say for a good minute or two. Finally, Jason rubbed his mom’s shoulder and looked at her.
 
   “We might need to do a retake on that last scene, mom,” he said.
 
   “I was just thinking the same thing,” she replied.
 
    
 
   END 
 
    
 
   If you enjoyed this story, click here to sign up for my mailing list and hear about the next one. 
 
   Check out my Tumblr for free erotica stories and images.
 
   To read a free chapter from another one of my books, scroll down.
 
   Thanks for reading!
 
   Anya Merchant 
 
    
 
    
 
   For other stories by the same author, check out
 
   Last Man Alive 2 (Taboo Erotica)
 
   Curse Of Desire: Complete And Uncut (Taboo Erotica Novel)
 
   The Exchange Student: Complete And Uncut (Taboo Erotica Novella)
 
   Forbidden Temptation Volume 1 (Taboo Erotica Collection)
 
   Home Temptation Volume 1 (Taboo Erotica Collection)
 
   Home Temptation Volume 2 (Taboo Erotica Collection)
 
   Home Temptation Volume 3 (Taboo Erotica Collection)
 
   Home Temptation Volume 4 (Taboo Erotica Collection)
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

Yoga Temptation
 
   By
 
   Anya Merchant
 
   Copyright © 2014 by Anya Merchant
 
   All rights reserved
 
   Kindle Edition
 
    
 
   This is a work of fiction. All names, characters, places and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or persons is entirely coincidental. This work is intended for adults only. It contains substantial sexually explicit language and scenes that may be considered offensive by some readers.
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 1
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah, baby! Just like that!”
 
   The woman on Jeremy’s computer screen was getting pounded. A large and muscular man was on top of her, thrusting in and out. Jeremy had his hand wrapped around his hard cock and was stroking it to the scene, slowly building in intensity.
 
   He had been aching for release all weekend. As a senior in high school, the first week back had presented him with some hard problems. It wasn’t the students that worked up his hormones, but some of his older female teachers, who seemed to perfectly embody the class and appeal of confident, sexy older women.
 
   The porn video he was watching reflected this preference. The actress on the screen was in her mid-thirties, with nice breasts and a nice body. She could handle herself between the sheets, and Jeremy found himself working his cock even harder as she moaned and writhed underneath the male lead’s onslaught.
 
   “Jeremy, can you do me a favor?” called his step-mom, Stephanie, from the hallway.
 
   Jeremy groaned, and quickly paused and minimized his video. His step-mom always seemed to have the worst timing, especially since it started to be just the two of them around the house. Jeremy’s dad was the captain of a fishing boat, and would often be at sea for weeks at a time.
 
   “What is it, mom?” he asked, hoping that she wouldn’t come in.
 
   As if on a contradictory time cue, Stephanie slid open the door and walked into his room. He didn’t even get a second to cover himself up, and felt his cheeks begin to heat up as his mother set her eyes on his fully erect member.
 
   “Oh…I didn’t realize that you were…” Stephanie began to speak, almost in a daze.
 
   Jeremy’s mom was an attractive woman, with a nice face, trim waist with curvy hips, and large, incredibly well formed breasts. She was standing in his door way still wearing her night robe, which she had only loosely tied and covered just down to the middle of her thighs.
 
   “Sorry mom!” he cried. “I was…uh, just…”
 
   For some reason, looking at her seemed to make his cock pulse with excitement. Her eyes were locked on his hand, which was wrapped around his thick, fleshy tool. She licked her lips slightly, and all Jeremy could do was watch and think about how soft her mouth must be on the inside.
 
   “I just wanted to ask you if you wouldn’t mind raking the leaves,” she said. “Please, sweetie, it would be a big favor to me.”
 
   Jeremy felt himself becoming incredibly embarrassed, but also strangely aroused at the same time. His mom hadn’t said anything about his situation, about how he was literally in the middle of masturbating. Just what did that mean?
 
   “Of course mom, I don’t mind,” he replied, his hand beginning to slide up and down his hard rock as if in defiance of his mom’s parental gaze. “I know just how hard of a job it can be for you sometimes.”
 
   “Thank you honey,” said Stephanie. She smiled at him, and then uncrossed her arms. The movement caused her robe to billow open slightly, and Jeremy could just barely make out the edge of one of her perfect, pink nipples.
 
   “I’ll find a way to reward you, if you do a good job,” said Stephanie. She punctuated her words by first leaning forward, flashing even more of her tits to her son, and then pulling up the bottom hem of her robe and giving him a look at her panties.
 
   “Thanks mom, I can’t wait to get it,” he said. “I’ll do a good job, and then come to you. For the reward.”
 
   He was blatantly stroking his cock now, almost up to the speed he had been going at for the video. Stephanie just stood there, watching her son with a very conflicted look on her face.
 
   “You are a good boy,” said Stephanie. “I’ll make sure your reward is something you’ll enjoy.”
 
   “Oh yeah mom, I’m glad,” he said.
 
   Stephanie was also growing bolder. She had stepped closer to him, and completely untied her robe. It swung open freely, giving him an almost complete view of her tits. The situation quickly began to boil over for Jeremy, and he felt the cum begin to build in his balls.
 
   “Don’t stop,” said Stephanie. “I mean, if you’re doing something on the computer, you don’t have to stop and rake the leaves right away. You can keep going.”
 
   “Okay mom,” he said. “Don’t worry, I don’t think this should take long….Oh, oh yeah!”
 
   His cock began to explode out cum. He had turned his chair to face his mom when she first came in, and as a result, his seed splattered towards her, almost as if blown by the wind. The first stream landed on his mom’s bare leg, but the others fell short. Stephanie seemed to snap back to reality and gave him a look that was a mixture of horror and confusion.
 
   “I…I have to get ready for my class later,” she said, quickly turning and leaving his room. “Just take care of the yard honey!”
 
   The speed at which his mom left his room made Jeremy feel deeply ashamed and guilty. He had taken it too far, and was a little surprised at himself. It was almost like he had completely lost control. Something about seeing his mom in a sexual light was more alluring than any of the porn videos he watched.
 
   Jeremy closed the door to his room and took a moment to think.
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 2
 
    
 
   Jeremy spent a couple of minutes in his room, collecting his thoughts, before he finally went downstairs. His mom was nowhere to be seen, and he was thankful for that. The guilt over what had just happened was weighing down on him.
 
   He typically was a well behaved teenager. Jeremy had never acted out much before. He was focused for his age, and got good grades in high school. He had already been accepted to a nice college and was counting on some scholarships to ease his financial burden for the next year.
 
   In the end, he decided that the best thing he could do to smooth things out with his mom was to fulfill her request and take care of the yard. He headed outside and grabbed a rake out of the garage. Leaves had carpeted the grass all along the trees that bordered their property, and Jeremy got straight to work.
 
   Things had always been rather tense between Jeremy and his step mom. She had married his dad at a young age, and was essentially the only mom he had ever known. However, the fact that she was much younger than his father at only 33, and the fact that she was a very liberal and open minded woman, seemed to compound and make it difficult for Jeremy to respect her as the motherly parental figure that she was to him.
 
   He focused his mind on the task at hand, trying to flush out any intruding thoughts related to what had just happened. It seemed so bizarre to him. Why hadn’t Stephanie looked away? He had been so bold and reckless with it, figuring that it would have scared it off, but in the end it was almost like…she had enjoyed it.
 
   There had been a couple of times when things had seemed a little strange between the two of them since Jeremy’s father had left. Stephanie had a bad habit of dressing very suggestively, both around the house and out on the town. Jeremy sometimes wondered just why it was that she felt the need to show off, even when her husband wasn’t present.
 
   Stephanie was a yoga teacher, and she taught at least one class every day of the week. This often forced her into wearing tight yoga pants and work out shirts around the house, which as much as Jeremy hated to admit, looked incredible on her. He felt as though his wandering eyes were in part, due to that.
 
   Jeremy shook his head and tried to bring his attention back to the raking. There were a ton of leaves, and he was only getting started on the side of the house. He focused on moving them to a central pile, remembering the falls of his youth when Stephanie had raked them for him, and he had jumped in, splashing the pile about as a carefree kid.
 
   He looked up and towards the house, and almost had to do a double take. The windows on the side he was facing mostly provided mundane views of the kitchen and living room, but there was one that showcased the bathroom, typically curtained, that was open and visible to him.
 
   Stephanie had just stepped out of the shower. Water was running down her body, and dripping off her hair and her breasts to the ground. She reached for a towel hanging off the wall and began to dry herself, every movement seeming to shake her body in a way that made the action seem provocative and illicit.
 
   Jeremy couldn’t help but stare. He kept moving the rake, almost in a façade of plausible deniability. A cover story if his mom happened to look out the window and catch him spying on her like a pervert.
 
   She turned towards the full length bathroom mirror, which, luckily, was perpendicular to the window. The towel was set aside, and Stephanie began cupping her breasts and turning to get a better angle, sizing up her own sex appeal without the slightest inkling to the fact that her son was doing the very same thing.
 
   Jeremy’s hand shifted from the hard, wooden shaft of the rake, to his own hard shaft. He couldn’t help it. The same feelings that had overwhelmed and possessed him earlier that morning were striking again, in full force. He was lusting for his own mother, and though he knew that it was wrong and deviant, it was too powerful of an urge for him to resist.
 
   Stephanie twisted in front of the mirror and lifted up one of her legs. Jeremy noticed that his mom had a small, well maintained triangle of pubic hair, unlike many of the porn starlets that he had wasted so much of his own time and seed watching on the computer screen.
 
   She began to rub at her womanhood, leaning back against an open wall of the bathroom. Her eyes were closed, which was lucky for Jeremy. He had pulled his own cock out, right there on the lawn, and was stroking it to the sight of her.
 
   It was hard for him to resist. The idea popped into his head that he should go inside, and “accidently” stumble into the bathroom. It seemed to flimsy to stand on. As much as the thrill of seeing his mom as a sexual creature was beginning to influence him, there was still a voice in his head deriding his urges.
 
   He did give in to the te3mptation to get a better view, however. Jeremy walked closer to the house, crouching directly outside the window. From his new angle, he was even better hidden, and though there was a window in between them, he was only feet away from his naked, masturbating mom.
 
   The hand around his cock began to pump faster. Jeremy couldn’t hear anything through the window, but he was relatively sure that his mom was moaning with pleasure. He wanted to feel her, rub her tits, slide a finger inside her, and be there. He wanted to take his mom, but for now all her could do was jerk his cock to the sight of her.
 
   After a couple of minutes, his mom began to orgasm, leaning forward and breathing heavy. Jeremy’s didn’t take long to arrive afterwards. He tried to rush it, seeing that his mom was grabbing her towel again and wrapping it around herself, but didn’t manage to ejaculate until after she was covered up and leaving the bathroom.
 
   He breathed heavy for a moment, the reality of how sick what he had just done was settling on him. Then, he quickly tucked his tool away and picked up the rake. Regardless of anything, his mom had asked him to clean up the lawn, and he was still obligated to make her proud.


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 3
 
    
 
   “Alright honey, I’m leaving for my class.”
 
   The sound of Stephanie’s voice pulled Jeremy out of his work. She was wearing her yoga attire and was headed for the car. Jeremy felt his eyes looking her up and down. Somehow, in this outfit, she seemed even more compelling.
 
   “Can I come with?” asked Jeremy. “I feel like after all this raking, my body could use it.”
 
   Stephanie smiled at him.
 
   “How about we make a free yoga class your reward for finishing raking leaves?” she said. “I have to get to the gym a little early to set up, just meet up with me once you’re done, okay?”
 
   Jeremy nodded, and passed the rake from one hand to another.
 
   “Alright mom,” he said. “I’m looking forward to it.”
 
   “Awesome! I’ll let the people at the front desk know to let you in for free.”
 
   It didn’t take Jeremy long to finish raking after that. The idea of being at his mom’s yoga classes had always been strangely exciting to him, but he had never summoned up the courage to actually tag along for one before.
 
   He changed into a pair of baggy sweatpants along with a t-shirt, and then got into his car and drove to the gym, which was only a few minutes away. As promised, the girl sitting at the front desk let him in for free.
 
   Stephanie’s class was in a room towards the back of the facility. When Jeremy walked in, he was almost overwhelmed by the feminine energy in the room. Eight women, most of them attractive, were sitting quietly on yoga mats. His mom was at the front of the room, and waved to him.
 
   “Hey,” he said, feeling a little silly for breaking the silence. “I uh, don’t have a yoga mat.”
 
   “There are some extra ones in the storage closet near the mirror,” said his mom. Somehow, she sounded much more authoritative and relaxed than she usually did.
 
   Jeremy found one of the spare mats and spread it out on a clear spot on the floor. There was a thin, attractive blond woman to his right, and a slightly plump but incredibly busty woman to his left. He felt his cock tingle in excitement when he began to think about how much eye candy would be provided.
 
   “Thank you all for coming,” said Stephanie, drawing everyone’s attention to the front of the room. “We will start off by just controlling our breathing.”
 
   All of the women in the room began to take deep, measure breaths. Jeremy followed along, feeling his lungs expanding and pulling in air.
 
   “Alright, now just lean forward, and let your hands drop down to the mat,” his mom said. “Let all the stress and emotional pain you carry drop with it, and flow down into the floor.”
 
   Jeremy leaned forward. He couldn’t resist sneaking a peak at the skinny woman, who was just enough in front of him for her butt to be visible. It was small, but toned and nicely accentuated by her tight pants.
 
   “That’s good,” said Stephanie. “I’m going to dim the lights, and we’ll move forward with the practice.”
 
   The lights were on a toggle, and his mom lowered them down enough to set the appropriate mood in the room. She walked back towards the front of the room, her breasts bouncing slightly with every step. She wasn’t wearing a bra, Jeremy realized.
 
   “From here, we will shift into downward facing dog,” said Stephanie. “Allow your hands to make contact with the ground and walk your feet back, pushing your heels down into the floor and elongating the back of your legs and spine.”
 
   Jeremy followed her instructions the best that he could. His form was still terrible, however, and after a moment his mom came over.
 
   “Like this,” she said, placing one of her hands on his leg. An electric thrill seemed to shoot through him. Stephanie helped shift his posture, and then let her fingers glide up on the inside of his thigh, coming very close to his cock. Jeremy felt it begin to harden in his pants, and realized that it would be incredibly awkward to pop a boner in a yoga class.
 
   His mom walked back towards the front of the room, and joined them in the position.
 
   “Next, we are going to drop our chest down, arching close to the ground, and then pull back up into our downward facing dog,” she said. The movement she demonstrated involved her swooping down, and the low cut work out shirt she was wearing was ill equipped for it. Her breasts pushed outward, showing off her cleavage as her beautiful boobs threatened to pop right out.
 
   Jeremy copied the movement in time with her, as did the rest of the class. The plump woman at his side was breathing heavy, and let out a small moan as she dropped down. Her body was actually quite nice, and he imagined how soft it would feel to touch, and rub up against.
 
   He tried to push the thoughts out of his mind as he began to get more and more excited. It was almost impossible, however, and soon enough, his cock was rock hard. He just couldn’t calm it down. Everywhere he looked there was something else to tease his eyes.
 
   “Now we are going to turn to the side for a plank,” said his mom. “Allow your shoulders and legs to stay aligned, and lift one of your arms up into the air, if you can.”
 
   Jeremy did his best to hold the position, but quickly found himself beginning to shake and lose his balance. His mom tiptoed over, not disturbing the silence of the class with her movements. It was dark in the room, and she bent down low towards him and whispered in his ear.
 
   “Like this,” she said, moving her arm across his body. Her hand clipped his hard cock as she did, and Jeremy thought he caught her smiling out of the corner of his eye.
 
   His mom fixed his posture, and then did something else. Her hand roamed down, across his chest, across his stomach, until finally, it wrapped around his hard cock through the fabric of his sweat pants. Jeremy gasped when he felt his mom make contact.
 
   “You have to focus on your breathing for this one,” she whispered. Stephanie began to jerk his dick off, slowly and quietly. The room was just dim enough that the other students couldn’t make out what his mom was doing, or at least that was what he hoped.
 
   Her breath was hot against his neck, and he felt his cock pulsing with pent up sexual energy. Stephanie was calm and gentle about it, rubbing his engorged member in a deliberate way that made it seem even more illicit. Jeremy followed her advice and focused on his breathing, the sensation shooting up from his crotch being almost overwhelmingly pleasurable.
 
   Something about the atmosphere and nature of the class made it seem okay. This was his mom, doing a very bad, dirty thing to him, but here, it was okay. She was just releasing his tension. His cock quivered in her hand, and Stephanie increased her pace.
 
   Jeremy felt the pressure build, and his cock exploded into his pants, launching out his load at his mother’s command. It was just in a nick of time, too. Some of the other students had dropped out of the pose and turned their attention towards them.
 
   Stephanie rubbed his chest one final time, and then moved back towards the front of the room.
 
   “Next, we will shift into a standing position, chair pose,” she said.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 4
 
    
 
   The rest of the yoga class was mostly a cool down, and Jeremy was glad for it. He went through the movements as calmly as he could, burning up on the inside with conflict over what had just happened. The group ended by lying down on the floor as Stephanie walked all of them through a relaxation exercise. Finally, everyone sat up, and Stephanie smiled at them.
 
   “May all of you have a week full of positive energy,” she said. “Namaste.” She brought her hands together and bowed slightly towards them.
 
   “Namaste,” the class replied.
 
   Jeremy quickly rolled up his yoga mat and made a beeline for the door. His face has hot with embarrassment, and all he could think about doing was getting out of there.
 
   He had a change of clothes in his bag, and after noticing the stain on the side of his leg, he decided to swing by the locker room and take a shower. It was empty inside, which was normal for a weekday afternoon.
 
   The showering area was open, without any curtains or dividers to separate one showerhead from the next. Jeremy picked one close to the door and stripped out of his clothes, turning the water on and stepping under it.
 
   After playing around with the temperature knobs for a little bit, he managed to get it set to a decent level. It was much hotter than he usually would set his showers too, but he felt like he needed it. His cock was still sticky from the blast he had pumped out before, and the water seemed to wash away his sin.
 
   It wasn’t his sin though, he reminded himself. His mother had engaged him. It was her hand that had made him cum, and though part of him had been yearning for it, and loved the feel of her touch, it still felt wrong.
 
   She was his mom. There was a certain trust that Jeremy had in her that was almost sacred, and it seemed as though Stephanie was being almost flippant with it. She was taking advantage of it when it served her, and disregarding it whenever she got an urge that ran contrary.
 
   Thinking about just how crazy the day had been began to excite him. It was strange, as much as his mind wanted to distance himself from the powerful , illicit lust he was feeling, his cock seemed to thrive off it. His member began to lengthen and harden as he remembered the electrifying feel of his mother’s hand wrapped around it.
 
   “Jeremy?” he heard a familiar voice call. “Is it just you in here?”
 
   He turned towards the door, his cock now fully erect and ready. Stephanie was standing at the edge of the shower, wrapped in a tiny towel that seemed like it only just barely managed to make it all the way around her body. There was an open slit on the side where he could clearly see her part of her naked butt, and her tits were threatening to pop the fold out of the fabric.
 
   “Mom, what are you doing?” he asked her. His cock was almost trembling with anticipation as he watched her standing in the locker room.
 
   “The women’s shower is full,” she said. “Do you mind if I take a quick one in here?”
 
   There were two voices screaming inside Jeremy’s head at once, but only one of them managed to be heard in the end.
 
   “No, that’s fine,” he said. “Come on in.”
 
   His mother smiled at him, and then slowly pulled the towel off her body. Jeremy had seen her naked before, but it had been through a window, not up close. His mom’s tits were absolutely perfect, and he couldn’t help his cock from growing even harder at the sight of them and her curvy hips. 
 
   “Thanks,” she said. “I hope you enjoyed the yoga class.”
 
   Stephanie stepped into the shower and closer to Jeremy. He felt his legs moving towards her, almost involuntarily.
 
   “I did mom,” he said. “I enjoyed it a lot.”
 
   “I’m really glad you came,” she said.
 
   The two of them were only inches apart now. Stephanie had stepped under the same shower stream as him, and steam rose up from her body as the hot water rained down on her.
 
   “I’m glad I came too, mom,” said Jeremy.
 
   As if a starting pistol had gone off, the two of them were suddenly against each other. Jeremy was kissing his mother’s lips passionately, his tongue flicking into her mouth and his arms wrapped around her. Stephanie was pushing her hips against her son, seemingly desperate to feel him inside her.
 
   “Oh god!” she cried. “Jeremy, I need you, please…”
 
   He pushed her up against the wall of the shower roughly. His mom grabbed him by the cock and pulled him forward, rubbing the head of it against her folds. Jeremy grabbed his mom’s legs and lifted her up, getting into position.
 
   “Mom,” he said. “How is this…are we really going to?”
 
   “Just do it, Jeremy!” she cried. “Please, fuck your mommy.”
 
   Her answer was almost like an aphrodisiac to him. He lowered her body down, impaling his mother on his long, thick rod. She moaned and ran her hands through his hair, and he began to rock his hips into her.
 
   The water was still raining down on them, and it made the situation feel even hotter. Jeremy felt as though he was hugging his mom, but in a new way. He had memories of the two of them cuddling on the couch or in bed from in his youth, and this felt almost like that, but deeper, and closer.
 
   Stephanie was crying out in ecstasy, sounding almost like a possessed woman. She had both of her hands on Jeremy’s shoulders and would push in whichever way allowed her to get deeper on his cock.
 
   Her cunt felt amazing to Jeremy. It wrapped around his dick much more tightly than he would have expected. She was wet and ready, and her juices served as the perfect lube for his member.
 
   “Fuck me hard, Jeremy,” Stephanie whispered into his ear. “Please fuck mommy, and cum inside her.”
 
   Jeremy felt incredibly guilty, and tormented, as though he had crossed over into forbidden territory. But there was no going back now. He was going to do just what his mother asked. He was going to do it so well that he would make her proud.
 
   He began ramming his hips into his mom as hard as they would go. With every back stroke, his cock would almost leave her pussy, and a small gap would form between Stephanie’s back and the wall. And then when he pushed forward, she would be slammed back, and his dick would delve deep into her, and he would feel her all the way up to the very base of his shaft.
 
   Soon enough, his mom began screaming louder as a powerful orgasm began to wrack her body. She almost collapsed on top of him, her body going weak as the pleasure overtook her. But Jeremy wasn’t done, just yet.
 
   He kept pumping, moving at his own rhythm now. This was him doing it. Before, his mom had been teasing him, or exposing herself, or just plain taking advantage of his teenage hormones. But this was fully under his control. He was fucking his mom, and he was doing it because he wanted to, and because he loved her, and because he just couldn’t control his own sexually urges.
 
   His cock began to tense up, and he pushed deep inside his mother’s cunt one final time. He began to explode, and his cum shot deep inside his mother’s cunt. Every blast seemed to be more pleasurable than the last, and he was aware that the final boundary had been crossed.
 
   Jeremy lowered her down to the floor of the shower, and for a moment the two of them just let the hot water of the shower rain down on them. Finally, Stephanie looked up at him and smiled.
 
   “Do you want to come to class again next week?” 
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CHAPTER 1
 
    
 
   Michael hated the sound of his alarm clock. Every morning, he would go through the same waking up process, and it all revolved around his inability to cope with the shrill buzzing noise that seemed to torture him into getting out of bed.
 
   And on this morning, he had overslept. And the alarm clock was there, just like an annoying neighbor who couldn’t help but state the obvious. He pulled himself up and forced his way over to it, banging his hand down on the off button with far more force than what was necessary.
 
   He yawned, and looked for some clothes. It was a lazy Saturday in the fall, and he was looking to enjoy it. Michael was a senior in high school and still adjusting to the new work load. Today was the first day in which he’d been able to feel as though he could relax, having taken care of everything in last period study hall the previous day.
 
   There were some clean, comfortable clothes already set out on his dresser. He was a little surprised to see them there. His dad had left the previous day on a business trip, and as far as he knew, his step mom, Heather, was supposed to have left early this morning to join him.
 
   Nevertheless, he put them on. His plan for the day was, in essence, to be a home bound bum. His busy schedule had been keeping him from getting in the time he usually had for video games, the internet, and taking care of his needs. His goal was essentially to make it through the entire weekend without leaving the house.
 
   Michael made his way out of his room and down the stairs. When he rounded the corner, he almost ran directly into his step mom, Heather, and felt a little bit of anger building in his chest, as though his day to himself had been snatched away.
 
   Heather had been his step mom for so long that calling her that almost seemed like a formality. She had entered his life shortly after Michael’s birth mother had died, and raised him as though he were her own. She was an attractive woman, short and in her mid thirties, but with an amazing, curvy body. Her large breasts and toned butt were so eye catching that even Michael had found himself guiltily sneaking a peak, in his hornier moments.
 
   “Oh, jeez,” his mom said, startled. “Sorry honey, I didn’t realize that you were up.”
 
   “Mom, what are you doing here?” he asked. It was hard for him to hide the disappointment and frustration in his voice.
 
   “Your father ended up having to arrange a special meeting with one of his clients,” she said. “We wouldn’t have had any extra time to do anything if I’d have gone out to meet up with him. I’m just going to stay home for the weekend.”
 
   Michael sighed and shook his head.
 
   “Oh come on, that’s bullshit,” he said. “I was looking forward to having this weekend to myself!”
 
   “Young man, the world does not revolve around you!” yelled his mom. “And don’t swear in my presence.”
 
   “Yeah, whatever,” he replied, mouthing another expletive under his breath.
 
   “Besides, you can do everything here with me around that you could on your own,” said Heather. “Don’t feel like you need to hold back.”
 
   Michael was angry, but a thought popped into his head that made him smile.
 
   “Alright mom, if you say so,” he said.
 
   There was something that Michael wanted to do that was made more difficult by his step mother being around. He wanted to prove his point, and so he headed up to his room to do it. He left the door open about a quarter of the way, so it was closed enough to let sound out and a small glimpse of what was going on, but still left him with plausible deniability.
 
   Michael sat down in his chair, opened up his computer’s internet browser, and clicked over to his favorite free porn streaming website. His cock was already beginning to bulge in his pants, and he began to get a little excited. Part of him was also a little apprehensive. If he did this, there would be no going back from it, or effectively apologizing.
 
   He was angry, and on top of that, a little horny, and as such it was easy enough for him to push his doubts out of his mind. There was one porn video that seemed almost too appropriate for the occasion, a hot masturbation and blowjob video of an older woman pretending to be a step mom. He clicked on it, full screened the image, and then turned up the volume.
 
   The scene began with the porn actress walking in on her “son” while he was in the act of masturbating. Michael pulled out his own dick and began to stroke it to the action taking place on the screen. His speakers were loud, and he knew his mom could hear what was going on, even from downstairs.
 
   The porn star had nice enough tits, and as the man on the screen defiantly continued to stroke his cock after being caught, Michael couldn’t help but think about his own mom’s tits. They were definitely nicer than this woman’s, which seemed amazing to him. He did his best not to see Heather as a sexual being, but she most definitely was.
 
   He was pumping his shaft up and down as the video began to heat up, with the actress step mother dropping down on her knees in front of her son and beginning to help him out, all while chastising him for being such a dirty pervert. Michael found himself getting incredibly turned on by it, which was rare for him with porn.
 
   Suddenly, he heard footsteps, and saw something pass by in the reflection of the full length mirror he had on the wall. His mother had walked down the hallway, and though he was turned away, he could hear and just barely make her eyes peering into his room from the edge of the door.
 
   It only seemed to make the porn clip even hotter, as though reality had begun to mimic the on screen fantasy. He started breathing heavier, and pumped his cock even harder as he watched the actress on the screen lean her lips forward and begin to take the cock of her “son” into her mouth.
 
   “Oh yeah, that’s right,” whispered Michael. “Suck it, mom,”
 
   The words seemed to have left his mouth without him even choosing to speak, and he had spoken them just loud enough for Heather to hear. He began to jerk himself faster, and harder. The video clip was short, and he could tell it was also building to a crescendo.
 
   When he shot his load, so did the man on the screen. He could see in the mirror that his mom had leaned further in, and was looking at his cock with fascination as it spurted out cum into the air. It was hard for him to realize or even think about what had just happened. The orgasm had wracked his body with pleasure, and he could barely focus on anything else.
 
   Heather coughed loudly, and then stepped into his room.
 
   “I need to get your laundry,” she said, curtly. He swiveled his chair to face her, cum still dripping down his cock and onto his lap. Her cheeks were flushed, and she wouldn’t look at him. There was a strange sexual tension in the air that was almost palpable.
 
   She grabbed his clothes hamper and quickly stomped out of his room, leaving Michael alone, and feeling as though he had just done something totally unacceptable.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 2
 
    
 
   Michael didn’t head down for a while, taking some time to clean himself up and come to terms with what had happened. When he finally did make his way to the stairs, he found his mom sitting in the living room with her legs crossed and arms folded.
 
   “I honestly don’t even know what to say,” she said, shaking her head. “This is absolutely unbelievable in every sense of the word.”
 
   “Oh come on, mom,” said Michael. “You reap what you sow. If you had of been out of the house today, maybe it wouldn’t be something that you’d have to put up with.”
 
   “That’s not fair!” she cried.
 
   Heather was still wearing her morning robe, and she stomped her foot down angrily, inadvertently causing the fabric to fall open slightly. Michael felt like a pervert but couldn’t keep his eyes from being drawn to the exposed flesh of one of her big boobs. Heather blushed, and glared at him.
 
   “You are a disgusting boy,” she said. “Are you just horny all of the time? Is that it? Do you want to see your mommy naked?”
 
   “Screw you, mom,” he said. “We both know that you enjoyed the little show you got, as much as I know you’ll deny it. You watched me working my prick like some kind of middle aged voyeur.”
 
   Heather huffed loudly and threw the laundry in her hands down. She stormed by Michael towards the stairs and ran up them.
 
   “This isn’t over, you brat!” she yelled over her shoulder.
 
   Michael just shook his head, wishing that he could have had the day he was hoping for. He made his way into the kitchen and began picking out some food for breakfast. There was orange juice, and he tossed some bread into the toaster for the main offering.
 
   He did feel a little bad about the way he’d been treating his mother, although it was hard for him to admit. She had always been there for him, but that was part of the problem. Michael was a teenager now, and he needed space. He still wanted his mom’s attention in and approval, but much of the time getting that seemed to run counter to him being able to take care of himself and his hormones freely.
 
   Without his dad around for the weekend, he also felt as though it was up to him to be the man of the house. He didn’t feel like the way he had been acting that morning was truly representative of him taking charge, and taking responsibility.
 
   As Michael finished up his food, he heard a noise from upstairs. It sounded like his mom, but the noise was strange and unexpected. He heard it again, and realized that it sounded like a cry.
 
   He started to feel a little foolish, and found himself completely regretting the stunt he had pulled before. Michael made his way over to the stairs, the cries of his mom still on his ears, and headed upstairs. He was completely ready to apologize to her and try to make amends.
 
   What he found as he made his way down the hallway, and to the outside of her room, completely caught him off guard. His mother was in her bedroom, and the door was left open slightly, not unlike how he had left his earlier that morning.
 
   He didn’t look inside at first. Michael was close enough to hear the cries for what they were. His mother was not upset, but rather, deep in the process of a very compromising and pleasurable activity. Just as he had masturbated freely to prove a point earlier, now she was doing the same.
 
   “Oh…oh god, yes,” moaned Heather.
 
   He froze in his tracks. Part of him wanted to see what was going on in the room, or rather, needed to see. As disgusting as it made him feel, his cock was rapidly turning to steel at the thought of watching his own mother masturbate. He found himself rationalizing away his objections. She had watched him do it, hadn’t she?
 
   Michael crept to the very edge of the door. He didn’t want her to see him watching, regardless of anything else. Her moans and heavy breathing were already getting him excited enough, and as he slowly shifted to bring her body into view, he felt his cock straining against the confines of his pants.
 
   Heather had spread out on her bed, untying her morning robe and letting it hang open. She was completely naked underneath, and Michael drank in the sight of his mom’s bombshell body. Her beautiful breasts were dotted with perfect pink nipples in the middle, and those seemed to match with the pink slit of her womanhood in both color and eroticism.
 
   “Oh, oh yeah!” cried Heather. “Fuck!”
 
   She was rubbing one of her hands on her clit, and the other was pushing a girlish pink vibrator into her cunt. Her hips were thrusting into the air as she toyed with herself, and Michael found himself growing bolder in his efforts to get a better view.
 
   Compared to the MILF porn video that he had watched before, this was above and beyond anything it had provided in regards to turning him on. His mom was a gorgeous older woman, and that was plain to see. She was just dying to get fucked, Michael found himself thinking.
 
   He couldn’t resist anymore, and found his hand almost unconsciously traveling down to his aching erection. He rubbed it as he watched his mom working her magic on herself. Strange, unwanted thoughts began to pop into his mind. She was right there, he thought. He could just make his way over, and…
 
   Suddenly Heather lifted her head up and looked at him. He pulled back into the hallway, but not quick enough. He heard her laugh girlishly and then continue to stimulate herself. Michael’s heart and cock were both pounding with blood, and he tried to calm himself down.
 
   “Mmmm, this feels so good,” said his mom. She knew he was here, he realized. For some reason, it made him angry.
 
   “Oh god yes!” she cried. “I’m, I’m cumming!”
 
   She let out a ecstatic scream, and Michael couldn’t resist peeking through the door one last time. His mother had arched her back and thrust her crotch up in the air. She seemed to tense for a moment, and then collapsed back onto the bed, melting into it.
 
   Before he could move back down the hallway, Heather looked up again and this time her eyes caught Michael’s. She seemed incredibly pleased with herself, and this made Michael much angrier than it should have. He turned towards his own room and stomped his way down the hall.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 3
 
    
 
   Michael slammed the door to his room and sat down on his bed. Today was supposed to be his own little party of one. Now he wasn’t so sure what it was. He thought for a moment about leaving the house, going on a bike ride, or maybe even just a walk. But somehow, the idea of it being just him and his mom in the house had taken on a different meaning.
 
   There was no way he could win, and it made him feel angry. His mom was hot enough to have any man that she could want, and yet it seemed as though he had taunted her into making him her prime target for teasing. Michael found the very idea of being around her to be sexually frustrating.
 
   But regardless, she was his mom, and he loved her. Instead of spending the day moping in his room, he resolved to head downstairs and at least make an effort to be civil, and above that, to be normal. He left his room and headed down to the living room.
 
   Heather was back in the kitchen. She had gotten dressed, and was wearing a tight t-shirt that clung neatly to her breasts and a pair of black yoga pants. She was bringing out a couple of pans and cutting up ingredients.
 
   “Can I make you something for lunch, sweetie?” she said. His mom smiled at him, but there was a look in her eyes that made Michael’s heart pound. She was confidant. She felt like she had won, and she felt like she’d done it by being sexy.
 
   “No, I’m fine mom,” he said. The words came out much more sharply than he’d expected, but he didn’t care. There was no reason for him to hide his frustration with her.
 
   “Okay then sweetie,” his mom said in her flirty, sing song voice. “Just let me know if you need anything. Anything at all.”
 
   Michael walked into the living room and sat down on the couch. He grabbed the remote and turned on the TV. As he browsed through the channel list looking for something to watch, he passed by one of the pay per view sex channels and had an idea pop into his head.
 
   He tried to mentally convince himself out of it, but it was no use. His mom had pushed things further, and now he needed to push back. He clicked on one of them and the confirmed his purchase, and suddenly the screen was full of nudity.
 
   The volume was muted, and there was nothing to immediately tip off Heather to what was going on. That was exactly how Michael wanted it. He unzipped his fly and pulled out his cock, slowly kneading it up to its full length before proceeding.
 
   The video was of a woman being fucked by several guys at once. She was naked, and going to work on as many of their cocks as she could take at a time. Michael slowly began to turn the volume up, smiling as he anticipated his mom’s reaction.
 
   “Oh yeah, that’s right you slut,” said one of the men on the screen. “Suck it like a good girl.”
 
   “Michael?” asked his mom, walking into the living room. “What was…that?”
 
   The couch was facing away from Heather, but Michael was pumping his cock up and down in such a vigorous and obvious manner that there was no way for her to miss what was going on. He was getting into it, and felt a thrill shoot down his spine as he felt his mom’s eyes lock onto him.
 
   “Yeah, give it to her,” muttered Michael. This was purely for show. He knew that his mom was watching him, but found himself wanting to play up the part of the naïve, unaware teenager, pleasuring himself at the urging of his hormones. He wanted his mom to feel like the dirty girl that he knew she was.
 
   The woman on the screen was now sucking one man’s cock, while another readied himself behind her and pushed the head of his dick into her cunt. She moaned, and made a cute, slutty face. Michael found himself thinking about his mom as he continued pumping his cock even harder.
 
   “Oh yeah, that’s right big boy,” moaned the woman. “Your cock tastes so good.”
 
   Heather had made her way around to the side of the couch now, and was leaning against it. Michael could see that his mom had a stern, disapproving look on her face, but there was something else. She was blushing, and seemed to be flustered.
 
   A small bead of precum had formed on the head of his cock, ad as he rubbed his thumb on it, he turned to look at his mom. She wouldn’t meet his gaze, and seemed to fade back a foot or two, trying to act as though she was not seeing what was going on
 
   The men were heating things up on the screen, giving the attractive woman the fuck of her life. Two of them now had their cocks pushed into her face, with a third working her pussy from behind. Michael could tell that all of them were on the verge, and he felt himself quickly approaching a climax as well.
 
   Strangely, his mom had drawn close to him again. She was standing behind him on the couch, and he almost flinched as he felt her put her hands on the back of his shoulders. She brushed one of her hands across his hair, giving him soft attention in a way that only a mother can.
 
   “What are you watching, Michael?” she asked, heavily feigning ignorance in her voice. He stroked himself more quickly now.
 
   “Oh this,” he said. “I don’t know how it ended up on this channel. It’s some weird foreign film.”
 
   If his mom was going to play dumb, than he could to. He took his free hand and grabbed her wrist an attempted to pull it down to his crotch, but she haughtily shook him off.
 
   The situation was too hot for him to hold out any longer. The men on the screen had begun cumming, and he started to shoot his load along with them. They splattered their seed all over the attractive woman’s face and body, while his shot up, onto his lap and onto the couch.
 
   “Michael!” cried his mom. “You are sick, that is a disgusting mess.”
 
   It was as though reaching his climax had broken the spell on her. He turned towards his mom and just smiled. 
 
   “What are you talking about mom? What mess?”
 
   Heather just glared at him, face blushing bright red and far too embarrassed to deal with the reality in front of her.
 
   “You are a dirty boy, Michael,” she said.
 
   He nodded to her.
 
   “You’re right mom,” he said. “I better go take a shower to get cleaned up.”
 
   He tucked his cock away inside his pants, got up, and walked upstairs to the bathroom.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 4
 
    
 
   Michael felt like he had won. Whatever had been going on between him in his mom was a perverted test of boundaries and willpower, and by pushing it so far, he had clearly taken control. He closed the door to the bathroom and began getting ready to take a shower.
 
   He fiddled with the knobs a little to get the temperature setting right, and then climbed through the curtain. The water felt refreshing against his skin, almost as though it was wiping away whatever guilt and shame he had accrued over the course of the day’s events.
 
   A noise drew his attention back to the moment. There were footsteps headed down the hall, his mom’s footsteps. He could just barely hear the sound of a doorknob turning over the running water, and turned to see the door being opened a crack.
 
   Was she still laying the game? Why would she voluntarily try to spy on him? Michael felt his cock becoming strangely aroused in his pants as he considered what might be going on. Before he had time to draw any conclusions, his mom stepped through the door.
 
   “I have a clean towel for you, honey,” she said. His mother was only wearing a towel herself, and it only just barely kept her tits in tow. It was a tiny bit of cloth that went down just below her hips and no further. If she bent over, Michael would get to see everything she had to show.
 
   “What? Mom, just leave it outside!” Michael cried. For some reason, he felt incredibly flustered. She was still playing, for sure, and had found a way to get the upper hand. Michael felt his body heating up, and had a full on erection at this point.
 
   “No, I think I should bring it in to you, sweetie,” she said, stepping further into the bathroom. There was little Michael could do to stop her from behind the curtain. He quickly realized that if he wanted to have any chance of winning, he needed to find a way to strike back.
 
   “Ok mom, that’s fine,” he said. Michael pulled the curtain open and exposed himself to his mom, his hard cock pointing at her almost as though it was an arrow. Heather blushed slightly, but didn’t flinch. She lifted the towel up, and the movement caused her own to come undone and fall to the ground.
 
   There was a moment of silence as the two of them stared at each other’s naked body. Michael felt his cock aching for his mother. Her body looked so soft, with such big breasts and nice curves. She was the apex of female beauty, and the fact that she was his mom only seemed to amplify his attraction in a sick and perverted way. Still, he couldn’t let her know that.
 
   “Jeez mom, if you like the view so much, why don’t you take a picture?”
 
   Heather glared at him, her entire upper body seeming to turn red with embarrassment. Her first reaction was to reach down for the towel, but she stopped herself, and slowly stood up, still completely naked.
 
   “I think mommy’s little boy is getting a little ahead of himself,” she said. “You seem to be in a pretty, how do you say, compromising state?”
 
   She smiled and looked down at his cock. Michael felt himself getting angry, but there was something else behind it. He wanted to win, and he wanted to cum, and decided that it wouldn’t be too hard to do both at the same time.
 
   “You’re right mom, that’s why you have to be careful about barging in on me,” he said. Michael took his hand down to his cock and began stroking it again, leaving his mom to watch on as she had done twice already that day. This was different, though. The two of them were making eye contact, and Heather seemed to react in a way that was completely unexpected for him.
 
   She lifted one of her legs up against the wall, and then slid her hand down to her cunt, and began massaging it. Michael pumped his cock harder as he watched, feeling himself tingle with pleasure and excitement and the strangest sense of shame he had ever felt.
 
   “Oh yeah mom, that’s right,” said Michael. “It’s fine, we can both enjoy ourselves just fine together,”
 
   “I know you like this, you pervert,” she replied. “But that’s just fine by me. Stroke your cock for mommy baby, yeah, just like that.”
 
   Michael wasn’t sure how things had ended up like this, or even what was going on anymore. He just needed release, and if it was in front of his mom, so be it. More than that, he felt an animalistic lust beginning to descend upon him. He wanted to step out of the shower and throw himself onto her, and from the way his mother was blushing and breathing he knew that she wouldn’t stop him.
 
   Heather began to accelerate her pace. Every couple of seconds she would look deep into Michael’s eyes, and then flinch away. He could see something when she did, a sense of either shame, or regret. A feeling that she knew that what was going on went beyond normality, and that there was no real coming back from it.
 
   “Mom, you’re so fucking hot,” said Michael. “Keep doing it, keep masturbating for me.”
 
   “Oh god Michael,” she cried. “Oh god!”
 
   Her hips began to pull her closer and closer to his son, and he aimed his cock right at her. Both of them were lost deep in their own desire and need for sexual pleasure. Michael began to pump his cock with more speed, feeling the cum begin to build and ready itself.
 
   His mom cried out, and angled her hips towards him. She was less than a foot away, and when Michael’s cock began exploding out cum a minute later, her perfect pink pussy served almost as a target for his sperm.
 
   Heather collapsed forward onto her son and into the shower. Both of them were exhausted by the encounter, and the hot water seemed to wash away their sin. Michael couldn’t believe it, he couldn’t believe any of it. He hugged his mom close, and realized that she was crying into his shoulder.
 
   “Mom, what’s wrong?” he asked. She looked up at him, and Michael had never seen her with such an upset look on her face before.
 
   “This is wrong, this is so wrong,” she whispered. “God, what have we done?”
 
   His mom stepped out of the shower, sobbing. She grabbed her towel and ran out of the bathroom, leaving Michael alone with his own concerns and doubts.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 5
 
    
 
   For the rest of the day, it was just Michael in the house. This was what he wanted, but somehow, it was bitter sweet. His mom had locked herself in her room, and the guilt and shame that he was already feeling seemed to only intensify at the knowledge that he had hurt her with his actions.
 
   He sat on the couch that evening, eating leftover mac and cheese and feeling like the biggest asshole and pervert on the planet. Worse, still, was the knowledge that he had pushed his mom to respond in the same manner. He was a hormonal teenage boy, and she was a grown woman. Forcing her to come down to his level for a petty feud was just immature and disgusting.
 
   Michael finished his food, knowing full well that if he had just been polite and put up with his mother being around for the day, she would have cooked him an excellent dinner. He loved her, but didn’t show it enough. He wanted her attention and approval, but seemed to go about getting it in the worst possible way.
 
   He turned in for the night early, feeling like scum. Michael hadn’t heard anything out of his mom since the shower incident, and half debated going and knocking on her door and trying to get her to talk to him. That was probably the last thing she wanted to do right now, he figured. In the end, he just climbed into bed and closed his eyes, half hoping that the entire day had just been a really weird dream.
 
   Michael slept for several hours, and then was awakened by the sound of his door opening. The hallway was only dimly lit, but there was just enough light for him to make out his mom’s figure in his doorway, wearing a loose, thin evening gown.
 
   “Honey, are you still awake?” she whispered.
 
   He was silent for a moment. Part of him felt like the best thing he could do was to just pretend to be asleep, and deal with everything in the morning, when things had calmed down and they could look at it all logically. But the other part of him seemed to want something else.
 
   “Yeah mom, I’m awake,” he said.
 
   Heather walked into her son’s room and took a seat next to him on his bed. It was dark, and Michael couldn’t make out her face, but he could tell just from her body language that she had calmed down from earlier.
 
   “I just wanted to talk to you about what happened today,” she said. Heather gently put one of her hands down on her son’s leg. Michael hadn’t realized it, but he had woken up with an erection, and felt it throb from just the idea of his mom’s fingers being close to it.
 
   “I know mom, I’m sorry,” he said. “I didn’t mean for things to go so far.”
 
   “No sweetie, it’s okay,” said his mom. She was rubbing his thigh in what was meant to be an innocent manner, but it was beginning to drive Michael absolutely wild.
 
   “I should have just been cool with you being around for today,” he replied. “I’m sorry.”
 
   His mom didn’t say anything for a moment, and her hand was still. Then she started rubbing it again, this time even closer to Michael’s crotch.
 
   “Honey, I forget sometimes that you’re a teenage boy,” she said. “With hormones and the new things going on with your body, it’s hard for you, so hard.”
 
   He didn’t say anything, but pushed his hips closer to his mom’s hand and felt a wave of hot pleasure and lust shoot through him as his cock brushed against the edge of it. She didn’t seem to notice, but moved her other hand so that it was on his chest.
 
   “I…I don’t think we can ever take back what happened today sweetie,” she said.
 
   Michael nodded, and then realizing that she couldn’t see him, answered.
 
   “I know mom, I’m so sorry,” he said. “I’ll never do it again!”
 
   “But that’s not something that you can guarantee, sweetie,” she said. “We both crossed the line today, and I’m not sure there is any going back to the way things were before.”
 
   Michael was silent. He was confused, and also sad, but the way his mom was speaking, for some reason, was pushing him even further into a state of arousal.
 
   “That’s why I think you should let me take care of you, baby,” said his mom. She wrapped her hand around his erect cock through his boxers and Michael almost gasped with surprise and pleasure.
 
   “W-what?” he stammered. “Mom, what are you-“
 
   “Shhhh, sweetie, just let mommy take care of you.” Michael felt his mom’s hand begin to move up and down on his member, stroking him off with the tender love and care that only a mother could have for her son.
 
   “Oh god, mom,” he groaned. “That feels…amazing.”
 
   “I know it does sweetie,” said his mom. She had a good feel for what she was doing, and began to pump him off even faster. Michael began lifting his hips up with each movement of hers, matching her rhythm.
 
   “Let mommy make you feel even better,” she whispered. Heather brought her head down slowly, working Michael’s cock out of his boxers and then, after licking her lips, slowly beginning to rub them up and down the length of his dick.
 
   She did this as though she was trying to kiss every inch of it, before finally descending on the head of his member and bringing it into her mouth. Michael had never gotten a blowjob before, and he was shocked by how amazing it felt. It was his mom, and though part of him felt embarrassed and recognized how wrong it was, he felt himself wanting her to keep going.
 
   Heather kept up a good rhythm, bringing her lips up and down her son’s cock and making tiny little slurping noises as she went. For such a small woman, she had a powerful mouth, and with its warmth and wetness Michael his member being completely engulfed and almost pulled into another world.
 
   She reached up and grabbed her son’s hands, and then pulled them down to her breasts. Michael almost didn’t know what to do. They were so big, and so perfect, and after a moment his hands began to massage and grope at them almost unconsciously.
 
   He felt himself beginning to reach his limit, and it was almost as if his mom could sense it. She pulled her mouth off his cock with a resounding pop, and then ran her hands across his chest.
 
   “Not yet, baby,” she whispered. “You’ve seen all of mommy, I want you to feel all of her, too.”
 
   Heather pulled the evening gown u and over her head. Even in the dark, Michael could make out the silhouetted details of her body, and almost felt intimidated by her beauty. She pushed him backwards onto the bed, and then straddled him, lowering her wet cunt down over his rock hard bar.
 
   “Oh god, yes, baby,” she said. “Do you want to fuck your mommy?”
 
   “Yes mom,” he replied. “Please mom…let me fuck you.”
 
   Heather dropped all of the way down, and Michael felt pleasure crash into him. Before he knew what was going on, his hands were already in her hips, and he was pulling her up and driving him down onto his cock. It was almost as though he had entered a primal, animalistic state.
 
   His mom was crying out in ecstasy, and seemed to be even more turned on by the illicit nature of their coupling than he was.
 
   “Yes, honey, yes!” she yelled. “Please fuck mommy! Please don’t stop!”
 
   She was riding him as though he was a mechanical bull, grinding her hips down and meeting each of his upward bumps and thrusts. She raked her fingernails lightly across his chest, and then harder. 
 
   Michael was having sex with his mother, and he was loving it. He wanted to fuck her, he wanted to cum inside her. He realized that he wanted his mom to be both his guardian and his lover, the cooker of his food and the washer of his clothes, and a slut to defile whenever the urge arose.
 
   Heather rode her son faster, and faster, and then finally tensed up, her body shivering as a powerful orgasm tore through her. Now it was Michael’s turn to be in control. He rolled his mom around so that she was underneath him and began to pump his cock into her with as much force and speed as his hips could muster.
 
   He didn’t last long. The thought of pulling out briefly passed across his mind, but he didn’t want to. He wanted to cum inside his mom, and claim her for himself, for now and forever. And he did, and the load he shot deep into the back of her cunt seemed to blast out with more speed and intensity than any he had ever let off before.
 
   The two of them collapsed into Michael’s bed. The room was suddenly just as silent as it had been before when he’d been sleeping, except now his mom was cuddling up into his side, and he was stroking her hair.
 
   “Michael,” whispered his mom.
 
   “Yeah mom?”
 
   “I love you.”
 
   He kissed her on the head, and hugged her tightly.
 
    
 
   END
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   CHAPTER 1
 
    
 
   “Why do you expect me to believe you?”
 
   Tim studied the face of the old man as he waited for a response. Smoke billowed in flumes around his head, and his expression was soft, but also very deliberate. The shop was just as dim and dingy as ever, and the overcast night sky was not charitable in the light it offered through the windows.
 
   “What reason would you have to doubt me?” Jarovian asked, the words leaving his mouth very slowly. “You came to me looking for a way to undo the effects of a potion, a potion which you received from me…”
 
   That much was undeniably true. Tim was there to return balance to his life. The liquid the man had offered him the night before, given with a vague and ambiguous warning, had turned his life into something he didn’t recognize. He lived now constantly beset in every direction by the one thing he had pined for most beforehand – women. 
 
   It was as though he was emitting some type of unusually powerful pheromone, and on top of that, his own physical strength had been increased, at the expense of his self-control and emotional regulation. It was a tradeoff that was ruining his life. More than anything, Tim wanted to get back to his old self for the people close to him, the people he cared about and cared about him.
 
   “I have no doubt that you’ve got a cure, what I want to know is why you’d send me on a quest in order for me to have it,” Tim said impatiently. “If your daughter has run away, that’s your problem. Let me pay for the cure and be on my way.”
 
   “It’s your problem now,” said Jarovian. His voice was still the embodiment of age and wisdom. “I will not send you off without help. Take these artifacts. They will keep the evils you will face at bay.”
 
   “Why don’t you just go yourself? I’m a stranger to you, who is to say that I will actually follow through with this chase?”
 
   “I am an old man, and you are a young man with an incentive,” said Jarovian. “It may seem strange for me to say, but I sense inside you a good heart. You will not fail me.”
 
   Tim looked Jarovian deep in the eyes. They stared back at him, looking like hollow and empty globes. They gave off the impression of someone who had been blind from a young age, possibly since birth. He then looked down at the items that had been placed on the counter. A short but very sharp looking sword was the first thing that caught his eye. 
 
   He couldn’t imagine a situation that would require him to use that, and wondered just what the old man was sending him into. A compass lay beside it, next to it was an old animal skin flask, and to the side of that was a worn and ancient looking map of an ocean, with a less than detailed drawing of an island at the center.
 
   “Manai,” said the old man, somehow reading his gaze with his blind eyes. “You will find my daughter on the island of Manai. I have given you directions to a ship that will take you across the ocean on the back of the map. Bring my daughter home to me and you will have your cure.”
 
   “Give me the cure upfront,” said Tim. “I’m not being selfish or trying to deceive you, honestly this task will be a lot easier for me if every woman I come across isn’t trying to jump my bones.”
 
   “I cannot do that. My daughter Lucia is the only one who has ever formulated the cure you need. You will just have to learn to control yourself and your newfound powers.”
 
   Tim thought carefully before replying. Everything that was familiar to him in the world seemed to be in jeopardy because of this “curse”, as Jarovian called it. He couldn’t exactly walk away and expect to live a normal life.
 
   “Fine, I’ll do it,” he said after several silent seconds of deliberation. “But I’m going to need more than just a map and a sword.”
 
   The man smiled, and then disappeared into the back of his shop. He had an old and weathered tome in his hands when he returned, and after blowing dust off of it, he passed it to Tim.
 
   “This is the most powerful artifact out of all of the ones I am entrusting you with,” he said. “Be forewarned, it has many instructions for black magic. Much of it is similar in nature to what you have been cursed with. Do not take using it lightly.”
 
   “I won’t,” Tim said. He looked at Jarovian, and though it was dark in the room, he detected an air of something new around him. The man was very reserved and hard to read, but Tim could see a slight look of desperation in his eyes, and something that looked like hope.
 
   “I’ll find your daughter and bring her back to you,” said Tim. “Be ready to hold up your end of the bargain. I’ll need that cure for more than just myself.”
 
   Tim grabbed all of the items Jarovian had entrusted him with off the counter and stuffed them into his bag. He carefully wrapped the sword in a shirt he had in his bag, and then tied it to one of the shoulder straps. Then, after nodding to the old man and receiving a small bow in return, he walked out of the shop without looking back.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 2
 
    
 
   The night sky loomed over his head as he biked back to his house. He was almost overwhelmed by the entire situation. Parsing it out felt like putting together a jigsaw puzzle without any idea of what the original picture looked like, or if all of the pieces were even there. He knew that there was no going back now. He had long since crossed over the invisible line that separated his old life from this new adventure.
 
   Tim thought about just what exactly this new adventure would entail as he biked. He couldn’t do it alone, that much he was sure of. He figured Marco would be as good of a traveling companion as any, assuming that he could be convinced.
 
   Then there was the issue of his step mom, Angela. She had also unwittingly drunk a part of the potion, and was now subject to the same curse that he was. Would she be okay left on her own while he was away? There was no telling just how long it would take him to find this girl and bring her back. 
 
   As Tim pulled his bike down the familiar drive that led to his house, a new concern was immediately brought into focus. 
 
   “Fuck, that’s Kate’s car!” he murmured out loud, seeing the familiar pink Volkswagen beetle parked outside. 
 
   Kate was Angela’s biological daughter, and Tim’s step sister. At 19, she was a year older than Tim, and had left for college around the same time that Angela and his father had gotten married. She was a petite girl, with long blond hair, large, gorgeous breasts, and perfect hips, just like her mother. For some reason, she had always been incredibly affectionate towards Tim, and treated him almost as though he was the older sibling, relying on him for advice and protection.
 
   For her to be here now would add another complication into the mix. Angela would still be under the effect of Tim’s curse, and vice versa. The two of them had been unable to resist giving in earlier that day, and it would be a disaster if the same thing occurred with an actual witness present.
 
   “Well things could be worse,” Tim said out loud quietly. “At least grandma didn’t decide to swing by for a visit.”
 
   He brought his bike into the garage, and then headed in through the side door. It was past dinner time, and as usual, Tim noticed that Angela had laid out a plate of food for him on the counter. He went over to it and was bringing it to the table when Kate walked in. She was wearing a pink tank top and a small, tight fitting pair of shorts.
 
   “Timothy!” She ran over to him and threw her arms around him. If it had been any other woman, Tim would have just assumed it was in response to his curse. In this case, it was different. Kate and him had always been close. They’d only known each other for the two years that their parents had been an together, but in that time they had developed a natural rapport as brother and sister.
 
   “Hey sis, long time no see,” he said to her.
 
   “I’ve missed you so much, little bro! Why haven’t you kept in touch more?”
 
   “I just figured you’d be busy with school. Things have been pretty boring here, anyway.”
 
   It was mostly true, thought Tim. Up until the events of the last day, his life had been a relatively routine affair. His sister certainly did seem to have interesting timing, dropping in for a visit when she did, and Tim wondered if there was a reason behind it.
 
   “So why did you drive down anyway?” He asked her. “Just felt like coming for a weekend visit, or what?”
 
   “Things have been tough, Tim,” she said to him. He could hear her voice waver with emotion. “I went through a rough break up…really all I want right now is to be here with you and mom.”
 
   “I guess that’s one more thing we have in common,” Tim said to her. “Lisa dumped me yesterday.”
 
   Kate looked at him with her soft eyes and seemed to gush with compassion.
 
   “That’s terrible! Do you want to curl up on the couch tonight and watch a movie?”
 
   It was only then that Tim noticed that Kate had been rubbing her hand along his arm. It seemed like a tender gesture from a sister to her brother, but the nature of the curse made Tim think that it was something more. 
 
   “Maybe another night,” he said to her. “I have a bunch of homework I need to finish up with.”
 
   “Are you sure? It would be so much fun!” Kate had begun rubbing her other hand on his chest. It definitely went a little beyond their typical brother and sister behavior, but it was a little more reserved than the reactions he had gotten from other women with the curse. That’s probably a good thing, Tim thought to himself.
 
   It was at that moment that Angela walked into the kitchen. She was wearing a nice low cut dress, a tight fitting black number that clung to her frame and showed off her curves. Tim instantly began to feel his dick spring to attention. He knew it was because his mother, like him, was also under the curse.
 
   Her tits looked amazing in the dress. With both of them under the effect of each other’s curses, it was extremely hard to keep things from developing quickly. The synergy created from the attraction both had for each other made things very tricky. An incident had already happened earlier that day in which Tim was totally unable to resist his mom, resulting in them having an intense sexual encounter that was still fresh in his memory.
 
   “Hey Tim,” his mom said to him, smiling. “Where have you been all night?”
 
   Angela walked over and stood a little bit too close to him. The sexual tension hung on the air in a way that was almost palpable. Tim’s mind was on the verge of fogging over, and he had to fight just to keep his hands from reaching out and fondling her gorgeous tits.
 
   “That’s not really any of your business, mom,” he said to her. In reality, he had no reason not to tell her. It just felt like any concession he made at that moment, in the kitchen and intoxicated with lust, would lead him into a situation with his mom that would quickly end up out of hand.
 
   “I think you need to tell me, honey,” she said to him. “Don’t you want to give your mom the details?”
 
   “I think I’ve given you enough details for one day,” he replied. His dick was aching; he couldn’t remember ever feeling this horny before in his life. His cock seemed like it was being drawn towards his mother’s crotch by a magnet, and it took all his willpower to keep space in between them.
 
   “Besides, Kate is here,” he said, finally willing himself to take a step back from his sex charged mother. “Why don’t we just have a quiet night together and turn in early?”
 
   “Hey, you guys don’t have to do anything special on my behalf,” Kate said, completely oblivious. “I didn’t really give anyone advance notice, anyway.”
 
   “Kate’s right Tim,” said Angela. She began to rub her hand along his shoulder. It felt hot to Tim, and he couldn’t fight off the images of her stroking his cock. “Why don’t we go upstairs and talk about your punishment for being out past curfew?”
 
   “Mom, I can’t,” Tim said, only barely managing to force the words out. “I still have homework to finish.”
 
   “Fine, have it your way,” she said. “Let me just give you a goodnight hug, in case I don’t see you later tonight.”
 
   Before he could react, Angela stepped towards him and wrapped her arms around him. From Kate’s perspective, it looked just like a regular, motherly hug. Tim’s hard cock and the way Angela was grinding her cunt against it was totally hidden from view. Her leg on the far side of the hug, hidden from Kate’s view, lifted up and wrapped itself around Tim. He felt his arms begin to meander, and he had to fight the urge to grope her perfect ass cheeks.
 
   “We almost never hug like this anymore, Tim,” she whispered into his ear. “Why don’t you hug me more?”
 
   “I can’t mom,” he said. His body seemed to contradict his words, and he was rubbing his cock against his mom in a way that almost seemed like fucking with clothes on. “This is wrong.”
 
   “Its fine sweetie, we’re just hugging,” she whispered back. “I’ll be up to help you with your…homework, later.”
 
   The hug went on for a while, longer than what was appropriate for a mother and son. They finally released their embrace, and looked over at Kate’s puzzled face.
 
   “He was only a half hour late, mom,” she said, confused. “It’s not the end of the world.”
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 3
 
    
 
   Tim said good night to his sister, and then made his way upstairs. His cock continued to throb. He knew that it was just a side effect of being around his mom, but more than anything he wanted release. It took him several minutes to push the thoughts of her out of his mind, and even then, his dick was still erect. It almost seemed comical, but instead of coming up with a punch line, he set to work sorting things out.
 
   He emptied his knapsack and took a closer look at the items the old man had given him. The sword was his first priority, and he inspected it carefully. It had a strange gleam to it, and stood out from the rest of the artifacts. The hilt was made of some type of black stone, possibly onyx, and looked as though it had been extensively polished. The blade was shiny, double edged, and almost new looking. After touching the point of it, he realized that it was razor sharp. The old man had not given him a scabbard for it, and after a quick search around his room, he found an old leather belt that wrapped into a holster shape easily enough. He knotted the end of it into a loop that he could slide another belt through, allowing him to carry it much more easily.
 
   Tim then turned his attention to the compass and the map. This almost seems like something out of a video game, he thought to himself. There was nothing incredibly unusual about the compass, excepting the fact that the needle seemed to be adorned with a tiny red jewel. The map on the other hand was unlike any Tim had seen before. It was incredibly old, and seemed to be printed on a type of sturdy cloth that didn’t seem like it would tear easily regardless of age. Colored ink had been used for the details, and he noticed that though it was lacking in most specific details, several lakes and waterways could easily be identified on the island. Combined with the animal flask, which also looked to be just a normal item, he would be well off if the trip took long enough to require a refill on fresh water.
 
   The last item, and the one that the old man had included a warning about, was the ancient looking hard cover book. The title on the front was written in a language that seemed indecipherable to Tim. He flipped it open and noticed that most of the pages were the same. Strangely, there were basic illustrations to go along with much of the writing. They looked medieval in origin, and though they were crude, many of them involved people dripping blood, or floating, or various other conditions that seemed almost arcane and spell like. It did not come as a huge surprise, and he figured that if the curse he was under was real, others like it must also exist. The last ten or twenty pages were blank. After flipping back to the beginning, Tim carefully closed the tome and set it aside.
 
   “Well, at least I’ll have some interesting toys to play with,” he to himself quietly.
 
   The other conclusion Tim had arrived at was that if he was going to be traveling thousands of miles to a remote island in the middle of the Pacific Ocean, he was going to need some company. Marco was the obvious choice of traveling companion. Tim thought for a moment about how to convince him, and then dialed his phone.
 
   “Hey man,” he said when Marco answered. “How are things?”
 
   “That’s my question,” Marco said. His voice was laden with concern. “You just ran off after the fight with Carter today, what the hell has been going on with you?”
 
   “It’s a long story. In a nutshell, I’ve been cursed by an old and crazy wizard.”
 
   “Why can’t you ever be serious? I’m hanging up…”
 
   It took Tim several minutes to explain everything that had happened to Marco. He left out the parts concerning the exact effects of the curse, along with the forays he’d had with his mom and his teacher, Ms. Ashby. When he finished, there was silence on the other end of the receiver.
 
   “It’s going to be the epic quest of a lifetime,” Tim added. “And you’ll get a free trip to an exotic island.”
 
   “You are a complete and utter lunatic,” Marco said to him. “Whatever, man. I’ll go if you let me film everything for my YouTube channel.”
 
   “Awesome! And I won’t even comment on how much of a nerd you are,” Tim said happily.
 
   “Alright, so when do we leave?”
 
   “First thing tomorrow morning, bring survival gear.”
 
   Tim heard Marco sigh into the phone. 
 
   “Trust me, Marco. This is going to be fun.”
 
   Nothing could have been further from the truth.
 
   Tim figured he would put off the rest of his preparations until the morning. He felt as though there was no real way to predict just what he would be encountering, and had resigned himself to just focus on what was under his control. At the moment, that was making sure he got enough sleep. After showering and brushing his teeth, he collapsed onto his bed, and passed out almost immediately.
 
   He was awoken midway through the night by the feeling of his sheets being pulled down. Soft hands slid their way across his chest, and he realized what was going on.
 
   “Mom? Is that you?” The room was dark, and he had to keep his voice to a whisper. He could feel her lips kissing his stomach, and working their way down to his crotch.
 
   “It’s me honey,” she said to him, very quietly but with a seductive edge. “I just couldn’t leave things like they were for the night.”
 
   “We can’t mom, you have to stop,” Tim said to her. “I’m leaving first thing tomorrow to find a cure for this. A cure for both of us.”
 
   “I don’t want a cure, honey,” she said, licking his now rock hard member. It felt amazing, and Tim had to work to remind himself that his sister was home and he had to stay quiet. “I like having this power. You should like it, too. Let me show you…”
 
   His mom lowered her mouth over his cock and wrapped her lips tightly on it. Tim moaned with pleasure. It felt incredible, and the fact that she was his mom just made it hotter. The illicit nature of it filled him with sexual desire.
 
   “Oh mom,” he said to her. “Oh god mom, don’t stop.”
 
   He gave in to the sensation, figuring that it was easier to just cum and get it over with than to fight her. After all, it forcing her back into her room against her will would make even more noise. The last thing Tim wanted was for Kate to get any hint of what was going on.
 
   Angela sucked his cock greedily, using her tongue to massage it with every bob of her head. Tim took one of his hands and wrapped it in her hair. He began bouncing her head up in down with even more force, and felt his cock push into the top of her throat with each stroke.
 
   “That’s right mom, suck it,” he said. “Oh god, mom, I’m going to cum!”
 
   Angela pulled back as soon as he said it. It was dark, but he could see that she had a grin on her face.
 
   “I’m only going to finish sucking if you stay here, Tim,” she whispered. “I want you to stay, for now and forever. We can keep it as our secret, meet up when it’s just the two of us and give in to our desires…”
 
   She was deep under the effect of the curse. Tim knew that the words were not really coming from her. This whole situation had begun from that little red potion, and it had turned both him and his mom into people he hardly recognized. He found himself getting angry, and grabbed his mother and pushed her down on the bed roughly.
 
   “You want me to fuck you? Fine!” He said to her as he jammed his cock into her wet and warm cunt.
 
   “Oh yeah Tim, fuck me!” 
 
   Angela began to orgasm the second he entered her. Her moans were too loud for them to hide what was going on, and Tim was forced to put his hand over her mouth. He fucked her hard. Excitement shot through his dick with every push. His mom’s pussy felt better than anything he had ever had before. He fucked her faster, and faster, and began to feel himself approaching the edge. He pulled his cock out and sprayed his load all over her face at the last second.
 
   “Go clean yourself up, mom.” Tim said to her bluntly. “And then head back to bed. This is goodbye for a while. I won’t be here when you wake up.”
 
   “What can I do to make you change your mind?” she asked pleadingly. “Please, Tim,”
 
   “I’m sorry mom, this is how it has to be. For the both of us.”
 
   She rubbed his back for a moment, and then got up and left the room. Tim collapsed back on his bed, and was asleep again within minutes.
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 4
 
    
 
   Tim woke up early to the cold wind of the morning. The sun was still below the horizon, and he moved quickly but quietly through the dark of his room, packing no more than the essentials into his knapsack. He had no idea what to expect from the road ahead. As far as clothes went, his bag only had enough room for a couple sets of shirts and shorts. The ancient tome given to him by Jarovian took up more room than expected, as did the sword, which he figured he should keep hidden away for the moment. He took another close look at it as he was setting it into his bag.
 
   The blade was incredibly reflective, and seemed to gleam with an almost unnatural sparkle. He tested out the makeshift sheath he had created for it and found that it held the weapon from his belt satisfactorily. He would wear it that way if space got tight in the future, but at least for the start of the journey, leaving town and traveling on the boat, he thought it best to keep in in his bag. It just barely managed to fit when set into it diagonally. 
 
   After mulling it over for a moment, he decided against taking the flask the old man had given to him. It was too large to fit into the bag neatly, and when he opened it, he greeted by an acrid smell that overwhelmed his nostrils. He set it aside in his closet, figuring that the potions of the old man had gotten him into enough trouble already.
 
   The last two items were the compass and cloth map. He set the compass into his pocket, figuring that it was small enough and practical enough that it was fine to keep it on his person. Tim glanced the map over, and noticed a small legend on it in the lower right hand corner. The island was larger than he had realized, about a dozen miles across and five miles north to south. He carefully folded it in half, and then set it inside the cover of the old tome.
 
   After taking one last look into his room to make sure he wasn’t missing anything, he set out into the hallway and shut the door behind him. He headed down into the kitchen and raided the fridge for leftovers from the night before, breaking fast with a full meal. It seemed appropriate, and he realized while doing it that he hadn’t even considered what he would do for food and water during the trip. That would be something that would have to be resolved while on route, he decided.
 
   After eating, Tim quietly headed out through his front door. He took a final look at his house before climbing onto his bike. No time table had been set up for this adventure. It might be a while before he could return, and as Tim started pedaling down the road, he couldn’t resist a final look back at the place that he had called home for so long.
 
   Marco’s house was his first destination. Tim felt a little guilty for asking him to come along. True, they had been friends for long enough that he was owed at least a few favors, and there was a very good chance that he would have offered to come anyway if had figured out that Tim was going, but the only thing he was really certain of that lay ahead was uncertainty. When he reached wherever the old man had chartered the boat for, this mysterious island of Manai, all bets were off. The girl could currently be held hostage by tribal people, for all the information Tim had to go on.
 
   Tim reached Marco’s house and hopped off his bike. He thought better of ringing the door bell, and instead pulled out his phone and texted his friend.
 
   “Hey. I’m outside,” he messaged. Marco’s response came after about a minute.
 
   “You were being serious last night?”
 
   “When am I ever not serious?”
 
   “Do you really want me to answer that?”
 
   Tim waited for a minute, debating whether or not it was worth pushing his friend into accompanying him if he really didn’t want to. Before he could message Marco back, the front door of the house opened, and his friend walked over to him, sporting a large backpack and sunglasses.
 
   “Nice shades, Antonio Banderas,” Tim joked.
 
   “Fuck you. You should be down on your knees thanking me for following along with your stupid ideas.”
 
   “You know it. Come on, grab your bike. We have a bus to catch.”
 
   His plan from the beginning had been to take advantage of public transportation for as long as he could. The address the old man had given him for the boat was a little out of the way, and the two of them would have to walk or possibly hitch hike the last couple of miles. Once on the boat, the trip would be much more straightforward. The lion’s share of the journey looked like it would be spent waiting to get to the island, and then searching for Lucia, Jarovian’s daughter.
 
   The two of them set off for the bus stop. Both were silent for a time, and then Tim heard his friend call up to him.
 
   “So this curse that you claim to be under,” Marco began, shouting to be heard over the noise of early morning traffic. “Why exactly is it so bad? I mean it seems like you had a pretty good day yesterday, at least compared to the one before it.”
 
   In a way, Marco was right. Yesterday had been a mess, but on the day for it, Tim had lost his girlfriend, a fight, and his job.
 
   “It…it makes people have trouble controlling themselves around me,” he said. “And it makes me have trouble controlling myself around them.” He did his best to be intentionally vague. Whether he liked it or not, the curse was something that was almost unbelievable in its function. The way that women threw themselves at him was ridiculous enough that he still almost had to pinch himself when he saw it in effect. And on top of that, he was stronger physically, but also much less in control. The fight with Carter yesterday had proven that. Tim wanted to be normal, and wasn’t interested in spending the rest of his life knowing he had this unwanted effect on other people.
 
   He thought back to the way his ex-girlfriend had looked at him after she heard about all of his exploits, and then her eyes after seeing what he had done to Carter. Tim didn’t want to be that person, not in the eyes of others and not in reality. He had decided then and there to go to whatever lengths necessary to get back to being ordinary.
 
   “Tim, we’ve known each other for years now,” said Marco, still not entirely sold on his description. “Can’t you give me a little more than that to go on? I’d like to know a bit more about what I’m walking into...”
 
   “Trust me, you’ll understand soon enough,” said Tim. “Besides, I don’t think there is any way to predict just what surprises this trip has in store for us.”
 
   The two of them arrived at the bus stop. They pedaled their way over to the bike rack and chained up their bikes.
 
   “Think they’ll be alright, just left here?” asked Tim.
 
   “Just how long do you think we’ll be gone for?”
 
   Tim didn’t answer. Instead, he started digging around in his pocket for change. They were about ten minutes early for the bus, and it would take them about half way to where the boat was supposedly going to dock and meet them.
 
   “Hey, I recognize that car,” said Marco, gesturing to the road. “Isn’t that-“
 
   A horn honked several times. Tim was looked over, distracted from what he was doing. He instantly recognized both the car and its occupant.
 
   “Kate,” he said, walking over to her unmistakably pink VW Beetle. “What the hell are you doing here?”
 
   “I could ask you the same thing!” She got out of her car and ran up to him, throwing her arms around him in a hug that seemed slightly gratuitous, given that they had just seen each other the previous night. “You can’t just run away from home, little brother.”
 
   “I’m not running away, I’m on a, uh, well…” Tim struggled for an explanation that would sound believable. “A friend of mine asked me to look for somebody for him. I’ll be back before you know it.”
 
   “You aren’t going,” Kate had the same stern expression on her face that Tim had occasionally saw on his step mom when she had put her foot down about something. “This is ridiculous, you have school and work!”
 
   “Well, just school now, and I’m not the kind of student the teachers are going to miss,” he said, smiling. “You can’t stop me Kate. Just get out of the way.”
 
   The bus was on its way over. Tim finally succeeded in finding the change in his pocket and began to make his way over to the stop.
 
   “Wait!” Kate yelled. She moved right up behind him and grabbed him by the back of the shirt. Her petite size made the gesture almost comical. “If you insist on going, I’m coming with you.”
 
   “No chance, the bus is right here,” Tim said as he dislodged her hand.
 
   “I will drive straight home and tell mom! We can check the bus schedule and meet you at every stop, if that’s how it has to be!”
 
   Tim was silent for a moment. The last thing he wanted was for his sister to get involved. It seemed like all of the women in his life, whether heavily affected by the curse or not, were intent on forcing themselves into his business. He didn’t want anything to happen with his sister that might warp their relationship. He also didn’t want to put her into a potentially dangerous situation. But it didn’t seem like he had much of a choice.
 
   “Fine, sis,” he said with a sigh. “You win. But you can’t breathe a word of any of this to anyone, ever.”
 
   “Fair enough, Tim.” 
 
   The three of them proceeded to climb into her car, Tim riding shotgun and Marco in back, and then set off.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 5
 
    
 
   A light silence hung over the group as they made their way out to the coast. Music played throughout the car, and as Tim listened to it, he couldn’t help but think about what lay ahead. The route was bumpy and under maintained, and seemed as though every turn led them into even more rural territory.
 
   “So what have you heard about this boat, anyway?” asked Marco from the back.
 
   “About as much as I’ve told you,” replied Tim. “Which is to say, nothing.”
 
   Kate was silent. Tim couldn’t help but empathize with her position. Was she in this of her free will, or did the curse have something to do with it? Regardless of the catalyst, she was here, and it was his responsibility to protect her.
 
   But protect her from what? Just why is it that the old man needed to send him in his steed, anyway? Everything from the map and compass, to the ancient tome, to the sword, all of it seemed to scream of not just adventure, but also danger. As much as he wanted to be able to reassure his sister that there would be no trouble on the path ahead, he could not do it in good faith.
 
   Several hours passed by. The sun began to rise up on the horizon, heating up the car with the rays of mid-morning.
 
   “We should stop for food,” suggested Kate. Tim realized that in her hurry to tail them, she must have skipped breakfast.
 
   “Where, exactly?” asked Marco. “There’s nothing here!”
 
   It was true. The long road ahead of them led through nothing but empty fields and dense forests. There were no buildings in sight, nothing but nature for miles around.
 
   “We’ll keep our eyes out for something,” said Tim. “I wouldn’t mind getting a bite before setting out to sea, either.”
 
   They continued down the road for a while, and all of the sudden, the ocean was in front of them. A small collection of buildings lay next to a tiny dock. Tim wondered for a moment if they had come the right way, but as he read the placard above one of the buildings, his concerns were put to doubt.
 
   “Manai Tourism Center” he read out loud as they pulled into the dirt parking lot. “This must be it.”
 
   The three of them stepped out of the car and stretched their legs. The sounds of the waves crashing against the shore filled their ears, along with the unmistakably familiar smell of the ocean.
 
   “Did the old man give you a ticket, or the name of somebody to meet, or something?” asked Kate.
 
   Tim shook his head. He looked around as he approached the building. Other than a couple of tiny rafts and fishing boats, there were no other seaworthy vehicles in sight. He walked up to the door of the main boathouse and knocked a couple of times. It opened easily under the force of his fist, swinging on its hinges with an eerie creaking noise.
 
   “Hello? Anybody home?” Tim asked as he gingerly stepped across the threshold. The inside was dark, lit only by a single candle. It was only a single room, and though he could see a desk with what looked like a travel ledger sprawled across it, there was nobody present.
 
   “Jarovian’s squire, I presume?”
 
   The voice had come from a blind spot to the left of the door. Tim jumped as it echoed through the room.
 
   “What?” he said, confusion evident in his voice. The man who had greeted him was dressed in a robe similar to the one the old man had always been wearing. He was tall and lithe, and as he walked towards Tim he extended one of his hands in greeting.
 
   “My name is Mathias,” he said, eyes talking stock of the three teenagers. “I will be your guardian and escort for the voyage across the ocean.”
 
   Tim looked over to Marco, and then to Kate, and then back to the man before reaching out and reciprocating the handshake. 
 
   “I’m Tim, nice to meet you,” he said. 
 
   There was a strange silence immediately after. Tim waited to see of the man would offer any sort of insight in to his current situation, and got nothing.
 
   “So, how is this all going to work, exactly?” he asked after a couple of tense moments. “I don’t see any ships here that could take us across the ocean.”
 
   “You are impatient, this I have been told already,” Mathias said. “None of these ships are for you.”
 
   He spoke with an authoritative voice, and again, Tim found the room filled with a strange and infinite seeming silence. This time he continued to wait, until the man continued.
 
   “The ship that will take you to Manai is on its way,” he said. “It is a ship of, how do you say? Money travelers and gawkers.”
 
   “Tourists? You mean tourists?” Marco jumped into the conversation. “Like a cruise ship?”
 
   “Ah yes, that is what I mean,” Mathias said. He moved over to the desk in the cabin and took a seat. “Normally we fill these ships with one hundred, two hundred people. From the cities, we bring them to Manai and back. This time the ship will be empty…”
 
   “Our own personal vacation voyage,” Tim said, smiling. “Now this I can get behind.”
 
   “I’m starting to feel really glad that I decided to follow you,” said Kate. She grabbed onto Tim’s arm and playfully rested her head against his shoulder.
 
   The three of them waited outside the shack for the boat to arrive. They all took their stuff out of Kate’s car and she proceeded to lock it, using the remote on her keys as though it was a magic wand.
 
   “Will it be okay here?” she asked Mathias. “Or should I move it a little further off the road?”
 
   “This is no longer a commonly used pick up spot for the ship, it will be fine,”
 
   It wasn’t too long before they spotted the ship off in the distance. As it drew closer, Tim realized just how big of a craft it really was. There were at least three decks, including the main one. It completely dwarfed any type of ship he had ever been on before. It slowly pulled up to the dock. It was still about 30 feet away when it came to a halt, and Tim began to wonder just how they would get onto it. As if to answer his question, a long plank like platform folded out off one of the sides, reminiscent of a medieval draw bridge.
 
   “I will be going with the three of you,” said Mathias as they all gathered at the end of the dock. “If you need anything, you can either ask me or one of the ship staff.”
 
   Tim hadn’t given any thought to who else would be on the ship. It did make perfect sense, given its size, that there would be at least a couple of people on it beyond them and the captain.
 
   The group made their way across the water and up to the ship. The deck was polished wood, and the huge, multi-level cabin seemed to be made of some type of white, polished composite material.
 
   “How is this possible?” asked Tim. “Why are we so important as to justify using a ship like this just to give us passage?”
 
   “You are the ones who come seeking Jarovian’s daughter,” said Mathias. “There are many within Manai who would gladly support such a cause, even at great expense. I would give my money or my life to see her again, and for her to have another chance at proving her claim to the throne.”
 
   Tim, Kate, and Marco exchanged a quick series of looks.
 
   “What the hell have you gotten us into, Tim?” asked Marco. Kate glared at him, and then rubbed Tim’s arm reassuringly.
 
   “Just sit back and enjoy the ride, Marco,” he said, patting his friend on the back. “Of course at this point, you don’t really have any other choice.”
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 6
 
    
 
   As Tim looked round the deck, he spotted some of the staff members of the ship. His jaw almost dropped as they made their way over. They were all gorgeous women, tanned with curvy and luscious bodies. As far as Tim could tell, there was not a single man in the bunch.
 
   “Hello, I’m Leah,” one of the women said as she stepped forward and introduced herself.  “You must be the one that Jarovian told us he would send?”
 
   Out of all of the women, Leah was the most attractive, by far. She was wearing the same ship uniform as the rest of them, which consisted of a pink bikini top and a long, purple skirt that seemed to billow outwards like hanging flow petals. She had nice breasts, a thin waist, and curvy hips that filled out her body in all the right places.
 
   “Yeah, I’m your guy,” he said to her with a smile. “For that, and more. My name is Tim.”
 
   He felt his sister elbow him hard in the side. Leah, just like all of the girls he encountered since undergoing the curse, seemed to flirt with him through her eyes. She stood a couple feet away, and her body language seemed open and inviting. Tim felt his heart pound slightly as he looked at her. For the first time since this had all begun, he had found a girl that seemed naturally beautiful and attractive to him.
 
   “Nice to meet you, Tim,” said Leah. “If there is anything I can do to make your stay more comfortable, please don’t hesitate to let me know.”
 
   Every one of her words seemed to be punctuated in a way that sent blood rushing to Tim’s dick. They held eye contact for a moment longer, and the tension between them was hot and almost visible. Finally, Leah stepped back to the group of women, and they walked inside the ship. Kate shot daggers at them with her eyes as they left.
 
   Mathias led the three of them below decks and down several winding hallways. The entire ship seemed to be encased with an almost antiseptic gleam. It felt as though it had been cleaned several times over in anticipation of them, and everything looked new and fresh. As they walked through the main lobby, Tim noticed not one, but three chandeliers hanging from the ceiling at various intervals.
 
   “How is this possible?” he asked Mathias as they walked. “I have never heard of Manai before, where is the money for a ship like this coming from?”
 
   “We take advantage of our small profile,” he replied. “There are many among the rich and elite that would prefer an island vacation experience that is a little more nuanced, and hidden from the public eye. They pay top dollar for what we provide.”
 
   The group turned down another corner. Ahead of Tim was a hallway of identical looking doorways. Mathias stopped in front of one right in the middle.
 
   “We have cabins that sleep two or three, but I assumed each of you would want a private room,” he said, handing them keycards and gesturing to the doors on either side of the one he was in front of. “Head inside and take some time to get settled, we will be departing very shortly,”
 
   He walked back the way they had come. After sharing a quick glance with Kate and Marco, Tim inserted his keycard into the doorway and then pushed it open.
 
   The room was immaculate, and full of everything anyone would expect out of a luxury cruise liner. The three teenagers walked inside, and gaped at the attention to detail that had obviously gone into every corner of the suite.
 
   “Wow, not too shabby,” said Kate. She walked over to the large, king sized bed, and collapsed backwards onto it. “Hop on, bro, it’s so soft.”
 
   Tim smiled, and then walked over and sat down on the bed.
 
   “Yeah it is, I definitely won’t mind sleeping on this tonight,” he said. “If they keep up this treatment when we get to the island, I might have to take my time tracking down this girl.” 
 
   “I’m going to drop my stuff off in my room,” Marco said. He shouldered his back pack and walked over to his room.
 
   “Tim, we should curl up and watch a movie tonight,” Kate said. Tim noticed that she had slid over right next to him on the bed. Her finger tips began to caress his neck.
 
   “Uh, I don’t know, sis,” he said to her. It hadn’t been as obvious immediately, but she was under the effect of the curse, too. Tim was beginning to see it more evidently. “I might just turn in early, and get some sleep,”
 
   “Oh, come on!” She said to him, exasperated. Kate sat up on the bed and hooked her arm around her brother’s, resting her head against his shoulder. “It will be fun. We might even be able to get room service to bring us some wine, if we’re lucky…”
 
   “Can I get back to you on this later? Like, after I’ve found this Lucia girl and set everything back to normal?” 
 
   “What are you so afraid of, Tim?” Kate’s hand had meandered its way down his chest and came to a rest on his crotch. It was only then that Tim realized just how horny and pent up he was. The sight of the staff girls from before had excited him, and apparently his dick was eager for action, as it quickly began to harden at his sister’s touch.
 
   “Kate, I don’t think you should…” his words trailed off as his sister began to massage his package. It felt amazing. Her touch seemed to melt his objections away like soft butter.
 
   “You have such a hard task ahead of you,” she said to him. Her voice had shifted into a tone that Tim had never heard before, soft and seductive. “It’s a very hard task, little bro. Just let your sweet sister help you out a little…”
 
   Kate began to unzip his pants. Tim felt like he was only half awake. The scene was so unreal, so dreamlike, and he couldn’t bring himself to stop it. His cock stood to attention as his sister pulled it out of his pants. She started stroking it gently.
 
   “That’s right Tim, it’s okay,” she said to him, drawing her face down closer to his cock. “Just let me work my magic…”
 
   A knock on the door interrupted them from their reverie.
 
   “Hey, can you guys let me in?” Marco’s voice could be heard from outside. “The doors lock automatically…”
 
   Tim snapped back to his senses. He pushed back the face of his beautiful sister and stuffed his cock back into her hands. Kate had a crestfallen look on her face. Tim put his hand on her cheek and kissed her on the forehead tenderly.
 
   “I love you Kate,” he whispered to her. “Let’s just keep things simple for now.”
 
   Tim got up and let Marco back into his cabin. A tense and awkward silence settled into the room immediately after he walked in.
 
   “What, what’s up?” he asked. Kate was blushing fiercely, and Tim did his best to avoid everyone’s eye contact.
 
   “Nothing, man,” said Tim, after another moment had passed. “Why don’t we all go and explore the rest of the ship?”
 
   “Good thinking, I’m starving,” said Marco. Kate gave Tim an embarrassed look, and then the three of them walked out of the room and into the hallway.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 7
 
    
 
   They soon discovered that the ship was much larger than any of them had expected. It took them several minutes just to make it back to the lobby full of chandeliers. The ship was like a maze of catacombs, and it was easy to get lost. Everything seemed like it had been designed for a load of passengers a magnitude greater than what it was currently carrying. Eventually, they made their way back out onto the deck.
 
   The sky had opened up, and the sun was in full bloom. The ship had been out of port for a while, and Tim could only just see a hint of the shoreline behind them. Ahead was nothing but the open ocean, and served as a sobering reminder, to him at least, of the uncharted nature of the journey ahead of him. They walked over to the edge of the deck and looked over the railing at the azure blue waves and sea foam below.
 
   “It’s nice, isn’t it?” Leah had made her way over and smiled at the three of them as they gaped at the ocean. “I like the trips we go on with a smaller passenger group. It makes for such a peaceful trip.”
 
   She was gorgeous, Tim again realized. Her eyes glinted at him like beautiful green gemstones, and at first he could only smile back.
 
   “Yeah, it is,” he said. “If my entire journey is going to be like this, I might as well start calling it a vacation.”
 
   A shadow passed across Leah’s face, and for a moment, she was quiet. She leaned against the railing next to Tim and put her hand on top of his.
 
   “I hope your entire journey is like this, Tim,” she said to him somberly.
 
   Another moment went by in silence. Then Marco took a step back, and sighed loudly.
 
   “I need to get some food! Can we get to the dining room, already?” he asked.
 
   “Yes, of course,” said Leah. “We’ve already had lunch, but there should still be some left down in the kitchens. Most of our dining staff is back on Manai…”
 
   “Thanks, Leah,” said Tim. Her hand was still on top of his, and he squeezed it encouragingly. Her face broke out into a beautiful smile, and she returned the gesture. Tim let the moment hang on the air, and then a thought popped into his head.
 
   “So did the old man command you guys to come out and pick us up?” he asked. “It seems weird that someone with so much authority would be working in a dingy prop shop…”
 
   Leah shook her head. “Jarovian did many great things for the islanders while he was in power. Just because he has been exiled does not mean that the people of Manai hold no love for him.”
 
   Her response only seemed to raise more questions in Tim’s head than it answered. He looked to Marco, who seemed oblivious to anything other than the possibility of food, and then to Kate, who seemed like she was pouting over Leah being present.
 
   “Why is everything concerning this man and his daughter explained to me and such a cryptic way?” he asked. “You’d think that he would want to explain the whole story to the one tasked with her rescue…”
 
   “She is not just his jewel, but our nation’s…” said Leah. “I really don’t know if I should be telling you this, all things considered, but I mean that literally. Lucia is the royal princess of Manai, by birthright, and Jarovian is our former ruler, now in exile.”
 
   It made perfect sense, but hearing it said out loud gave Tim pause. None of this was anything he could take lightly. This would not be an easy task. Tim’s mind began to race with questions, and he couldn’t stop himself from asking the most pressing one to Leah.
 
   “Why did he send me?” he said. “What do I have to do with anything?”
 
   As she opened her mouth to answer, Mathias walked over to the group. He was dressed in much finer garb than they had last seen him in, and held a large drink glass with a colored straw in one hand.
 
   “How are you enjoying the accommodations?” he asked them. “The three of you are our guests of honor, I hope you know.”
 
   “Everything had been wonderful,” Tim replied. “We were just on our way to the dining hall to get some food,”
 
   “Just rest for now, we will be having a celebration tonight. A feast will be provided, along with entertainment. Authentic Manai dancing and cooking, we owe it to ourselves to give you a true taste of our culture.”
 
   Tim looked over at Kate and Marco and saw that they were just as clueless as he was.
 
   “We appreciate that, but just what have we done to deserve all of this?” he asked.
 
   “It’s not what you’ve done, but what you will do,” Mathias replied. “And more importantly, who you were sent by. I have a couple more preparations to take care of, for now just rest, and we will send for you when the festivities are primed to begin.”
 
   Mathias turned and walked back towards the door he had come from, followed by Leah.
 
   “Well, we might as well see what else we can find on this thing,” Tim said. “I see no reason not to enjoy their hospitality.”
 
   Tim led his friends up a flight of stairs and onto one of the upper decks. He was greeted with a sight that made all of their spirits instantly lift up.
 
   “A pool!” cried Marco.
 
   “Not only that, but there is a waterslide, and a fountain!” said Kate.
 
   Tim took a moment to bask in the reality of the situation. It wasn’t going to be easy, finding Lucia and bringing her back. But at least it was providing him with some interesting sights and situations along the way.
 
   One of the female staff members was seated behind a counter to the side, and when she saw them eyeing the pool, she called them over and provided them with swimming suits. They were adorned with patterns similar to the one they had seen Leah wearing before, and the three of them made their way to the locker rooms and quickly changed into them.
 
   When they were back up on the top deck, Tim caught sight of his sister and had to work to keep his jaw from dropping. He noticed that she was having a similar effect on Marco.
 
   “Dude, I don’t know if I’ve ever told you this before, but your sister is-“
 
   “Shut up, Marco,” Tim said, cutting him off. He couldn’t disagree with the assessment, however. Kate’s already large tits seemed like they wanted to pop right out of the fabric of the top, and the bottom of the bikini clung to her hips and rear in a way that made amazing use of her curves.
 
   “Let’s do this!” called Kate as she made her way over. 
 
   They jumped into the pool and spent a while playing games in the water. It was relatively deep, at least compared to what Tim had expected, and they took turns doing cannon balls off the side. After about an hour, they made their way back onto the deck, right as one of the female staff members was on the way over.
 
   “It’s almost time for the dinner celebration,” she said to them. “Will the three of you be joining us?”
 
   “Of course,” said Tim. “Trust me, if there is going to be food and dancing, you need not even ask.”
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 8
 
    
 
   Tim, Marco, and Kate made their way back to their rooms. More clothing had been laid out for them on their beds, light island shirts and shorts for the men and a nice summer dress for Kate. They met up in the hall after they had all changed.
 
   “I am officially starving,” said Marco. “I hope their food is up to par with the rest of their hospitality,”
 
   “There’s only one way to find out,” said Tim.
 
   They made their way back to the chandelier lobby. Leah was waiting for them there.
 
   “Our guest of honor!” she said, greeting Tim with a hug. He could hear Kate releasing a frustrated sigh as he wrapped his arms around Leah. Her breasts were soft, and pushed up against his chest as they hugged.
 
   “I am your guest, but not so honorable, I think,” he said to her. She still had her arms around him, and he could feel heat spreading through his body.
 
   “I wouldn’t mind discovering more about that later tonight,” she whispered into his ear. They broke their embrace, and Tim glanced back at her sister. The angry look plastered on her face left no ambiguity over whether or not she had heard the last comment.
 
   Leah led them out onto the main deck. Only a sliver of the sun’s orange glow could be seen on the edge of the horizon. The staff had set up a small stage, and several long tables, on each of which was a large variety of exquisite looking food.
 
   “Finally,” groaned Marco. “I thought I was going to starve at sea,”
 
   “That would be a tragedy, indeed,” mocked Tim.
 
   Mathias was standing in front of the stage, and gestured for them to grab plates as they approached him.
 
   “Eat up, my friends,” he said. “The festivities will begin shortly.”
 
   Tim helped himself to a plate of food. There was a table full of coconut gourds, and he helped himself to one of those as well. He took a sip of the liquid inside, and was slightly surprised to taste alcohol.
 
   “I wonder if they know that we’re all under 21?” he asked Kate, with a grin plastered on his face.
 
   “Well, we’re over 18, and I think we’re technically in international waters at this point,” she said, grabbing a coconut for herself. “We might as well enjoy.”
 
   After they had grabbed their food, the three of them sat down at one of the tables in front of the stage. None of the staff seemed to be joining them, at least not at the tables, and Mathias seemed to be busy directing people around. It left the three of them to be the sole guests of the ship, with no illusions otherwise.
 
   They ate their food and enjoyed themselves. For all intents, it seemed as though they were at a nice restaurant, and they took advantage of the hospitality provided, sampling the wide variety of dishes and eating their full. After a couple of minutes, Leah walked out onto the stage. She was in an elaborate costume. Her dress was made of feathers, gems adorned a skimpy top which only managed to just barely cover her bountiful breasts, and her arms and stomach had patterns drawn on them with glitter encrusted body paint. She stood still for a moment, staring at the ground, and then music began to play.
 
   Leah started dancing. A spotlight beamed down onto her from one of the higher decks. She smiled broadly, and swung her hips around, slowly and sensually, to the beat of the music. Her breasts bounced as she moved, and Tim couldn’t take his eyes off her. She walked toward the end of the stage and leaned forward, giving the audience of three a generous view of her cleavage. One of her arms extended out towards where they were sitting, and with one finger she beckoned for Tim to come up on stage. He gathered himself out of his seat, did his best to hide his growing erection, and made his way over.
 
   As he walked up the steps and onto the stage, Leah faced him, and began to dance close to him. She brushed her butt against his crotch with her gyrating movements. He could feel his erection throb in rhythm with the music. She turned towards him, and their eyes locked together. Tim couldn’t help himself. He reached out and grabbed her around the waist, and brought her body against his. She smiled, and wrapped her arms around him.
 
   “What the fuck, Tim?” Kate yelled from the table. 
 
   He turned to see her staring at the two of them. He had almost forgotten that she was there. Her emotions were worn freely on her face. She blinked rapidly, and Tim could just barely catch sight of tears coalescing in the corners of her eyes. He stepped away from Leah, but it was too late. Kate pushed her chair back and stormed off towards the entrance of the lower decks.
 
   “Kate, hold on,” he called after her. “What’s wrong?
 
   He glanced towards Leah. She was still under the spotlight, and seemed to be confused by the outburst. Tim pushed her away gently, and then hopped off the stage. Marco gave him a discouraging look on the way by. He didn’t stop to explain. He knew that this was due in part to the curse, but he still felt responsible. 
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 9
 
    
 
   “Hold on Kate, just talk to me for a second!” he said as he caught up with her in the hallway. She started walking away faster, and he could see the wet splash marks of tears that she left in a trail behind her.
 
   “What needs to be said, Tim?” she said to him, her voice heavily laden with emotion. “Should I head back to the party, and watch you and your new girlfriend dance some more? What do I matter?”
 
   Tim increased his pace, and reached and grabbed her arm as she rounded the corner to the cabins.
 
   “You’re my sister, Kate!” he said. “What do you want me to say? I love you, and you know it!”
 
   “Show me that you love me Tim,” Kate turned towards him. Two long, wet trenches streaked down her face. She stepped close to him and placed her hand on his chest.
 
   “I want to see how much you love me…” she said. Her face was close to his now, and Tim could see her face flush red as he leaned in nearer.
 
   They shared a passionate kiss. Fire shot through Tim’s body as he felt his sister’s tongue flick across his. Kate pushed her body against his, and he could feel the softness of her breasts against his chest.
 
   “Oh, Tim,” she said. A small moan escaped her lips as he began to run his hands down her back and across her butt.
 
   “Let’s go into my room, cool down for a little bit,” he said to her. His cock was hard, and he felt like it was betraying the words he was speaking.
 
   “Let’s go, Tim,” said Kate. “I want to be alone with you,”
 
   The door to Tim’s rom was only a few feet away. He opened it, and his sister threw her arms around his neck as they walked inside. The kissed deeply, and then Kate pulled his shirt up over his head.
 
   “Kate, we shouldn’t…” he said to her. All of his logical and common sense thinking capacity was telling him to stop, and keep things from going any further. He felt incredibly aroused, but also incredibly guilty. He wanted his sister, but knew that he shouldn’t have her.
 
   “Just lie down with me on the bed, Tim,” she said, taking her shirt off and revealing her huge breasts, covered only by a tiny bra.
 
   He sighed, and then joined her next to the bed. Her hands ran up the length of his bare chest, and it sent waves of fire coursing through his body. He felt passion well up inside him, and then take over, and he leaned in and kissed her again. Kate wrapped her arms around him and pulled him onto the bed and onto her.
 
   The temperature of the room instantly seemed to go up by a dozen degrees. Tim was grinding his crotch against his sister. His cock was hard, and it ached for her. He found the clasp of her bra and undid it, exposing her gorgeous, naked tits to his eyes.
 
   “Kate,” he said to her. His hands came to rest on top of her chest, and he felt the softness of her immense globes. “Are you sure?”
 
   She nodded, and it was as though a starting pistol had gone off in a race. Tim ripped the rest of her clothes off. Kate was shaved down below and seeing his sister entirely naked made his cock throb and hurt. She undid the zipper of his shorts and pulled them down. Tim’s cock popped out right in front of her face, and Kate did not hesitate, licking it and sucking it with practiced efficiency.
 
   “Oh god, sis…” he said. Tim was lying down against his bed and could only watch as Kate bobbed up and down on his cock, her tits bouncing in rhythm with each suck. It was too much for him, and could feel himself getting ready to explode.
 
   “Not yet, baby bro,” whispered Kate, pulling her lips off his cock. She straddled him, and slowly lowered her cunt down on his rod. 
 
   “Oh yeah,” he said. Kate was tight, and Tim could feel her pussy pulsing as it wrapped itself around his dick. He grabbed her hips and began to bounce her up and down. She moaned with desire and bit down on her lip, her eyes closed in an erotic state of ecstasy.
 
   “Oh god, fuck me,” she said to him. “Don’t stop,”
 
   Tim fucked his sister hard. He pumped his hips up as he pulled her down onto him. He could feel his cock going deep inside of her, and soon enough, she began to tense up in the familiar style of an orgasm. 
 
   “Oh baby brother, yes, yes!” she said, collapsing exhausted on top of him.
 
   Tim could feel his own orgasm building, and he flipped his sister underneath him. He began to fuck her as though his life depended on it, slapping his crotch against hers rhythmically and loudly. After a minute, he was about to blow.
 
   “Wait, not inside me Tim!” his sister pushed him off her at the last second. Tim’s cock exploded right as she was sitting up, and his cum sprayed onto her face and hair.
 
   “Oh god, sis, that was amazing,” he said to her, the two of them collapsing onto the bed. “I love you, Kate,”
 
   She grabbed his hand and rubbed it encouragingly. “I love you too, baby bro,”
 
   Suddenly, a loud bang punctuated the silence. Tim felt the ship shake slightly, and a constant, rumbling noise began to spread through the room.
 
   “What the hell is that?” he asked. The two of them quickly began putting on their clothes. As Tim walked towards the door of the cabin, another loud banging noise hit, and this time the ship seemed to jump as it did. The force of it was enough to knock Tim off his feet. He stood up, and realized that the floor was now at an angle.
 
   “We have to get out of here,” said Kate. She walked towards the door and opened it. Instead of being greeted by the symmetrical rows of cabin doors in the outside hallway, a gigantic wave exploded into the room, flooding it with water. 
 
   “Kate, are you okay?” asked Tim. She nodded her head, but her face was a mask of fear. The water level was rising quickly, and it seemed like the hallway was only more flooded. 
 
   “Come on, if we don’t get to the upper floor, we’re done for,” he said to her, taking her hand in his. The two of them pushed into the flooded hallway. The way up to the surface was still open, albeit quickly flooding with water. By the time they had made it to the chandelier lobby, the water was already up to their necks.
 
   “Tim, look out!” Kate cried. A wave crashed into him hard from behind, knocking him away from her and forcing the air out his lungs. Darkness settled over the room as he felt himself being swept away, and he had to fight to keep himself from being pulled under. He took a deep breath and began swimming towards the stairs, feeling the cold water chill his body to the core.
 
    
 
   END
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