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CHAPTER 1
“You’ve never been on a vacation like this before, Mike!”

Laura Grant’s voice had a matter of fact, almost condescending tone that always managed to get under Mike’s skin. He sat next to her in the car. She had her window down, the wind blowing her chestnut brown hair around and nipping at the fabric of her sundress.

“And I never want to go on a vacation like this,” said Mike. “I still don’t understand why I couldn’t have stayed home in the first place. I’m 18.”

His stepmom smiled at him. The expression was affectionate, caring, and laced with the same parental authority that Mike had found so detestable in her voice a moment before. 

Mike had always gotten along with Laura well enough. She was the only mother he’d ever known, stepping in almost immediately after his biological mother’s death in childbirth. Laura was a caring mother, a bit overprotective and prone to doting on her stepson from time to time, but always with her heart in the right place.

“It’s because you’re 18 that I can’t leave you home alone,” she laughed. “I know what kind of trouble you’d get into, young man.”

Laura reached over and set a hand on Mike’s thigh, her fingers coming into contact with the bare skin below the edge of his shorts. He flinched. His body didn’t seem to care that it was his mother doing the touching, judging from his reaction, and a flash of embarrassment waved over him.

I need some quality alone time. Damn it, I really wish I could’ve stayed home!

“I would have been on my best behavior, mom,” he said. “It’s still not too late. I could take the car home and pick you up when the cruise ship comes back to harbor.”

Laura laughed and slipped her hand up a bit higher on his thigh. She slowed the car to a stop at a red light and then turned to face her son.

“I know the things young men do when given enough wiggle room.” She flashed a coy smile at him. “I was young once, too.”

To the eyes of almost anyone, Laura was still young. She was 36 and looked as though she was in her mid-twenties. Her petite body was in the kind of perfectly toned shape that only years of regular aerobics and yoga classes can bring about in most women.

She had medium length auburn hair that she usually wore down. Laura, strangely enough, acted oblivious to the effect her body had on men. Her large, well-formed breasts were inspirational in the way they attracted horny, leering eyes, and her butt was just the right size and shape to do the same.

“Whatever, mom,” said Mike. He tried not to glance down the low-cut front of her sun dress as she leaned over to plant a kiss on his cheek.

Why can’t she dress more conservatively? I’m just glad it won’t be a problem for the next few days.

The stoplight turned green, and Laura pulled the car forward.

“I hope you’ll at least try to have a good time,” she said. “Just because it’s a women’s retreat doesn’t mean there won’t be things for you to do.”

Mike sighed. He fully anticipated being bored out of his mind, stuck on a cruise ship with a bunch of old, out of shape women, his mother excluded. He still couldn’t understand what had possessed her to purchase the trip in the beginning.

“Mom, I’m a man,” he said. “There’s a halfway decent chance that they won’t even let me on the ship. Isn’t this cruise for women only?”

“I bought you a children’s ticket,” she said. “Sorry. I thought I told you that already.”

Mike gritted his teeth.

As though being dragged along wasn’t enough… This is stupid.

 “Mom, I’m 18,” said Mike. “I am very clearly not a child.”

“It was the only option I had!” Laura looked at him pleadingly. “Please, don’t make such a big deal out of this.”

She reached her hand back over and ran it through his hair. The gesture only fueled Mike’s anger, making him feel like a little kid again.

She doesn’t take me seriously. I’m not her little baby boy anymore.

“Here it is!” Laura pulled her hand back and set it on the wheel as she turned the car into a large parking lot next to a harbor. 

Mike could already see the cruise ship in the water. It was huge, and the upper levels of it jutted up over most of the buildings on the edge of the dock. He was still fuming at the idea of being aboard on a children’s ticket, but it was hard not to see possibility within the behemoth ship.

“Come on, sweetie,” said Laura. She climbed out of the car and began pulling their bags out of the backseat. Mike took his and pulled the strap over his shoulder.

Laura locked the car. She and Mike began walking over to where a group of fellow cruise ship passengers were waiting to board. It was all women, and as Mike scanned the crowd, he was surprised by how young and attractive most of them were.

Maybe this won’t be as bad as I expected it would be?

“Oh my god!” A familiar voice came from the side of the crowd. “Please tell me you’re just dropping off her luggage for her?”

Danica Williams was popular, attractive, social, and possibly the most lusted after girl at Mike’s high school. An unfortunate incident involving an open water bottle and a hallway collision when they were both freshman had given Danica a reason to hate Mike’s guts. She really, really hated him, and it was part of the reason Mike had been unsuccessful with girls and social cliques for the past four years.

“Uh… Danica?” Mike’s heart sank. “What are you doing here?”

“What does it look like I’m doing here?” She glared at him and then rolled her eyes.

Danica was gorgeous, the type of girl that was too attractive to even spread rumors about. She was tall, almost the same height as Mike. Her boobs were big, and she knew what to wear to emphasize their appeal. Her long blonde hair was usually pulled back into a ponytail, out of the way of her striking green eyes.

“Hello, Danica,” said Laura. “He’s here with me. I couldn’t just leave him in the house on his own for a week.”

“This cruise is for women only!” Danica’s voice was loud and accusatory. “You do understand that, right?”

Several other women in the crowd had turned to look at Mike. He felt his face heating up as Danica continued to press the point.

“Relax, Danica,” said Laura. “He’s my son. I bought him a children’s ticket. It’s allowed under the cruise’s policy.”

“A children’s ticket?” Danica started laughing.

“Look, can you just leave it be?” asked Mike. “The cruise ship is huge. I’ll keep to myself, and you-“

“Aww, little baby Mikey wants me to leave it be?” Danica spoke in childish, mocking voice. “You poor little thing. Good thing your mommy is here to take care of you.”

I’ve never wanted to punch someone so badly in my life before.

A few women in the crowd chuckled and even more turned to look at Mike. He felt his face turning red. Danica’s taunting, as juvenile and pathetic as it may have been, was getting under his skin.

“I don’t want to be here,” he said. “Go bother someone else.”

Danica flicked a few strands of hair out of her face and set her hands on her hips.

“Just so you know, I’m going to tell everyone at school about this when we get back.” Danica smirked at him with evil lips. “Hope you enjoy your vacation!”

She turned away and walked off. Mike sighed and tried to ignore the glances and whispered conversations of the women around him.

“I think she likes you, sweetie.” Laura poked him in the ribs and smiled.

“She’s a…” Mike stopped himself before saying the word bitch, not wanting to swear in front of his mother. “She’s one of the reasons why people don’t take me seriously at school.”

“Oh, don’t worry about stuff like that!” His mom ruffled his hair, and then planted a kiss on his cheek, her lips drawing dangerously close to the corner of his mouth.

And you’re the other reason, mom.








  
 




 
   

CHAPTER 2
A few minutes went by, and then finally, an employee stepped down the gangway and began allowing passengers onto the cruise ship. Mike was still reeling from Danica and her insults. He tried not to notice the women that were still staring at him as he approached the edge of the dock.

Laura handed the employee their tickets when their turn finally arrived. The female employee looked at them, and then back at Mike and his mom, and then back at the tickets. She coughed.

“Uh, how old are you, again?” The employee’s voice was full of uncomfortable skepticism.

“He’s 18,” said Laura, before Mike could answer. “The cruise ship allows for children 18 and under to board with their parents, regardless of gender.”

“I’m pretty sure the policy applied to children under 18,” said the employee. “With 17 as the cutoff.”

Mike decided to seize the opportunity that had presented itself.

“Oh, whoops, our mistake!” He grabbed his bag and moved to step out of line. “I’ll see you in a week, mom!” 

“Not so fast!” Laura grabbed him and pulled him against her in a motherly embrace, cradling his head against her bosom. “This is my son! He’s coming with me.”

Mike blushed. His mom’s breasts were soft, and her body was bodacious.

I can’t think like that. She’s my mother, for crying out loud.

“Fine.” The employee waved them through, apparently not wanting to hold up the line for any longer than she already had. “Just keep him out of trouble.”

Laura linked her arm through Mike’s and began leading him up the connecting bridge triumphantly.

“Why are you so dead set on having me with you?” asked Mike. The two of them stepped onto the ship’s immaculately polished wooden deck. The ship was gigantic, with each of the upper levels taking up at least as much space as a city block.

“We’ve already been over this, sweetie,” said Laura. “I can’t just leave you home alone.”

“You could have Alice check in on me.” Mike folded his arms. “That’s worked plenty of times in the past.”

Alice was their kind, elderly neighbor. Mike had been mowing her lawn, raking up leaves, and shoveling her driveway since he was ten. She’d always rewarded him with homemade cookies and a small stipend for his effort.

“Mike…” Laura looked over at him with loving eyes. “Fine. I could have done that, yes. But I didn’t. Because I thought you’d end up enjoying yourself.”

Mike shook his head.

“I told you I didn’t want to go,” he said.

“Your classmate is here, too,” said Laura. “There’s probably at least a dozen other girls your age running around. Who knows, you could find romance on the high seas?”

Mike tried not to let his frustration with her show.

Why does she say things like that? It’s like she enjoys making me feel uncomfortable.

“Whatever, Mom.” Mike increased his pace, pulling in front of her as he followed the other passengers toward the front entrance to the main deck.

“Mike!” Laura had to jog to keep up with his pace. “Look, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to upset you. I wanted you to come with me because… I love you.”

Mike sighed and slowed so she could keep up more easily. He turned to look at his mom and saw the honest emotions in her eyes. 

She really cares about me.

It was a little hard for him to meet her gaze. He could see the way she felt about him in it. It was loving, protective, and soft. It made Mike feel a strange, uncomfortable mixture of emotions.

“I love you too, Mom,” he finally said. “I’ll try to enjoy myself, I guess.”

Laura stepped up to her tip toes and pulled his head down so she could give him a kiss on his forehead.

“That’s all I ask,” she said.

They headed through the double doors leading into the lobby of the main deck. The space was huge. A large chandelier hung from the high ceiling overhead, vaguely reminding Mike of pictures he’d seen of the Titanic.

He and his mom came to a stop behind several other passengers, all of whom were staring up at the top of a luxury staircase leading up to the second level. A podium had been set up on the edge of it, and two women in pressed uniforms stood on either side.

Mike suddenly realized that he hadn’t seen any men, even male employees, since arriving at the dock. He glanced around. Several women nearby had been staring at him, and they nervously glanced away as his eyes met theirs. He still didn’t see any other men.

Am I seriously the only guy on this cruise ship? There must be at least a few others, maybe a ship engineer, or the captain, or something…

As if in response to his silent question, a woman in a captain’s uniform made her way over to the podium from a door behind the stairs. She looked to be in her early forties and had a serious look on her attractive face. Her eyes scanned the crowd. Mike winced, feeling suddenly nervous. Luckily, the captain didn’t appear to notice him.

“Welcome, ladies.” The captain spoke into the microphone on the podium, her voice radiating through the lobby. “My name is Captain Michelle. This is the 47th voyage of Goddess Cruise Lines. I’m happy to have all of you on my ship.”

The women around Mike, including his mother, cheered in response. The feminine energy in the lobby was almost intoxicating. He could smell a mixture of perfumes in the air.

“Basic ground rules apply, of course,” said Captain Michelle. “You’ve already agreed to them upon purchasing your tickets, but as a general reminder, it’s expected that you treat your fellow passengers and the staff with respect.”

Captain Michelle continued on, going down the list of rules and expectations in a serious, authoritative voice. Mike felt more out of place than he had back on the docks, and hoped that she wouldn’t notice him among the crowd.

She seems like the kind of woman that wouldn’t hesitate to kick me off the ship, just to prove a point.

“Finally,” said Captain Michelle. “Everything that happens on Goddess Cruise Lines, stays on Goddess Cruise Lines. It’s expected that you will not share photos of other passengers, or start rumors about their behavior. This cruise ship is a safe space.”

Mike raised an eyebrow. It seemed like a strange rule to have as official policy, and he wondered about the implications of it. Laura reached her arm over and put it around his waist, a gesture that was almost a little too intimate for a mother and son.

“This is going to be fun, sweetie,” she whispered.

Mike didn’t say anything. She looked amazingly sexy and seductive in her sun dress. He pulled away from her side embrace, feeling suddenly uncomfortable.

A number of women were still watching Mike, some of them around his age or just a bit older. It felt different from how it had before. It wasn’t because Danica had drawn attention to him, or out of curiosity. The eyes of the women were sizing him up, appraising him. Mike was tall and broad shouldered, and it made him look older than most 18 year olds.

I’m not just a kid that got dragged along by his mom, and I’ll prove it if I get the chance.








  
 




 
   

CHAPTER 3
Captain Michelle ended the assembly shortly after. Several female employees walked down from the stairs to take her place. They passed out keycards and explained how to tell from your ticket’s number exactly where you’d be rooming. Laura and Mike were upstairs on the second deck.

Mike lifted up his bag and prepared to walk up the stairs with his mom. He heard Danica’s voice coming from his right and frowned. She was headed over, along with her mother, who Luke had seen only a couple of times before at school functions.

“Vera,” said Laura. “I thought you might be on this cruise. How are you?”

Mike’s mother shared a hug with Danica’s mother, leaving the two feuding teenagers to stand around awkwardly in their parent’s wake.

“Yes, well, I promised Danica we’d go on one a while back,” said Vera. “I could also use the chance to unwind.”

Vera was an attractive woman in her late thirties. She looked a lot like her daughter, but with a sensual air about her, and slightly larger breasts. Around Mike’s school, she was commonly one of the moms referred to as a cougar, though he paid little attention to that kind of talk. His mom received just as much attention, if not more, and it forced him to tune out when the topic of hot older women came up among his friends.

“And Michael is here, as well?” Vera smiled and stepped in closer to him. She wore a pair of white slacks and form fitting, low cut blouse. Mike tried not to notice.

“Yeah,” said Mike. “I kind of got dragged along. I know it’s a woman’s only cruise and all.”

Vera smiled and set one of her hands on his shoulder. 

“Oh, I’m sure you’ll find plenty of ways to entertain yourself,” she said, in a quiet voice. “If you get bored, perhaps we can go for a walk around the upper deck.”

“Mother!” Danica frowned and grabbed her mom’s other hand. “We need to go find our cabin.”

Vera locked eyes with Mike. She wore a nuanced amount of makeup, and her natural beauty was enough to make it work. Her lips were soft and luscious, and it almost seemed like she was flaunting them for him.

“Yes, we should be going, too,” said Laura. “Come on Mike. We’ll run into each other after we’re settled, I’m sure.”

He nodded and turned away from the other two women.

I really, really want to go on that walk.

To get to their cabin, Mike and Laura first had to head back out onto the outside deck. The cruise ship was slowly pulling out of port, and the afternoon sun was slipping lower on the western horizon. The air smelled of sea salt and possibilities.

Laura led him up the outer set of stairs that would bring them to where they need to be. She was talking, but Mike could barely focus enough to listen, still excited from the encounter with Vera.

She is a total MILF. It would be so perfect if I could do something with her.

A strong gust of wind blew across the ship from further out at sea. Laura yelped as her sundress flew up a couple of inches. From right behind his mom, Mike had a totally unobstructed view of her toned butt and tiny blue and white frilled panties. He blinked, realizing what he was doing as his mom forced her dress back down.

“Whoops!” she said, laughing. “The wind is so strong here.”

“Uh… yeah,” said Mike.

Did I seriously just look up my mother’s dress?

He tried to ignore how turned on he felt as they stepped onto the second floor. Numerous other passengers were streaming in through a central door, and the two of them followed along. It led to a hallway, and Mike and Laura scanned the door plaques as they made their way forward.

“Here we are,” said Laura. “Cabin 212.” 

She pulled out digital keycard that one of the employees had given her and ran it through the card reader slot. The door opened, and she and Mike walked inside.

“It’s… smaller than I was expecting,” said Mike.

He realized what an understatement that was as he glanced around the room. There was a bed against the middle of the wall to the right, smaller than his own queen size bed back home.

The room was oriented in a way that made it the center focus, nightstands on either side of the bed and a TV mounted on the wall across from it. There was a door that led to a bathroom on the far side of the room, a telephone, and not much else.

“Where’s my bed?” asked Mike.

Laura walked over to the bed and sat down on it, crossing her legs. She didn’t say anything, and a strange, hot sensation ran through Mike’s body as he met her eyes.

“Well, you’re here on a child’s ticket, Mike,” she said. “We only get one cabin, with one bed.”

Mike set his hand on his forehead. His mom leaned forward to slip off her sandals, accidentally flashing him a view of her cleavage that made him feel shameful and wrong.

“Mom, this bed isn’t big enough for the both of us!” Mike shook his head, feeling like he’d stepped into a bizarre movie plot. “I’ll have to sleep on the floor, or something.”

“Would you get over yourself, sweetie?” Laura rolled her eyes at him. “It’s not that big of a deal. We’ll stick to either side of the bed, and it will be fine.”

She shifted so that she was lying on the bed and then patted the spot next to her. Mike blinked, and then slowly took off his shoes to join her.

She’s probably right. It won’t be that big of a deal, as long as we’re careful.

Mike’s shoulders brushed against his mom’s soft arm as he lay on his back in bed. She rolled over so she was facing him and set a hand on his chest. He felt uncomfortably hot.

“See? It’s not so bad…”

Mike turned so he was facing his mom. Her dress was almost falling off of her, the edge of her bra showing through the top. She reached over to hug him, and Mike let her. Unbelievably, his cock began to harden in his shorts.

What the fuck? She’s my mother, 

“We’ll share the bed,” said Laura, her voice a whisper, “…and in the morning, we’ll be well rested to enjoy what the ship has to offer.”

Mike stared at his mom’s luscious lips and the smooth, soft curve of her neck and shoulders. His eyes settled on the line of her bust. The sun dress had slid down as she’d shifted on the bed, and he could see the bulging flesh of her big, soft breasts begging for release.

“I don’t know about this,” said Mike. “If we explain to the staff what happened, I’m sure they’d let us book another cabin.”

Laura wasn’t listening. She reached one of her hands over to Mike’s head and ran a hand through his hair. She was smiling at him. Her eyes gleamed with emotions that reminded Mike of his childhood, the way she’d stare down at him when tucking him into bed, or helping him with his homework.

“I’m really glad you came with me, Michael,” she said. “We don’t spend enough time together, anymore.”

Mike didn’t say anything.

It won’t be that bad. And it means so much to her.

His cock strained against the tight confines of his boxer briefs. Mike tried to pretend that he didn’t know exactly what it meant, and where his arousal came from.

“I’m glad I came too, mom,” he said. “I want to come with you more often. On trips like this, I mean.”

Laura kissed him softly on the cheek, her hot breath tickling the hairs on his neck, and feeling far more exciting than it should have.

“I’m going to take a bath,” she said. Mike watched as she rolled to the side of the bed and slipped off it, readjusting her dress over her boobs and butt with cute, modest movements.








  
 




 
   

CHAPTER 4
The cabin had a small, circular window that looked out onto the ocean and the main deck below. Mike peered out of it, watching people moving by on the polished wood. He could hear the water in bathroom running, and tried not to think about his mother and her current state of undress.

What’s wrong with me? It’s not alright for me to be thinking like this.

He walked back over to the bed, which was only a couple of steps away from the window, and then collapsed down on it. The drive out to the docks had taken a couple of hours, and Mike’s body still felt compressed from being in a seat for so long.

A remote sat on top of the nightstand directly to the left of the bed. Mike grabbed it with one hand and then opened the top drawer of the nightstand with his other. There was a room service menu placed neatly inside of it. He picked it up, turned it over, and found a schedule of cruise ship activities on the back.

Zumba, yoga, dance parties, and wine tastings. I guess that’s just to be expected.

He set it aside on top of the nightstand. Some of the activities could still be fun. His cock was still hard inside his shorts, and the idea of being in a yoga class full of attractive women in tight leggings was, admittedly, quite appealing.

“Mike?” Laura’s voice came from behind the closed bathroom door. “Can you bring me my shampoo? It should be in the small pocket of my luggage, on top.”

Mike rolled off the bed. He found his mom’s bag and spend a couple of seconds searching for her shampoo before finding it. Still thinking about whether or not he’d be able to pull off crashing a yoga class or a dance party, he walked over to bathroom door and opened it without thinking.

He heard his mom’s surprised shout before his eyes had even focused on the scene. Laura had instinctively pushed up out of the tub, pulling one arm over her breasts and jamming a hand against her crotch. 

Soap suds and steamy water dripped down her cleavage, intensifying the sex appeal of her boobs by a factor of ten. Her hair was slicked back, mermaid style. She was blushing, and her eyes were wide with shock and surprise.

I am a fucking idiot.

“Sorry!” Mike immediately turned around, dropping the shampoo on the bathroom’s tile floor in a clumsy rush. “I am so sorry, mom!”

Laura didn’t say anything. Mike heard water dripping off her body, and then light, wet footsteps on the floor, followed by the sound of a towel being unfolded. His cock ached with eager desire, willing him to turn around and catch another forbidden glimpse. He fought down both the urge and his own shame.

“It’s okay, sweetie,” his mom finally said. “I have a towel on. You can turn around.”

Mike winced, but let himself turn to face her. Laura actually had two towels on, one hanging from her chest and only barely managing to cover her ample assets, and the other wrapped around her hair.

“I wasn’t thinking,” said Mike. “I didn’t see anything, I swear.”

Laura smiled, still blushing, and stepped toward him.

“It’s okay, even if you did,” she said. “I mean, I am your mom, after all. These things happen.”

Her words had an illicit quality to them, but Mike was sure that it was just in the way he heard them and not in her voice. He swallowed hard and forced himself to look her in the eyes, still trying to will down his painfully hard erection.

“I brought you the shampoo.” He felt stupid saying the words, but he needed to break the tension in the air, somehow.

“Thank you, honey.” Laura bent down to pick the bottle up off the ground. “Whoops!”

The fold holding the towel in place slipped and Laura had to scramble to pull it back around her body. Mike saw more of the skin of his mother’s breasts, and a hint of the edge of the areola on one. Laura pulled the white cotton fabric of the towel tight against her front as she leaned back up, blushing even more furiously than she had been before.

She’s sexy. Beyond sexy.

“It just doesn’t want to stay on me,” she said, laughing nervously. Mike forced himself to laugh, too.

“I, uh…” He chewed his lip, staring at the wall instead of the gorgeous, mostly uncovered woman in front of him. “I’m going to take a look around the rest of the ship.”

“Okay, sweetie.” Laura reset her towel and then took a step closer to him, extending her arms for a hug. “Be back before it gets too dark.”

Mike’s heart raced. He wanted to hug his mom, and also wanted to bolt out of the room. His emotions competed, arousal against shame, morality against hormones. He stepped forward and into his mother’s embrace.

His erection poked into her stomach, but Laura didn’t seem to notice. His mom’s body was still wet and steamy, and it made Mike feel the soft curves of her big boobs all the more intimately against his chest. He struggled to keep his cool.

“I know this isn’t how you’d planned to spend your vacation,” said Laura. “But I’m glad you’re here. Even if it’s hard for you, in some ways.”

“It’s no problem,” said Mike. “It’s not that hard.”

Laura nuzzled her face into his neck.

“Well, just keep in mind that I’m here for you.” The towel was slipping down Laura’s body as she spoke. “I can help you if it ends up being a struggle for you to keep yourself entertained.”

“I’m already having fun, mom.” Mike bit into his tongue. He could feel the towel dropping down, freeing her breasts even as they still pressed against him. He wanted to push her back against the wall, and then…

What the hell am I thinking? This is weird!

Mike coughed and forced himself to turn away from his mom, averting his eyes to her sensual, seductive nudity. He tried not to think about what any other guy would do with a woman like her if given a chance like this, pressed together in a bathroom. Laura picked up her towel in a rush, and then took a step back.

“I’ll have to add more hot water to the tub,” she said. “I like my baths hot and steamy.”

Mike didn’t say anything as he left the bathroom, shutting the door tightly behind him and cursing under his breath.

I’m just a confused, horny 18 year old. I’ll forget that this ever happened by tomorrow morning.

He desperately hoped that it would end up being true.








  
 




 
   

CHAPTER 5
The first thing Mike did upon leaving the cabin was to inadvertently get himself lost. The hallway outside was well lit, but filled with identical doors. By the time he’d made it to the end and stepped out onto the deck of the second level, he was already struggling to remember what his mom had said their room number was. 

He walked down to the main deck. The sun had sunken over the horizon in the time he and his mother had been in their room, but the cruise ship was covered with an ample number of hanging lamplights. 

Mike noticed more than a few women glancing at him as he moved along the outer railing. They were brazen about it, making no attempt to hide their intrigue and in some cases, obvious interest.

This must be how an attractive woman feels walking down the street.

A group of athletic looking women in front of him turned to gawk at him as he walked by them. One of them said something, and all of them broke into laughter.

“You should get his room number, then,” said one of them. “I’m sure he’d be happy to oblige you.”

Mike scratched his head and wondered if he should stop or not. He was still eager to prove himself after what Danica had put him through, and the women in the group looked attractive enough. When he turned to look back at them, they glanced away, as though too intimidated to even hold his gaze.

Cool.

Mike approached the back of the main deck. The cruise ship’s engines were surprisingly quiet, and the only thing that gave away the ship’s movement was wake behind it, oily smooth and only partially lit by the boat’s lights.

He could hear laughter coming from a door leading to the inner ship behind him. After spending a few minutes leaning against the railing, cooling himself down with the sea spray splashed up from below, he decided to check it out.

It was a bar, and Mike had apparently walked in through the back entrance. Compared to the rest of the cruise ship, it was relatively empty of people, though a group sitting at the table nearest to the door was laughing loudly as they drank.

Mike felt out of place, but he forced himself to walk further inside. The lights were dim, a striking contrast to the carefully illuminated main deck. The room was a simple rectangle with a bar on the left side, tables on the right, and a single bartender handling the back.

He took a seat on a bar stool, feeling expensive leather underneath his butt as he sat down. The bartender was polishing a glass, and she casually slipped down the bar over to Mike.

“Uh…” Mike scratched his head, wondering what he should say. “I’ll have a beer?”

“What kind?” asked the bartender.

“Just… whatever,” he said. “It doesn’t matter.”

The bartender gave him a strange look. Mike was sure that he was about to be carded and denied, but before the woman could say anything, someone else sat down at the bar and drew her attention away.

“Hey, Marissa,” said the new arrival, an attractive Asian girl a bit older than Mike. “Can I get a long island iced tea?”

“Rough day?” asked the bartender. She had opened a beer for Mike and slid it down to him without paying much attention.

“The roughest,” said the woman. She was wearing a tight fitting blouse, the uniform of some of the other cruise ship employees that Mike had seen. In a frustrated gesture, she unbuttoned the top few buttons, revealing a bit of her bust.

The bartender finally turned back to Mike. As far as he knew, usually a bar would keep a tab running for someone if they looked like they intended to stick around. From the woman’s frown and folded arms, Mike could tell that she was still suspicious of him. He pulled a ten dollar bill out of his pocket and slid it toward her across the bar. She took it from him slowly and then turned around and walked into the backroom.

Mike could feel the attention of the girl sitting next to him. He waited for a moment, and then decided to take advantage of it.

“Hi,” he said, turning to meet her eye. “Do you, uh, work for the cruise ship?”

Smooth, Mike. Real smooth.

The girl blinked. She looked down at Mike’s legs, and followed the path of his body with her gaze all the way back up to his face. She frowned.

“Are you some kind of dyke, or something?”

Mike flinched back at the words.

“What? No!” He took a sip of his beer, tasting the bitter hops, while he shook his head.

“I don’t believe you,” said the girl. “Captain Michelle is very particular. There’s no way a guy would have ended up on this cruise.”

“Trust me, I am a guy,” said Mike.

The girl nodded slowly.

“You can identify as whatever you want,” said the girl. “I have an open mind. No judgment, here.”

Mike gritted his teeth, surprised at his own frustration.

It feels like all the shit Danica gave me, except genuine.

He took a long swig from his beer and then slipped off his bar stool and moved one closer to the girl.

“What’s your name?” he asked.

“Astrud.”

“Okay then, Astrud.” Mike smiled. “I’m Mike. What will it take for you to believe that I’m telling the truth?”

Astrud smiled slightly, took a large sip of her drink, and then giggled.

“Well, there is one way you could prove it to me,” she whispered. 

“How?”

“Oh… you know.” Astrud was smiling, as though she found his defensiveness to be the funniest thing in the world.

“No, I don’t know,” said Mike. “Come on, tell me.”

Astrud looked around the room for a moment. She twirled a strand of her hair between her fingers, and then leaned in close to Mike.

“There’s a unisex bathroom in the back of the bar. Marissa’s in the back room, and wouldn’t see us go in.” She winked at him. “If you can show it to me, I’ll believe you.”

Mike stood up from his stool and reached his hand out for Astrud’s. She gave it to him. Her face was soft and round. She was a small woman, and her body had a bit of curve to it, just enough to make her hips and butt catch the eye.

He brought her over to the bathroom and opened the door. Astrud giggled as she slipped inside. Mike’s cock was rock hard, and it caught him a little off-guard.

“Alright,” he said closing the door and locking it. “Are you ready?”

Astrud nodded. Mike wasn’t sure what she was expecting. He reached down to his waistband and slid down his already visibly tented shorts and boxer briefs.

“Wow!” Astrud crouched down on the clean bathroom floor and stared at Mike’s hard cock. “It almost looks like the real thing.”

Mike rolled his eyes.

“It is the real thing!” he said, forcefully. “Go ahead. Touch it, see for yourself.”

Astrud blushed and put a hand over her mouth.

“Hey, don’t get any ideas,” she said. “I have a boyfriend back home!”

“Well, if my dick isn’t real…” Mike smiled. “Then there’s nothing wrong with you touching it, is there?”

He met eyes with Astrud and saw a glimmer of mischief in them. He wondered if it was a reflection of his own expression.

Slowly and gingerly, she reached her hand out and let her fingers wrap around Mike’s cock. He groaned, feeling pleasure explode into his body from the soft, sweet touch.

She’s really touching it.

“It feels hard,” whispered Astrud. “And… really warm.”

She ran her thumb across the tip of Mike’s penis and squealed, pulling her hand back as it made contact with a pearl of precum.

“Keep going,” said Mike.

“I can’t.” Astrud looked up at him. The gleam of mischief was still in her eyes, but she was blushing now.

“You said you wanted proof.” Mike took her hand and pulled it back onto his cock. “You still haven’t gotten it yet.”

Astrud was on her knees before him. Her touch excited Mike, but there was also something about the dynamic of the situation that made his heart race with emotion.

This is exactly what I’m on this cruise for. Not to spend my time being mocked by Danica.

“…Just for a second, I guess,” said Astrud. She ran her hand up and down Mike’s shaft, slowly increasing her pace.

Mike’s cock was pulsing with pleasure. It felt incredible, unlike anything he’d experienced before. He could see Astrud’s pretty face and a hint of her cleavage. Having such a pretty girl rubbing his cock, even in an exploratory manner, was intoxicating.

“Yeah, there we go,” said Mike.              

“You have to tell me before you…” Astrud looked embarrassed, both with what she was doing and with what she had to say. “Well, you know.”

“Before what, Astrud?” Mike pushed his hips forward slightly, bringing his dick within an inch of the girl’s cheek.

“I’m not going to make you cum, Mike,” said Astrud. “That wouldn’t be okay.”

Then why are you stroking my cock like that?

Mike smiled. He pushed his dick forward again, and this time it rubbed across the corner of Astrud’s mouth. She let out a frustrating exhale and glared up at him, her breath hot on his cock.

“Oh, yeah,” whispered Mike. “Just a bit faster.”

Astrud glared at him, but obliged. She moved her other hand to the base of Mike’s cock and began stroking him off faster. Mike’s breathing was out of control, and bliss coursed through his body, starting in his crotch.

Astrud worked his dick as though she was softly kneading bread, or shaping clay. She looked a little angry, but also intrigued. Her face was beautiful, and her unassuming lips looked gorgeous and magical to Mike at the moment.

“Kiss it,” he said.

“No!” Astrud shook her head, though the expression on her face wasn’t entirely dismissive.

“You wanted to know if it was real,” said Mike. “This is the best way for you to find out.”

Astrud still glared at him, but she licked her lips as though unconsciously accepting his reasoning. Mike set a hand on the back of her head and pulled her in closer, and closer.

The head of his cock pushed against her lips. Mike groaned and felt something soft and wet poke out to meet the sensitive tip of his member.

Astrud continued stroking him off, and just as Mike had told her, she began to kiss the head of it, rubbing her soft lips across his cock. She let the tip of it into her mouth and sucked, as though she was slowly working a lollipop across her lips and tongue.

“Oh, fuck…” groaned Mike, as he reached his limit. Astrud pulled back a second too late.

His cock exploded, spraying cum onto what was directly in front of it. Strand after strand of seed splashed onto Astrud’s shocked face. Her mouth hung open in surprise, and one of the blasts of cum struck her lower lip and tongue.

“You… jerk.” Astrud slowly stood to her feet, shaking her head. “Oh my god…”

“Well,” said Mike. “Now you know that it’s real.”

Astrud punched him on the arm and stomped over to the door.

“I have a boyfriend!” She opened the door and almost ran direct into Marissa, the bartender, who stood right outside. Mike pulled up his shorts as quickly as he could and left the bathroom, smiling through the embarassment of getting caught.








  
 




 
   

CHAPTER 6
Mike walked out of the bar and onto the main deck, still shaken up by the experience. The situation had spiraled out of control and into something that he hadn’t been expecting.

She said she had a boyfriend. Am I ‘that guy’, now?

It was dark and the stars were out overhead. Mike walked over to the railing and leaned against it. The cruise ship was far enough into the ocean for land to be totally out of sight, though, in the darkness, it didn’t make any difference.

Mike found the sound of the waves to be soothing. It had been a strange day. The cruise ship was a world of his own, and he was still in the process of discovering his own role within it all.

His stomach growled. He hadn’t eaten anything since he and his mom had made their last pit stop on the way to the docks. Mike decided to go looking for food, remembering all of the different restaurants his mom had told him about on the drive out, each with a different theme and ethnic cooking style.

There were a couple of passengers still out on the deck, but not as many as he’d seen earlier in the night. Mike figured that most of them had probably retired to their rooms. There was something that had been nagging him since the start of the cruise, a question that he still didn’t have the answer to.

Why would a company run a cruise that’s women only?

He’d been under the impression that most people who went on travel cruises were looking for a vacation with their significant other. It made so much more sense that way. A couple on a cruise would have a chance to see new coastal cities without the hassle of plane tickets or long episodes of driving. And all their needs would be tended to with cabin cleaning, room service, nightly entertainment.

Maybe some women want all that without the hassle of it having to be romantic. So what am I doing here, again?

Mike thought back to what his mom had said about wanting to spend time with him. They already spent a good amount of time together, or at least he thought they did. Mike’s dad was busy with work and rarely around the house. He and his mother had plenty of chances to bond and enjoy each other’s company without needing a cruise ship vacation.

His thoughts turned to eating as he passed by an open entranceway on the first deck with delicious smells wafting out of it. Mike’s legs moved to carry him inside before he’d even consciously made the decision.

He walked into a tiny restaurant in the style of a fifties burger joint. The floor was checkered black and white tile. An old school ceiling fan slowly whirled about above him, and a soda fountain jutted out from the wall to the left.

“Welcome to Carla’s Burger Joint!” A peppy looking redheaded girl in her mid twenties turned and smiled at him. “I’m Andrea, and I’ll be your… hostess.”

Her mouth dropped open as she looked at Mike. She was classically cute, with a face peppered with freckles. Her hair was red with mild curls that made it look like it was constantly aflame. She was wearing a blue blouse that outlined her medium sized breasts, with a miniature apron over it.

“Thanks,” said Mike. “I could go for a burger and fries. Do I have to pay, or is it covered by the cost of the ticket?”

Andrea just gawked at him. Mike wasn’t surprised by her reaction, but he was a bit sick of being treated as a carnival curiosity wherever he went. Instead of waiting for her to regain her composure, he leaned in closer and poked a finger into her shoulder.

“Are you okay?” he asked.

“Fine!” Andrea shook her head and cleared her throat. “Here, let me show you to your booth.”

She led him over to a small table with a blue vinyl bench on either side. Mike sat down and leaned back, watching her as she watched him.

“Yes, I am a guy,” said Mike. “There was a ticket mixup. My name’s Mike.”

“Oh, I’m so sorry!” said Andrea. “I didn’t mean to stare, I just…”

She stared at him for a couple of seconds longer.

“Listen, why don’t you get my food, and then join me for dinner,” said Mike. “I’m hungry right now. That’s priority number one. But I could use some company, too.”

Andrea smiled broadly. She nodded to him, leaning her body forward almost as though she was bowing, and then turned around and hurried off into the kitchen.

“I’ll be right back!” she said. “Your food won’t take long.”

Ten minutes later, she was back with a tray filled with fries, two hamburgers, and two milkshakes. She set it down on the table and then looked at Mike expectantly. He smiled at her.

“Would you like to join me for dinner, Andrea?”

“Uhm… if you don’t mind.” She nodded to him again, and then carefully smoothed out her old school skirt as she sat down in the booth across from him.

She seems nervous. What’s there to be nervous about?

Mike grabbed a few french fries and began absent-mindedly munching on them. He was hungry, and beyond ready to mow down on the fast food.

“This looks delicious,” he said. “Thanks.”

“Oh, no problem.” Andrea smiled at him. She gingerly took a few fries at her own and began eating them with small, cute bites.

Mike grabbed his burger and dug into it. Andrea was watching him carefully, and it made him feel a bit awkward. He chewed a large bite slowly, swallowed, and then forced himself to deal with her.

“Are you not used to seeing guys on the ship?” he asked. “I know this cruise is supposed to be women only, but surely there must be times when you have mixed passengers.”

Andrea sat upright in her seat.

“Um, actually… this ship only carries women,” she said. “That’s one of the founding tenants of Goddess Cruise Line’s operating policy.”

“That’s… unusual,” said Mike. “Isn’t it?”

Andrea didn’t say anything for a moment. She watched him eating his food and took slow, heaving breaths that emphasized her chest, pushing it out for Mike to see more clearly.

“Many of the employees come from cultures where men and women are usually, well, separated from each other.” She met Mike’s eye and twirled a finger through her hair. “This was the only job that my parents would let me work that would also let me travel and see the world.”

“So you’ve never, uh…” Mike stopped himself in mid sentence, realizing that he’d been on the verge of asking her whether or not she was a virgin. “I mean, was your family hyper religious, or something?”

“Yes,” said Andrea. “I am too. Though when I’m on the ship, I tend to get a bit lazy in my practice.”

She laughed nervously and Mike laughed, too.

She sat down to eat dinner with me. And she hasn’t taken her eyes off me since I came in.

He finished the last few bites of his burger, and then caught a glimpse of the clock hanging on the wall in the back of the room. It was past 10.

“Shoot, I’ve got to go.” Mike stood up from the booth in a hurry. Andrea stood up, too, and he almost bumped into her as he tried to walk forward. Her body language was open, almost inviting, and he stood close enough to her to feel the warmth emanating from her body, matching the heat of her red hair.

“You should stop by again tomorrow,” said Andrea. “If you get hungry, I mean.”

“I might just do that,” said Mike.

He left through the front door and hurried back toward the stairs leading to the ship’s second level.








  
 




 
   

CHAPTER 7
Even after finding the hallway that led back to the second level cabins, Mike was lost. He walked along anxiously, scanning over the numbers outside each door and desperately trying to remember which one he and his mom had been assigned.

It was in the two hundreds, obviously. But what was it?

He paused in front of room 212, and fumbled in his pocket for the keycard his mom had given him. He slid it through the card reader and saw a tiny green LED flash from the mechanism, along with the sound of the door unlocking.

Laura was sitting on the bed holding a glass of wine in her hand, and her legs crossed. She was wearing a small nightgown, whitish silver and thin enough to cling to her gorgeous body without leaving much to the imagination. It dipped down low in the front, exposing a bit of cleavage, and only hung low enough to cover to her mid thighs.

“Mike,” she said. “It’s past ten.”

Mike shut the door and tried not to ogle his mom as he fumbled with his excuse.

“I know, I’m sorry,” he said. “I walked around for a little bit, got some food. I didn’t realize what time it was.”

His mom slowly stood up from the bed and walked over to him. Mike could tell his was about to be put on verbal blast. Laura’s face was skeptical and serious, and even in the tiny, seductive nightgown and bare feet, she still managed to look imposing. She moved in close to Mike, bringing her face in near enough to kiss him.

“Is that beer that I smell on your breath?”

Fuck!

“Mom, hold on!” Mike lifted his hands defensively. “Let me just-“

“You found somewhere on the cruise that would serve you alcohol, as an 18 year old?” Laura glared at him. She stepped forward even further, her breasts brushing across his chest. “Are you serious, Mike?”

“I’m sorry,” he said. “You don’t understand, mom. I just kind of… ended up in a bar.”

Laura turned away from him and slowly walked back over to the bed. Her butt swayed from side to side with every step, and the hem of the nightgown threatened to ride up and expose an illicit view to Mike.

He saw the glass of wine again, sitting on the nightstand, and decided to bring it up.

“You were drinking tonight, too,” he said.

“I’m an adult, Mike.” Laura’s voice was serious and disapproving.

That’s what it keeps coming back to, the reason why she thought she could bring me along in the first place.

“Mom, I’m not a kid anymore.” He tried to keep his voice neutral, and matter of fact. “I might not technically be of legal drinking age, but you don’t have to baby me.”

“Your behavior tonight is making me think that maybe I do,” said Laura, frowning at him. “Something could have happened. You could have ended up in a very bad situation.”

Mike thought of what had happened with Astrud, and with Andrea after that. He held his tongue. The last thing his mom needed to hear was a recount of his adventures with the opposite sex.

“Alright, I’m sorry,” he said after a moment. “I won’t do it again.”

“Is that the truth, or are you just telling me what I want to hear?”

Mike wasn’t sure how to respond to that. He’d already considered dropping into the bar again, or another one like it. There was a world of possibility waiting for him on the ship, and as the only man around, he was the only one that could take advantage of it.

“That’s what I thought,” said Laura. “Get ready for bed, honey. I’m going to be keeping a closer eye on you tomorrow.”

“Mom, nothing bad happened.” Mike sat down next to her on the bed and took one of her hands into his. “You don’t have to worry about me. I’m really happy that you brought me with you, and I’m looking forward to spending time with you, but you have to let me make my own choices, too.”

His mother watched him carefully. She was gorgeous, and Mike had to work to keep his eyes from being drawn to her perfect breasts and naked thighs. He wanted to be there for her as a son, but also have her respect as a grown up, as a man.

“I love you, sweetie.” Laura leaned in slowly and planted a hot, wet kiss on his cheek. Mike’s cock throbbed in his pants, and shame flushed across his chest.

Damn it, what the hell is wrong with me? I need to take a cold shower.

“I… I’ll be back in a minute, mom,” he said.

“Okay. I’ll have the bed ready for you.”

Despite his intense, unwanted arousal, Mike couldn’t bring himself to actually go through with the cold shower. The bathroom still smelled of his mother’s shampoo and perfume. He took a shower at regular temperature, slowly washing his hair and body, and working through everything that had happened in the past few eventful hours.

He dried himself off, brushed his teeth, and then realized that all of his clothes were still out in the other room. Mike wrapped a towel around his waist and walked over to the door, hovering his hand over the knob for a second before opening it.

The tables have turned. I guess it’s my turn to be exposed.

Mike walked out into the bedroom and was greeted by an unexpected sight. Laura had stripped the sheets off the bed and was resetting the sheets, bending over on top of the mattress to smooth creases out of the fabric. The bottom of her gorgeous butt poked out from underneath her nightgown. It was too much for Mike, and he had to force himself to look away.

“I uh…” Mike blushed, trying not to sound as uncomfortable as he felt. “I need to grab some pajamas to throw on.”

Laura turned to look at him. Her eyes scanned across his bare chest. She didn’t blush, but her mouth opened slightly, and she glanced away after a moment.

“Right,” she said. “I put your bag in the closet. I’m just making sure the bed will be nice and comfy for us.”

Mike did his best to keep his eyes off her as he walked across the room and began fumbling through his bag. 

I could have sworn that I packed a pair of pajama pants…

“What’s wrong?” asked Laura.

“I… can’t find my pajamas.” Mike stood up to look at her, almost dropping the towel and exposing his erection in the process.

“Just wear your boxers and a t-shirt,” said Laura. “It’s no big deal.”

Mike stared at her. Laura’s breasts pushed out against the fabric of the nightgown as though they were begging to be touched. Her hair hung around her shoulders like a strange, seductive angel.

“…I guess.” He swallowed hard and walked back to the bathroom with his boxers and shirt. 

When he came back out, his mom was under the covers and the main light was turned off. The reading lamp next to the bed was still on, but it didn’t give off enough light to illuminate Laura’s face completely.

She looks like any woman in the dark.

“Climb on in, sweetie,” she said. “We have a big day ahead of us tomorrow.”

“Uh, okay,” said Mike.

He walked over to the side of the bed, crouching forward at an odd angle in an effort to hide how aroused he was. It was embarrassing, but he managed to rationalize his way around the predicament. After all, he was used to morning wood, and he was used to being horny lying in bed. 

My body is just reacting to the fact that it’s nighttime. It has nothing to do with her, probably.

Mike pulled back the sheets, catching a glimpse of his mom’s perfect legs and the way the nightgown clung to her amazing body. Then, he climbed in, feeling the warmth of her body heat as he pulled the blankets over him.








  
 




 
   

CHAPTER 8
The bed was tiny, too small for two people to sleep without brushing up against each other. Mike could feel his arm touching his mom’s arm, his bare leg brushing against her thigh, and even smell the remnants of the shampoo she’d used in the bath.

“Goodnight, honey,” said Laura. She moved to turn off the lamp next to the bed.

“Hold on!” Mike scratched. “Mom, are you sure about this?”

Laura rolled over to look at him. Her nightgown hung low on her chest, and she was practically thrusting her cleavage in his face because of it.

“We’re sharing a bed, Mike,” she said, smiling. “I know it’s not fun, but you’re going to have to soldier on.”

“This bed isn’t big enough for both of us, mom.”

Laura reached her hand out and cradled her son’s cheek. Mike blushed.

“If you aren’t comfortable, you can move in closer to my side,” she said. “Or you can cuddle up against me, if it helps. I don’t mind, Mike.”

He stared at her.

She’s so indifferent about this. It’s like she hasn’t even thought about what could happen.

Mike blinked, trying to force the thought out of his head. Nothing was going to happen. Nothing could happen. It was his mother in the bed with him, and his hormones were making him act ridiculous and silly. They could share a bed without any trouble, even a tiny one.

“I’m fine, mom,” said Mike. “Let’s go to sleep.”

Laura clicked off the light.

“Do you mind if we cuddle, actually?” she asked. “We haven’t done that since you were still in grade school.”

“Mom…” Mike frowned in the darkness.

That’s why. She still sees me as her baby boy, and not as a fully grown man.

Laura moved in closer to him, interpreting his response as a yes. She rested her head against her shoulder, pushing her soft breasts up against Mike’s arm. Mike’s cock was so hard that it ached. He counted backward from 100 in his head and tried not to notice how soft his mom’s body felt as he brought a hand to rest on her waist.

“Mmm, that’s nice,” whispered Laura. “You’ve gotten so much bigger than you used to be.”

Mike didn’t say anything. His mom leaned in and kissed him on the forehead, and then rolled over.

“Sleep tight, honey,” she said.

Seconds went by, slowly turning into minutes. Mike’s mind swam with images of his mom. He saw her dressed normally, and then in the nightgown, and then as he’d seen her in the towel. His cock only grew harder, hard enough to make it hard to think.

 I should go to the bathroom and take care of this. There’s no other way I’m going to get to sleep.

Mike started to pull back the sheets, and then hesitated. There was a part of him that was enjoying it, he realized. It was perverted and beyond weird, but a small kernel of his psyche liked feeling so turned on by something so wrong.

No, that’s not it. That’s stupid.

He banished the line of thought, but still made no move to get up from the bed. Instead, he turned so that he was facing his mother and pulled the blanket back over him.

Laura was turned toward the wall, and she’d curled up slightly so that her butt was pushing out toward Mike. As soon as he’d shifted so that he was lying on his side, his hard erection grazed across it. He felt the warmth and impossible softness of her perfect rear end, and a million thoughts buzzed in his head all at once.

This is bad.

His mom let out a sigh in her sleep and then straightened out, pushing back against him. Mike’s cock was still covered by his boxer briefs and it pushed flat against her ass, straining against the confines of the fabric.

Maybe… it’s just like the cuddling we did before.

Mike put an arm around her waist and gently pulled her tight against him. It felt amazing, and he almost moaned out loud. Her body was perfectly feminine, soft and curvy in all the right places. He could feel her heat against him, and his cock was pinned against her butt, pulsing with pleasure so intense that it made him feel guilty.

I’ll just… hug her a little more tightly.

Mike let his hand slide up his mom’s stomach. Her nightgown was smooth and silky, and it felt like physical aphrodisiac against his fingers. He let them trace their way up, coming to within a few inches of her breasts, and then stopped.

His hips began to move of their own accord. Mike slowly pushed forward and back, grinding his cock against his mom with slow, deliberate movements. It felt so good and yet, so wrong. Mike thought about all the hugs, all the kisses, all the love that Laura had given him over the years. It made him feel confused and aroused beyond all reason.

What am I doing?

He tried to stop as he realized what was happening. His body kept moving, dry humping against his mom as though real sex was imminent. Laura’s nightgown had ridden up. Mike slid one of his hands up her thigh, stopping as it approached her erogenous zone.

Am I really going to do this?

“Mike.” Laura’s voice cut through the fog of arousal like a hot knife through butter. Mike snapped back immediately, almost falling off the bed in his haste to extricate himself from her.

“Mom!” He cringed. “I… I thought you were asleep.”

“No,” she said softly. “I’m awake.”

She didn’t say anything else. Mike wanted to crawl into a hole and die. 

“I’m sorry…”

“It’s okay,” she said, after a few impossibly long silent seconds.

It’s not okay. And it’s never going to be okay. I’ll never live this down.

Mike stood up from the bed, unable to face the judgment of his mother and the dark, quiet room any longer. He stumbled on his way to the bathroom, turned on the light, and shut the door behind him. His cock was still achingly hard.

“God damn it,” he muttered under his breath. “What the hell did I just do?”

I didn’t do anything. She stopped it before it went too far.

He gripped his cock in his hand and began stroking it. For a moment, it almost felt as though he was trying to pull it off, to remove the source of all of the night’s problems at the base.

Mike couldn’t stop the images from coming. He saw his mom again, and imagined what would have happened if she hadn’t woken up when she did. He could have slipped his boxers down, freed his cock from its cage. He’d shift his angle, and poke it into her thighs. Maybe she’d think it was his dad, or a dream, and then…

“Mike?” Laura was right outside the door, her voice full of love and concern. “Are you okay?”

“Uh…” Mike kept stroking his cock. He was too aroused to stop, “Yeah, I’m okay. I just need a minute!”

“Do you want me to come in?” Her words were gentle and caring, but all Mike could think about were her lips, and breasts, and what he could do if he said yes.

“No!” A pair of his mom’s panties sat on the bathroom floor, next to his foot. Mike scooped them up without thinking about it and wrapped the silken undergarment around his hard cock. Laura was quiet on the other side of the door, but he could still sense her presence.

“I love you, Mike,” she said. 

“I love you too, mom.” Mike pumped his cock faster, cringing inside as arousal and shame mixed into a new hybrid emotion.

What the hell am I doing?

“I want to help you enjoy this vacation, sweetie,” said his mom. “I’ll do whatever it takes to make sure you have a good time.”

Mike couldn’t hold out any longer. His cock exploded, spraying cum into his mom’s panties and making his body shake with pleasure. He wanted her. He needed her. He’d never been so turned on in his entire life, or felt so much love for a woman before. And it was wrong, and sickening, and shameful.

“Mike? Are you okay?” 

He pulled himself together, throwing the panties across the bathroom as though they were a live grenade. Mike slipped his boxer briefs up and then forced himself to open the door. His mom’s face was briefly lit by the bathroom’s light. He saw love in it, pure, unconditional love.

“Sorry. I just needed a glass of water.” Mike smiled and took a deep breath. “Let’s get some sleep.”








  
 




 
   

CHAPTER 9
Mike woke up to the sound of humming. He was comfortable in the bed and his mom had already gotten up. He rolled over, and in a sudden wave, remembered what had happened the night before.

Fuck. It’s going to be so awkward.

He forced his eyes open and sat up in bed. Laura was already dressed. She wore a pair of tiny pink shorts with a white t-shirt. She smiled at him as she saw him stirring.

“Good morning, honey,” she said. “Get dressed, quick. If we hurry, we can make it to one of the theme restaurants for breakfast.”

“Uh, okay.” Mike rubbed his eyes and slipped over the side of the bed. She was acting surprisingly normal. In fact, the entire situation felt normal, undisturbed from how it’d been the day before.

Maybe I’m making too big of a deal about this?

“You should wear your swimsuit,” said Laura. “So we can go swimming later.”

Mike nodded. He rifled through his bag, finding his swimming trunks along with a faded blue t-shirt. He brought them into the bathroom, quickly changed, and then walked back out. Laura was making the bed.

“Won’t the cleaning staff take care of that?” asked Mike. She shrugged.

“I prefer to take a hands-on approach to keeping my room clean,” she said. 

She lifted one of the blankets and cast it out across the mattress, leaning forward to smooth it out. Her breasts bulged against the t-shirt, and Mike had to look away as his cock stirred from its slumber.

“We should get moving if we want to make it to breakfast,” he said. Laura nodded, and the two of them left the room. 

They walked down the hall slowly. Other passengers were leaving cabins and streaming past. Mike had woken up late, but apparently on a cruise ship, that was the norm.

Laura led him through the doors leading out onto the second level deck, and then along the railing, over to a small courtyard area near the front of the ship. There was a tropical themed restaurant set up with tables outside, and Mike could tell from the smile on her face that she was eager to check it out.

“Would this work for you, Mike?” she asked.

“Yeah, of course,” he said. “It looks…”

He trailed off, recognizing two women sitting at a table together. Danica and her mother Vera were just getting started on their food. Vera looked up and caught Laura’s eye as they headed past, waving a friendly hand for them to come over.

“Laura! Mike!” Vera smiled at them. “Care to join us?”

The last thing Mike wanted was to sit down at the table with Danica. He gritted his teeth and saw that Danica’s reaction mirrored his own. She glared at her mom and sank her head down into her hand, as though trying to hide.

“We would love to,” said Laura, answering before Mike had a chance to have his say.

He followed his mom up to the open breakfast buffet, grabbing a plate and loading it up with hash browns, ham, and freshly cut pineapple. He waited for her to finish picking out her food before heading over the table, not wanting to have to face Danica alone.

I feel like a child. This is stupid.

“How was your night?” asked Vera. Mike and his mom settled down into the two open chairs at the table.

“It was… nice,” said Laura. She blushed slightly and shot a sidelong glance at Mike. He bit his tongue, feeling a bit of his shame from the night before reforming in his chest. “What about yours?”

“I made sure my room was right next to Danica’s when I made the reservation,” said Vera. “I was worried about the trouble she might get into on her own.”

“What trouble could I have gotten into?” asked Danica. “You were in my room for most of the night.”

“We had a slumber party.” Vera laughed. “We watched The Princess Diaries in our pajamas.”

“Mother!” Danica glared at her. 

“Oh, don’t be bashful, sweetie,” said Vera. “You should have seen it, Laura. It was like she was back to being my little girl again, complete with her one piece fuzzy hoodie footie and-“

“Mom!” Danica slapped one of hands down on the table. Mike had never seen someone pout so effectively before.

“Anyway, my point is, I didn’t have to worry about her, in the end.” Vera flashed a mischievous smile. “Mike’s the one I’d be worried about on a trip like this. A strapping young man could get into a lot of trouble on a women’s only cruise.”

Mike turned his attention to the pineapple chunks on his plate as he felt his face heat up.

“I don’t think Mike will be getting into any trouble.” Laura was eating her food slowly, and seemed to be enjoying the conversation. “In fact, we actually ended up sharing a room, due to the ticket mix-up.”

Mike froze, unable to believe that his mother had just said it out loud. He slowly turned and looked at her, his expression one of shock.

You just gave Danica everything she needs to destroy me.

“You shared a room with your mother?” Danica looked thrilled to have the info out in the open. “What are you, five?”

“You were wearing pajamas and watching Disney movies last night!” countered Mike. “Those in glass houses shouldn’t throw stones.”

“Did the two of you share a bed, too?” asked Danica. “Did little Mikey cuddle up with his mommy last night?”

Mike gritted his teeth as anger and embarrassment flooded over him. He wanted flip the table and storm off, or at the very least, throw a hunk of pineapple into Danica’s face.

“Now, now,” said Vera. “Laura is probably the luckiest one on the cruise ship.”

“Uh… what?” Laura looked a little bemused as she absorbed Vera’s words.

“I’m serious,” said Vera. “There are many women who would jump at a chance to share a bed with a young, handsome hunk like Mike.”

 The voluptuous older woman slid her hand across the table and traced a finger up Mike’s forearm. She was smiling devilishly, and the entire table was silent for a moment.

“Mom!” shouted Danica.

“Vera…” Laura was frowning and looked a bit flustered.

Mike locked eyes with Vera and smiled back at her.

Now this is why I’m here!

“Would you like to join me for a swim after breakfast, Vera?” he asked. The older woman licked her lips.

“We…” Laura interjected, pointing to herself and Mike. “Were planning on going for a swim this morning. How would the both of you like to join us?”

Danica was sulking in her chair, alternating between glaring at her mom and Mike. Vera nodded politely to Laura, shifting out of her seductive mannerisms.

“Why, yes, of course,” she said. “A swim would certainly help me cool off. Is that alright with you, Danica?”

Danica rolled her eyes. 

“Whatever,” she said. “But I swear, if I catch you leering at my body, Mike, I’m going to punch you in the face.”

“Why in god’s name would you think that I’d ever want to check you out?” asked Mike. “Your chest is as flat as a…”

He trailed off. It wasn’t true, and moreover, it felt weird to be talking about breasts and bodies in front of his mom. Laura looked tired of the exchange and was watching him with disapproving eyes.

I just can’t win on this trip, can I?








  
 




 
   

CHAPTER 10
“I mean it! Danica, if you flick one more scrap of napkin at me, I’ll-“

“You’ll what?” Danica smirked at Mike from across the table. 

Vera and Laura had gotten up to bring everyone’s plates up to the dirty dishes counter. It left the two teenagers with the opportunity for their frustrations with each other to boil over.

“What’s your problem?” asked Mike. 

“My problem is you.” She turned her nose up haughtily. “We aren’t friends at school. I came on this vacation to get away from people like you. Things aren’t any different just because we’re on a cruise ship, Mike.”

“I don’t need them to be different,” said Mike. “I need you to stop giving me shit. Just stay out of my way, and I’ll stay out of yours.”

The two of them glared at each other for a tense moment. The air between them was hot, as though a fight was on the verge of breaking out.

Why should I have to put up with this? She’s never going to see me as anything other than the dorky kid from high school.

“Are the two of you ready?” Vera arrived back at the table, with Laura at her side. “We’re going to head up to the outdoor pool on the upper level. It might be a bit crowded once it starts to heat up in the afternoon, so we should hurry.”

Mike frowned. He looked from Vera, who still had the mischievous look in her eyes, to his mom. 

“Come on, Mike,” said Laura. “It will be fun, I promise.”

Danica snorted, and Mike resisted the urge to express his own annoyance.

At the very least, I’ll get to cool off, and see Vera in a bikini. Along with my mom…

He stood up from the table and tried not to get too excited at the prospect of ogling the two older women in their bikinis. It felt strange grouping Vera and his mom together, but they did have a lot in common.

Except for the fact that one of them is a flirtatious cougar, and the other is my mother.

The second level of the cruise ship had a spiraling staircase at the center that led up to the other decks. It was wide enough for several people to walk abreast, making it easy for the group to walk their way up. Mike walked next to his mom, and Danica and Vera walked behind them.

The pool was several levels up, built into one of the upper decks of the cruise ship and exposed to the open air. Each level was stacked on top of the one below it and slightly smaller in size, up until about the fifth level, which was much smaller in size. That left room outside for a large pool, several smaller hot tubs, and another tropical themed tiki bar.

Mike took a deep breath as he walked out into the pool area. The air was salty and hot, and it put him into the perfect mood for swimming. The ground around the pool was a textured composite material, designed to be slip proof. There was a counter full of fluffy white towels to Mike’s right, and he walked over and took one for himself.

“This is perfect!” Laura pushed up next to her son, rubbing her arm against his as she grabbed a towel. “It’s not even crowded, yet.”

There were a couple of women in the pool, most of them swimming lazy laps back and forth, but beyond that, the pool area was empty. Mike smiled.

I am glad that she made me come with her.

He set his towel down on a pool chair and walked over to the edge of the pool. Crouching lower, he stuck his fingers in the water. It was warm and inviting.

As Mike turned to look back at his mom and the rest of the women, something pushed into him from the side, hard. He flew forward into the water headfirst. The taste of chlorine filled his mouth, and his nostrils burned as water rushed up into them.

He kicked his feet and brought himself back to the surface, poking his head above the water and glaring at Danica, the prankster. She had a self-satisfied smile on her face.

“What the hell?” he shouted, still coughing up water.

“You looked like you wanted to get in,” said Danica. “I was just helping you out.”

Mike flipped her off and splashed water onto her. Danica squealed and held up her arms.

“Asshole.” She stepped out of Mike’s range and glared at him.

“Would the two of you please try to get along?” Vera was stripping off her outer clothes as she walked over to a pool chair. Her bikini was a tiny pink two piece that made Mike’s jaw drop. Her busty boobs were all but exposed, the fabric of the top barely managing to cover her nipples.

“Really, it’s not too much to ask,” said Laura. She reached down to the bottom of her t-shirt and slowly pulled it up and over her head, letting her blue bikini covered boobs bounce into view. Mike felt his cock stirring and realized that he’d have to stay in the pool until he’d calmed down.

“It’s Mike’s fault for not being able to take a joke,” said Danica, slipping off her clothes to reveal the one piece swimsuit underneath. “I’m pretty sure he’s autistic or something.”

“Fuck you, Danica,” replied Mike. He tried not to look at her the same way he had her mom. She looked good in her suit, but Mike wasn’t about to let her know that.

 He pushed off from the side of the pool and swam a slow lap down to the other end. It felt nice to be in the water, and Mike had always been partial to swimming. It was easy, smooth, and good exercise.

“You have such nice technique.” Vera was sitting on the edge, dangling her legs in the pool as Mike arrived back on the side near the pool chairs. “And I’m sure your muscles also help.”

She leaned forward as Mike swam up to her, dangling her breasts in his face. His cock was rock hard, and for a moment, all he could do was stare.

“…Thanks,” he finally managed. Vera pushed forward and dropped down into the water, letting out a playful squeal and throwing her arms around Mike’s shoulders as she did.

“Oh, I’m not nearly as strong of a swimmer as you!” Vera pushed her breasts against Mike’s chest and grinned. “I might need you to play lifeguard and save me if I go in too deep.”

Danica isn’t going to like this. And neither is my mom, most likely.

“I can do that,” said Mike. He reached his hand around and set it on Vera’s butt, grinding his cock forward against her thigh. The sexual tension bristled in the air between them. He couldn’t stop himself from taking it further, leaning in and letting the situation boil over.

And then a pool noodle collided with his head, just hard enough to make his ear sting. Vera pulled away from him. Mike turned and saw Danica wielding the pool noodle like a sword, glaring at him as though he was the antichrist. Behind her, Laura had her arms crossed and was frowning.

“I still haven’t gotten my payback for you splashing me before!” Danica ran forward and cannon balled into the water. She grabbed onto the pool’s edge with one hand and readied the pool noodle to strike Mike with her free hand.

“You pushed me into the water!” shouted Mike. “I think I’m the one who needs payback!”

Mike found a pool noodle of his own, abandoned by its swimmer. He held it in one hand and faced off against Danica, who approached from the other side of the pool. Out of the corner of his eye, he could see his mom talking to Vera, the frown still deeply set on her face.

If I had to guess, I’d say that she’s worried about where Vera’s teasing could lead. 

Danica scowled at him and began swimming through the water. Mike swung his noodle across the surface of the pool, splashing water her way. She turned her face as it hit her and then countered with a swing of her own.

“You are so annoying!” yelled Danica. She pushed up and committed her pool noodle to an overhead swing that would have collided with Mike’s head if not for him lifting his own to block.

“Yeah, well right back at you!” Mike jabbed his noodle forward, banging it into one of her boobs.

This is actually kind of fun. I’ll never admit it to her, though.

Danica was fuming. She looked legitimately mad at him. The pool noodle in her hands swished through the air, narrowly missing Mike’s head by a hair. She was carried forward by the momentum, rubbing up against him.

“Not so fast!” Mike grabbed Danica’s shoulders and heaved, trying to dunk her under the water. She let out a cry and twisted, and by chance, one of her breasts ended up underneath his hand. It was soft, perky, and surprisingly pleasant to hold onto.

Danica does have a nice body, I guess.

“You pervert!” Danica slammed her hands into his chest, pushing him back. Mike blushed, realizing that he had a hard on that would make the situation even more embarrassing if discovered by Danica.

“It was an accident,” he said. “It’s not that big of a deal.”

“He just grabbed my breast!” Danica looked over at their mothers. Laura rolled her eyes, and Vera smiled.

“Danica, the two of you were having a water fight,” said Vera. “It’s all in good fun. If I were you, I don’t think I’d complain at all.”

She smiled at Mike. Laura was on her way over to the other side of the pool to do some swimming of her own and didn’t notice the look that passed between the two.

“Mike,” said Vera. “Would you mind helping me with my suntan lotion?”

“Mother!” Danica splashed the water and huffed.

“Are you going to help me do my back, Dannie?” asked Vera. Danica looked away.

“I’d be happy to.” Mike swam over to a nearby ladder and pulled himself out of the water. His cock was still at half mast, and his swimsuit gave it an exaggerated outline as it stuck to his body.

Laura was swimming laps and didn’t see the way Vera looked at Mike. The older woman locked her eyes on his crotch as he walked over to her. Danica had climbed out of the pool and was storming toward the locker room in a fit of rage.

Mike came to a stop in front of Vera in her pool chair. Her face was directly in front of his cock, and she flashed him the kind of smile that only an experienced, sex hungry older woman can pull off. He felt his cock hardening, pointing directly into Vera’s face like a dousing rod finding water.

“It’s so hot out today,” said Vera. “We have to make sure we don’t get burned.”

Mike smiled at her and nodded.








  
 




 
   

CHAPTER 11
Several privacy screens were standing next to the back section of the pool area. Vera took one and pulled it in front of her pool chair, shielding her and Mike off from curious eyes.

“Just so we have a little more privacy,” said Vera. “I usually need a full body coat.”

Mike nodded, feeling his excited heart race inside his chest.

“Yeah, no problem.” He took one last look at his mom in the pool. She was standing in the shallow end, talking to another woman and looking away from them.

Vera lied down on the pool chair, leaning back and crossing her legs as she twirled a few strands of her hair through her fingers. She looked incredible. Her breasts were threatening to pop out of her bikini, and her seductive hips practically called out to Mike.

She pulled out a bottle of suntan lotion, handed it to him, and then rolled over.

“You can sit on top of me while you put it on.” Vera untied her bikini top and smiled at him over her shoulder. “Be as thorough as you can, Mike. Spread it all over me. It’s such a hot day…”

“Of course,” he said. He stared at Vera. It almost looked as though she was poking her butt slightly up into the air, but it might have just been the angle and shape of the chair.

He squirted lotion into his hands, started rubbing them together to warm it up, and then straddled himself over her thighs. His cock was unbelievably hard and strained hopelessly against the confines of his swimsuit. As he reached his hands to begin massaging the lotion into her shoulders, he pushed forward, poking the head of his dick against Vera’s butt cheeks.

This is amazing. I can’t believe it.

“Ooh, yeah,” moaned Vera. It was hard for Mike to tell whether her reaction was from the lotion, or from the illicit contact below their waists.

He slipped his hands down her arms, grinding his cock against her more boldly as he did. Vera’s breasts were pinned underneath her, against the pool chair. Mike wanted to see them in their naked glory more than he’d ever wanted anything in his entire life.

“That’s it,” whispered Vera. “You can push a little harder if you want.”

Mike rubbed his hands faster along her arms and pushed his cock against the older woman a bit more forcefully. It slid into the nook formed by the bottom of her buttocks and the edges of her thighs. Her body was incredibly soft, and it made for a glaring contrast against his achingly hard erection.

There’s no way she doesn’t feel it.

“That’s good, Mike,” whispered Vera. “Keep going.”

He put more lotion in his hands and this time slide his fingers up from Vera’s waist. She let a small gasp as he traced around the outside edge of one of her breasts.

“I’ll give you a special reward if you’re thorough,” said Vera.

Mike was pumping his hips down into her rhythmically, only barely hiding behind the pretense of putting on the sunblock. He let his hands slide up, groping at the bottom flesh of her breasts. Vera moaned and squeezed her buttocks together, sending a jolt of pleasure through his body.

“That’s it,” she whispered. “Just like that.”

She leaned her back up, letting Mike grab her boobs full on. He felt her nipples underneath his palms and wished that he could turn her around so he could see them. The thought faded from his mind as he continued dry humping her, Vera’s soft moans escaping her lips in time with his horny thrusts.

He pinched her nipples, and as though he’d thrown a switch, Vera’s body seized up. She let out a silent gasp and then collapsed forward onto the deck chair. Mike was too horny to stop grinding against her, but she quickly tied her bikini top back on and shifted positions.

Did I take it too far?

Vera smiled at him and licked your lips.

“It’s your turn,” she said. “We don’t want you to get a sunburn, now do we?”

With a surprising amount of aggressiveness, Vera pulled him down onto the pool chair. Mike was lying on his back, and Vera sat on his legs. Her body was gorgeous, but the expression on her face was even hotter.

Vera squirted a bit of suntan lotion into her hands and then leaned forward. She trapped Mike’s cock flat against her stomach. It was still contained by his swim suit, but he could feel the warmth of her body, and the softness of her flesh.

“I’ll do a good job.” She whispered the words into his ear like a seductive promise. “Don’t worry.

Vera rubbed herself on him as she began applying the lotion to his chest. Mike’s cock was aching for release, and the way Vera moved seemed to be intended to tease him more than to satisfy.

She kept her lips close to his ear, softly humming and moaning as she moved her hands lower, and lower. Vera pushed up a bit higher, letting her breasts rub against Mike’s face.

She might as well be giving me a lap dance.

Her hand reached the edge of his swim suit. She slipped one finger into the waist band and slowly ran it across the length.

“Vera…” Mike felt like his horniness was tearing desperate words out of him. “You have to be thorough, too.”

She locked eyes with him, and in that moment, Mike felt like he understood something important about her. Vera was a woman used to being the center of attention. She knew how to use her sexuality to get what she wanted, and she loved every second of it. She was a goddess of femininity, and her sexual appetite was enough to leave most men in the dust.

“I will be very, very, thorough.” Vera pushed her breasts outward and let out a long, seductive breath. “But I don’t think it will take much.”

Her fingers slipped lower and lower. One of them grazed Mike’s cock. His heart skipped a beat as more of her hand made contact, and finally, she let her fingers wrap around his hard member. Mike gasped.

“Oh, wow!” His voice was louder than he’d meant it to be. Vera held a finger up to his lips as she slowly began to stroke.

“Just relax,” she whispered. “You’ve done good, Mike. It’s my turn.”

The suntan lotion served as the perfect lube. Vera’s hand slid up and down inside his swimsuit, creating soft, lewd noises that only they could hear. She was giving him a hand job. Danica’s mom was giving him a hand job.

I can’t believe it. Is this my revenge on Danica, or something else?

It was hard for him to think about anything other than the pleasure of the act. Vera traced patterns on his chest with the fingers of her free hand and smiled lustily at him. Her hand worked Mike’s shaft with soft perfection. She knew exactly how to please a man, and took pride in it.

“Now that you’re protected,” she whispered. “You’ll be able to lie in the sun, and relax.”

She pushed her breasts into Mike’s face and stroked him off faster. She looked so much like Danica, but the way she carried herself was very different. Vera had learned to appreciate the way men looked at her, and she’d figured out how to use it to her own ends.

And now she was working Mike’s hard cock with the skill and eagerness of a high end escort. He still couldn’t believe it.

“I…” He locked eyes with her as he felt a familiar pleasure building from his crotch. “Oh god, Vera.”

“That’s it, Mike.” Vera leaned in and kissed him, pushing her tongue into his mouth and sucking on his lip as she pulled back. “You’re mine now.”

It was too much for him. Mike launched his hips upward as his cock began to explode. Vera kept stroking him as his seed blasted out into his swimsuit, as though trying to milk out every last drop.

“Mike?” Laura’s voice came from nearby. Vera pulled her hand free from his shorts and stood up confidently, as though she was unafraid of getting caught.

“He’s over here, Laura,” she said. “I was just having him do my back.”

Laura rounded the privacy screen and frowned as she looked at the two of them. Mike had no idea what his face looked like, but he knew what he felt like.

I could fall asleep right here. That was incredible.

Vera slipped away, heading off to the locker room. Laura sat down in the pool chair next to him.

“What was that all about?” she asked.

“Oh, nothing,” he said. “I think I’ll jump in one more time before I finish up here.”

Laura smiled at him.

“Alright, sweetie.” She leaned over and kissed him on the cheek. “I’ll wait up for you. We can get lunch together after this.”








  
 




 
   

CHAPTER 12
“I know of a good place where we can get a burger, if you’re in the mood.”

Mike was finishing toweling off after his last swim. He felt good, better than he had in a long time. 

This cruise is turning out to be better than I ever could have imagined.

Laura was wiggling back into her shorts, her butt swaying from side to side with every tiny movement. She looked over at Mike as she got them up, absent mindedly adjusting her tiny bikini top over her boobs.

“Do they have salads?” she asked. Mike shrugged.

“Probably,” he said. “I think you’ll like it. It’s old school.”

He walked out of the pool area and back down the spiral staircase with his mom in tow. Mike still felt excited, and couldn’t stop himself from imagining what else might happen between him and Vera on the trip.

His mom was watching him carefully. She leaned her face in closer to him, as though suspicious of whatever was occupying his thoughts.

“Is everything okay, Mike?” she asked. “You seem a little distracted.”

“What? Oh, sorry.” He stepped onto the deck as they reached the first floor, and his mom followed behind him.

“You can always talk to me, you know,” said Laura. “I know this trip wasn’t your idea. If there’s anything I can do to make it easier for you or anything you need to get off your chest, I’m here.”

Mike stopped walking and leaned against the railing for a moment. His mother sidled up close to him, folding her arms across her chest in a manner that unintentional highlighted her cleavage.

How could I ever talk to her about what’s currently on my mind? Especially after what happened last night…

He tried not to remember how turned on he’d felt in the tiny bed with her, the two of them rubbing up against each other for lack of space. Mike’s thoughts sparked as he realized that they’d be sleeping in the same bed together that night, and the night after, and again up until the end of the trip. He suddenly felt very horny, and a little ashamed.

“Well?” asked Laura. “Are you going to take me or not?”

“What?”

“To the burger place you were talking about.”

Mike slowly nodded. They were close by, and he walked a little faster than his mom as they moved across the deck, as if trying to escape both her and his thoughts.

His reason for choosing the burger joint was simple. He wanted to see if Andrea, the girl who’d eaten with him the night before, was there. He stepped through the door and was greeted by the smell of burgers, fries, and the smiling face of just the person he was looking for.

“Oh, hello!” Andrea beamed at Mike and nodded slightly, almost bowing. “Mike, right?”

He nodded.

“Andrea, this is my mom, Laura.” He gestured to his mother as she walked up beside him. “And mom, this is Andrea.”

Laura was smiling, but her eyes gleamed with protective curiosity.

“How exactly did the two of you meet?” she asked.

“Oh, uh, that was…” Andrea blushed and held the menu she had in her hands against her chest. “We had dinner last night!”

Laura blinked and stared at Andrea blankly, who in return, began blushing a shade of red that almost matched the color of her hair.

“I stopped by for a burger and invited her to join me,” explained Mike. “It was late, and the place was pretty empty. That’s part of the reason why I got back when I did.”

Laura nodded. She seemed more amused by the young woman’s flustered state than anything.

“Aw, that’s sweet,” she said. “Why didn’t you tell me about that last night?”

Mike shrugged.

I guess I was a little distracted by what happened with Astrud. I wonder where she is today?

“Let me show you to your booth!” Andrea nervously shuffled over to an open booth and set the menu down on it. She smiled to the two of them again, and then hurried off to the back.

“This is nice,” said Laura. “It’s been a while since I’ve had a chance to be pampered like this.”

“Well, that’s what cruises are for.” Mike took a seat across from his mom and slid the menu over to her. “You deserve it, mom.”

His mother looked up at him. Mike saw something in her eyes that he didn’t recognize. She looked like a woman in need, like a woman who’d gone too long without truly being taken care of in the way she deserved.

“Thank you, sweetie,” she said softly. “I sometimes forget  what it’s like to have this kind of thing.”

She gestured to the restaurant and the waiters.

“Your father… Well, let’s just say that our relationship has changed over the years.”

The two of them were silent. Mike reached his hand across the table and set it on top of hers. He wanted to say something, but couldn’t think of exactly what.

She deserves to have a good time on this cruise.

“Are the two of you ready to order?” Andrea walked over to stand by their table. She looked down at Mike and Laura, and then up and over to the door.

Mike followed her gaze and was surprised to see two uniformed, serious looking women walking in. Trailing them was Captain Michelle, with a stern look on her face.

“Come on.” She spoke directly to Mike, her voice dripping with contemptuous authority. “Let’s go.”

“What?” Laura responded before Mike could. “What’s this about?”

“The jig is up,” said Captain Michelle. “I don’t care how you managed to sneak onto the ship, but you aren’t supposed to be here. You’re coming with us.”

Mike shook off his surprise and stood up from his seat at the booth.

“I didn’t sneak onto the ship,” he said. “My mom brought me along with her. She… got uh, a children’s ticket for me.”

One of the uniformed women smirked. Mike felt his face flush slightly.

“Ladies, if you would,” said the captain. The two uniformed women stepped forward, each one grabbing onto one of Mike’s arms.

“That’s my son!” shouted Laura. “Hey! You can’t just take him!”

“We’ll detain you if you don’t calm down, ma’am,” said Captain Michelle.

“What are you going to do with him?” Laura set her hands on the back of Mike’s shoulders protectively.

“We’re just going to talk for a bit,” said the captain.

The captain waved a hand, and the two women holding Mike began pulling him out of the restaurant. He went willingly, shooting a look back at his mom for her not to intervene.

I knew it was too good to be true.








  
 




 
   

CHAPTER 13
The captain led Mike to the spiral staircase and then up. The uniformed women kept close to him the entire time, guarding him in the event that he decided to make a break for it.

Where could I even go? We’re on a boat.

He walked behind Captain Michelle, following her up flight after flight of stairs. The ship had more levels than he’d initially realized, and they didn’t stop walking until they’d reached the very top. Captain Michelle opened the door that the stairs connected to and stepped through it, into what appeared to be the main control room.

A number of women sat in front of monitors or instrument panels. They didn’t look up as Captain Michelle brought Mike through another door at the back of the room. She waved the uniformed women off, and they took up position just outside.

The new room was very clearly Captain Michelle’s own office. She gestured to a chair sitting across from a desk in the back of the room, and then slowly walked behind it and sat down in her own chair on the other side.

“Send her in,” said Captain Michelle. The door behind them opened, and someone Mike recognized walked in through it. Astrud looked solemn and avoided his gaze as he looked at her.

“Is this him?” asked Captain Michelle.

 “Hold on!” Mike made a move to stand up from his chair. “I think you’re getting the wrong idea. I’m only here because-“

“Quiet.” Captain Michelle favored him with a severe expression, and Mike sat back down. “Don’t speak unless I address you directly. Now, Astrud, if you would answer the question, please.”

Astrud was silent for a moment. She finally looked at Mike, frowning empathetically.

“Yeah, that’s him,” she said. “But it’s like I told you, he’s not a bad person.”

“You reported me to the captain?” asked Mike.

“I felt guilty!” said Astrud. “I told my boyfriend too, through email. It was tearing me apart!”

“I said quiet!” Captain Michelle slammed her hand down on the desk. The two uniformed guards came in at the sound of commotion. She nodded to them, and they took Astrud from the room, closing the door behind them.

“You name is Michael Grant,” she said slowly. “Correct?”

Mike nodded. The captain’s demeanor made him feel a little nervous, and as she stood up from her chair, he flinched.

She walked around to the other side of the desk and leaned back against it, only a few feet in front of Mike. She was wearing a blue blouse with a matching blue skirt that looked like something a navy officer might wear.

It looked surprisingly good on her, emphasizing her large breasts, trim waist, and curvy hips. Captain Michelle carefully folded one of her legs over the other. She wore glasses, another detail that Mike hadn’t noticed at first, and peered over them at him like a disapproving librarian.

“Do you think this is a joke, Mike?”

It took him a second to realize that it wasn’t a rhetorical question.

“No, of course not,” he said. “I didn’t want to come on this cruise in the first place.”

“Well from the sounds of it, you’ve already done a bit of cumming on this cruise.” The captain’s face was deadly serious as she spoke.

I don’t know whether I should be intimidated or turned on.

“I’m sorry,” said Mike. “It won’t happen again.”

“Of course it won’t,” said Captain Michelle. “We’re going to be making our first stop at a port city in a couple of hours. Arrangements will be made there for you to take a plane back to your home.”

“…What?”

Mike stared at her in surprise. He wasn’t sure what he’d been expecting when she’d brought him into her office, but it hadn’t been this. He wasn’t sure whether to be disappointed or relieved.

It’s like I said before. I didn’t want to be on this cruise in the first place… right?

“Until then, you will be held in a disciplinary cells on one of the sublevels,” said Captain Michelle. “I’m sorry that it has to be this way, Mike.”

“Wait, hold on.” He shook his head. “My mom insisted that I come on this vacation with her. It means a ton to her!”

“Your mother will be refunded the cost of the ticket,” said Captain Michelle. “This cruise is intended to foster a safe environment for women to relax and enjoy their vacation. That’s what Goddess Cruise Lines is all about.”

“Isn’t there a way that you could make an exception?” Even as Mike asked the question, he knew what the answer was going to be. Captain Michelle didn’t even dignify him with a response.

“Melanie. Krysta.” The uniformed women appeared in the doorway at Captain Michelle’s summon. “Take Michael down to one of the disciplinary cells. Make sure he’s comfortable, and that his needs are seen to, but don’t allow him to leave.”

“Yes, ma’am,” said one of the women.

They led Mike out of the room, through the control area, and back to the stairs. The walk up had been tiring, and though it was easier heading down, the continued further, past the first level and into the depths of the ship.

The lower levels had a vaguely claustrophobic feel to them. The uniformed women led him around several twists and turns. Mike wondered if it was intentional, to make his confinement confusing to escape even if he somehow broke free.

They finally stopped in front of a normal looking door. The woman on Mike’s right opened it and ushered him in. The room was small and unassuming. A single bed was pushed against the back wall, the only furniture in the room. The floor was carpeted, and the ambiance wasn’t bad. Compared to a regular jail cell it looked surprisingly comfortable.

“So uh, do I just knock if I have to go to the bathroom?” He smiled and waved to his guard. The woman scowled back at him and then closed the door. A locking sound came from the doorknob, and that was it.








  
 




 
   

CHAPTER 14
“If she’d just let me stay home in the first place…”

Mike muttered to himself as he lay on the bed. It had been at least an hour since he’d first been placed in confinement, maybe more. There wasn’t much to do in the room, but he still had his phone on hand, though the cell service in the lower levels as abysmal.

He rolled across the mattress, moving with playful movements like he used to as a child. It was hard for him to feel any guilt over his actions. Astrud had been a willing participant, even if Mike had teased her into it in the beginning. And Vera, if the encounter with her mattered, was the one who’d been the instigator.

On top of that, Mike hadn’t wanted to be on the cruise in the first place. He’d wanted to stay home, to have the house mostly to himself for the vacation. Laura had dragged him along, probably more out of wanting to bond with him than fearing what he’d do on his own.

She bought me a child’s ticket. Why does she still insist on treating me like a kid?

Mike frowned, remembering Danica’s goading. He wasn’t a kid anymore, but he still felt like an awkward dissonance hung in the air whenever it came to getting other people to recognize it.

He was still thinking frustrated thoughts when footsteps sounded from one end of the hall. Mike sat up slowly as the door clicked and then swung open. Standing behind it was one of the guards he’d seen before and his mother.

“The ship has reached port,” said the guard. “I’m bringing you to grab your stuff, and then escorting you off.”

Laura was still wearing her tiny pink shorts and white t-shirt. She looked visibly upset, and bit one of her lips when she met Mike’s eyes.

“I’m here to help,” she said. “And… I’m going to leave the cruise along with you.”

“Mom!” Mike shook his head. “You can’t do that.”

“Of course I can, sweetie.”

“This cruise is your vacation, not mine,” he said. “I’ll make it home just fine, and you can still enjoy-“

“Let’s go,” interjected the guard. “This isn’t the time for the two of you to discuss your travel plans.”

Mike glared at her, but followed along as she began leading him and his mother down the hallway. 

“Mom,” Mike whispered. “Please… don’t give up on having a good time just because of me.”

Laura turned and pushed a few strands of hair out of her face, smiling.

“You being here was what made this a good time for me,” she whispered back. “I planned for you to come with me from the start, Mike. I should have told you, but I didn’t think you’d come if I did.”

This means a lot to her. Maybe… there’s still a way.

“How long will the ship be in port for?” Mike raised his voice, directing the question at the guard in front of them.

“No more than another half hour or so,” said the woman. “The cruise has a tight schedule which needs to be kept to.”

Mike nodded. He could see the stairs up ahead. 

It’s now or never.

He reached one hand out and took hold of his mother’s. She gave him a surprised look, and Mike raised a finger to his lips. He slowed his pace a bit, letting the guard get a few paces in front of them, and then as they passed a hallway intersection, he pulled his mom away and bolted off in the other direction.

“Hey!” yelled the guard. “Stop!”

“Mike!” His mom was squeezing his hand tight, but she kept up with him as he sprinted down the hall.

“Just trust me!” yelled Mike. “I know what I’m doing.”

At least I think I do.

He kept running, taking turns at random through the confusing hallways. The level they were on was essentially a maze for how well Mike knew the layout of it. He hoped that it was the same for the guard coming after him.

Mike pulled his mom around a turn, and then, hearing the guard’s footsteps heading off in the wrong direction, he came to a stop. There was a door next to them that was open a crack, and without thinking he pulled it open and pushed his mom through. It was dark inside, and Mike had to practically stuff himself in to fit.

“Ouch!” Laura squealed.

Mike pulled the door shut and then realized, somewhat foolishly, that they were in a tiny linen closet.

“Whoops,” he said. The space was in no way big enough for two people, and his mom’s body was squeezed up against his. He reached for the door handle and twisted it, but it didn’t budge.

“Mike.” Laura’s voice had a tone of moderate disapproval in it. “What did you just do?”

“I was trying to get us away,” he said. He tried to twist to the back of the closet, which was covered in shelves full of towels in bedsheets. All he managed to do was rub himself against his mom, sending a jolt of pleasure through his crotch.

This is bad.

“They’ll find us eventually,” said his mom.

“And what will they do?” he asked. “They already planned on kicking us off. I thought if we could avoid getting caught until the ship left port, than maybe…”

He trailed off as he realized how ludicrous his plan sounded. He tried the door handle again. It was still locked.

“Damn it!” Mike tried to push against the door, but his mom was between him and it. “I’m sorry, mom.”

It was too dark to see anything in the closet, but he somehow could sense that she was smiling at him. A soft hand cupped Mike’s cheek, and he felt his mom’s hot breath against his neck.

“It’s okay, honey,” she said softly. “I appreciate the thought that went into it.”

A tense silence hung on the air for a moment. Mike could feel his mom’s soft body against his. It felt good, in a bad way. His cock was slowly stirring to life, and he tried with all of his mental might to will it back down.

“Try the door handle again,” whispered his mom. 

Mike leaned forward to grab it, pushing his crotch even more tightly against his mom’s ass.

“It’s still locked,” he said.

Laura tried the handle herself, twisting it with movements that caused her butt to jiggle and writhe against Mike’s cock. He leaned his head back and stifled a moan as his member grew even harder.

“This is bad,” whispered Laura.

Can she feel my cock? She must be able to. 

“Somebody will come eventually,” said Mike. “We just have to wait for that somebody to come.”

“And we just… wait in here… in the meantime?” His mom’s words were full of nervous potential. She could feel his hard cock against her, Mike was sure of it now. He felt his face flush red with shame, and suddenly felt very grateful for the darkness of the closet.

“What else can we do?” asked Mike. The closet was silent again, the dangerous kind of silent where anything can happen. It almost felt to Mike as though his mom was pushing herself back against him with regular movements.

It’s just her breathing. We’re trapped so tightly together that even the movement of my mother’s breathing makes her rub against me.

“This is very bad.” Laura reached a hand back and grabbed onto Mike’s thigh. His cock throbbed with pleasure, nestling itself against his mom’s buttocks as though it was home.

“We could try pushing, I guess,” said Mike. His mom took another breath and lifted up her arms, and a shiver went through him as he thought about how badly he wanted to cup her breasts and thrust himself against her.

“Okay,” she whispered. “We just have to be careful.” 

“Alright.” Mike slipped his arms forward, setting his hands against the door. His mom’s breasts dangled within easy reach. All he’d have to do was fold his arms, and he’d be able to feel them in their soft, jiggling glory.

“Let’s both push on three,” said Laura. She took a deep breath and Mike felt her buttocks squeeze around his erection as her body tensed up for the push.

Something very, very bad is going to happen if we don’t get out of here, fast!

“One. Two. Three!”

Mike slammed himself forward, as did his mother. The door didn’t even budge. Laura let out a cute gasp as she pushed tightly against it. The movement caused Mike’s cock to grind into her ass as though he was trying to drill a hole through their clothing and fuck her hard.

“Oh no!” whispered Laura. “Mike, we have to get out of here!”

“I know mom, I know.” He let his hands run up her waist, feeling his willpower running out. “Let’s try pushing again.”

“One, two, three!” His mom counted faster this time. They pushed forward again, and Mike thrust against her again.

Oh my god, this feels amazing. I can barely control myself…

The floor underneath them began to rumble, as though a small, constant earthquake was underway. Mike felt his mom’s butt vibrating too, teasing his cock as the two of them shook against each other.

“What’s that?” whispered Laura.

“It must be the engines,” said Mike. “We’re closer to them down here.”

He was growing bolder, and more possessed by his arousal. Mike let his hands slide up to the bottom of his mom’s breasts. He felt guilty and ashamed and so turned on that he couldn’t think straight.

“Oh… mmm…” Laura was breathing heavily. “We… we have to try pushing again.”

“Yeah,” whispered Mike. “Let’s push harder.”

His mom counted to three again, and Mike pushed, this time more against her than the door. He ground his erection against her butt and let his fingers grope at the bottom of her breasts. 

“Again!” said Laura. Mike thrust forward, dry humping her several times in quick, horny succession. He let one of his hands slip down an inch or so into her shorts and then felt panic flutter in his chest as he realized what he was doing.

This is disgusting! She’s my mother, for crying out loud!

“Oh…” Laura spoke half in a whisper and half in a moan. “Those engines are so powerful.”

“Yeah.” Mike was still thrusting into her, feeling her soft, sensual body against his. “It’s making it hard for me to focus.”

“Push again, Mike,” she whispered. “Just keep pushing.”

His hand was resting on the outside of her panties. They were soaking wet. Mike pulled her against him and pushed again, and again, grinding into his mom as though he was a horny teenager dirty dancing at the club.

“Oh, yeah,” she whispered. “We can do it, Mike. Push hard!”

Mike pumped his cock against his mother, tearing down walls of shame and repression as his cock burned with pleasure. He rubbed his fingers across her panties with soft, deliberate movements. Laura leaned against the door, still making an attempt to open it with her movements.

“Mom!” Mike cried out.

“Just push, Mike!” shouted Laura. “Focus.”

She turned her head around and kissed him, half on the cheek and half on the lips. Mike couldn’t hold out any longer, and felt his cock explode. His seed spurted out into his swimsuit, shamefully coating his crotch with hot, sticky cum.

Laura tensed up for a moment, her body shivering as she enjoyed her own release. Then, almost as though she was coming back to reality after a vivid dream, she stiffened. She pulled her son’s hand out of her shorts and let out an embarrassed cough. Before either of them could say anything, or they could even recover fully, the door swung open.








  
 




 
   

CHAPTER 15
Captain Michelle was standing outside the linen closet, along with the security guard that Mike had ditched earlier. Laura stepped out first, staring at the ground and wearing her guilt openly on her face.

“I have to hand it to you, Mike,” said the captain. “This was very, very clever.”

She was smiling. It looked so different from her usual stony expression that Mike almost did a double take. He scratched his head and sighed.

“Look, I’ll go quietly,” he said. “You caught me.”

He looked over at his mom. Her cheeks were flushed, and she was frowning.

“Mom, please…” said Mike. “Finish the cruise without me. I want you to enjoy yourself. I want you to have a good time. You deserve it.”

Within his words was something unspoken. Mike could see his mom’s eyes, along with the confusion and shame one his face that mirrored his own.

I don’t know what just happened between us, but I’m not going to let it keep me from loving her.

“I just want to talk to you, Mike,” said Captain Michelle. “Rest assured, now that we’ve left port, you won’t be ejected from the cruise.”

She looked over at Laura, meeting her gaze as though to convey the sincerity of her words. Laura nodded slowly, and then set a hand on Mike’s shoulder briefly.

“I love you, honey,” she said.

“I love you too, mom.”

Captain Michelle and the security guard led Mike through the hallway and back to the spiral staircase. They climbed up and up. Mike was tired of walking up and down stairs, but he kept pace with them, all the way up to the control room at the top.

“That’s fine.” Captain Michelle nodded to the guard. “I need to speak with him privately.”

Mike followed her into her office. He again noticed the air around Captain Michelle. She was beautiful and confident, the ultimate authority on the ship, and a force to be reckoned with. And strangely, she was still smiling.

She’s won. She can do whatever she wants with me, now.

“Sit down, Mike,” she said. Mike took a seat. Michelle was looking for something in her desk, leaning forward slightly and giving him a nice view of her shapely breasts.

“Ah, there we go,” said Captain Michelle. She held something in her hand but folded her arms before Mike could see what it was.

“Look, I’m sorry.” Mike decided to get straight to the point. “It was my idea to run off. I pulled my mom along with me. You can put me back in the jail cell or whatever, but please. Don’t ruin her vacation for her.”

“Do you think that she’d be able to enjoy anything on this cruise, knowing that her son was locked away on one of the sublevels?” asked Captain Michelle. Mike frowned.

“I mean… I guess she might not,” he said.

“Mike, do you know why Goddess Cruise Lines caters exclusively to women?”

Mike shrugged his shoulders. Captain Michelle’s smile broadened.

“Most of the women that come on our cruises are here because they aren’t happy.” She wrinkled her brow. “It’s a little saddening to think about, really. The majority of the women on this ship, right now, are unhappy in their marriages, or are single and lonely, or just missing an important piece of the puzzle that is life.”

“My mom isn’t…” Mike trailed off as he thought about what the woman was saying.

Come to think of it, Mom hasn’t been that happy lately.

“She is,” said Captain Michelle. “But we wouldn’t be having this conversation if there wasn’t something else that made our circumstances… unique.”

She lifted her hand, revealing what was inside. A tiny remote control sat in her palm. She turned toward the flat screen mounted on the wall to the side and clicked a button.

“It’s probably best if I turn the sound down a little for this,” she said, grinning.

Mike immediately recognized the scene, even though the green tinted night vision filter it had been filmed with. He was looking at the inside of a linen closet, filmed from a camera attached to the back wall.

“We installed cameras and motion alarms in all of the closets and secluded areas on the ship a few months ago,” said Captain Michelle. “A few of our maids had organized a smuggling ring, and it was cheaper for us to beef up surveillance than to hire and train a complete change of staff.”

Mike watched the screen. The door opened, and his mom stepped inside the linen closet, followed immediately by Mike himself. Captain Michelle chuckled as she watched him close the door.

“There’s no way you could have known that the doors lock automatically,” she said, amused. “But I still find it hilarious. It’s like something out of a sitcom.”

Mike felt his jaw drop open as he began to realize the implications of the footage that the captain had.

She can ruin us. This is the end.

Captain Michelle tapped her fingers on the desk, drawing Mike’s attention out of his thoughts and back to her.

“Mike,” she said. “I know exactly how you must be feeling right now.”

Mike shook his head.

“This is… blackmail, isn’t it?”

Captain Michelle flinched back in her chair.

“What?” She shook her head. “No, this isn’t blackmail. Though from your perspective, I guess it makes sense for you to think that.”

On the screen, he and his mom had begun pushing against the door. Mike turned to look away.

“I understand you probably better than you understand yourself,” said Captain Michelle.

“I sincerely doubt that.”

“I have a step brother, Mike.”

Mike blinked in surprise. He stared at Captain Michelle, and the grin on her face suddenly began to make sense.

“Mike, I’ve spent many years of my life feeling…” Michelle met his eye and stopped smiling. “Feeling very confused. About my emotions… about my attractions. And especially about, well, some of the shameful things that I’ve done.”

Mike was too shocked to say anything. He blinked. He could hear his mom counting to three as the two of them continued to push against the door in the video. 

“I don’t want you to have to go through what I went through, Mike,” said Captain Michelle.

“I… I don’t know what you’re talking about!” Mike spoke with more forcefulness than he’d intended. He brought a hand to his forehead and collapsed into it, feeling his shame and guilt more vividly than he’d ever thought possible.

“You and your mother are going to enjoy this cruise, Mike,” said Captain Michelle. “I’ll be checking in on you and making sure of it.”

“I don’t know what the hell you’re talking about!” Mike was shouting now. He couldn’t stop himself. Conflicting emotions raged inside of him.

“I want you to give into the temptation,” said Captain Michelle. “Just like you almost did in the linen closet.”

Mike could hear heavy breathing coming from the monitor, along with soft moans from his mother. He gritted his teeth.

“Why?” He asked the question in a whispered, shameful tone.

“Because I know what you’re going through Mike,” she said. “And I’m here to help.”

She lifted the remote and paused the video, freezing the frame with Mike pushed against his mother in the middle of an intimate embrace.

“Mike, I have this video, and I also have your best interests at heart.” Captain Michelle sighed. “This isn’t blackmail, but I want you to be true to yourself.”

Mike shook his head.

“What are you talking about?”

“If you want me to delete the footage,” said Captain Michelle. “Then I want you to finish what you started.  I want you to love your mom the way she needs to be loved.”

Mike couldn’t say anything to that.

She’s crazy. She is out of her mind.

“I’ll be meeting with you regularly to assess your progress,” said Captain Michelle. “I’m not going to put any restrictions on your movements around the cruise ship, but you need to consider what I’ve said.”

“I can’t,” whispered Mike. “It’s… impossible.”

The captain smiled at him, that same overeager grin from before.

“It’s already begun,” she said. “All you have to do is go for it.”

She pressed a button on her desk. A moment later, the door opened and one of the security guards stepped into the room.

“Show Mike back to the main deck,” said Captain Michelle. “And then let him do whatever he wants.”

The guard nodded and then gestured to Mike. He tried to contain his shock and confusion as he stood up and followed her out of the room.

This is insane.

Despite himself, he felt a kernel of excitement tingle to life in his chest. The cruise had only just begun.
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CHAPTER 1
Mike stared out into the distance of the ocean. He was on the first-floor deck of the cruise ship, leaning forward against the outer railing, entrusting his full weight to it. A small flock of seagulls circled over something unseen in the distance, their cries lost in the air as the sun slowly set behind them.

I can’t do it. I just can’t.

His entire body bristled with confusing emotions. The situation he’d entered into with Captain Michelle reminded him of the deals he’d heard people make with the devil, except in his case, he wasn’t getting anything out of it.

But I would be getting something out of it, something that I can’t admit that I want.

He sighed and shook his head as though trying to shake off bad thoughts. Women were walking by on the polished wooden deck behind them. Most of them were still treating him as a curiosity, the only man on a women’s vacation cruise.

The reason he’d ended up on the ship and the reason he was so conflicted were one in the same. Laura, his stepmother, had insisted on bringing him along so the two of them could have some quality time together. And now, there was the Captain’s proposition.

She wants me to have a different kind of quality time with her.

Mike was tempted to let out a roar, just to see how and if it would echo. He chewed his lip and tapped his fingers on the railing, channeling his anxious energy.

He was trapped. The cruise hadn’t been his idea in the first place, and now circumstance had led him into a corner that there was only one way out of. Captain Michelle had incriminating footage that could sink him in an instant. His only option was to go along with her ridiculous request.

Or… I could find a way to destroy the footage.

He tapped his fingers faster on the railing. Mike knew that he had to do something, if only to calm his wild nerves. 

“Hey, honey.”

The voice surprised him. Mike flinched forward, bumping into the railing and then grabbing onto it as though there was actually a chance he could fall overboard. He looked over his shoulder and saw Laura, his stepmother, standing behind him.

“Oh… hey.” He forced a smile onto his face and scratched his head. The look his mom offered back to him told him everything he needed to know.

She’s not buying it. She knows that something's up.

“Well, are you going to tell me?” Laura was wearing a thin, yellow sundress. It clung tightly to her busty chest and hinted at there being nothing else underneath. The wind blew across the deck, stirring the bottom of the dress, which only made it down to her mid-thigh even when still.

“Tell you what?” asked Mike.

“What did the captain say to you?” asked his mom. “And more importantly, what did you say to her to get her to let you stay on?”

Mike shrugged. There was one upside to what had happened between him and the captain, though it made him feel uncomfortable to acknowledge.

At least Mom isn’t focused on what happened in the linen closet anymore.

Mike had chosen it as a hiding spot, and it had led to an accidental illicit encounter between him and his mom. Even just thinking about it made him feel a strange mixture of excitement and guilt.

“Well?” Laura folded her arms impatiently, the action pushing her breasts together and exaggerating her cleavage.

“She told me that she understood my situation,” said Mike. “And that she’d reconsidered after seeing how badly you wanted me with you on the trip.”

It wasn’t a lie, at least not exactly. Captain Michelle understood Mike’s situation well enough, or at least she claimed to. The way she’d spoken of her step brother had given Mike a strange feeling of solidarity.

Solidarity for what? This is ridiculous.

“Okay.” Laura was still watching him, considering his expression and body language. “Anyway, I’m headed back to the cabin to get ready.”

“To get ready?”

“For dinner.” His mother grinned at him. “We’re celebrating tonight.”

She turned and started walking toward the inner decks before Mike could respond. He watched her go, each step swaying her hips from side to side, her skirt threatening to ride up high enough to give him a glimpse of paradise.

Mike sighed and turned back to the ocean. The water looked almost black in the fading evening light. The cruise ship cut through it at a regular, easy clip. There was nothing on the horizon in any direction except for the expansive, indifferent sea.

He took his time walking back to the cabin, taking the long way around that led him through the main lobby and up the spiral staircase. His steps were slow and even as he made his way down the hall, and his thoughts continued to wage war on the battleground of his mind.

I can’t go along with this. I’ll find a way to get the footage and delete it.

Mike almost stopped to knock before entering the cabin. Part of him knew that he should. He and his mom were sharing it, and that in itself led to a mixing of boundaries and privacy. But she was still his mother, and it was as much her room as it was his.

Another part of him wanted to throw the door open, rush into the room, and discover his mom naked, if he could. He blinked and forced the thought out of his mind. His cock was already stirring in his shorts, and Mike clenched his teeth in frustration.

I am not attracted to her. And I’m not going to listen to what Captain Michelle said.

He still didn’t knock before opening the door, but he compromised, opening it slowly and announcing himself as he walked through.

“Mom?” He waited for a second, and then peered through the opening.

Laura was clothed, but only just so. She’d slipped into a gorgeous black evening dress, the front of it cut low to expose her chest, and the waist tightened to cling to the curves of her hips. She smiled when she saw Mike and turned around, revealing a zipper waiting to be taken care of.

“Can you zip me up?” Her voice was somehow motherly and flirtatious at the same time.

It took every ounce of willpower that Mike had inside of him to walk over slowly, fighting the urge to openly ogle the exposed slit of pale skin along his mom’s back. He could see where the zipped began at the bottom, a hint of her buttocks just barely in view.

“Sure,” he said, his voice cracking a little. He could smell her perfume as he reached his fingers down and took hold of the zipper. Laura glanced over her shoulder at him and smiled.

“It’s a tricky one,” she said. “Just work it up nice and slow.”

Mike stepped in a little closer as the teeth of the zipper began to interlace with one another. His crotch brushed against his mom’s butt, and she shivered.

“I don’t have anything this nice to wear,” he said. His cock was rock hard, and he half hoped that his mom would decide to change into something else, right there in front of him.

“I packed you a dress shirt and dress pants,” said his mom, smiling. “I wanted us to have at least one fancy night.”

Mike finished, and Laura took a step forward. She pulled her bag out and bent over to pull the clothes out for him. Her butt strained against the fabric of her dress. It was almost too much for Mike.

I’ll just get really, really drunk, and forget about this entire situation. Assuming Mom lets me drink.

“Here you go.” Laura handed him his clothes. “Do you want help getting changed?”

“No!” Mike answered, quickly. The last thing he needed was her catching sight of how turned on he was. 

The last thing I need is to be this turned on. I need to calm down.

“Okay,” said Laura. “I’ll wait for you outside. Be quick.”

Mike nodded. He watched as his mom left the room, and then walked into the bathroom. She’d left the sundress she’d changed out of on the floor, along with a pair of small, pink, silk panties. 

He looked away from them, and then cursing under his breath, slowly bent over and touched the fabric with his finger. They were soft and thrilling, and yet somehow evil and illicit at the same time. Mike sighed and quickly started getting changed. 








  
 




 
   

CHAPTER 2
“Have you already picked out a restaurant?”

Mike met his mom in the hallway after getting dressed. He noticed details about her appearance that he hadn’t before, the way she’d done her hair up into an elegant bun, and her expensive earrings.

“Yep,” said Laura. “We even have a table reserved for us.”

Mike frowned. Something felt off about what she’d said. 

Why would she have a table reserved? A couple of hours ago, we both thought I’d be thrown off the cruise.

“Mom…” He shot her a serious look. “Did Captain Michelle have something to do with this?”

Laura smiled.

“Yes, how’d you guess?” She held her arm out for him to loop his through. “It’s actually her private table. She told me the reservation was her way of apologizing for the trouble she put you through.”

Mike took a deep breath and then pushed all of the air out of his lungs. He felt like he was being played. The captain’s words still nagged at him, and he began to wonder if there was more to it than what was on the surface.

She had a thing with her brother. Maybe this is a weird turn on for her, getting other people to cross that line?

“Mike? Are you okay?” His mom was watching him with careful, concerned eyes. “You’ve been acting strange.”

“I’m fine, Mom,” he said.

“Did you…” She hesitated. “Did you want to be kicked off the cruise?”

“What? No!” Mike shook his head. “Of course not. That was why I tried to hide with you in the linen closet.”

He felt his face flushed, and he suddenly wished that he’d had the good sense not to bring up what had happened. It was just another confusing element of his current circumstances, one that managed to be arousing and off-putting at the same time.

“Okay, honey,” said Laura. “I am glad that you’re here. But you don’t have to play along just for my sake.”

“It isn’t just for your sake, mom,” said Mike. 

It’s for the captain’s sake, too, apparently. For whatever it is that she’s getting out of this.

Beyond that, there was a part of the situation that Mike grudgingly had to admit that he enjoyed. He liked spending time with his mom, to the extent that Captain Michelle’s blackmail was almost backfiring, increasing his wariness and scrutiny in relation to his own actions. 

Mike loved his mother as a son, and had no intention of crossing over to the dark side. He would find a way to get the footage, and destroy it.

They stepped into the spiral staircase. Mike started to head down, but Laura pulled him up, evidently toward a restaurant he hadn’t been to before on one of the higher decks. She wore high heels, and they clacked against the tile with each step. Mike glanced down at her toned legs, elegant and enticing. He had to make himself look away.

“Here we are!” announced Laura. She held her hands folded in front of her as she led Mike into a fancy looking Italian restaurant. A maître d' stood behind a check in counter and smiled to both of them as they walked up. She did a double take upon noticing Mike.

“Welcome to Athena Ristorante ,” said the woman. “Do you… have a reservation?”

Mike could tell what was on the woman’s mind just from the way she looked at the two of them.

She thinks we’re a couple.

“Yes, we do,” said Laura. “Captain Michelle prepared it for us. She said you’d already been informed.”

The woman’s eyes flickered, and she flashed a knowing smile.

“Of course,” she said. “Right this way.”

The restaurant was lit with a mixture of expensive hanging lights and smaller candles. Everything seemed expensive, from the uniforms of the staff, to the music softly being played in the background by a live violinist.

A couple of women sitting at tables glanced up as Mike and his mom passed by. He tried not to meet their eyes. 

To them, we’re just a hot older woman and a lucky young guy on a date. They must be imagining what we’ll do after this, how we’ll tear each other’s clothes off in our cabin and-

“Mike?” They’d stopped in front of the table, and his mom was looking at him expectantly.

“Oh, right,” he said, sitting down. The maître d' handed them each a menu and then turned and walked away.

The table was silent for a moment. Mike picked up his menu, feeling a strange pressure settling over him. His mom sat directly across from him. The natural thing for him to do was to stare into her eyes, to lose himself in the presence of her elegant beauty, and the illicit promise that it held.

“What’s wrong?” Laura’s voice was soft, and gentle. “I can tell that you’re out of sorts, Mike.”

He shrugged.

“Today was just a very… confusing day.”

“Are you sure you’re not making it more confusing than it needs to be?” His mom reached her hand across the table and set in on top of his. Mike’s body flushed with heat.

“Maybe I am,” he said. Another silent second passed. He met her eyes this time and felt something primal and heavy inside him flare up.

“Just relax, honey,” said his mom. “You don’t have to question everything. Sometimes things happen the way they do for a reason, and you just have to go with it.”

Should I just go with it? What the hell would that even mean here?

“Anyway, we should get to work on our orders.” Laura flipped a menu open, and after a moment, Mike did the same.

He was reading through the entrees, parsing the Italian as best as he could when he felt something brush against his leg. He glanced under the table to see his mom’s leg against his, extended far enough out from under her address to show off a delightful bit of thigh. Mike’s cock twitched to life.

This is torture.

“Do you want me to order a bottle of wine?” asked his mom.

“What?” Mike almost couldn’t believe that she’d asked the question.

“I told you, we’re celebrating.” Laura smiled. “You can drink tonight. But it’s going to be a one-time thing, young man.”

Mike nodded. His mom’s leg shifted against his and his cock practically groaned in delight.

I just need to take deep, calming breaths.

His mother set her menu down in the light of the candle and then leaned forward over it, struggling to read something. Her beautiful breasts pushed out against her dress, like raw orbs of feminine power and potential pleasure. Mike blinked, but he couldn’t draw his gaze away.

“Alright!” Laura suddenly leaned back, canceling out Mike’s view. “I’m ready to order. Do you know what you want?”

“Uh, sure…” Mike ran his hand through his hair. The waitress appeared at their table almost instantly. He stammered out his order and tried to ignore the erection tenting the fabric of his pants.

Mike experienced the next few minutes through a haze of illicit desire and sexual frustration. He nodded along in conversation, trying to keep his mom from picking up on the strange thoughts running through his head.

Why is this happening? I need to get ahold of myself.

He sought relief in his wine, drinking the first glass in record time. Laura frowned as he reached for the bottle to pour himself a second.

“Whoa, slow down sailor.” 

“You said it was a celebration, didn’t you?” Mike forced a smile onto his face. His mom didn’t stop him. Rather, she sighed, and then finished her own glass and poured herself some more.








  
 




 
   

CHAPTER 3
Dinner came and went. When the food arrived, Mike had another distraction. He dug into his plate of chicken parmesan and ziti as though he hadn’t eaten anything in months. Between that and the alcohol, it was easy for him to forget his circumstances.

And I can almost forget that the sexy woman sitting across from me is my mother… almost.

Laura ate with tiny, delicate bites. Mike finished long before she did and busied himself with the wine in the meantime. When she was finally done, she daintily wiped her mouth with a napkin and smiled at her son.

“Are you ready to head back to the cabin?” Her voice was vaguely tipsy, and excited. “We can get room service to bring us desert, curl up, and watch a movie.”

The choice was Mike’s to make. And it was enough of a choice to make him feel as though he was being ripped in two.

If I go with her, I’m not sure I’ll be able to stop whatever happens. But she can still stop it, can’t she?

Mike chewed his lip. He loved his mom, and that was what it came down to, in the end.

“I have to run an errand, first,” he said, after a long pause. “Sorry, mom. I’ll meet up with you later tonight, okay.”

“It’s almost nine.” Laura raised an eyebrow at him. “Just what kind of errand do you need to run at this time of night?”

Mike was already standing up from his chair. He shook his head and shrugged, wishing that he could go along with her. She looked incredible in her black dress, and the idea of unzipping it, helping her out of it, and then…

No, she wouldn’t let it go that far. I’d be stupid to even try.

He hurried out of the restaurant, untucking his silly dress shirt as he moved down the hall toward the spiral staircase. Mike was surprised by how drunk he felt, and had to focus to keep his steps steady.

He hummed to himself softly as he made his way upstairs. The only thing on his mind was finding a way to delete the footage and stop the captain’s blackmailing at the source. 

Captain Michelle’s office was on the highest deck. The route into it would have taken him through the control room, which was always teeming with ship personnel who would stop him from getting in.

However, there was a door in the back of the captain’s room that he’d noticed on his last trip up. Mike knew that there were smaller stairways that connected the decks, usually positioned far to the front and back. If he could find a way into one of them, there was a very good chance he could get into the office through the back door. 

He stopped at the deck that was two levels below the top and exited out into another hallway. Mike scanned the doors as he went by. There was a café, currently closed. Beyond that was an empty room with a polished wood floor and after that was a large exercise room with free weights and treadmills.

This is the gym. If I was the captain, this is the place I’d have a staircase lead.

Mike pushed through the door and took a look around. A couple of women were exercising, but it was empty other than that. He hurried to the back of the room and down an unassuming hallway. Without stopping to think, he pushed through the door at the end of it.

“What the fuck, Mike?” Danica’s voice was shrill, shocked, and angry. Mike looked over at her and felt his jaw drop.

She stood naked in front of him. Her breasts were mid-sized, with a youthful perkiness that only a teenager’s body has naturally. The curves of her hips looked far better in the nude than they ever had clothed. A small landing strip of hair, neat and trimmed, adorned her crotch. Danica hurried to cover herself with a towel after a second.

“What…?” Mike wasn’t sure if it was the alcohol or his own stupidity, but it wasn’t until he processed the sound of running water in the background that everything clicked together.

I’m in the women’s locker room.

“You fucking asshole!” Danica grabbed something off the bench and pegged it at him. Her aim was surprisingly good, and a tube of women’s speed stick collided with Mike’s shoulder. He shook his head and held his hands up defensively.

“Look, I’m sorry!” he shouted. “I didn’t know.”

He turned to move toward the door, but one of the women who’d been outside was standing in the way, glaring at him. Mike looked back at Danica apologetically. She’d grabbed something else to throw, but as she put her body into the motion, her towel fell from the body, revealing her nakedness to him once more.

“I didn’t see anything!” Mike put a hand over his eyes. “I’ll just… leave now.”

Footsteps came from the shower area. Mike made the mistake of looking to see what it was. A very fit looking woman in her mid-twenties walked into the changing area. She was completely naked, with water and soap suds still dripping from her body. She was also tall, powerfully built, and very, very angry looking.

“Are you fucking serious?” Her voice was surprisingly high-pitched. She didn’t try to cover herself as she stomped her way over to Mike. He tried not to stare at her toned breasts and clean shaven lower half.

“This guy is a fucking pervert, Jaime,” said the woman behind him. “I think we need to teach him a lesson.”

“Look, it was an accident!” Mike stared at the ceiling and tried to fumble his way toward the door. “I’ll just be-“

Something grabbed him from behind. Mike could feel warm, wet flesh against his back. He thrashed his arm back around behind him and felt it slap a well-toned buttock.

“You perv!” Jaime, the muscular woman, had him in a wrestling hold. She slipped one of her legs behind him, and with an easy movement, flipped him to the ground.

This is not my proudest moment.

“I’ll leave!” shouted Mike. “This really isn’t necessary.”

He was flat on his back, and Jaime was mounting him. Her naked, muscular body felt surprisingly good on top of him. She was sitting right on his cock, and as she pinned his arms to the ground, Mike couldn’t stop himself from being strangely aroused.

“You think this is a game?” asked Jaime. “That you can just be a peeping tom and get away with it?”

“He’s a stalker!” Danica was leaning over Jaime’s shoulder, her tiny towel only just covering her assets. “He goes to my high school and is the biggest creep. I guess he thought he could finally sneak a peek at me.”

“What?” Mike shook his head. “That’s not-“

Jaime slapped him across the face. Stars flashed across Mike’s vision, but he could make out bouncing breasts dangling in front of his face.

“That hurt! Jesus, I’m sorry!”

“It’s your turn, punk!” Jaime gripped his dress shirt collar and pulled it open, snapping of buttons without remorse.

“Wait, what?”

“Yeah, it’s his turn… Ah!” Danica’s towel fell again, and she blushed and then hurried to reset it over her breasts.

Jaime moved on to Mike’s dress pants, ripping them off with one hand and easily holding him down at the same time. His cock was at half mast, and Jaime glared at him when she saw it.

“You are going to know what it feels like.” She violently ripped off his boxers, leaving Mike naked except for his socks. 

“Look, just hold on!” Mike stood up, covering his junk the best that he could. “If you just give me a chance to explain!”

Danica had her phone out, and one glance at the way she was holding it told Mike everything he needed to know.

She’s filming it. Just what I need, more incriminating video of me.

“Let’s go!” shouted Jaime. She grabbed Mike by the arm and forcefully carried him over to the door. He stared at the naked, muscular woman, pleading for mercy with his eyes.

“Please, don’t do this,” said Mike. “I’m…”

In a single rough, deliberate motion, he was pushed out through the locker room’s door. Mike immediately tried to push back through it, but the girls on the other side held firm.

He could already feel the gazes of the remaining women in the gym trained on him. Mike’s face was hot. He slowly turned around, covering himself the best he could, and accepted his fate.








  
 




 
   

CHAPTER 4
Mike remembered a certain video game he’d played as a kid. During one of the later stages, the main character, a stealthy action hero, had been forced to operate in the buff, without his weapons or dignity to fall back on.

He tried to keep the image held in his mind as he quickly scurried through the gym. A middle-aged woman was openly gawking at him, eyes wide. The others in the exercise area had, thankfully, looked away.

“Uh… good evening.” Mike forced a smile on his face and nodded to the woman staring at him.

This is all Danica’s fault. I am going to get her back ten times over.

He gritted his teeth and tried not to let his terror and embarrassment overwhelm him as he approached the exit to the hallway. After risking a quick glance in either direction, Mike stepped out into the open and then froze.

The only direct routes down to the lower lever that he’d found so far were the spiral staircase and the stairs outside. Mike cursed under his breath, wishing he’d been able to find the back stairway that had gotten him into trouble in the first place.

There’s no way I can go up or down the spiral staircase. Looks like I’m going outside.

He crouched as he moved forward, peering around corners and flattening his back against walls. It was late enough at night that most of the women were either in bed or out drinking or dancing. 

He was looking over his shoulder and didn’t notice that somebody was approaching him from the front until it was too late. Mike crashed into an elegant, attractive older woman, both of them tumbling down to the carpeted floor.

“Oh, jeez,” said Mike. “I’m sorry.”

“Mike?” It wasn’t until the woman sat up that he saw her face and recognized her. It was Vera, Danica’s mom. He felt the heat in his face even more intently.

Why did it have to be someone I know?

The flirtatious smile Vera flashed him immediately put his worries at ease. He remembered what had happened between them, the suntan lotion and her soft, erotic hand.

“I’m not even going to ask,” she said softly. “Come on.”

She took Mike’s hand and pulled him outside, into the open air. The stars and moon were out, and luckily, the cruise ship’s upper decks were mostly deserted.

“What?” asked Mike. “What are you doing?”

“I’m saving your handsome butt, young man,” she said, with a laugh. “I was headed to meet up with Danica at the gym, but she can wait. My cabin is only one floor down. I can get you a robe or something to wear.”

Mike breathed a sigh of relief.

“Thank you,” he said. “Thank you, thank you, thank you.”

“Don’t thank me just yet.” Vera flashed her flirtatious smile again. “You’ll have to make it up to me, of course.”

She led him down the outside staircase and back into another hallway on the floor below. They went down a couple of doors and then stopped in front of a room. Vera swiped her key card and then quickly pulled Mike inside as another group of women approached in the other direction.

The door shut behind them. Mike stared at Vera and saw the look in her eyes. She managed to remind him of both Danica and his own mother at the same time. She wasn’t dressed up, but even in a t-shirt and yoga pants, she looked fantastic.

“Now you can thank me.” She licked her lips and stepped in closer to Mike, close enough for him to smell her perfume.

Mike’s cock was hardening, pressing against his hands as he continued a pointless attempt at preserving his modesty. Vera pulled his arms away and stared down at it. She let out a mock gasp and put a hand over her mouth.

“Are you excited, Mike?” She laughed, and then leaned in close to whisper her next words. “Did I get you excited?”

This is an unexpected turn of events, to say the least.

Mike let his hands run down Vera’s back, all the way down to her soft buttocks. She pressed herself against him, grabbing onto his hard cock and stroking it as she did. Mike let out a quiet moan and felt red hot desire take him by the chest.

“I know what teenage boys need, Mike,” she whispered. “You’re so eager, and so energetic. You just need a helping hand to lead you along.”

She kissed him, first on the cheek, and then on the lips. Mike groped at her breasts and moved with her as she stepped backward. The two of them reached the edge of the bed and crashed down onto it in an excited, horny heap.

“Vera…” Mike almost couldn’t believe it. Vera moved fast, leading him through pulling her shirt off, and then wiggling out of her tight leggings. Her body looked incredible, the type of figure that belonged on the cover of a magazine, rather than bundled up in conservative clothing at a bake sale.

He kissed her again, thrusting his hips forward and grinding the head of his cock into her panties as he did. There were a million reasons why what was happening shouldn’t be happening, and why it was a terrible idea. None of them could stave off Mike’s arousal.

Danica already hates me. Even if she found out, it wouldn’t change anything.

Vera pulled Mike’s face down into her ample bosom. Mike was living the fantasy of the male half of his high school. Vera was the ultimate MILF. The only other woman that he’d heard his guy friends talk about in the same way was…

It’s usually Vera and my mom that they make their jokes about. 

He tried not to let the implications of the thought sink in as he clumsily undid Vera’s bra clasp and freed her gorgeous breasts. She had large, perky nipples. They looked a lot like the glimpse he’d gotten of Danica’s breasts, only a bit bigger, and with more hang.

“Do it, Mike,” whispered Vera. “I’m all yours.”

Mike grunted as he pulled her panties aside and probed into her cunt with the head of his cock. It was hot and wet, and his member slipped in easily. Vera let out a sex-charged sigh. Pleasure coursed through Mike’s body like live electricity. He buried his face into the nape of Vera’s neck and moaned.

“I decided the moment I saw you on the cruise…” Vera’s voice was hot against his ear. 

Mike thrust deep, letting his cock slide inside her up to its full length. Vera shivered and then met his gaze. Her eyes had a challenging look to them, as though she wanted to see the full extent of what he could do.

I’m going to let her have it, then.

He fondled her breasts with his hands, so big and perfect, and began to pump his cock into her. Vera let out a tiny moan each time on the down stroke. Her cunt was tight, and it felt as though it was massaging Mike’s cock as he went in and out.

“Oh god,” he whispered. “Fuck…”

It felt incredible, beyond anything he could have expected or imagined. Vera’s legs wrapped around his waist, locking him in. It was as though she was a succubus, and he her chosen victim. Mike was alright with that.

“Oh yeah!” cried Vera. “That’s it, sweetie.”

A strange, nagging realization formed in the back of his head. He tried to push it away as he stabbed his cock into Vera harder and faster, but it lingered.

She’s like a hornier, more aggressive version of my mom.

The thought sent an erotic chill through his body, forming in his crotch and spidering out. Vera was somebody’s mother. He would think about this moment whenever he talked to Danica in the future. He’d remember how he fucked her mom.

The bed creaked under the stress of their movements. Mike was groping one of Vera’s breasts hard with one hand, and holding onto the bedframe with the other. He thrust into her as though it was the only thing his hips knew how to do. His cock was harder than steel. It hummed with erotic energy like a weapon, just waiting to go off.

“Oh man,” moaned Mike. “Oh… Vera!”

He was close, and she could tell. Mike felt her fingernails gently scrape across his back. She put a hand on his chest and softened her body, willing him to slow down. Mike looked at her, naked and glistening with sweat underneath him.

“You’re very enthusiastic, young man,” she whispered. “Unfortunately, I’m afraid you can’t cum inside me.”

Vera slipped back underneath him. She gripped Mike’s cock with her hand and locked eyes with him as she gave it a few gentle strokes. The underside of it was still pushed against her crotch, and Mike was past the point of being able to hold out.

“Fuck!” He shuddered as a powerful orgasm took hold of him. His cum sprayed out, splattering on Vera’s stomach and breasts. She kept stroking him off, kept working his cock until every last drop was out, and Mike was totally exhausted.

“Why…?” asked Mike. “Why did you stop me?”

Vera was already getting dressed. She looked calm, as though she’d just woken up from a good night’s sleep.

“We’re just having fun, Mike,” she said softly. “For you to let loose inside me… That would be letting things go too far.”

Her saying it like that only makes me want to do it more.

Vera brought a robe over from her bag and set it on the bed next to him. Mike didn’t say anything as he pulled it on. There was a strange tension in the air, and despite his recent orgasm, he still felt incredibly turned on. Vera walked over to him as he moved toward the door.

“Mom?” Danica’s voice came from the hallway before either of them could say anything. “Are you in there?”

Mike pushed himself flat against the door just as it began to open. Vera had an innocent, motherly smile on her face as she greeted her daughter.

“Sorry, I got caught up in my book,” said Vera. “The last chapter really managed to get me going.”

Danica took a few steps into the room, and with more dexterity than he was aware he had, Mike silently slipped around the door and out into the hallway.

“It smells like sweat and sex in here!” Danica could be heard stomping around her mom’s room. Mike smiled to himself and made sure his robe was closed around him before hurrying off down the hall.

 
   

CHAPTER 5
Aside from a couple of confused glances, Mike made it down to his mother’s cabin without much trouble. He paused before opening the door.

I’m going to have to explain where I’ve been for the past hour. And also, where my clothes went…

He was still thinking when the door swung open on its own. Laura bumped into him as she tried to walk out, letting out a surprised gasp.

“Jesus, Mike!” She lowered her eyes into a glare. “Where have you been?”

“I’m sorry, mom,” he said. “I…”

He winced. No reasonable explanation came to mind. He wrinkled his brow and shrugged his shoulders as his mom examined the robe he was wearing and continued to scowl. Instead of fumbling his way through whatever he could come up with, he just stared at his mom, her beautiful eyes, and the makeup still on her face from earlier.

Footsteps came from down the hall before Laura could get started with her debriefing. Captain Michelle was on her way toward them. Mike stood up a bit straighter and tried not to frown.

As if things couldn’t get any worse. She’s probably here about my naked escapades through the upper deck.

“Hello Michael, Laura.” She nodded to the two of them “I hope the rest of your afternoon was comfortable. I do apologize for the mix-up and the time it took us to get everything worked out.”

Laura was forcing the smile on her face. She ran a hand through her hair, shifting her gaze back in forth from her son to the captain.

“Yes, well, it’s fine,” she said. “We were just getting ready for bed.” 

Mike watched the captain warily. The woman was smiling, and for some reason, he found the expression unnerving.

“As it turns out, the woman renting the cabin directly across from yours was a no show.” Captain Michelle reached into her pocket and pulled out a keycard. “Here you go, Mike. Consider it my way of making amends.”

He took the keycard from her.

Something doesn’t feel right about this. She wants me and my mother close together.

“I’ve also prepared a special itinerary of events for the two of you,” said Captain Michelle. “Usually, these are establishments and activities that you have to reserve your place in at the start of the cruise. I did a bit of shuffling, and made sure that the two of you will have more than enough entertainment over the next couple of days.”

She handed Mike and his mom a sheet of paper. Captain Michelle’s smile flickered at the edges. Mike took a glance at the activities. There wasn’t anything glaringly unusual about it, but he was still on guard.

“Thank you, Captain Michelle,” said Laura. “We really appreciate it. Mike was complaining last night about how tight of a fit the bed was.”

Mike frowned and blushed slightly. It was true. But deep down inside, a part of him felt excited, or at least fascinated, by the idea of sharing his mother’s bed again.

“Well, I should be going,” said Captain Michelle. “Let me know if there is anything else you need. And Mike?”

“Yeah?” He met the captain’s eye.

“Remember what we talked about.” She grinned at him. “You should have an easier time now, more than ever.”

Captain Michelle turned and walked down the hall. Mike followed his mom into her room.

“What did she mean by that?” asked Laura. She seemed to have forgotten about Mike’s current state of undress and the late hour.

“Oh, nothing.” Mike grabbed his bag, along with his toothbrush and towel from the bathroom, and then walked across the hall.

His room was 220, only one off from the number of his mom’s and even easier to remember. It was an exact copy of her room, a bit cleaner and less lived in, but the same in every other detail.

Mike set his bag down and pulled out a pair of boxer briefs. He put them on and then discarded the robe, making a mental note to find a way to return it to Vera the next day.

I wonder what she’ll say to me the next time I see her.

“Mike?”

He turned round to see his mom standing in the open doorway. She was wearing a red and black night robe, baggy enough to hide elements of her figure, but small enough to still reveal skin. It only went down to mid-thigh and the way she’d tied it closed let it billow open when she walked, flashing glimpses of her cleavage.

“What do you think of my new room?” he joked. Mike felt exposed in just his boxers. The feeling only became more severe as his mother walked in and closed the door, sitting down on the bed beside him and sending a jolt of excitement up his spine.

“It reminds me a lot of mine.” Laura smiled softly and locked eyes with her son. “Now, are you going to tell me what happened to you tonight?”

She can see right through me…

Mike practically shuddered as his mom put a hand down on his knee. It was just the two of them in the cabin, just like it had been with him and Vera. Heat flushed across Mike’s crotch. He found himself wondering if his mother was naked under her robe and silently chastised himself for the thought.

“I just… had a bit of an accident,” said Mike. The words felt stupid immediately after they’d left his mouth.

“Michael,” whispered his mom. “You can tell me.”

She slid closer to him on the bed, and her hand slipped further up, onto Mike’s thigh. His body was coursing with excitement and pleasure. He wanted to know what it would feel like for her to take it even further. He remembered what they’d done in the linen closet, the heat between their bodies, and the lust that’d taken over him.

“Mom…” he whispered.

“I just care about you being safe, Mike,” she said. “With whatever you do. Even if it’s something that you can’t tell me about.”

Mike met her eyes again and almost melted. She was his mother. She was cute, but authoritative. Loving, and yet sensual. And he wanted nothing more than to throw her down on the bed and mount her, to let the primal urges take over.

I can’t think like that. I won’t think like that.

“It’s like I said, mom,” he repeated. “I was in the gym and accidentally walked into a locker room. My clothes got wet, and so I… borrowed a bathrobe.”

It wasn’t a complete lie, but Mike’s heart still ached as he watched his mom scanning his expression. She frowned slightly.

When he was in grade school, there had been a couple of times where Mike had pinched cookies from the kitchen, or broken a lamp, and then lied to his mom about it. She’d always known that he was lying, but she never outright forced him to tell the truth. She was incredibly good at making him feel guilty and loved at the same time.

“Alright then,” said Laura, after what felt like an eternity. She stood up from the bed and extended her arms out to the sides. “Goodnight, honey.”

Mike rose and reciprocated her hug. Her body pushed against his, and hot desire swept over him in an instant. He was only wearing his boxers, and she was only wearing her tiny night robe. If he pulled it open, and slipped his underwear down, they could be having hot, rough, eager sex in a couple of seconds.

I need to get these thoughts out of my head!

It was an impossibility. Mike’s cock strained against his boxers, harder than it had been all day. He felt his mom’s breasts against his chest, and fought the temptation to reach down and grope her butt.

“Goodnight, mom,” he finally managed.

Laura pulled back. She flashed a knowing smile at him, and then turned and left the room. Mike collapsed back onto his bed and buried a face into his pillow.

I am cursed. It doesn’t matter if I delete the footage if I can’t get myself under control.








  
 




 
   

CHAPTER 6
Mike awoke to a gentle knocking at his door. He groaned and rolled over in bed.

“Mom, I’m still tired. I need a few more minutes of sleep.”

The knocking continued. Mike closed his eyes more tightly. He’d been having a nice dream. The details escaped him, but the shaft of hard morning wood sprouting from between his legs hinted at something of an erotic nature.

After a moment, the door opened. Mike frowned.

She doesn’t have a keycard to my room, does she?

“Hello? Mike?” Andrea, the cute redhead that Mike had met at the start of the cruise, peered in from the doorway. She was wearing a modest yellow dress with a gray cardigan over it. Mike could see the curves of her bust and hips, and in his newly awakened state, it made him pulse with excitement.

“Andrea? What the hell?” He wiped the sleep from his eyes and sat up. Andrea walked over and sat down on his bed.

“I’m sorry!” She leaned her head forward, as though bowing to him. “Captain Michelle assigned me to you as a personal assistant for the day.”

“Uh… what?” Mike shook his head and pulled the blankets off. “Could you repeat that?”

Andrea stared at him, her face turning a red that complimented the color of her hair nicely. It took Mike a second to realize that her eyes were locked onto his erection, which poked out against the fabric of his boxers.

She told me the other day that she comes from a religious family. 

“Were you… busy, before I came in?” Andrea’s voice squeaked out as she asked the question. Mike felt his own face heat up as he realized what she meant.

“What? No!” He shook his head and moved a little closer to her on the bed, desperate to explain himself. “This is just… how guys wake up, sometimes.”

Andrea slowly pulled her eyes off his cock and brought them up to meet Mike’s gaze.

“Do you need to do something about it?” she whispered. “I mean, won’t it be painful if you just leave it?”

Mike opened his mouth in surprise. 

This is by far the strangest wake-up call I’ve ever experienced.

“Is this what Captain Michelle sent you here to do?” he asked. Andrea immediately shook her head.

“What? Oh, god, no!” She held her hands up defensively as her voice shifted into an even higher pitched tone. “I’m just here to make sure you and your mom enjoy the activities the captain has planned for you! Do you… do you want me to do something to it?”

Mike’s jaw dropped. He stared at Andrea, who had turned her attention back to his erection.

“What?”

Andrea slowly reached her hand over and poked his hard on with a finger, flinching back immediately as though she’d just touched a hot stove.

“I, I’ve never done it before,” she said softly. “But I think I can help you out.”

Mike was too shocked to say anything for a moment. A single thought popped into his head.

Maybe if I seduce Andrea, I can have her help delete the footage.

“I… wouldn’t mind your help,” he finally said. “If you don’t mind.”

Mike reached down and slid his boxer briefs off. Andrea squealed as his member came into view. She blushed even more furiously and looked away.

“Are you okay?” he asked.

“I’m fine!” Andrea turned back to him and licked her lips. “It’s just, as I told you, I’m from a very religious family. I’ve never actually seen one of, well, you know. At least not in person.”

“That’s okay,” said Mike. “It’s not going to bite you. Here.”

He took her hand and slowly guided it over, letting her palm rub against the shaft of his cock. Mike had to admit, it felt good. He wondered if his reasoning for accepting her help was as tactical as his rationalization made it out to be.

“There you go,” he said. “Now just wrap your hand around it.”

Andrea slowly closed her fingers, watching Mike’s face for his approval.

“Like this?” Her voice had taken on a sultry tone, but it was laced with an almost contradictory amount of innocence.

“Just like that,” said Mike. “And then slide your hand up and down, nice and gently.”

 Andrea followed his instruction. She stared at his cock with twinkling eyes. It felt amazing, and Mike moaned softly as she began to get into a rhythm.

“Are you okay?” asked Andrea. “Does it feel good?”

“It feels awesome, Andrea,” he said. “Just uh, there’s one other thing you can try.”

Instead of explaining with words, Mike put a hand on the back of her head and slowly lowered her face down towards his erection. Andrea frowned at him.

“Mike, I don’t know about this,” she said. “I’m not sure if… I can.”

“If it’s too much for you, we can-“

There was a knock at the door. Mike swore loudly and grabbed at his boxer briefs. Andrea had apparently left the door unlocked, and it swung open before either of them had much time to react.

“Are you up yet, Mike? We have to…” Laura trailed off as she saw Andrea in the room with him, sitting on the bed next to Mike, who was halfway into underwear.

“Uh, hey mom,” Mike managed. “This is Andrea. She’s… going to be helping us with the activities the captain signed us up for.”

The glare that Laura gave Mike and Andrea could have stripped paint off wood. He shifted on the bed nervously. Andrea wasn’t faring much better. Mike looked over and saw her face, red as her hair, and her hands clasped together in a gesture of pleading.

“I’m so sorry!” Andrea stood up and hurried toward the door. “I should have checked in with you before just barging into your son’s room.”

“It’s… okay,” said Laura. “So you’re our assistant for today?”

Laura’s motherly protectiveness was still strong in the air, but Mike saw her relax a bit as Andrea’s personality began to come out.

It’s impossible to hate Andrea. She’s just too damn innocent.

“Yes! I’m your assistant!” Andrea followed Laura as she stepped up to the door.

“Well, why don’t you tell me about our first activity while my son gets dressed?”

The door shut. Mike briefly turned his attention toward his erection, wishing that he had the time to take care of it. Andrea had just been getting started, but if they hadn’t been disturbed, she would have been able to do the job.

Maybe we can sneak off later. Assuming that she isn’t too traumatized by being walked in on by my mom.

He found some shorts and a t-shirt, slipped on a pair of leather strap sandals, and headed out into the hall, willing his hard on down into resignation. 

Laura was wearing a pair of tiny white shorts and a light pink t-shirt. Her breasts poked out against the fabric, and there was enough bare thigh exposed to make Mike wonder if he was going to have to walk around with a hard-on all day.

“Where are we off to?” he asked as he approached the two women.

“We’re getting massages,” said Laura.

“Seriously?” Mike looked over to Andrea, and she nodded her head.

The three of them headed off, with Andrea leading the way.








  
 




 
   

CHAPTER 7
The cruise ship had a moderately sized massage parlor on one of the lower decks.  As the group made their way downstairs, Andrea continually pointed out different restaurants and attractions to them.

She’s taking her role as an assistant very seriously.

The lower decks looked similar to the upper decks. The floors were polished wood, and the high ceilings had LED panel lights built into them. On the outer edges, there were portholes that peered out into the ocean.

Andrea stopped in front of an unassuming door at the end of a hallway. A sign hung out front, written in messy, unreadable cursive. Andrea smiled at Mike and his mom, and then knocked softly on the door.

It opened a few moments later. Two identical looking women dressed in simple white uniforms stood behind it, smiling warmly. They were both tall and skinny, with light blonde hair, modest breasts, and friendly faces.

“Ah, welcome!” said the one on the left. “You must be the special guests that Captain Michelle was telling us about.”

The woman had a thick accent, and Mike couldn’t place where it was from for the life of him.

“Yes,” said Andrea. “This is Laura, and her son Mike.”

The woman smiled warmly at Mike.

“I am Bella, and this is my sister Becca. We will take good care of you.”

The two women ushered Mike and his mom inside, sizing the two of them up with inquisitive eyes. Andrea waved to them from the door.

“I’m supposed to wait outside,” she said. “Captain’s orders! We will head to lunch once you’re both finished.”

“Alright,” said Mike. He looked at his mom and saw a skeptical look on her face.

“I’m not exactly a huge fan of massages,” she said, in a voice that only he could here. “I suppose this is the captain’s way of trying to make it up to us, though.”

Mike shrugged. Bella lead them into a room that looked far more expensive than what he’d been expecting. There was a small fountain in the back right and left corners, creating a hum of soft, ambient noise. A large electric fireplace was installed into the back wall, and several massage tables were evenly spaced out across the center floor.

“Here you are.” Bella and her sister handed Mike and his mom each a robe. “There are changing rooms to the side. Please strip down completely and come back out in just the robe.

Mike nodded. He could feel his mother’s skepticism without even having to turn and look at her.

“Exactly what are these massages going to entail?” she asked.

“We are just going to relax you,” said Bella, smiling. “That’s what we do here. The massage can be as involved, or as traditional, as you would like.”

Laura frowned slightly, but she followed after Mike as he walked toward the dressing rooms. He walked into one and closed the door behind him. He was excited, both in mind and body.

I wasn’t expecting this. But how does it play into the captain’s plan?

He thought about the video footage as he undressed, and a thought popped into his head. The massage could very well be some kind of setup, a way of getting even more incriminating footage of Mike and his mom. He wasn’t sure how it would work, but it made him feel like he needed to keep his guard up.

Mike left his clothes on the bench in the changing room and walked out into the main massage area. Bella and Becca were leaning against massage tables, both standing with almost identical body language. Their posture was open and inviting, their smiles were warm and friendly, and their eyes…

They look like they’re up to something. But what?

“Please, lie down and get comfortable,” said Bella. Laura was walking over behind Mike, wearing her own cotton robe. It was baggy and hid most of her features.

“Alright.” Mike came to a stop in front of the massage table and frowned. “Face up or face down?”

“Face down.” Bella smiled mischievously. “At least to start.”

The massage table had a cushion at the top that looked like an upside down U. Mike climbed onto it and let his face lean forward against it. He glanced over at his mom and saw that she was in a similar position, except her masseuse had pulled back her robe, exposing the milky white skin of her back. Her arms were lying along her body, blocking his view of her breasts.

“I’m just going to pull your robe back a bit,” said Bella, in a soft voice. Mike felt her fingers running along his back as she did, sending electric sparks of pleasure through his body.

Music started playing from speakers installed in the ceiling. It was soft, sensual, and a little reminiscent of the backgrounds songs in old school porn videos. Bella leaned forward over Mike, letting her breath tickle his neck and her hands slide down his back. He felt his cock stiffening against the cushion of the massage table.

“You carry a lot of tension in your shoulders,” whispered Bella. “I’m going to do everything I can to get it out of you.”

Becca was starting on his mother in much the same way. As he turned to watch the second masseuse, Bella turned his face back down into the massage table.

“Eyes down,” she said softly. “Usually, we have separate rooms for massages, but the captain wanted us to make an exception for the two of you.”

“And why is that?” whispered Mike. Bella didn’t answer.

I have to do something. She’s going to…

His thoughts trailed off as one of Bella’s hands reached his waist. She slowly began massaging the small of his back, which was apparently much more sensitive than he’d ever realized. Bella stopped and then crouched down, lowering herself until she was under the table and could meet Mike’s eyes through the U-shaped cushion.

“Let me know if there is anything special that you need, Mike,” she whispered. Bella’s uniform had buttons up along one side, and she’d undone several of them. She grinned devilishly and pulled open the flap, revealing a large, naked breast underneath.

“…What?” whispered Mike. He almost couldn’t believe it. It wasn’t what he’d been expecting, and his mind couldn’t make sense of it.

Bella stood back up. Something began massaging Mike’s back, and it didn’t feel like her hands. It took him a moment to make out the sensation of nipples pressed against his muscles, slowly rubbing across his broad shoulders.

“Bella…” whispered Mike.

“Shhhh…” she replied. One of her hands slipped in between Mike’s stomach and the cushion. He lifted his abdomen up slightly and felt delicate fingers glide across his cock.

My mother is ten feet away from me, and this woman is trying to give me a hand job. What the hell is going on?

He stifled a moan as Bella wrapped her fingers around his member. He was harder than he’d realized, the cushion on the massage table having hidden his erection.

“I’m going to give you a complete massage, Mike,” whispered Bella. “It’s the best way to relax.”

Mike risked a glance over at his mom. From what he could tell, she was on the receiving end of a normal massage. He watched for a second longer and saw Becca pulling at her robe, trying to bring it down past Laura’s buttocks. His mom gripped it with her fingers and whispered something that Mike couldn’t make out.

“Roll over,” said Bella. It wasn’t a question, and she practically pulled Mike around, keeping a firm grip on his cock. He shot a nervous look over at his mom, but her head was still firm against the massage table.

Bella pulled his robe off him and then tossed it over his midriff, giving plausible deniability to what was taking place underneath it. Her hand continued up and down, stroking Mike off with tender movements. She was smiling, proud of either what she was doing, or the skill that she was doing it with.

“Oh…” moaned Mike. Bella set her free hand on his cheek and then stopped for a moment. She pulled out her breasts and buried his face in them, and then buttoned up her uniform and continued with the handjob.

“I don’t do this for all of my clients,” whispered Bella. “You are a special case. The captain was very clear about what I needed to do with you.”

She reached over to a small table to the side and pulled a bottle from it. With practiced movements, she opened it and squirted a small glob of oil into her palm. Bella licked her lips and winked at him as she brought her hand back under his robe.

Mike gasped as Bella’s hand clasped around his cock. It felt incredible. The oil multiplied the sensation in his cock several times over. She stroked her hand up and down, making lewd, slimy noises that were, thankfully, mostly overpowered by the ambient music.

“Does that feel good, Mike?” asked Bella. “Do you have a lot of tension in this part of your body?”

Mike nodded. She was pumping his cock up and down. The oil was warm, and it made her hand feel like a tight mouth, or the inside of a woman with amazing control.

Bella rubbed one of her hands across his bare chest. Mike wanted to close his eyes and fully give into the pleasure, but his mother was still right there. He looked over at her table, and felt his jaw drop open.

Laura’s robe had been pulled off her, and the back of her naked body was on full display. Mike blinked. His mom’s body was a glimpse into perfection, with the subtle curves of her back leading down to her naked butt. Her breasts were still hidden against the massage table, but even from a side view, they were unbelievably arousing.

She’s my mother! I can’t think about her like this!

“Are you enjoying your massage, honey?” Laura’s voice almost caused Mike to jump off the table. She didn’t look up, thankfully, but Mike still felt his heart racing at the possibility of being discovered by her.

“Uh, yeah,” he said. “It feels great, mom.”

Bella smiled at him and leaned in a little closer.

“Just relax, Mike,” she whispered.

Laura let out a quiet moan from where she was on the table across the room.

“It’s really working my muscles,” she called to her son. “I feel like my body needed this.”

“Yeah, mom,” said Mike. “I’m getting my muscles worked, for sure.”

Bella gave his cock a squeeze and began stroking him faster. Mike’s chest was heaving up and down. He bit his lip as the pleasure increased to a new level, and tried to keep himself calm.

“Oh, there’s one spot that feels so good,” said Laura. “Mmmm, I wish I could get it worked on every day.”

“I think Mike has a spot like that too,” chimed in Bella. “Do you like it when I massage right here, Mike?”

This woman is pure evil.

“Yes… I like it.” The words felt dirty coming out of his mouth, especially with his mom right there.

“We should see if we can come again tomorrow,” said Laura.

Bella’s pace on Mike’s cock was fast, but still gentle and sensual. She moved her entire body a bit with each stroke, letting her breasts bounce up and down inside her uniform.

“Would you like to come again, and again, Mike?” asked Bella. “You can come as often as you want.”

She pulled the robe back. Mike flinched in surprise and tried to grab it again, to cover himself, but she pulled it out of reach. Before he could object, Bella had lowered her mouth over his cock, engulfing his rock hard erection with her lips and tongue. Mike grabbed the back of her head and thrust his cock in as deep as it would go.

“Well Mike?” asked Laura. “Would you want to come here again soon?”

Mike lost it. His cock exploded, spraying cum into Bella’s mouth and throat. He held onto her head and continued thrusting, all while staring over at his mother’s naked back and butt.

This was a setup. Captain Michelle is trying to tempt me into it.

Strangely, he wasn’t even mad. Mike was still deadest on getting rid of the footage, but in the meantime, he would endure. The pleasure coursing through his body was almost too much for him, and as he lay back on the massage table, and felt Bella pulling his robe over him again, he smiled.








  
 




 
   

CHAPTER 8
Bella had Mike flip back over to his chest. The rest of the massage was normal and uneventful. After about ten minutes, she announced that she was finished. When Mike looked up, his mom was wearing her robe again and headed for the dressing room.

He did the same, and when he came back out into the massage area, Bella and Becca were both waiting with self-satisfied smiles.

“Please, feel free to come back if you feel like you could use another,” said Bella.

“I might just do that.” Mike flashed her a smile that was, apparently, just over the line. His mom scowled at him as though she could tell that something uncouth had taken place.

“Come on, Mike,” she said. “We have places to be.”

Andrea was waiting for the two of them in the hallway. Mike had forgotten that she was their guide for the day. She smiled warmly and leaned forward slightly into a bow as they approached.

“The next activity that the captain wanted me to escort you to is, well.” She shrugged and looked a little embarrassed. “It’s one that’s mainly just for Laura. You can tag along too, though, if you’d like to Mike.”

Mike shook his head.

“No need. I’m sure I can find something to keep myself busy.”

Like finding a way up to the captain’s office and finishing what I started last night.

“I’ll meet up with you later, then, sweetie.” Laura walked over to him and planted a soft kiss on his cheek. Mike’s body shivered with excitement and a small remnant of leftover pleasure from his illicit massage.

He watched his mom and Andrea walk off, and then aimlessly made his way back up to the main deck. It was a beautiful day outside. The sun was out, and the only clouds visible were on the edge of the sky, ringing in the horizon like a gigantic halo in the air.

Mike meandered his way up one of the outer staircases until he reached the second most upper deck. He could see the windows of the control room and what he thought was the captain’s office on the floor above him, and watched carefully for any sign of movement inside.

If it’s empty, I could just sneak in using the spiral stairs inside.

One of the windows opened, and a uniformed employee leaned out for the briefest of moments. Mike sighed.

“Who are you stalking this time, creep?” Danica’s voice came from behind him, sounding like a bell from hell. “I guess I should just be glad that it’s not me.”

Mike turned around to glare at her and then stopped. She was wearing a tiny black skirt, with a pink blouse over it that she’d only partially buttoned up. He couldn’t see her without thinking of how she’d looked in the locker room the night before, her naked body on full display.

She can mock me all she wants. I’ve seen her naked.

“Buzz off, Danica,” he said. “I’m not stalking anybody. I’m just thinking.”

“I’m thinking, too,” she said. “About why the hell you’re still on this ship!”

For a second, it almost looked like she was going to slap him in the face. Danica was visibly angry. She scowled at him, and her chest heaved up and down in frustration. If it weren't for the fact that he couldn’t stand her, Mike would have found her body language slightly intriguing.

“I’m obeying the rules, like everyone else.” Mike smiled at her, all the while knowing it would only set her off even further.

“Then what was last night about!” Danica finally lashed out, pushing him and knocking him back against the railing.

“I said I was sorry!” Mike realized he was shouting, and pulled his voice back to a reasonable level. “And… I meant it, Danica. I’m really sorry. I didn’t mean to barge into the locker room like that.”

He was surprised by his own sincerity. Danica had been making his life a living hell since even before the start of the cruise, but that didn’t excuse the fact that he’d made a mistake last night. He’d seen her naked and stolen a bit of what made her so able to be above it all.

“Well... I don’t accept your apology,” said Danica.

“You don’t have to,” said Mike. “It’s okay. Let’s just go back to staying out of each other’s way, and try to enjoy the rest of our vacation.”

Danica didn’t say anything for a moment. Mike turned toward the ocean and leaned against the railing. Surprisingly, Danica took a spot next to him, doing the same.

“You have to make it up to me.”

“What?” Mike looked at her with a single eyebrow raised.

“I’m not letting you off the hook that easily!” said Danica. “You have to do whatever I say until you’ve made it up to me.”

Mike smiled slightly, and Danica glowered back at him.

I never thought about it from her side, before. She’s probably bored out of her mind on this cruise without any of her friends to hang out with.

“Alright,” said Mike. “Fair enough.”

It was Danica’s turn to look surprised. She opened her mouth as though to say something, and then closed it, and then opened it again.

“I want a foot rub!” She finally announced.

“Right now?”

“Later on today,” said Danica. “I have… things to do, right now.”

“Okay, sure.” Mike spotted Captain Michelle walking out of one of the lower deck entrances. He pushed away from the railing and started toward the stairs.

“Where are you going?” asked Danica. He didn’t answer her.

Maybe if I follow the captain and learn her schedule, I can figure something out.

Mike hurried back inside, rushing down the hallway to the spiral staircase. He practically leaped down the steps and rushed outside onto the main deck just in time to see Captain Michelle disappearing through a door near the back of the ship. He waited for a second, and then followed after her, pausing before opening it and heading through.








  
 




 
   

CHAPTER 9
The door led to a hallway. Mike kept as much distance as he could in between himself and the captain. He watched her go around a corner and made it around in time to see her unlock and then disappear through another door.

I need to be careful. If I get caught, I’m going to lose my chance.

Mike tested the doorknob. It was still unlocked. He slowly opened the door, just far enough so he could peer through to the other side.

The room, if it could be called that, was grander than anything Mike had seen on the ship up to that point. The floor was expensive tile and immaculately tiled. A chandelier hung from a medium high ceiling, and even though the room was only just big enough for it to fit, it felt like it belonged there.

A medium size hot tub was sculpted into the floor. Soft piano music played in the background, and a large flat screen was attached to the side wall. In the back of the room was an oak wood desk with scattered papers and a laptop sitting on it.

Mike didn’t see Captain Michelle anywhere. He took a deep breath and slipped into the room. There was another door near the back that was slightly open, and he started toward it, feeling the humid steam from the hot tub warming his face.

He’d made it no more than five steps into the room when Captain Michelle reappeared through the other door. She was wearing a fluffy white robe similar to the ones Mike and his mom had worn for the massages. She didn’t look at all surprised to see him there and smiled as she met his eye.

“Close the door behind you, Mike,” she said. “We wouldn’t want a random cruise ship guest to stumble upon this place, now would we?”

Mike closed the door and frowned.

What is she playing at?

“I was, uh…” He scratched his head, trying to think of a reason for him to be there other than the truth.

“You were following me,” said the captain. “I’m sure you were hoping to find a chance to get the footage that I have of you and your mom. I totally understand.”

Captain Michelle walked up to the edge of the hot tub. She locked eyes with Mike, and to his disbelief, slowly began to disrobe. She managed to keep one arm locked over her ample breasts and turned her body just enough to the side to hide his view of her body, which was surprisingly fit and unblemished for a woman in her forties.

“I’m sorry, I should go.” Mike turned toward the door, feeling his face heat up from more than just the steam.

“Stop,” said Captain Michelle. “Take your clothes off.”

Mike flinched in surprise. He turned back toward the hot tub and found that the captain had slipped into it. Between the vibration of the tub’s jets and the steam, he could only just barely make out her naked form underneath the water.

“What?” Mike shook his head slightly.

“Take you clothes off, Michael,” she repeated. “I could use some company in this hot tub. And besides, we need to talk.”

“I…” He shook his head more vigorously. “I can’t do that!”

Captain Michelle did not waver. Rather, she reached her hand out and began tapping on a waterproof touchscreen built into the edge of the hot tub. The flat screen on the wall flickered on, and Mike knew what she was about to show him before he even saw it.

“You forget where you stand with me, Mike,” said Captain Michelle. The flat screen began playing a video, the video of Mike and his mom, in the closet.

He took a deep breath. On the screen, he was beginning to get physical with his mother, feeling more of her body and moving more freely against her. Mike wasn’t sure if he was more unnerved by the way the captain was using it to blackmail him, or his own arousal over remembering how vivid and pleasurable the experience had been.

“Fine!” He pulled off his shirt and threw it on the ground behind him in a frustrated heap. Michelle smiled and turned the TV off.

“See? That wasn’t so hard, now was it?”

Mike scowled as he pulled his shorts off. He started toward the hot tub, still wearing his boxers, and then stopped as Captain Michelle waggled a finger at him.

“Nope,” she said. “The circulation system in the hot tub doesn’t like any clothing, even underware.”

Mike ran a hand through his hair, suppressing the rage that was building in his chest.

Is she trying to seduce me? Or is this just another part of the torture she seems to enjoy putting me through?

He didn’t have any options. A voice in the back of his head, the voice of reason, perhaps, chimed in.

I can use this. If I gain her trust, make her think that I’ll go along with her sick plan, maybe I’ll get the opportunity I need to delete the footage.

“Fine.” Mike pulled his boxers down, feeling his semi-erect cock popping out as the elastic waistband slipped over it. Captain Michelle put a hand up to her mouth in a gesture of mock amazement.

“Oh wow, you are very mature for a teenager.” She giggled in a way that managed to be girlish and authoritative at the same time.

“Whatever,” replied Mike. He set his hands on the side of the hot tub and slowly lowered himself into it. 

He had to admit, the water felt nice. The hot tub was large enough to fit one person comfortably, and two if they were interested in getting slightly better acquainted with each other. Mike felt his leg brushing up against Captain Michelle’s, and became suddenly aware again of the fact that she was naked.

I could try to have sex with her.

The idea sounded laughable, even just in his head. Captain Michelle was sizing him up like a cat with a mouse. She was clearly the one in control, and the best that Mike could do was to try to keep from offending her, and possibly end up on her good side.

“Doesn’t it feel nice, Mike?” she asked. 

Mike shrugged.

“I guess,” he said.

“I like to come here when I need a place to think.” Michelle pulled herself up slightly further out of the water. Mike tried not to stare as one of her nipples came into view, and tried not to let himself acknowledge just how attractive her breasts really were.

“How did a room like this end up being built?” he asked, mainly to distract himself from the situation. 

“I requested it.” Captain Michelle smiled, and one of her legs brushed against Mike’s under the water. “I’m good friends with Keisha. The owner of Goddess Cruise Lines.”

Her foot began to slide up Mike’s leg. As much as he tried to keep his arousal in check, it was impossible. His penis stood at full attention, and he found himself battling internally with an intense desire for her to take the teasing further.

“What’s your game?” he said, forcing the words out. “Why are you doing this to me?”

“Doing what to you, Mike?” Michelle’s foot reached his crotch, and a surprisingly soft toe glided across the shaft of Mike’s hard on. 

He was staring at her now, drinking in the sight of her bare flesh, distorted by the movement of the water. She looked more attractive than a forty-something year old had any right to.

“You know what.” It was a challenge for him to keep his voice steady. “You’re taking advantage of me, and my mother, and…”

And our situation.

For some reason, it made him feel too dirty to say out loud. Michelle’s amusement was evident on her face, as though she took a particular joy in forcing Mike to confront his illicit attraction.

“Michael, you might not be able to understand or acknowledge this, but I’m actually helping you.”

Michelle slipped along the side of the circular hot tub until she’d made it over to Mike’s end. She let her body rub up against his and put an arm around his shoulder, as though the two of them were old friends, hanging out under platonic circumstances.

“You aren’t helping me, you’re torturing me,” said Mike, through gritted teeth.

“Torturing you?” Michelle laughed. “Do you know what torture really is, Michael?”

She slipped her free hand under the surface of the water, and Mike groaned as he felt it close around his cock.

“Torture is being attracted to someone that you know you can never have.” Captain Michelle slowly stroked him up and down. “Torture is being shamed for giving into something completely natural.”

Mike shook his head, but even as he did his hips moved in time with Michelle’s hand, betraying him. Her words were like an evil spell in his ears. As much as he wanted to resist, her voice echoed in his head, a forbidden prophecy of unrealized lust.

“And I did give in, Mike,” she whispered. “Many, many times.”

He didn’t say anything. Michelle’s body was still mostly obscured by the water, but her breasts occasionally popped above the surface and entranced his eyes.

“The first time was an accident. We were moving, and the car was overloaded. There was only enough space for me to fit by sitting on my step brother’s lap.”

Mike felt his heart rate speeding up. He could picture the scene perfectly in his head.

“Bobby was a good sport,” she said. “He made jokes about the tight squeeze, and the bumps in the road. But I could feel what having me there, so close, did to him. We were both teenagers, filled to the brim with raging hormones.”

Captain Michelle shifted position, lifting herself out of the water for a brief moment. Before Mike could get more than a glimpse of her naked body, she settled back down, right between her legs. Her positioning mimicked what she was describing with her story, and it made his cock ache expectantly.

“It made me feel excited, too,” whispered Michelle. “Bobby’s cock was so hard. I’d never felt one against me like that. He grabbed onto my waist, to ‘hold me steady over the bumps’, he said. And I played along with it.”

She moved Mike’s hands so that they were on her waist. He felt his cock pressing up between her thighs, not quite at an angle that let him get inside of her, but in a manner that was still insanely pleasurable.

“Why?” asked Mike. “Why do I have to be a part of this?”

“You know what I know, Mike,” she said. “You know what me and my brother learned on that hot, summer afternoon. You know how good it feels.”

She squeezed her thighs together tightly and began bobbing up and down. It wasn’t sex, but it was the next best thing. Mike let his hands slide up to her breasts, and then stopped himself.

I can’t go along with this. She’s trying to get inside my head!

“We spent over an hour just like this.” Michelle bounced up and down, squeezing his cock with her legs. “Bobby’s hands roamed, and I felt his dick prodding me, announcing its presence.”

Mike tried to keep himself calm and focus on his breathing.

“Was that how it was with you and your mother?” asked Captain Michelle. Mike could tell that she was smiling without even needing to see her face.

“No,” he said. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“She is such a gorgeous woman,” said Michelle. “You were both in that tight closet, bumping and grinding.”

She moved herself against Mike, against his rock hard, sensitive cock, and let out a little moan.

“Bobby waited until my family reached a rest stop,” said Michelle. “And then, without even asking, he slipped my panties off and freed his cock. He went inside me, Michael, and I’ve… I’ve never felt anything quite like that before.”

Mike grunted and finally felt his resolve break. He rubbed upward against Michelle. She reached one of her hands down and stroked the underside of his shaft, rubbing his cock against her crotch.

This isn’t right!

He wasn’t picturing Captain Michelle, with her mature and elegant features. Mike’s was imagining himself in the car, but instead of having a teenage Michelle on his lap, it was his mother. She was whispering to him, telling him it was okay, letting him probe up inside of her.

“Fuck!”

It was too much for him. Mike shuddered with pleasure as his cock found its release, spurting out clumps of sticky seed into the hot bath water. Captain Michelle giggled and rubbed his cheek with her hand.

“I knew you’d understand,” she said softly. “You don’t have to be ashamed, Michael.”

I do have to be, and I am.








  
 




 
   

CHAPTER 10
“It’s not that complicated.”

Captain Michelle was watching him. Mike had climbed out of the hot tub the moment his orgasm had ended, propelled by a wave of shame and regret.

“How can you say that?” asked Mike. “You… everything you say, it’s all ridiculous. I can’t think like that.”

“That’s just it, Mike.” Captain Michelle stood up from the hot tub and quickly pulled her white cotton robe on around her. “You don’t have to think about it. Just let it happen.”

Mike didn’t say anything. The captain watched him for a moment and then sighed and gestured to his clothes. The message was clear. He quickly got dressed and left the private bath chamber without looking back. His plan to gain the captain’s trust enough to get the footage suddenly seemed outlandish and impossible.

But if getting to the footage is impossible, what am I supposed to do?

It was early evening outside. The sun was setting behind a patch of clouds, painting them with splashes of purple and red. The women Mike saw walking around looked comfortable and at home, having fully adjusted to life on the cruise ship. He wished that he could do the same.

He slowly made his way up to the second level, and paused before heading into the hallway lined with cabins. After what he’d been through with Captain Michelle, the idea of being around his mother scared him a little.

I can’t just avoid her. I can’t avoid reality, either.

Mike sighed and slowly began walking down the hall. He stopped off at his own room, first. There wasn’t much in it for him, and after a minute, he left and headed across the hall. He knocked at the door slowly and then waited.

The door opened. Laura was wearing a pale blue t-shirt and a pair of gray sweatpants. She immediately smiled when she saw it was Mike.

“Where have you been all afternoon?” She stepped forward, pulling him into a hug. Mike felt her body against his and tried not to acknowledge how good it felt.

“I was, uh…” He desperately tried to think of an excuse. “Just hanging out.”

Laura pulled back and examined him with knowing eyes, eyes that could see right through him. She frowned, and then pulled him into her room.

“I wish you’d keep in mind what I said.” His mom closed the door and then took a seat on the bed. Mike sat down next to her.

“What?”

“I told you,” she said. “I wanted this trip to be a chance for us to spend time together.”

“Well, we had the massage this morning…” Mike forced down a flash of embarrassment as he remembered the strange experience.

“We were just in the same room for that,” said his mom. “I mean, quality time together.”

She picked up the remote from the side of the bed and turned the flat screen TV on.

“Let’s watch a movie!” His mom smiled at him. “And get room service.”

“…Okay.”

That doesn’t sound so bad. I don’t think anything will happen.

Laura hopped off the bed and walked over to her bag in the corner of the room. She leaned over to pick something out of it, causing her shirt to ride up slightly and her butt to strain against the fabric of her thin sweatpants.

And even if it did, would it be so bad?

Mike banished the thought from his mind as his mom made her way back over. She was holding a bottle of wine and two glasses, and had a coy smile on my face.

“I know you’re not 21, but I went to a wine tasting earlier and ended up winning a free bottle.” She licked her lips and set the glasses down on the bedside table. “I’ll make an exception again, just for tonight.”

Mike let out a sigh, but nodded his head. 

The alcohol will help me relax, which is what I desperately need to do.

She passed him a glass, and Mike took a big sip of it.

“Hey, slow down there, sailor,” said his mom. “We have all night.”

He smiled and nodded, trying not to look as anxious as he felt.

“Alright,” he said.

“I’m going to change and take a shower real quick. I’m still wearing the clothes that I worked out in at the gym earlier today.”

Mike tried not to think about what had happened when he’d accidentally walked into the women’s locker room. He tried even harder not to picture his mom as one of those women, naked and on full, albeit accidental, display.

“That’s fine,” said Mike, his voice a bit sharper than usual.

“Can you pick out a movie and something for us to eat off the room service menu?” asked Laura. “Go all out. I want tonight to be a special night.”

Mike nodded. His cock twitched with excitement in his boxers. He felt tense, and eager, and intimidated by the possibilities.

I just need to play it safe.

He ended up ordering Thai food for them and found a movie that he thought his mom would like. Laura took her time in the bathroom. By the time the bathroom door reopened, Mike had already drunk a third of the bottle of wine.

Good thing I also ordered another bottle off the room service menu.

“Sorry that took so long, sweetie.” Laura walked into the bedroom with her hair still wrapped in a towel. 

She was wearing her thin white nightgown, and the moisture left over on her body had made it wet in a few places. Mike tried not to stare. Her big breasts poked out against the fabric, which had been made translucent enough from the water for him to see the outline of her nipples.

“Are you…” He wanted to ask if she was planning on wearing the gown for the entire night, but he couldn’t. Something about the question felt wrong, almost lurid.

She’s my mother. It doesn’t matter what she’s wearing.

“Did you find a movie?” she asked, setting a hand on his thigh. Excitement raged inside Mike’s body. He slowly nodded.

“And room service?” Laura leaned in closer, letting her chin rest on her son’s shoulder for a moment. Mike nodded and tried to resist the urge to throw her down on the bed.

“It’s all taken care of.” Mike cleared his throat and moved away from his mom on the bed. He grabbed his wine glass and drained it. Already, he was starting to feel drunk.

“Awesome!” His mom laughed, and then poked him in the ribs. “Come on, honey. I know I’m your mother, but can you try to have fun? For both our sakes.”

Mike frowned.

“Sorry,” he said. “I’m just a little tense. Today was a weird day.”

His mom nodded. She was examining him again, with those same loving, motherly eyes. It felt like she could see right through him.

“I know what will cheer you up.” Laura tensed for a moment and then rolled across the bed toward him. She laughed and began tickling him under the armpits. Mike flinched away, and then laughed too, more from the silliness of the gesture than the tickling.

“Hey, no fair!” he said. “That was a cheap shot!”

He reached his hands out to tickle his mom back. One of his hands grazed her breasts, and then she grabbed his wrist and pulled. He shifted with the movement, bumping into her on the bed.

“You’ll be in tears when I’m done with my assault!” Laura climbed on top of him, setting one leg on either side of his chest. She started tickling him under the chin, too. It was ridiculous and made Mike feel like he was a small child again. Unfortunately, it also made him feel something else.

She’s sitting on my crotch.

He reached up and grabbed her by the waist, trying to flip her off him.

“No you don’t!” laughed his mom. She leaned forward. The movement, along with Mike’s grip, caused her nightgown to pull down slightly, almost exposing one of her breasts.

He finally managed to leverage her just right and flipped her onto the bed underneath him. Laura was laughing as Mike moved to pin her. Mike tried to laugh too, but something primal was welling up inside of him. His cock was hardening in his shorts, and from his new position, it rubbed right up against the inside of his mom’s thighs.

This… could be bad.

Laura wrapped her legs around him in an attempt to flip him off. Her gown had ridden up far enough to expose her panties underneath, a soft, milky pink colored pair. Mike leaned forward, trying to hold her shoulders down. One of his hands landed on one of her big, soft boobs.

“Ooh!” His mom gasped in surprise. “You won’t win that easily!”

She pushed her hips up, trying to buck Mike off. He continued pushing her down against the bed, grinding his hard cock against her through their clothing. The bed squeaked in rhythm as they continued to move with each other.

It almost sounds like we’re having sex.

The thought sent a jolt of realization through Mike. He was enjoying the game. It felt amazing to have his mom so close, to rub against her and have it be okay. He felt like he had in the linen closet. And he wanted to keep going, just like he had then.

“I’m going to win!” Laura looped her arms around Mike’s head. The action lifted her upper body off the bed slightly. It also brought Mike’s face directly down into the cleavage of her breasts.

She smells so nice. Maybe… would it be so bad if I…?

“You’re going down, mom!” Mike was thrusting more blatantly now, grinding his cock against her thighs and panty covered mound. She felt so good and so soft. He wanted to keep going, and apparently, so did she.

“I still haven’t used my secret weapon yet!” Laura let her legs drop down and then rolled within Mike’s grasp. Her butt pushed against his crotch from the new angle. Mike reached forward and grabbed onto her waist.

“Nice try!” He pushed forward, grinding his cock against his mom. It felt really, really good.

I have to stop this!

Laura let out a quiet noise. Her breathing had shifted into a more sensual pattern. The wrestling slowed down. Mike’s hands wandered their way up her body, until he was cupping the bottom edge of her breasts. He leaned forward over her and let his cock probe into her butt and thighs.

“Mike…” she whispered. There was a tension in the air, almost palpable. Mike slowly began pulling her nightgown up, and then…

A knock at the door almost made him jump off the bed in surprise. Laura cleared her throat and slipped over to the far edge, letting her legs hang over the side.

“Room service!” A female voice called from outside the door. Mike hurried over, feeling his face flush as he thought about what had almost just happened. He swung the door open.

“Yes, thank you!” He smiled at the girl on the other side and took the tiny cart she’d brought for him, which was loaded with food.

The room service girl peered over his shoulder at his mom, and then back at him. She giggled.

“I hope the two of you have a very nice night,” she said. “I’m sorry if I… interrupted you guys.”

“You didn’t!” Mike quickly said. “We were just uh, getting ready to watch a movie.”

The girl nodded. Mike thanked her, and she left. He closed the door and finished wheeling the cart in.

“Do you want to eat first, and then watch the movie?” The tension was still in the air, and he tried to break through it with his question.

“Yes, let’s do that.” His mom turned and smiled at him. For the briefest of moments, their eyes locked together, and something intense passed through the space between them.








  
 




 
   

CHAPTER 11
The mood changed as the two of them began to eat. Laura was a huge fan of Thai food, and Mike had picked it specifically because of that.

“This all looks so good,” she said.

“Yeah.” Mike was eating with a fork, and used it to bring a few longer, stringy noodles into his mouth. The seasonings were a perfect mix of spice and savory.

“Here, I’m going to get the movie going.” He picked up the remote and started scrolling through the menu choices on the TV.

The cruise line, surprisingly, didn’t charge people anything extra for the movies. The same had been true for food, as Mike had discovered early on. It made him wonder how much his mom had put down on the tickets upfront.

“Ooh, that one sounds interesting.” Laura got his attention as he passed by a movie with two people locked into an embrace on the preview picture. The name of it was in Japanese. Mike shrugged.

“Alright,” he said, clicking on it.

The movie started immediately, without opening credits. A man and a woman were arguing in another language, both of them leaning over separate sides of a kitchen counter.

“Here, let me see if I can find how to turn subtitles on,” said Mike. He took one more like at the screen and the fierce argument taking place. The woman was older than the man, who looked to be around Mike’s age.

He scanned the remotes for a subtitles button, or even just a settings button. It was hard to make out the markings for each button.

“Mike.” His mom shook his arm, and he looked up.

The man and the woman had stopped arguing. Instead, the two of them were locked in a tight, passionate kiss. Their hands ran over each other’s bodies, groping at each other. Mike had to admit, it was a little arousing.

“I still want to know what they were arguing about,” he said. Laura smiled at him and poked him in the ribs.

The scene continued on and continued to get more intense. The man had his shirt off, and had lifted the woman up onto the kitchen counter in front of him. He buried his face in the cleavage of her blouse, and then suddenly pulled it down, revealing the woman’s naked breasts in all their glory.

“Jeez!” Laura reached across the bed for the remote, pawing at Mike’s thigh instead. “Let’s find something else.”

“Mom…” Mike shook his head. “Nudity in foreign films is no big deal. It’s just part of the culture.”

Laura frowned, but didn’t say anything else. The scene continued to play out. Mike’s cock was getting hard, watching it. He wasn’t sure if it was because of the scene itself, or the fact that he was watching it with his mother.

Maybe she has a point.

The man on the screen had pushed the woman completely up onto the counter and then climbed on himself. He pulled his pants down and revealed a large, rigid erection. The woman let out a moan and helped him slip her panties off.

“Nope!” Laura reached for the remote and this time managed to snag it away from Mike. “We’re not watching this!”

She exited back to the menu screen. The room felt much hotter than it had before. Mike looked over at his mom in her nightgown, and wasn’t sure what he saw.

She’s my mother. But she’s also a gorgeous woman. Which one do I want her to be?

“Let’s just watch a nice, safe, Disney movie,” said Laura. “And we can cuddle under the covers and relax.”

Mike frowned slightly, but nodded. He remembered what’d happened the night before last, when they’d had to share the bed for sleeping. They’d cuddled then, too, and it had almost ended horribly.

It won’t be like that this time.

His cock pulsed with excitement, as if intentionally trying to contradict him. 

Laura started the Disney movie, and Mike got up from the bed to turn the light off. When he came back, his mom was under the covers, looking comfortable. He climbed into the bed next to her.

“Alright.” Laura pushed back, letting her body rub against Mike’s. “This is nice, isn’t it.”

“Sure, mom.” Mike’s cock was rock hard, and poking directly into his mother’s butt.

How can she not feel that?

His mom’s nightgown was silky soft and insubstantial. Her body heat radiated right out as though it wasn’t even there, and the bottom edge of the gown rode up enough for Mike to feel the bare flesh of her upper thighs against his legs.

“It’s hot under the covers,” said Mike.

“Just take your shirt off,” said his mom. “And your shorts. As long as you still have your boxers on.”

She laughed slightly as she ended her sentence, but it sounded forced. Mike stripped his clothes off in record time, ignoring the voice of reason shouting in the back of his head.

It started happening almost immediately. The Disney movie continued to play in the background, but Mike paid no attention to it. He slipped an arm over his mom and pulled her in closer to him, letting his cock poke into her butt at a better angle. It felt absolutely incredible.

“Are you comfy, mom?” Mike tried to make his voice sound oblivious, as though he wasn’t aware of what his body was doing. He wanted to touch his mom’s body, to feel her, to let his cock rub against her, but he couldn’t let himself get out of control.

I’m already out of control. This… is wrong.

“I’m…. comfortable, honey.” Laura’s voice was neutral and even. “Is this, er, position, good for you?”

“It’s perfect for me, mom,” whispered Mike. He let his hands roam across his mom’s flat stomach and tease at the bottom of her breasts. He was thrusting against her rhythmically, his horniness blocking out all common sense.

“Do you… like to cuddle like this, sweetie?” Laura squeezed her thighs together as she spoke, as though giving him even more of a hint about what she meant. It hadn’t been an overtly sexual gesture the way she’d done it, but it only made Mike even more aroused.

“I…” Mike stopped himself from saying what he wanted to say, from telling her exactly what he wanted to do. “I like cuddling with you, mom. This is what you wanted, isn’t it?”

He slipped a hand under her gown, letting it glide across the side of her body. He kept probing with his cock as he lifted it up higher, exposing her panties.

“Mike,” whispered his mom.

“I thought you might be feeling hot, too,” he replied. He pushed into her again, and felt her reluctantly squeeze her buttocks as he did.

“I’m naked underneath this gown.” Despite her words, Laura made no move to shift it back down into place.

The movie continued. Lust clouded Mike's thoughts. He could smell the soft scent of his mom, shampoo and cleanliness from the bath. It was driving him wild, and his thrusts slowly grew bolder, and more rhythmic.

“Wouldn’t you rather focus on the movie, Mike?” Laura froze as Mike thrust again, and she felt something unexpected. “Oh.”

Mike’s cock had finally slipped out through the flap of his boxers. It changed everything. He probed forward with it and felt the bare flesh of his mom’s thighs. His cock was wet with pre-cum, and he smeared a streak of it across one of her legs.

Am I going to do this? Was the captain right?

“Sweetie…” whispered Laura, her voice finally sounding urgent. “Maybe you should put that away.”

Her words didn’t register in Mike’s head, not really. HE wanted the game they were playing, the confusing, shameful game, to keep going.

“Put what away, mom?” he asked innocently. He pushed his cock against the fabric of her panties and heard her push out air sharply.

“This.” Laura rolled onto her back and reached her hand out under the covers. She flinched back the first time her palm made contact with his cock and then grabbed onto it, as if forcing herself. Mike moaned with pleasure as intense bursts of it rushed through his body.

“Oh…” Mike’s chest heaved up and down, and he almost couldn’t think through his lust and desire. “That.”

She literally has me by the cock.

Laura seemed to sense it, too. She held his cock steadily and watched Mike’s reaction. She had regained her control, and was, in a way, back in her role as his mother.

“You’re a teenager, Mike,” she whispered. “I get it. These things happen.”

She slowly, almost absent-mindedly, let her hand gently slide down the length of his shaft. Mike suppressed a groan.

“And this cruise must be so hard for you.” She spoke softly, emphasizing the word hard. “With all these beautiful women around.”

She lifted her hand up. Mike thought she was going to pull it away for a moment, but she kept her grip, slowly stroking downward again.

“It is hard, mom,” moaned Mike. “It’s really, really hard.”

“Yes. But I’m your mother, and this…” She waggled his hard cock back and forth. “Isn’t right.”

Despite her declaration, Laura kept her hand where it was. She was staring at Mike, examining him, trying to see through him with her knowing, motherly gaze.

She wants to know why I’m hard right now, hard for her. I really wish I knew, myself.

Mike reached his hand over to her wrist and slowly began to guide her hand in stroking him again. Laura frowned at him.

“Mom, you know how hard it is for me.” He looked at her with eager, desperate eyes.

Am I really asking my own mother to give me a hand job?

“It is hard.” Laura shifted her angle, leaning forward toward him and giving him a teasing, down blouse view of her cleavage. “But you have to work through it, honey.”

Her hand pumped up and down, this time from Laura’s own movement. Mike moved in closer to her, close enough for her breath to tickle against his neck.

“Cuddling would help,” he whispered.

“Mike…”

Laura pumped his cock again, slightly more sensually. Mike let his hand run up her robe, and came to a rest at the bottom edge of her breast.

“You wanted us to be closer, mom,” he whispered.  

“I still do.” Laura’s words were electric and illicit.

Mike reached over and put his arms around his mother, pulling her into a hug.

“Mike.”

He kissed her neck, and one of his hands palmed her big boobs as he rolled her onto her back, and slid in between her legs.

“Oh god, mom.” Mike couldn’t stop himself. He kissed her neck, and her cheek. She moved her lips away as they almost came into contact, but released a tiny moan of her own.

“Mike!”

His cock was already prodding into her panties, knocking at the door. Mike was moving them out of the way before he even realized what was happening.

“Honey!”

He pushed up. The head of his cock slipped into his mother’s cunt a fraction of an inch. It felt incredible, but before he could go any further, she shifted position, pinning his cock against her crotch, just above her pussy.

She grabbed onto it with one hand and began stroking, the sensation much more deliberate and much more pleasurable than it had been before. Mike met eyes with her, and saw love, lust, and a host of other emotions mixed together.

She really loves me.

That was it. Mike couldn’t hold out for even a second longer. He grunted, and felt his cock begin to explode. String after string of hot, sticky cum splattered out onto his mom’s flat stomach.

Laura kept stroking his cock, and kept her eyes locked onto his, until every drop was out of him. Then, without saying a word, she stood up from the bed and walked into her bathroom, closing the door solidly behind her.

Was that a mistake? What the hell did I just do?

Mike hurried out of the room and back to his cabin.








  
 




 
   

CHAPTER 12
Mike slept through the night undisturbed, in his own cabin. He awoke earlier than usual, alone in his room.

He quickly took a shower and brushed his teeth, using every ounce of mental dexterity he contained to avoid thinking about what’d happened the night before. It wasn’t until he brushed his teeth and faced himself in front of the bathroom mirror that his thoughts finally broke through.

I came within inches of doing something truly shameful. And it felt amazing.

The contradiction made him feel anxious, as though he was balanced precariously on top of a ledge. He thought about Captain Michelle, everything she had told him, and the still ongoing blackmail situation. 

Regardless of what he decided, Mike knew that he had to do something. He dressed quickly and approached the door to the hall cautiously. He wasn’t looking forward to seeing his mom, and knowing her, she’d be waiting for him.

I should at least try to get the footage. And if I don’t manage to, I can always just…

He let his thoughts trail off, not wanting to let them reach their conclusion. He had to find the footage. There was no other alternative. He didn’t have a choice. What Captain Michelle wanted him to do was forbidden in every sense of the word.

He walked over to the back of his room and stared out the window. It was small, but he could still see the ocean outside and the sky. It was dark and overcast, and somehow appropriate.

Somebody knocked at the door. Mike knew it was his mom before he’d even gotten it open.

“Good morning, mom,” he said, keeping his voice casual.

“Good morning, honey.” Laura smiled warmly at him. She still had the air of a mother about her. The events of the night before might have affected Mike’s state of mind, but Laura still seemed untainted by them.

She wore a red and pink floral printed sundress. It dipped low in the front, showing off her expansive cleavage, and the bottom hem was straight and even across her knees.

“Good morning, Mike!” Andrea was there, too. She stood behind Laura, wearing jean shorts and a t-shirt that made for a much more casual appearance than her outfit the day before.

“Uh, hey…” said Mike. “What’s up?”

“The captain assigned Andrea to you again today,” said Laura. “She also told us about a mini music festival taking place tonight in one of the lower decks.”

Mike nodded.

“That sounds okay, I guess,” he said.

“It’s going to be amazing, just wait and see, Mike.” Andrea was peppy and prepared to please. “Think of it as a music social. We have an awesome girl band that plays, and everyone gets a chance to mingle and have fun.”

“It sounds like a blast,” lied Mike. 

I’ll show up, hang out for a minute, and then sneak off the first chance I get. 

“In the meantime, I thought you and your mom might enjoy a yoga class.” Andrea had pulled a small pad of paper out of her back pocket and flipped through a few pages. “There’s one on lower deck C. It starts in about 15 minutes.”

“Hold on, I haven’t even eaten…” Mike trailed off as he looked at his mom, who was holding an untouched muffin in her hand. “…breakfast yet.”

“Here you go, honey,” she said, handing it to him.

Mike found that he was surprisingly hungry, and wolfed down the muffin in a few bites while the three of them were on the way. He felt much more relaxed than he had when he’d first woken up.

Things are okay. Apparently I didn’t fuck up too badly.

Andrea and Laura were walking in front of him, talking in soft, but not intentionally quiet voices. Mike enjoyed the sight of the women from behind, the way their hips gently wiggled with every step, and the way their clothing accentuated their figures.

Maybe I’m just horny. Is there a disease or something that goes with that?

They followed the spiral staircase down, coming to a stop on the same level that the massage parlor was on. Mike looked at the door leading into it longingly as they passed by. They continued to the end of the hallway, where a door led into a long, rectangular room with portholes that let in sun from outside. Unfortunately with the clouds out, there wasn’t all that much of it.

About a dozen women were scattered across the room, each of them sitting cross-legged on top of a yoga mat, and each of them naked, except for their underwear. The room was also filled with steam, and hot enough to make the sweat bead on Mike’s forehead.

“Late arrivals.” A woman stood at the front of the room. “Usually it is customary to arrive at a yoga practice 15 minutes early.”

The woman was short, but with commanding body language. She had dark tan skin, glossy black hair, and large, shapely breasts trapped behind a sports bra.

“We’re sorry!” said Andrea. “We really did try.”

The woman examined them with discerning eyes.

“What are your names?” she asked.

“I’m Andrea. This is Laura, and-“

“Mike.” He smiled at the woman through the steam. “My name is Mike.”

“Well Andrea, Laura, and Mike, you’ve entered a Bikram yoga class. Grab a yoga mat and strip down to your underwear. I am Laika, and I will be your instructor for the morning.”

Mike shot a glance at his mom to the side. She didn’t look put off by the requirements. Andrea, on the other hand, was turning red, though it was hard to tell whether it was from the thought of being in her underwear or the heat.

“Are you two okay with this?” asked Mike. He took another look around the class, noticing for the first time the number of attractive, nearly naked women the room contained.

Another activity that I’m definitely going to come back to.

“I’m fine with it,” said Laura. “I’ve done a good bit of yoga before. This is an… interesting twist.”

She reached her arms down and slowly pulled her summer dress up and over her head. It was as though she was giving a strip tease, and Mike’s eyes locked onto her panties, and then her bra, and then her breasts. She wasn’t sweaty like the other women in the class, at least not yet.

Andrea cleared her throat into her hand.

“Maybe… I’ll wait for the two of you outside, for this one?” She squirmed and shrugged her shoulders.

“Oh, come on Andrea,” said Mike. “It will be fun.”

He pulled off his own shirt and shorts and set them into a neat pile along the side of the room where all of the women had placed their discarded clothing. Andrea sighed and began wiggling out of her clothing, revealing her body underneath.

She wore a very plain bra and panty set. Her figure more than made up for it, however. Andrea was a petite girl with a slender, freckled frame. She looked dainty and soft, and had a different kind of allure to her.

“Please, get set up in your spots,” said Laika. “We don’t have any more time to waste.”

Mike grabbed a yoga mat from the closet and rolled it out in the back corner of the room. Laura and Andrea took spots more toward the center. Laika made her way to the front of the class, assumed a cross-legged sitting position, and began.








  
 




 
   

CHAPTER 13
“We will begin by setting an intention for the practice,” said Laika. “For those of you who don’t know what this means, it’s essentially an internal message to oneself about what you want for yourself, mentally and physical.”

Mike looked around the room. The steam appeared to be coming from a small metal pan with water and hot rocks in it, behind Laika in the front of the room. There was an attractive, albeit slightly curvy woman in front of him, and a thinner woman on his right side. Behind him and to his left was the back corner of the room.

My intention is to relax, and let myself enjoy the cruise without stressing out about what I need to do.

“I’m adding a stick of scented incense to the steam maker,” said Laika. “To help those of you who are carrying greater weight to relax.”

She stuck something into the metal pan, and almost instantly the room filled with the scent of lavender and roses. Mike closed his eyes for a moment.

It smells like feminine energy in here. It’s quite fitting, really.

“To begin, I would like you all to come to a relaxed standing mountain position,” said Laika. 

Mike stood up, and stood with his legs shoulder length apart over his mat, mimicking the rest of the women in the room.

“Arms up, upward.”

It was hard for Mike to make out Laika’s movements through the steam, but he did his best to keep up. The woman in front of him seemed to have a good grasp on the movement, and he followed along with her the best her could.

“Uttansana, forward fold,” said Laika.

Mike watched as all of the women in the class leaned forward into a standing bend. The woman in front of him had an amazing butt, and he tried not to get distracted as he moved into the movement himself.

“Very good. Hold for a moment.” Laika began moving around the room, her feet softly padding against the ground. She fixed a woman’s posture and then moved on. 

Mike felt strangely nervous as she approached his corner of the room. He didn’t care about yoga, and it was his first time doing it, but Laika held a strange power over the room.

“Here.” She came up beside him and spoke in a whisper as she set one hand on his back, leaning over him. “Ease into it slightly more, nice and gentle.”

Mike felt her soft breasts pushing against his back as she guided him deeper into the movement.

“Like this?” he asked.

“Yes.” Laika’s hand ran up the length of his leg, sending a shiver through his body. “Good.”

She moved away from him, back to the front of the room.

“Lift to halfway.” Laika was back on her mat, demonstrating the next movement. “And chaturanga, and hold.”

All of the women in the class dropped down and moved into a movement that looked a bit like a plank. Mike wasn’t nearly as graceful getting into it. Again, Laika was moving around the room. Mike felt sweat beading on his forehead as she stopped by him.

“You need to let your muscles relax,” she said softly. “Too much tension will dim your aura.”

She set one hand on Mike’s stomach and slowly shifted his position. Her breasts pushed up in front of his face, and Mike felt his lower half stirring.

I’m glad that the steam is so thick.

Laika’s hand grazed across his cock. Mike turned to look at her, but she set a hand on his head and turned his gaze back to the ground.

“Stay focused on the position,” she whispered. “Let me help you find your posture.”

Her hand touched his cock again, and this time, Mike was sure it was intentional. Her fingers ran along the length of it through his boxers, and then pulled back. Laika stood up and walked back over to her mat. Mike tried not to let his arousal distract him from the lesson.

“Now straighten, and pull back to downward facing dog,” she said.

The woman in front of Mike shifted through a motion that curved her back up against the ground before pulling back to a position that looked like how a cat might stretch. Mike fumbled through it as best he could.

“And back to standing,” said Laika. “Again.”

They went through the series of movements several times, folding, dropping and dipping. Mike really began to sweat, as did the women in the class. The smell of the incense mixed with the scent of their bodies, turning into something intensely feminine and pheromone charged.

“We are going to shift into partner yoga positions,” said Laika. “If everyone would pair up, please.”

Mike turned toward his mom and Andrea only to find that they’d picked each other as partners. He started to look toward the other women nearby, but before he could, Laika appeared next to him.

“I will be your partner for the session,” she said. “And help you learn what you need to know.”

Mike nodded, staring at her. They were both half naked, but somehow, Laika made her lack of clothing look almost formal. Her body was toned and efficient, and carried an air of flexibility around it. And her boobs looked fantastic, even bundled away in a sports bra.

“Start by having one partner sit on the outside of the other,” said Laika. She guided Mike down to the ground, spread his legs to the side, and then turned around and sat between them so that her back was pressed against his chest.

It also meant that Mike’s erection was poking into her lower back. He fidgeted slightly, hoping that she either wouldn’t notice or wouldn’t mind.

She was touching it before, and she does seem like the open minded type.

“Next, we’re going to lean back in unison, and get a nice, guided partner stretch,” said Laika. She slowly began leaning back against Mike. He leaned back, too, letting his hands rub along Laika’s toned stomach.

“Good,” said Laika. “And switch.”

This time, she was on the outside, and Mike was on the inside. He could feel her boobs pressed against him, and almost flinched as he felt one of her hands come to rest against his cock.

What is she thinking?

“Again,” said Laika. “Don’t be afraid to touch each other. This form of stretching is very sensual and intimate.”

She gripped his cock through his boxers and slowly jerked it back and forth as Mike leaned back. He let out a soft moan and struggled to stay focused.

“Is this part of the yoga practice?” he whispered.

“For you, it is,” said Laika. She whispered the words in his ear, burning hot and just for him.

The stretch went on longer this time around, with Laika’s hand stroking his cock. It was pleasurable torture. The last thing Mike needed was to cum in his boxers.

“There is one more partner position which we will end with,” said Laika. She moved Mike on his mat so that his legs were together, and then moved to straddle herself on top of him. “We jokingly call this one, ‘yoga lap sitting’.”

A couple of women chuckled. Mike was stone-faced and serious as Laika lowered herself onto his lap, and onto his erection.

“Loop your arms around you partners back,” she said to the room. “And then slowly move as a single unit, rocking back and forth.”

Mike’s cock was straining against his boxers. The steam was heavy in the room now, and Laika was almost the only one he could see. He watched in disbelief as she reached down to his hard cock, gave it a squeeze, and then worked it out through the flap of his boxers.

“What are you doing?” he whispered. Laika smiled at him.

“I want you to understand my style of yoga,” said Laika. She slipped her panties aside and dropped herself down on Mike’s cock in a single, smooth movement.

Pleasure rushed through his body like a live electric current. Laika’s cunt was tight, and only about an inch of his cock could go in at first, even though she was just as aroused as he was. The steam faded a bit, but it was impossible for any of the women in the room to tell what was happening between them at a glance.

“Just close your eyes, and rock back and forth,” said Laika.

Mike gripped her waist and did as she said, adding in an upward thrust that stabbed more of his member into her as he did. Laika shivered, but kept her body mostly still.

She’s still teaching her class, even though my cock is inside of her.

“Feel the stretch as you… move with it.”

Mike moved with her, pumping his cock into her tight pussy with gusto. It was thrilling to have all of the other women in the class around, his mom included, and to have none of them be any the wiser.

“Deep breaths in… and out.”

Mike pulled her down hard, spearing the full length of his tool inside of her. Laika’s eye met his for a moment. She was drunk on pleasure, and also a little surprised, as though she hadn’t been expecting so much from him.

He moved her back up, and then slowly let her slide down the length of his shaft again, and again. The steam looked as though it was sparser than it’d been originally. Mike could see some of the other women in the class, and they could see him. 

This could be bad.

Mike pumped into Laika faster, watching the yoga teacher’s big breasts bouncing in front of him. She was quivering with ecstasy, as though the sex was a part of the yoga and a form of meditation.

He glanced over to the side and saw a female shaped silhouette in the fog that looked a lot like his mother turn toward him. The figure waved a hand.

I need to finish this, and soon.

“Keep going with the stretch. Really give it everything you’ve got!”

Laika angled her chest so only Mike, in the corner of the room, could see her front. She pulled down her sports bra, letting her nipples just barely pop out. Mike began to fuck her in a frenzy, slamming into her and pulling her down by the buttocks. The yoga teacher let out a few soft moans, each one increasing in volume, and then quivered into nothing.

Now it’s my turn!

Mike fucked her hard, groping her breasts and butt and letting his cock jam into her. Her pussy contracted around his tool, and in one final, glorious pump, he let himself go. A powerful orgasm swept over him as his cock filled up Laika with his seed, the pleasure amplified by the secrecy of it all.

Most of the women in the class had already finished with the stretch. Some were looking expectantly over at Mike and Laika, though there was just enough steam left for the two of them to break apart and make themselves decent without being seen.

As though nothing had happened, Laika made herself decent, slipped back to the front of the room, and continued teaching the class.








  
 




 
   

CHAPTER 14
The last few minutes were a basic cooldown. Mike lay on his back on his mat and tried to calm his beating heart. He was tired, but he also felt alive. The smell of the incense was still vaguely perceptible in the background, and it seemed to reflect the essence of what he’d just experienced it.

“And when you’re ready, return to a neutral sitting position.” Laika waited for everyone in the room to sit up before putting her hands together in a prayer position and leaning forward. “Namaste.”

Most of the women in the room muttered the word in response. Mike just stood up and slowly began rolling up his yoga mat. He returned it to the closet, changed back into his clothes, and then met up with his mom and Andrea just as they reached the door. 

“Did you have fun, honey?” asked his mom. Mike smiled.

“I had a lot fun,” he said. “More than I was expecting.”

“We’re just getting started,” said Andrea. “Come on, it’s lunch time.”

The three of them left the yoga studio with Andrea in the lead. She led them up the spiral staircase, out then out onto the main deck. The sky had grown even darker in the few hours they’d spent in the class. It was hard to tell what time it was through the thick, obscuring cloud cover.

“That doesn’t look good,” said Mike. “Are we going to get a storm?”

Andrea shrugged.

“I doubt it. The captain is usually pretty good at steering us out of the way of them.”

“How would a ship like this handle a storm?” asked Laura.

Andrea gestured over to the side.

“We’re high enough out of the water that we don’t have to worry, even if we encounter big waves. The ship is virtually unsinkable.”

Didn’t they say something similar about the Titanic?

The three of them settled into an outdoor restaurant that served sandwiches and chips. It was later in the afternoon than Mike had realized, and the meal was more of a mix of lunch and dinner.

“So what’s next?” he asked, as he finished up the last few bites of his sandwich.

“The music festival started about a half hour ago,” said Andrea. “I didn’t realize it was so late.”

Mike shrugged. He wasn’t particularly interested in sitting around and listening to whatever off grade band the cruise ship had managed to snare for the duration.

If I can get away from it, I’d have another chance to get to the captain’s office.

He’d almost forgotten about his goal, between everything that had happened to him in the morning and the night before. His thoughts jumped around as he thought about the video, his mom, and what’d happened between them last night.

Laura smiled at him, unaware of what was on her mind. Her sundress looked fantastic on her, and she leaned over toward Mike and set a hand on his knee.

“What do you say, honey?” she asked. “I think it sounds like fun.”

Mike nodded slowly. If his mom was excited about it, it was hard for him not to be.

The three of them finished eating, and then Andrea led them back into the ship’s interior. Mike was expecting the show to be on one of the upper decks, but they headed down the spiral staircase. He could hear the sound of the heavily amplified bass line of a song from three floors up.

They stepped off the staircase on a floor lower down than any Mike had been to before. A few women with glow sticks were standing outside of a large set of double doors. All of them were skimpily dressed and looked like they’d be right at home in an EDM club, or at a punk rock show.

Maybe this will end up being fun.

“Are you two ready?” asked Andrea. “It might be a little crazy inside.”

“It’s just a music show,” said Mike. “I’ve been to them before.”

The three of them pushed through the doors. A huge room was on the other side of it, pitch black except for a few neon lights strung up high along the wall. It was easily the size of a regular music venue back on land and packed full of people.

Packed full of women. I’m the only guy here.

The band on stage was three women, one on vocals, one on guitar, and one on keyboard. They were playing what sounded like a mixture of pop and alt rock, and they were playing it loud.

The crowd was vibrant, dancing along to the music. Most of the women were packed tight together, and all of them moved with the vibe of people caught under the spell of a good show.

“We should find somewhere to watch from.” Andrea’s voice was barely audible against the noise of the crowd. Mike nodded, though he was more interested in joining the dancers packed together in the center of the floor.

He scanned his eyes across the room and spotted Danica and Vera near the center. It didn’t surprise him. A good percentage of the ship’s population was at the show. The energy in the room was powerful, and it had a pull to it.

“This is amazing!” Laura had to shout to be heard over the music. She shook Mike’s shoulder and clapped her hands together in excited glee.

The crowd erupted in applause as the girls on stage finished their set. The entire room churned with people. A group of women pushed in from behind Mike and his mom, and he found himself moving deeper into the main crowd along with them.

The band started up again with a high tempo song. The main vocalist started jumping up and down, and the entire room moved with her. The woman directly in front of Mike rubbed up against him. It took him a second to process that it was someone that he recognized.

“Danica?” His voice was almost drowned out by the music, but it was enough to garner a backward glance from her.

“What? What are you doing here?” Danica glared at Mike. The two of them were pressed together, and as more women moved to join the giant crowd in the center of the room, what little space they had to themselves shrunk even further.

“I’m here for the concert,” he replied. “Why else would I be here?”

“You still owe me a favor!” shouted Danica. “I want you out of here. Now.”

Mike shrugged.

“That’s not really possible,” he said. 

He lifted his hands up and gestured to the women packed in around him, boxing him in. Danica scowled and turned back to face the stage. The crowd behind Mike lurched, and he felt his body moving forward. His crotch pressed tight against Danica’s butt.

“Back off!” shouted Danica. “You’re too close for my comfort.”

“Do you think I’d be this close if I had any other option?” shouted Mike.

Danica let out a huffy sounding noise and tried to move forward. She was wearing a loose blouse and a short, black skirt. Mike had to admit, the outfit looked surprisingly good on her. She squirmed against him again, her soft butt massaging against his cock.

Uh oh. This isn’t good.

“That better not be what I think it is!” Danica turned and glared at him, shouting to be heard. Mike felt his cock growing harder, and harder, despite his own annoyance over the situation.

“Stop moving so much!” he yelled.

“You pervert!” Danica let out and angry growl and tried to push forward through the women in front of her again. She stood up on her tiptoes and tried to part them, but ended up sliding back down, her butt running across Mike’s crotch, and her skirt riding up slightly.

I am not attracted to Danica. Why the hell did this have to happen?

“I’m going to tell everyone about this!” shouted Danica. “You’re never going to be able to live it down.”

Mike gritted his teeth in anger and pushed his hips forward slightly. His cock rubbed into Danica, and a wave of pleasure rushed through him.

“Really, Danica?” he asked. “I don’t think so. I’ll tell everyone it was you grinding on me if you do.”

“They won’t believe you!” Danica’s words could barely be made out. The entire crowd was moving, and Mike and her along with it.

“They’ll believe it, because that’s what happened.” Mike let his hands settle on her waist, and slowly began moving along with the crowd, his erection rubbing into Danica and sending jolts of arousal through his body.

“You bastard!”

“Look, Danica, we’re both stuck,” said Mike. “Let’s just try to make the best of it.”

Danica didn’t say anything. Mike thought that she hadn’t heard him, but after a second, she began to move against him. Her butt cheeks squeezed against his cock, locking it into place against her.

That… wasn’t exactly what I meant.

“I bet you like how that feels, don’t you?” asked Danica. “Is this the most action you’ve gotten on the cruise so far?”

Mike laughed.

“If you only knew the half of it,” he said.

“Oh yeah?” Danica took one of his hands and slid it up to her breast. “How about now?”

Mike blinked in surprise. Her boob felt nice under his hand. It was smaller than her mom’s, but somehow, it felt firmer and more appropriate for her nubile body.

I need to stop this before it goes too far.

“You’ve been acting so cocky lately,” said Danica. “But the truth is, you don’t even know what to do with a woman!”

Mike groped Danica’s breast and gave one of her nipples a small tweak. She squirmed slightly, but immediately recovered her composure.

“You wanna bet?”

“Just try me, Mike,” she whispered. “You don’t have the guts.”

Mike brought his face in close to Danica’s neck. He slowly and deliberately began to thrust himself against her, and let his hand slide under her shirt. He touched the naked breast underneath and then let out a slow breath against her neck.

“I’ll do it,” he whispered.

“You wouldn’t dare,” said Danica.

Mike gritted his teeth. She was playing him again, he knew that much. If he tried anything, there was a good chance that she’d scream and make up some story that would land him in deep trouble.

I can’t back down now. Maybe if I only take it a bit further.

Slowly, Mike let his free hand slip down to Danica’s skirt. He lifted it up and slipped a finger across her panty covered mound. He could feel moisture there, and it wasn’t just sweat.

“What’s this?” he asked, amusement slipping into his voice. “Are you that turned on right now?”

“You’re the one with a hard on!” said Danica. The band began to speed up the song they were playing, and the women around the two of them surged.

“I’m a horny teenager,” said Mike. “Just like you.”

“You don’t know the first thing about sex, Mike!” shouted Danica.

Mike slid his fingers into the waistband of her panties and slowly began to pull them down. Danica flinched, but made no move to stop him.

“I know that you can stop this by saying a single word, if you’re scared,” said Mike. “I’ll take my hands off you. We’ll still be pushed together, but I won’t take it any further.”

“I’m not scared!” growled Danica.

Is this really happening?

Mike carefully unzipped the fly of his shorts and extracted his erection from the inside of his boxers. The crowd was too packed together and too wild for anyone to see what he was doing. He pushed forward, and felt Danica’s naked thighs rubbing against the head of his cock.

“You… you’re not man enough!” Danica’s voice was high pitched, and tense.

Mike shifted her forward a little, and Danica spread her legs slightly, as though daring him to try it. With one smooth movement, Mike slipped the head of his cock into her tight, wet cunt. She shivered and moved backward, further sheathing his dick into her. Mike wrapped his arm up and across her breasts and tried to move her skirt down with his free hand.

“This next song is for all the lovers in the house tonight!” shouted the lead vocalist onstage. The crowd surged, and Mike slowly and triumphantly began to thrust up into his arch nemesis.

“This is what you wanted from the start, isn’t it?”

“You bastard!” said Danica. Mike pumped his cock into her a little harder, and she let out a squeal.

“Are you going to tell everyone back at school about this?” he asked. “About how I fucked you at a concert, like the dirty slut you are.”

“I could still scream rape,” replied Danica.

Mike banged into her, hard enough for their bodies to slap together. Danica pushed herself back in response, letting him get even deeper inside of her.

“I think…” whispered Mike. “We should just enjoy the concert. We’re doing a good job of making the best of it.”

The lead vocalist was singing a song about being taken hard. Mike timed his thrusts to fit with the rhythm of her vocals and felt Danica quivering and whimpering with pleasure against him.

The best revenge isn’t always served cold.

One of the women in the crowd beside them glanced over and put a hand up to her mouth. Mike was making no real attempt to hide what was going on anymore. He was too horny, too eager to fill up Danica’s cunt with his cum, to punish her for all the abuse she’d put him through.

The woman watched as Mike continued hammering away at Danica’s pussy, using his cock like jackhammer to fuck her hard. It felt incredible, and a mixture of emotions swirled within him.

It took Mike a minute to realize the reason why the woman was staring at him. The band had stopped playing, and the crowd was thinning out. He and Danica were almost in the dead center of the room.

“Fuck,” whispered Mike.

“Keep going!” said Danica.

“I can’t!” He looked around nervously. “We’re going to get-“

“Mike?” Laura’s voice cut through the ambient noise like a hot knife through butter. “Are the two of you, uh, dancing?”

Slowly and shamefacedly, Mike slipped his hand out of Danica’s shirt. He couldn’t pull away from her, not without revealing his hard on. Danica’s panties were still on the ground around her feet, and if his mom noticed them, it was game over.

“Yes!” he said, a little too enthusiastically. “We were just… dancing.”

Danica whirled around, releasing Mike’s cock from her inner confines in a single movement. She pushed Mike, hard, and sent him careening over. Luckily, the movement also hid his cock from view in the confusion.

“You pervert!” she shouted. “You weren’t dancing with me, you were feeling me up! Just because the crowd pushed us together doesn’t mean you get to cop a feel!”

Mike quickly stuffed his cock into his shorts and met Danica’s eye. He could just barely make out something in them that hadn’t been there before.

She’s only pretending to be mad. She wants to finish what we just started.

“Michael Grant!” Laura stomped over to him and pulled him up by the shoulder. “Apologize to this young woman, this instant!”

Mike gritted his teeth.

“I’m sorry, Danica,” he said. “I don’t know what came over me.”

Couldn’t she have come up with a story that didn’t land me in hot water with my mom?

“We are going to have a serious talk about this when we get back to my cabin.” Laura took him by the hand and began pulling him toward the door. Mike caught Danica’s gaze one final time and smiled.








  
 




 
   

CHAPTER 15
Andrea was trailing behind Mike and his mom as they made their way out of the concert and up the stairs, Laura didn’t say much, at least not at first.

She might have figured out what was really going on.

“Why is it that every time that I let you out of my eye sight, you seem to get yourself into trouble?” Laura’s voice was full of sharp anger, the kind that only a personal offense can pull out of a person.

“I’m not always getting into trouble,” said Mike. “And besides, Danica was… exaggerating.”

“Exaggerating?” Laura stopped in the doorway that led out to the main deck and turned to face him. “I saw the two of you, Michael!”

“What?”

Laura shook her head and folded her arms. Her body language alone was enough to make Mike wilt.

“Everybody around saw the two of you,” she said quietly. “I don’t know how far you took it, and I don’t care.”

“That’s not fair, mom.” Mike sighed, unable to contain himself any longer. “You’re the one who brought me on this cruise, and now you expect me just to sit around, do nothing?”

Andrea was hovering just behind them. A few women pushed by, giving uncomfortable glances as they went.

“I expect you to be a decent human being,” said Laura. “And to stop doing shameful things!”

That’s what this is about. She’s still caught up on last night.

“Am I the one who’s ashamed, mom?” Mike locked eyes with her and leaned in close enough to feel the heat coming off her body. “Or is it you?”

“Ashamed?” Laura met his intensity with a look her own. “I’m not the one who keeps trying to…”

She can’t say it. Can I even say it?

“So you’re jealous then?” asked Mike, in a sharp and quiet voice. “You don’t like that I’m giving my attention and more than just that, to another-“

Laura’s hand came at lightning speed. Her slap hit Mike and did more than any words ever could. He felt the sting in his cheek, but it was nothing compared to the way his emotions twisted in his chest, punishing him for the careless words.

Why the fuck did I say that?

“Mom…” Mike looked up, but Laura was gone. Andrea was still standing behind him, awkwardly waiting for the situation to defuse in a way that clearly wasn’t going to happen.

“Uh, Mike?” she asked softly. “Do you want me to go?”

Mike took a deep breath and then pushed it out.

“No,” he said. “I just… need a second.”

Mike walked out onto the main deck and over to the outer railing. The dark clouds he’d seen before were now blocking out the stars and possibly the moon. The air was hot and humid, and loaded with potential.

“I almost never fight with my mom.” He spoke to Andrea, who slowly moved over to the railing and took a spot next to him. “We usually get along so well that it just doesn’t happen. But tonight… I guess I really got under her skin.”

The wind blew in from the ocean, hard. Mike felt his t-shirt rippling, and a medium sized wave crashed against the ship’s hull below.

“She’s your mom,” said Andrea. “Out of all the people who could get under her skin, you probably have the easiest time of it.”

Mike shrugged.

“I really didn’t want to come on this vacation, in the beginning,” he said. “Maybe I was onto something. All it’s done so far is confused me.”

And that’s putting it lightly.

Andrea reached her hand over and squeezed his on the railing.

“Well, sometimes you need to be confused to figure out exactly what you want.”

Mike didn’t say anything to that. He couldn’t say anything to that. Thinking about what he really wanted made his heart race, and gave him a heavy feeling in the pit of his stomach.

“Andrea… There’s more to it than that, I think.”

“I know that you love your mom, Mike.” Andrea locked eyes with him. “Even if the two of you are a little intense about it. And I know that’s all that matters.”

“The way she reacted after what happened in the club.” Mike shook his head. “Did you, uh, see me and Danica dancing, Andrea?”

Andrea’s face turned crimson red. She looked up, angling her gaze over Mike’s eyes and head.

“Uhm…. I did.” She squirmed. “It looked like the two of you were getting, uh, very friendly with each other.”

Mike forced a smile.

“Alright, then,” he said. “I guess we were being a bit too obvious. And in that case, she has every right to be upset.”

It might have nothing to do with what I implied. She’s still my mother, after all.

“We should head back inside soon,” said Andrea. “Out here on the ocean, when it rains, it pours.”

Lightning flashed in the distance, followed by the thunderclap a second later.

“Spooky,” said Mike. “Apparently you can control the weather, now.

He turned to follow Andrea as she stepped away from the railing and a torrent of rain hit him, falling hard and all at once.

“Jeez!” Mike’s words were almost drowned out by the drum roll of the raindrops hitting the deck. Andrea gestured to him, and he hurried after her and into the ship.

The rain had soaked his clothes completely through. Mike headed straight up to his cabin, and Andrea split off to head to her dormitory and change as well.

He paused before opening the door, and peered across the hall at his mom’s room. Talking with Andrea had smoothed out his emotions. Now all he really wanted to do was talk with his mom, really talk with her, about everything that’d been going on between them.

Mike quickly changed into dry clothes, and then over to his mom’s cabin to do just that. He knocked on the cabin door softly.

“Mom.” He paused, thinking about what he was going to say. “I… came to apologize.”

There was no response. Mike waited for a few seconds and then tried the doorknob. It was locked.

“Mom?” He knocked again and frowned.

If she isn’t here, then where else would she be?

An ominous feeling began to wave over him, starting in his fingers and toes and working its way inward. Mike turned to walk down the hall and saw Vera headed toward him.

“Mike.” She smiled mischievously. “Fancy running into-“

“Have you seen my mom?” Mike hurried toward the doors leading outside, even as Vera answered.

“She was on the first deck, port side. At least, the last time I saw her.” Vera frowned at him. “What’s going on?”

Mike started to answer, but before he could, the ship lurched underneath his feet. It was enough to make him stumble and grab at the wall.

“That must have been a huge wave,” said Vera. “The storm outside is getting wild.”

The ominous feeling intensified.

“I have to go!” he called back to Vera as he ran down the hall. “I have to find her!”

Mike slammed out the doors leading outside, his newly clean and dry clothes instantly soaking up water as a wall of rain welcomed him into the fray.








  
 




 
   

CHAPTER 16
The situation was much worse than he’d been expecting. Rain scoured the deck as though blasted out of a pressure washer in the sky. The wind whipped against Mike’s back with enough force to keep him off balance, and the ship lurched unpredictably underneath his feet.

“Mom!” He yelled at the top of his lungs, but the storm was too loud for him to be heard over. “Mom!”

I have to find her!

He took a step forward. It was terrifying to move away from the security of the doors leading back into the ship. The few passengers still out of deck were hurrying by him, headed in the opposite direction toward safety.

The ocean had been all around him for the entire trip, but it’d been no more than an afterthought in Mike’s mind compared to the distractions of the cruise. He took a deep breath, coughing as rain drops pelted against his nose and mouth.

“Mom!” Mike ran forward in a crouch, keeping his hands out to catch himself if he fell. The wind hit him against the side in mid-step and he struggled to keep his balance, straightening up and leaning away from the railing. 

He had to travel around the front of the ship to reach the side that his mom was on. Mike cursed and wished that he’d had the sense to exit out that way to begin with. It was too late for him to double back, however. The only way forward was through the gale.

I’m not heading back in without her.

Mike forced himself forward. The ship’s rocking was becoming more extreme. He looked up and immediately saw why. The ocean was no longer the even, expansive plane that it had been during the gentle hours of the day. It was an uneven mixture of crests and waves, some of which competed with the cruise ship itself in size.

His fingers went numb, and his shoes filled with icy water, but Mike continued forward and around the front of the ship. He started down the other side and saw a figure in the distance hanging onto the railing. Waves ravaged the spot, keeping the person from being able to move without risking being washed overboard.

“Mom!” Mike screamed. The figure looked up and raised a hand.

He hurried over, sparing no thought for his own safety. Laura was soaked through to the bone, and looked like she was on the verge of giving up. Mike closed the distance between the two of them and grabbed onto her shoulder.

“Come on!” he yelled, directly into her ear. “We have to get inside!”

His mom shouted something in reply, but the storm was too intense for him to make out what it was. A huge wave, bigger than any Mike had seen up until then, crashed over the side of the ship and over them.

For a moment, Mike felt like he was underwater. He couldn’t tell if he was still on the ship or if he’d been washed overboard. The water receded as quickly as it’d arrived, and he was lying on the deck, still clenching his mom’s arm in a painfully tight grip in one hand.

He pulled himself to his feet and helped his mom up. She wrapped her arms tight around him, and he could feel how cold she was.

“We have to move!” Mike started pulling her toward the nearest door not a moment too soon. Another wave was cresting behind them, higher than the last one had been. It curled high over the edge of the ship before falling downward, aimed directly at them as though guided by a malevolent force. 

Mike ran faster than he knew that he could, summoning every bit of his focus to keep his balance on the wet deck. He made sure his mom stayed even with him, half leading and half pulling her forward.

They reached the doors just as they wave reached them. Mike pushed on the glass, swinging one door open. The wave hit and gave them a boost forward, spilling water into the interior of the ship.

The two of them collapsed to the ground, and the door closed behind them. Mike coughed up water that he’d swallowed without realizing, and then helped his mom to his feet.

“Are you okay?” he asked. Laura nodded.

“I’m c-c-cold…” Her teeth were chattering, and she stuttered as she spoke. The ship swayed again as the storm continued its siege.

“Come on,” said Mike. “Let’s get up to our room and get you warmed up.”

The interior ship was nearly empty, at least in the public spaces. Mike and his mom ascended the spiral staircase up to the second floor and then found their cabins. Mike opened the door to his moms, ushered her in, and then stepped in after her.

“Here, let’s get you warmed up.” Mike smiled at his mom and tried to do his best to ignore the shifting ship beneath him. Rain pelted against the porthole window, and he could see flashes of thunder in the distance outside.

“Mike…” said his mom.

“Look, if it’s about what happened before, I’m sorry,” said Mike. “I didn’t mean what I said. I just… right now, we should focus on making sure you’re okay.”

Laura nodded and turned away from him. She reached down to the bottom of her soaking wet sundress and slowly pulled it up and over her head. Her bra and panties clung to her body, wet and almost translucent from the moisture. Her butt looked amazing, and the nipples on her big breasts were hard from the cold.

“I… should get you a towel.” Mike averted his eyes and took a deep breath as he walked into the bathroom. He came back out and handed to his mom. She smiled at him.

“Thank you, honey,” she said. “You saved me.”

“I was worried,” he said. “Vera aid you were still out on deck. I thought maybe…”

I thought she might have been washed overboard already.

“I probably would have died if you hadn’t shown up.” Laura wiped the towel through the cleavage of her breasts, and then across her flat stomach. “Thank you.”

She stepped forward and pulled Mike into a hug. Her body felt good against him, good enough to make wicked ideas race through his head. But it was also dangerously cold.

“We have to get you warmed up,” said Mike. “You feel hypothermic.”

Laura nodded and then sat down on the bed. She stared at him for a moment, and then climbed under the covers.

“Take off your shirt and your shorts,” she said.

“What?”

“I need your heat.” Laura rolled over toward Mike in bed, her bra slipping down slightly and giving him a down blouse view of the edge of her nipple. “If I’m at risk for hypothermia, I need you to help warm me up.”

Mike nodded slowly. He pulled his shirt off, still soaking wet from the rain, and let it drop to the ground. His shorts were next, and it was impossible for him to hide his erection as he pulled them down and off.

I need to stay calm and rational. She’s right. I just have to warm her up.

He used the towel to dry himself off slightly, and then climbed onto the bed, slipping under the covers next to his mom.

“There,” she whispered. “And now we should probably stay close to each other.”

She pushed herself forward, letting her big, soft boobs rub against Mike’s chest. HE could fee his cock rubbing against her thighs, still cold from the storm, but as tantalizing as ever.

“Mom…” he whispered.

What the hell am I doing?

“Are you going to help me warm up, honey?” she asked, softly.

Mike wrapped his arms around his mom. His body responded to her soft, feminine presence almost immediately. His hips jerked forward, grinding his cock into her soft legs. He nuzzled his face against the nape of her neck and felt a shiver go through her as he planted a hot kiss just below her ear.

“Sweetie,” she whispered. “That’s not warming me up.”

“We have to get you as warm as we can,” said Mike. He let his hips push forward again, rubbing his hard on against her crotch this time. Laura let out a soft moan.

“Mike,” she said. “We talked about this the other night.”

Mike kissed her on the cheek and groped at one of her breasts. His cock was harder than it had ever been in his life, and he knew exactly what he wanted to do with it.

“We did more than just talk,” he said.

“You can’t.” Laura shifted slightly, and despite her words, slowly began running one of her hands down Mike’s stomach. “I’m your mother.”

“I’m just warming you up,” said Mike. “Just like you helped calm me down the other night.”

He kissed her on the neck again and heard his mom inhale sharply. Her hand reached the waistband of his boxers and slipped into it, running back and forth, but going no further down.

“You’ve gotten so big.” Her voice was just a whisper, but Mike heard the sensual intonation in every syllable. “And so strong.”

Her fingers teased a little further down, and then she pulled her hand back. Mike almost frowned in disappointment, but before he could, he felt her palm run across the head of his hard cock, outside his boxers.

“Oh, mom!” He kissed her again on the cheek, and then on the side of her mouth. Laura turned away at the last second, keeping him from pressing his lips into hers.

“Shhhh…” She smiled at him, her expression flushed, but still motherly and caring. “Easy, now.”

Mike was having trouble controlling himself. All he could think about was sex, and his mother, and her body. He was ashamed of himself, but his arousal seemed to feed off it, burning it like fuel on the fire of his lust.

“Mom!” He kissed her again on the cheek, more urgently this time. His hand grabbed at her bra and pulled it down, freeing her breasts under the blanket. Mike couldn’t see them, but he managed to get a tantalizing grope in before his mom moved his hand away.

“That’s my bra, sweetie,” she whispered.

“I’m just… warming you up.” His excuse sounded flimsy, even as it left his mouth.

I can’t stop myself! I have to do it!

Mike slid one of his hands up his mom’s thigh. She didn’t stop him, and even moaned slightly as his finger reached the edge of her panties.

“Am I cold down there?” she asked, in an amused voice.

“I’m just… being thorough.” Mike slid her leg to the side and surprisingly, she didn’t stop him.

“Mmm…” Laura shivered as Mike’s fingers grazed across the soft silk fabric of her panties.

“Don’t you want to be warm, mom?” he asked. “It was so cold outside, and now we can heat things up, together.”

“Mike, take a deep breath,” whispered Laura. “All teenagers have urges. You’re just… confused.”

Mike blushed, but didn’t move his hand. He pressed his palm against his mom’s panty covered pussy, and her hips betrayed what was really on her mind.

“Mom, we’re on this cruise to enjoy ourselves,” he said. “I just want to make sure you enjoy yourself.”

“You’re horny, Mike.” She whispered the words into his ear, and the effect almost contradicted her intent. “But you shouldn’t be doing this.”

“Doing what?” Mike slipped his cock out of his boxers, and Laura let out a tiny gasp as he positioned himself in between her legs. “I’m just warming you up.”

“Sweetie…” She locked eyes with him, and Mike saw a shameful lust that mirrored his own feelings staring back at him.

She won’t stop me. She wants it as much as I do, she just can’t admit it.

With horny, rushed movements, Mike pulled his mom’s panties down. She didn’t try to stop him, and as he parted her legs and slipped up between them, she bit her bottom lip.

“Oh.” Laura closed her eyes as the tip of her son’s cock slid into her cunt. Mike almost flinched from the immense, forbidden pleasure.

“Oh man!” His hips started pumping with a mind of their own. Mike wasn’t sure if he had any control over what his body was doing. He forced his lips against his mom’s and groped one of her breasts hard. Laura squealed and wrapped her legs around him.

“Oh god!” She looked up as Mike slammed into her. Her breasts bounced up and down within her bra, and she was blushing bright red.

“Fuck, mom!” Mike wanted the moment to last forever. He felt weird. Pleasure was overflowing in his chest, but something in the pit of his stomach and the back of his head rebelled and cried out in puritanical shame.

“No!” Laura suddenly pushed up, hard, slamming her hands into his chest. Mike was thrown off her and to the side of the bed. He started to move back into place, but before he could, his mom slipped under the covers.

“Mom, what’s wrong?” Mike sat up, and then felt something wet and insanely warm slip over the head of his cock. “Jesus!”

He leaned back against the bed and dug his fingers into the mattress. His mouth slacked open, and his eyes rolled up, almost into the back of his head. He almost couldn’t think. It felt too good for him to be able to focus on anything other than the sensation.

My mother is sucking my cock.

Laura had skills, and she was using them to make him cum as fast as possible. Her mouth sucked with a grip that was unbelievable. Her tongue ran up and down the shaft of Mike’s cock. All he could see was her head bobbing up and down under the blanket. Wet slurping noises came from down below, strange and arousing.

“Oh god, mom!” He couldn’t stop himself from moaning. “That feels… really good.”

She didn’t let up for even a second. Her lips squeezed his cock like a soft, determined ring of pleasure. She had one of her hands locked onto his thigh, and the other rubbed across her chest and stomach.

Through it all, Mike could sense something in her movements and technique. She cared about his pleasure. Even if the blowjob was a tactic designed to keep the situation from boiling over into more illicit territory, she was delivering it to him with tender care, and even love.

She’s my mom. Of course she loves me.

Laura pulled back for a moment, licking the head of Mike’s cock as though it was a candy blow pop.

“Are you close, sweetie?” she whispered.

“Y-yeah,” said Mike. “I’m…”

He trailed off, finding himself unable to speak as his mom began sucking again in full force. He slammed his head back into the pillow and felt his hips begin to arch up. His mom didn’t stop sucking.

“Mom!” he cried. “Mom, I’m close!”

She sucked harder, and faster. Mike felt his cock probing into the back of his throat. Pleasure began to tingle in his crotch, spreading outward into his extremities and building up like lava in a volcano on the verge of exploding.

“Mom!” Mike grabbed the back of her head and thrust forward as he reached his climax. His cock blasted out cum, spraying his sticky load into her mouth with more force than he’d thought was possible. 

Laura continued sucking as he spurted, swallowing every drop. Her tongue massaged the underside of his shaft as though she was trying to help his orgasm along. Mike closed his eyes and melted into the mattress.

“That was… amazing,” he said, finally.

“Shhh,” his mom replied. “We should both get some rest.”

Seconds went by, and then minutes. He was against his mom, still cuddling with her in the bed when it happened. The lights above them flickered off, and then back up again, and then back off.

“What was that?” Mike sat up, still exhausted from his orgasm.

“I’m not-“

The boat lurched, cutting Laura off in midsentence. The floor shifted to an angle far more severe than it had before. The phone fell off the side table, and a loud grinding noise came from somewhere in the lower levels.

“Oh my god,” said Laura. “What just happened?”

The lights flickered back on, and with them came a sharp, blaring siren.








  
 




 
   

CHAPTER 17
“Get dressed! Quick!”

Laura was on her feet and pulling on her nightgown almost before Mike had time to process what was happening. The siren blared, sounding like a fire alarm on steroids. Through the door, he could hear the sound of footsteps racing by in the hallway.

“What the hell?” Mike stood up from the bed and almost fell over. The floor was at enough of an angle to make walking difficult.

“We have to get to the outer deck!” yelled Laura. “If the ship shifts any further, we might end up stuck in here!”

Mike pulled on his shorts. His shirt was on the other side of the room, and he decided to go without it.

“Come on!” Laura pulled him through the door, and the two of them began sprinting down the hall alongside dozens of other passengers. The door leading to the outside second level deck was backed up with people.

The ship is sinking. This is really happening.

Several women crashed into Mike and his mom from behind, pushing them against the passengers in front of them. Mike let out a yell, but it was lost between the siren and general sense of panic.

It took Mike only a minute to see why the way was blocked. The storm was still underway outside. The passengers who’d left to go out on deck were now desperately trying to get back inside and away from the mercy of the wind and rain.

“Mom, this is bad!” Mike had to shout directly at her to be heard. “We have to do something!” 

Laura pushed up on the shoulders of the women blocking her in and yelled something. Mike couldn’t hear her. The mayhem continued for a few moments, and then the siren stopped. In its place, a raspy intercom snapped on.

“Attention passengers, this is your captain speaking.” Captain Michelle’s voice came out of the wall mounted speaker, serious and even. “We were forced to make an unplanned detour due to the intensity of the storm. The ship has run aground on the beach of a previously uncharted island. Please, stay in your cabins and remain calm. We are in no danger of sinking. I repeat, we are in no danger of sinking.”

“We… ran aground?” Mike looked around and saw puzzled faces on the nearby passengers. His mom shrugged when he settled his gaze on her.

“Come on.” She grabbed his hand, and the two of them slipped back toward their cabin as the hallway thinned out.

The ship was still at a slight angle, but it felt stable to Mike now that he knew the circumstances. His mom opened the door to her cabin and the two of them slipped back inside.

“What does this mean?” asked Mike. He shook his head, trying to think through the situation they.

“It means…” Laura smiled at him. “That we might be here for longer than we thought.”

Her smile had a mischievous quality to it that made the room feel a bit hotter to Mike. He felt his cock hardening, despite his exhaustion. He slowly walked over to his mom and stood in front of where she sat on the bed, her eyes level with his crotch.

“Are you okay with this going on for a little while longer?” asked Mike.

His mom leaned back onto the bed, setting her forearms down and all but inviting Mike to climb on top of her. He started to move forward, but Laura licked her lips and shot him a motherly, authoritative look.

“I’m fine with it,” she said softly. But for now, I think we should get some sleep. And you should go back to your cabin to do it.”

Mike nodded slowly.

“Alright, mom,” he said. “Goodnight.

“Goodnight, honey.”

He turned around and walked out of the cabin. The cruise ship felt different, as though a hidden essence of it had suddenly been unlocked. Mike smiled to himself.

And I thought this was going to be a boring vacation.
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CHAPTER 1
The ship was silent. Mike had grown accustomed to the constant background noise of the engines without realizing it. The ambiance felt off without it, like sitting in a car rolling down the hill in neutral.

He turned over in bed and opened his eyes. His cabin was dark and absolutely still. Unfortunately, the stillness didn’t extend to his thoughts.

What the hell happens now?

He’d been on the ship for a couple of days already, after being pulled into the vacation by his stepmom, Laura. The trip had been a roller coaster of emotions from the very start, with Mike discovering that he was the only man on the ship, and contending with the consequences of that arrangement.

But now, they were trapped. The storm that had torn through the ship earlier that night had caused enough damage to necessitate the crew to perform an emergency stop. The ship was beached on an island that was, according to Captain Michelle, officially uncharted.

Nothing is ever simple for me in life.

Mike took a deep breath and then swung his legs over the side of the bed. The ship’s air felt colder than usual. He wondered if the crew had already switched over to rationing resources as he found the pair of shorts he’d discarded next to his bed and pulled them on.

Without really thinking about it, he walked over to the door leading out to the hallway and rested his hand on the knob, pausing instead of immediately turning it. The chaos after the captain announced news of the situation to the passengers had been enough to necessitate a general lockdown.

Still… I have to make sure she’s okay.

He opened his door slowly and slipped out into the hallway. The lights were off, which was unusual, but also suggested that he was right about the rationing. Mike didn’t have to go very far, only to the door across the hall. He knocked softly on it and then waited.

The door opened a few inches, wide enough for a figure to appear in the darkness on the other side.

“Mike. What’s wrong?”

Laura’s voice was soft, sleepy, and somehow, musical. Mike let out a breath that he hadn’t realized he’d been holding upon hearing it.

“Uh, nothing,” he said. “I just…”

He scratched his head, realizing how silly and irrational he was being. There was nothing for him to worry about. Everything was going to be okay. The ship was still in good hands, and the only danger was in them getting bored in the wait for rescue.

I hope that it’s true. I really, really do.

“I know, honey,” whispered his mom. “It’s been a long day.”

Laura stepped back a little from the door, and Mike followed her into her cabin. It wasn’t until he’d taken a few steps inside that his eyes adjusted enough to make out more of his mom’s form.

She was wearing a night robe but had only tied it loosely across her in front. Underneath it, the supple curves of her large breasts were clearly visible. It was hard for Mike to tell if she was wearing a bra or not, but he assumed that she was and tried to stop himself from getting any weird ideas.

Laura bent over and smoothed out the covers on her bed, which were still pulled open from when she’d climbed out. Her robe slipped up along her body, allowing the bottom few inches of her soft, curvy buttocks to sneak into view. In the darkness it was hard for Mike to make out any detail, but apparently that didn’t matter much when it came to sparking his arousal.

“Sit down, honey.” Laura lowered herself onto the bed, leaning back on her hands and carefully crossing one leg over the other. “Tell me what’s on your mind.”

Mike shrugged, but he took her up on her suggestion. 

What’s on my mind is her, and everything that’s happened between us over the past few days.

His mom had brought him along on the cruise because she’d wanted to spend more quality time with him. Mike had always been close to her, but as he’d gotten older, it had become harder for them to connect, and to share each other’s time like they’d used to.

Laura reached a hand over and set it down on Mike’s knee. He felt his cock, already at half-mast in his shorts, filled out into its full, rock hard size.

I never expected that things would go this way.

“I was just worried about you, Mom.”

That much was true. Mike still didn’t understand what was going on between them, and he was worried. Whether it was a result of the circumstances of the cruise, or something else, it made no difference in the end. He’d crossed over a line with his mom, into forbidden, uncharted territory.

And then, somehow, the two of them had come back from it. It wasn’t as though they were pretending that nothing had happened. It was more like the boundary between mother and son, love and lust, was more fluid and penetrable than either of them had realized.

“I’m fine, sweetie,” said Laura. “You don’t have to worry. Really.”

Mike still vividly remembered the way it had felt, having her body against his, and moving together as the intensely primal emotions of love making rushed over them. She hadn’t let him go all the way, at least not until the end. 

Is that why she can still fit into her motherly role so easily? Will that disappear if we take it any further?

Mike sighed. He felt his mom’s hand rub against his knee with gentle, caring motions.

“Are you okay, Mike?” she asked. Mike nodded immediately.

“Yeah, I’m fine, mom,” he said.

The words were true enough, but only in a physical, fundamental sense. Mike was struggling with something much darker and more confusing than he’d ever experienced before. His emotions were waging a war against logic, reason, and shame, and the verdict was still out on which side would prevail.

“You can talk to me about anything, you know,” said his mom. “I’ll listen, and do what I can to help you feel better.”

Mike’s cock raged against the fabric of his shorts. He wanted to lean in close, to whisper something hot and electrically charged into his mom’s ear, and to cross over that line again. But he didn’t.

I care about her, enough to stop myself from testing the limits.

“I’m fine, mom,” said Mike. “I should head back to my cabin.”

He stood up from the bed, but still faced his mom where she sat. Mike was tall enough for his crotch to be almost at face level. The way Laura was sitting almost made it seem like she was directing her attention right at his erection, tempting him into trying something with it.

“We’ll figure things out in the morning,” she said. “We both came on this trip together, Mike.”

For a moment, he didn’t move. The room felt hot and full of the kind of tension that can lead two people of the opposite sex into passionate, even against their better judgement.

She’s my mother. And this is wrong.

“Alright,” he finally said. “Goodnight, mom.”

“Goodnight, honey.”

Mike turned and slowly walked over to the door of the cabin. He looked back at the bed one last time. Laura was shifting one of her pillows down and leaned forward to do it in a way that let her breasts dangle out of the open front of her robe. She was, in fact, wearing a bra, as Mike now saw.

He took a deep breath and quickly slipped out through the door. The hallway was still silent, except for the sound of Mike’s own fast beating heart.








  
 




 
   

CHAPTER 2
“Attention, Goddess Cruise Line guests and passengers, this is your captain speaking.”

Mike blinked. He was in bed, and the intercom in the hallway outside was delivering a message in loud, static-laced pulses.

“I’m sure many of you are wondering what’s going on and where things will go from here. To answer all of your questions, I will be holding an open meeting in the first-floor lobby in fifteen minutes.”

Mike sighed and immediately started getting dressed. He almost did a double take as he passed by the port hole window on his way to grab a clean shirt out of his bag.

The cruise ship was anchored, if one could call it that, in the shallow water of a small tropical island. Mike could see a long, picturesque beach, studded with tiny shells and fenced in at the back by a thick wall of tropical foliage. A few palm trees jutted from the ground right where the sand met the grass, and one of them extended out diagonally.

It’s like something out of a TV show.

In Mike’s honest opinion, the island looked inviting. It wasn’t the dreary, rocky coast that he’d been expecting. It seemed like a place that wouldn’t be all that bad to be marooned on for a few days. 

He stared out onto the beach for a minute more and then headed for the door. Laura was waiting outside her cabin, and her smile blossomed when she saw her son.

She had on a loose, floral printed blouse over a medium length summer skirt. Her breasts moved freely underneath the blouse and Mike did his best not to notice.

“Good morning!” Laura practically twirled around as Mike made his way over to her.

“You’re in good spirits,” he said. She smiled even more broadly at him. 

“I went out on deck and got a look of the island.” She let out a satisfied sigh. “I hope it’s at least a week before we get rescued.”

“That… would be interesting,” said Mike.

An extra week surrounded by women, and they’d all be in their swimsuits more often. That doesn’t sound so bad.

“Come on, we have to get down to the lobby,” said Laura. “You’re one of the last ones up.”

She took Mike by the hand and began pulling him forward with long, eager strides.

“Okay, jeez, mom,” he said. “I needed some sleep after…”

He paused, thinking better than to mention the night before.

“…After everything that’s happened.” He kept his voice casual. His mom turned, and their eyes met for a tantalizing second.

The lobby was packed full of passengers and crew. Mike and his mom had to find spots in the back of the room. Excited murmurs and whispers filled the large room. Mike could tell from the expressions and body language he saw that everyone was thinking the same thing.

“They’re all going to want to go down onto the island,” he said. “Nobody is going to see this as a bad thing.”

Mike turned to look at his mom and found that she’d shifted further into the crowd. In her place was someone that he knew and loathed.

“This is a bad thing, jackass,” said Danica. “Now I’m stuck on this cruise with you for even longer.”

Mike resisted his urge to glower at her and instead forced a smile onto his face. Danica was wearing a tight white t-shirt and a pair of tiny jean shorts. She looked good, and the memory of the concert the day before was still fresh enough in Mike’s mind.

I had my cock inside of her. I didn’t get to finish, but still…

“And here I was hoping that we could be friends, now,” said Mike. Danica rolled her eyes.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“We can talk more about it in my room later, if you want to understand better.”

Danica’s face reddened slightly. She started to stammer out an uncharacteristically flustered response when another voice joined in the conversation.

“If you don’t take him up on that offer, sweetie, I just might.”

Vera set a hand on each of their shoulders as she appeared out of the crowd behind them. Mike blinked and stared at her blankly. She was wearing a tasseled, sleeveless top that tied in the back and pushed her breasts and cleavage up in interesting ways. Around her waist, she wore a thin, colorfully patterned cloth skirt.

“Mom!” Danica stomped one foot down. “He was joking!”

Was I? I’m pretty sure that I wasn’t…

Before Mike could say anything else, a woman appeared at the top of the lobby stairs wearing a stiff women’s suit of gray fabric. She walked over to where a microphone stood on the podium and positioned herself behind it.

Captain Michelle has arrived.

The room grew quiet in just a few seconds. Captain Michelle tapped on the microphone a few times and then leaned forward to speak.

“I’m not going to dance around my point. For the time being, the ship is going to have to remain docked here on this island. It could be anywhere from a few days to a few weeks until rescue arrives.”

A murmur, this time anxious and tense, ran through the room. Captain Michelle cleared her throat, and the audience went silent.

“The ship is stocked with more than enough supplies to keep everyone fed for at least a month.” The captain glanced at a woman standing to her left, who nodded her head as if to confirm the statement. 

“With the engines powered down, we should also be able to use our generators without having to resort to rationing electricity, as well.”

Captain Michelle waited, as though she expected a reaction from the crowd in response to the news she was delivering. Mike felt tempted to start clapping for a moment, but the room was still a little too tense for it to seem appropriate.

“I’m sure many of you are wondering about the island, and whether or not you’ll get a chance to stretch your legs off the ship.” Captain Michelle paused, and then slowly pulled her lips into a thin smile. “The answer to that question is yes.”

This time, there were a few cheers from the crowd, Mike among them. He was surprised by how excited the announcement made him feel.

“The ship’s staff members and crew will monitor the beach for anyone who is interested in checking it out. At this time, we can’t allow anyone to go past the tree line, or into the water beyond waist level.”

The entire room broke out into excited cheers and discussion. Captain Michelle cleared her throat and tapped on the microphone again.

“I want to reaffirm our commitment to keeping this cruise enjoyable, even through these unexpected circumstances. Rescue will arrive, but until then, we will make sure that all of your needs are attended to.”

Captain Michelle stepped away from the microphone. Another woman stepped up to it and began explaining the new event schedule for the ship and where to go in order to access the beach. Mike wasn’t listening, his thoughts running wild as he considered the situation.

I haven’t thought about what this means for me. Captain Michelle might forget about the video and blackmailing me entirely.

He mulled over the possibility as the crowd surged around him. It was hard for him to imagine that the captain would have any free time to continue her blackmail, now that the circumstances had changed so drastically.

“There you are!” Laura appeared at his shoulder and ran a hand through his hair. “Do you want to go check out the beach?”

Mike smiled, remembering the last time he’d seen his mom in a bikini.

“Definitely.”








  
 




 
   

CHAPTER 3
Mike and his mom doubled back to their cabins to change into their swimsuits. It only took Mike a few seconds, and he headed outside into the hallway to wait for his mom outside her room. The door was left slightly ajar, and as Mike walked over to it, it slowly began to swing open.

“Mom?” Against his better judgment, he leaned his head into the cabin. Laura was facing away from him and completely naked.

“Sweetie!” She pulled her arm up to her breasts as she glanced over a shoulder at him. “Close the door!”

Mike blushed and grabbed at the knob. He heard footsteps coming from down the hall and managed to swing the cabin door shut just as they reached him.

“Seriously, Mike?” Danica was wearing her one piece swimsuit, apparently also intent on heading to the beach. “This is a new low for you.”

“What?” Mike held up his hands defensively and shook his head. “I was just-“

“Peeping on your mom while she was changing,” said Danica. “Yeah, I saw.”

How do I keep ending up in these situations? And why does Danica care?

“I wasn’t!” said Mike. “I just came into the hallway and the door… opened on its own.”

Even as the words left his mouth, the explanation sounded stupid and hollow. Danica set her hands on her hips and glared at him for a moment. She took a step forward, getting right in his face and close enough to make Mike aware of the way her breasts hung in her swimsuit.

“You’re a pervert, Mike,” she said. “You know you are.”

The words hit him like slaps in the face. Mike felt anger burning in his chest and something else along with it.

I can’t let her be right.

“You… you’re just mad because of what happened!” Mike stepped toward her, letting his chest press against her boobs. “Whatever I am, you can’t change the facts.”

Danica scowled at him and balled one of her hands into a fist.

“Nothing happened!” She was shouting now, and a few other women awkwardly stood down the hall, not wanting to walk into the argument.

“It happened,” said Mike. “And you liked it.”

He saw her hand coming before it hit, but there was no time for him to dodge or do anything about it. Pain flared in Mike’s cheek, and stars flickered across his vision. His lip was bleeding slightly. Danica had put all of the strength her thin arm contained into the blow.

“I’m going to make you pay, Mike!” She pulled her arm back. “You fucking bastard!”

“Danica!” Vera appeared behind her daughter and pulled her back. To Mike’s left, the door leading to his mother’s cabin opened. She stepped out in her blue bikini, her smile turning into a frown as she scanned the scene.

“Mike,” Laura murmured. “What’s going on here?”

He exchanged an angry, but knowing look with Danica.

This is between us. I’m not getting my mom or anyone else involved.

“Nothing,” he said. 

Vera and Laura looked to Danica. She’d put on her poker face, and looked as innocent and unassuming as a teenage girl could.

“It’s nothing,” she said. “Mike and I are just playing around.”

Vera and Laura shared a look.

“They’re teenagers, Laura,” said Vera. “These things happen. I think we should all just head down to the beach and spend some quality time together.”

Mike didn’t say anything. The last thing he wanted was to be stuck with Danica for any length of time, but backing out of it would only make his mom more suspicious.

It all keeps coming back to me and my stupid hormones. Maybe I am a pervert, after all.

“That sounds lovely,” said Danica, in a voice so sweet that it made Mike feel like throwing up. Laura was watching him carefully, and as the four of them set off down the hall, she slowed down, pulling Mike alongside her.

“Do you want to tell me what really happened?” she asked. Mike sighed and shrugged his shoulders.

“I already told you,” he said. “Nothing happened.”

“If you insist.” Laura leaned over and planted a soft kiss on his cheek. Mike shivered as her lips made contact.

I need to get myself under control.

They made their way outside, and Mike took a deep breath of fresh, summer air. The ship wasn’t close enough to the island for the gangway to serve as a ramp all the way onto the shore. Instead, some of the crew members had rigged up a platform made of inflatable lifeboats that extended into the shallows, where passengers were jumping into the water and wading the last few feet.

“I think everything happens for a reason,” said Laura. Mike turned toward her and raised an eyebrow.

“What?”

“The fact that we’re here.” She smiled. “Everything that’s happened so far. It’s all been for a reason. I don’t mean that it’s orchestrated or preordained or anything, just that things come together in the end.”

Mike could only meet her loving, motherly eyes for a second before he had to turn away. He felt weird, as though he was looking at two different people at once, both locked within his mother’s gorgeous, curvy body.

She’s my mom. And that’s it.

“Come on, let’s get onto the ramp before all of the other passengers clog it up.” Laura poked Mike in the ribs and then jogged down the deck, her flip flops slapping against the polished wood with every step.

He followed behind her, feeling his eagerness crystallizing into intention. Two crew members stood on either side of the gangway, regulating the flow of people as they climbed onto it. Vera and Danica were already on the way down, but one of the crew members held up a hand and gestured for Mike and his mom to wait.

“It looks a little…” Laura trailed off, frowning as she watched the ramp creaking in time with the waves.

“It’ll be fine,” said Mike.

Vera and Danica reached the other end, and Mike and his mom climbed on. Between the downward sloping angle and the rocking from the inflatable platform at the other end, the gangway was treacherous to traverse.

I guess they’re passed being worried about lawsuits.

Laura moved across it in front of him. In what seemed like a cautious move, she decided to go it on all fours. The wind blew against her skirt, forcing her to divide her time between holding it down and moving forward.

“Just focus on moving across, mom,” said Mike. Laura turned over her shoulder and shot him a glare.

He laughed at the worst possible time. A larger wave crashed against the inflatable platform, shaking it enough to throw him off balance. He threw a hand out to catch himself as he fell and felt it pass through thin air.

Mike tumbled off the gangway headfirst. He let out a sound that was less a cry and more of a surprised gasp. The fall took longer than he’d expected, and luckily, the water was there to meet him on the other side.

“Are you okay?” Laura called down to him from the ramp above. Mike coughed up foul tasting sea water, and listened as Danica broke into raucous laughter from the shore.

“I’m okay.” He looked up at his mom and smiled. He could see her long, bare legs, and her swimsuit underneath her skirt.

There’s always an upside, I guess.








  
 




 
   

CHAPTER 4
Mike swam the rest of the way to the shore. The water was surprisingly warm and other than Danica’s jeers, he enjoyed the results of his accident. His feet touched the sandy sea floor after a few seconds, and he waded out into the shallows, feeling his shirt and shorts sticking to his body.

Most of the passengers were setting up their spots in a big clump, almost like a group of cattle settling to the ground for an afternoon nap. Mike found his mom, Danica, and Vera off to the side, taking advantage of a small area of sand that was free of rocks and shells and unrolling their towels to sit down.

“How was the trip, Mike?” Danica smiled mockingly at him. Mike smiled back.

“It was nice,” he said. “The water feels great.”

Laura had brought a towel for him and spread it out next to hers. He started walking over to her and watched as she slipped out of her shirt and skirt. Her breasts bounced slightly as she began to move across the sand.

“I’m getting in,” she said. “I can’t wait any longer.”

“Alright,” said Mike. “I’ll meet you in a couple of minutes.”

He turned back toward their setup and caught Vera’s eye. She was wearing a different bikini than he’d seen the last time they'd been at the pool. It was more modest, covering up her breasts and butt more efficiently with white fabric.

“It’s sheer when wet,” she said to him, smiling. “You should have more than enough eye candy once I decide to dive in.”

“Mother!” Danica glared at Vera and then at Mike. Mike couldn’t stop himself from chuckling.

I’ve already done more with her mom than she knows. And I’d like to do even more.

“You’re going to need a coat of suntan lotion, aren’t you, Vera?” Mike smiled at her as he asked the question.

“Already taken care of.” Her voice sounded a bit disappointed. “Danica is going to need some, though.”

“I can take care of that myself!” snapped Danica.

“Nonsense, sweetie,” said Vera, tossing Mike a bottle of lotion. “Mike is… very thorough, when it comes to putting it on.”

Danica blushed, and then said something that surprised Mike.

“Whatever.” The word was accompanied by a slight roll of her eyes.

“I’ll be in the water if either of the two of you need me,” said Vera. “Feel free to take a peek if you’re interested, Mike.”

“Mom!” Danica scowled at the older woman as she laughed and ran toward the shore.

Many of the other passengers had already made their way down to the water. Mike and Danica were essentially alone, and for a moment, a hot tension hung in the air as both of them watched each other.

“So do I have to put the suntan lotion on you or are you good doing it yourself?” Mike’s question came out a bit more annoyed than he’d intended, and Danica let out a huff.

“For your information, I didn’t want your hands anywhere near me.” Danica turned her nose up to him and crossed her arms. “But since my mom insists…”

She faced away from Mike and slipped her swimsuit off her shoulders, revealing her bare back. Mike flinched in surprise and almost dropped the bottle.

“Uh, okay.” He waited for Danica to lie down on the towel and then slowly moved over to her.

“Make sure you warm it up first!” said Danica.

“Of course.” Mike smiled to himself.

It’s hard for me to tell whether this is an act, or she’s really this irritable.

He poured a small glob of suntan lotion out into his palm and began rubbing it in between his hands. His eyes scanned Danica’s body. Her back was smooth, and he could just barely make out the sides of her breasts squished against the towel underneath.

“You don’t have any tan lines,” he mused.

“So what?”

Mike leaned in toward Danica and let his hands make contact with her shoulders. A slight shiver went through her.

“So… that would imply that you occasionally sunbathe nude?”

Even turned away, Mike could see a slight reddening of Danica’s face as she reacted to his question.

“Is that all you ever think about?” she asked. “You’re disgusting!”

Mike sighed, and pulled his hands back.

“What’s your problem?”

“My problem is you!” Danica sat up, pulling an arm across her breasts as she looked over at him. “You’re a piggish, annoying, stupid ape!”

Surprisingly, Mike didn’t feel any anger at the words. He still didn’t understand Danica, and why she acted the way she did, but he was beginning to see that it was a type of defense mechanism. As far as what it was designed to defend against, he still had no idea.

“Alright, whatever Danica. I’m the worst thing ever. Acknowledged.” He smiled at her, and her glare deepened. “Now can we make an attempt at hanging out and being friendly to each other? Even if it takes effort?”

Danica didn’t say anything, and Mike decided to push a bit further.

“Or is this about what happened yesterday, at the concert?” He asked the question softly, but locked eyes with her as he did. Danica looked away first. She rolled her eyes again and then collapsed down on the towel.

“Just… hurry up and put the lotion on,” she finally said. “And make sure you do a good job!”

Mike returned his hands to her back, this time moving so he was straddling her legs.

“Oh don’t worry,” he said. “I will.” 

He let his hands run down Danica’s back and felt her fidget slightly underneath him. There was something about the way Mike interacted with Danica, thorns and all, that he found to be more entertaining than he’d ever admit to her.

“Mmm,” sighed Danica. “That feels… kind of good.”

“Oh yeah?” Mike let one of his hands slide up the crease of her shoulder, along the side of her breast. “What about this?”

Danica didn’t say anything. It wasn’t a stretch for Mike to interpret her lack of response as encouragement. He pushed it a little further, this time repositioning his crotch so that it was pushing into her butt.

I did almost this exact same thing with her mother, what a coincidence.

Danica squirmed underneath him and let out a soft moan. Mike let his hand trace further along her breast, and tentatively thrust himself against her.

“What are you doing?” Her voice was quiet, but not entirely dissatisfied.

“Come on, Danica,” said Mike. “We’re both teenagers.”

He was a little surprised at himself. The desire he felt for Danica couldn’t be explained by his horniness alone. She was a conquest that represented something more. She’d spent so much time mocking him, both and school and on the trip, and this was his chance to turn the tables around.

Do I really need to?

“Fine.” Danica’s voice was sensual, and yet somehow still sharp.

Mike smiled, feeling his hormones propelling him forward. There was a blanket that Vera had brought with her to the beach, and he took it and unfolded it over the two of them. It was a lackluster smokescreen at best, but most of the other passengers were focused on the water and the ship.

Danica turned around underneath him. With slow, sexy movements, she wiggled out of her swimsuit. Mike’s jaw practically dropped at what he’d saw.

He’d accidentally caught a glimpse of Danica’s body once before, in the cruise ship’s shower, but the steam and confusion of the situation had kept him from getting a good look. She was a teenage girl, she was in excellent shape, and every curve on her screamed with sexual promise.

Her skin was tan all over. It made her pink nipples look like cherries on rich vanilla ice cream. Danica smiled on him, reading the expression on her face, and then moved her shoulders back and forth, bouncing her nubile breasts under his gaze.

“See something you like, Mike?” she asked.

Mike did his best to smile back at her, but instead found himself nodding dumbly.

Has she always looked this good? It does explain how she’s so popular at school.

“Well? Have you lost your nerve?” Danica raised her eyebrow at him challengingly.

“Oh, shut up!” He pawed at her breasts and pushed her down underneath him. It only took Mike a couple of seconds to pull his shirt and shorts off, and then he was pushing up against her.

It was at that moment that the reality of the situation dawned on Mike, and possibly Danica as well. All of their jabs and insults had been a cover for something that neither of them had realized was there.

“Oh.” Danica’s mouth opened into a perfect, tiny circle as Mike probed up against the lips of her pussy with the head of his cock. He was rock hard, and the arousal clouded his mind, pushing out rational thought in place of lust.

This is fine. The blanket covers what we’re doing. Besides, it’s just two teenagers having fun…

He pushed forward, spearing into Danica slightly with his cock. Her back arched, and her eyes burned with incredulous lust. Mike almost couldn’t believe it, either. And it felt incredibly good.

“Shhh…” whispered Danica. “Stay quiet!”

Mike hadn’t realized that he’d been making any noise, but he stilled his movements. A group of gorgeous women walked by their little beach camp, their bodies bearing enough flesh to make Mike feel like he could cum on the spot. A few of them shot curious glances in his direction, but the blanket was still over them, and Danica’s head was hidden underneath it.

Mike slipped himself forward, burying his cock deeper in Danica’s sweet, tight pussy. A part of him was dancing on the inside, celebrating the victory with unrestrained glee. He was fucking Danica. For that matter, it was the second time, but now he was going to finish the job.

“I bet you never expected this to happen,” whispered Mike. He pulled his cock almost all the way out of Danica, and then slammed forward, giving her the full length in one thrust. Enough pleasure shot through his body to make stars twinkle on the edge of his vision.

“I… I let this happen.” Danica’s chest heaved up and down, but she still managed to quip back at him. “Don’t get the wrong idea.”

“Of course not.” Mike pulled back again and assaulted her cunt with a few fast, rhythmic pumps. It felt exquisite, and he had to coax himself into slowing down as the sounds of their bodies slapping together grew loud.

“Hold on!” hissed Danica. “Someone’s coming!” 

By someone, Danica meant Mike’s mom. He looked over his shoulder to see her walking out of the shallows toward their little spot on the beach. Water dripped down the curves of her breasts, and she took a moment to fix her bikini bottom with cute, feminine movements.

“Damnit!” Mike pulled the blanket over him and quickly began shifting their positions. Danica pulled the top of her one piece back over her breasts, keeping the bottom slid aside and Mike’s cock inside of her.

The blanket still covered their lower halves. It looked a little odd, but when Danica picked up the bottle of suntan lotion, the illusion was complete enough. She squirted a bit of suntan lotion into her hand and began smearing it on its chest.

“Whoa, that’s cold,” said Mike. Danica smiled at him and wiggled her hips, stroking his cock and sending a rush of erotic pleasure through him.

“Hey, you two.” Laura arrived a second later, smiling and reaching for her own towel. “Having fun?”

“Not yet.” Danica’s voice was sweet, innocent, and somehow intensely, secretly, erotic. “We will be soon, though, just as soon as we finish.”

She rubbed her hands across Mike’s chest, using the motion to push herself up slightly on his cock. Mike tried to keep his expression neutral, but it was insanely hard. Danica was riding him, and it felt incredible.

How is she managing to keep her cool?

“Well, you might want to hurry,” said Laura. “One of the staff members said that they’re bringing everyone back onto the ship for lunch.”

“Mmm, but I feel like taking my time.” Danica’s mask flickered for a moment, and she bit her lower lip. “Some things need to be done nice and slow.”

She bounced up and down on Mike’s cock, and even with the blanket covering them, he felt sure that his mom was going to catch on.

“I’m surprised that you two are getting along so well now,” said Laura. “After everything that’s happened, I mean.”

“Well, we’re both teenagers,” said Danica, twisting her cunt on Mike’s cock. “We figured it was better just to have fun.”

Laura smiled coyly. For an instant, Mike thought that she’d figured it out.

“If I didn’t know any better…” Laura’s smile deepened. “I’d say that the two of you have a budding romance.”

Danica’s face flushed, but whether it was from the comment or pleasure, Mike couldn’t tell.

“What about you, Mike?” asked his mom. “You’re awfully quiet.”

“I’m just, uh…” Mike looked away, trying not to meet his mom’s eyes. “I’m just enjoying the beach.”

“Yeah, it’s really something, isn’t it.” Laura turned to look back at the ship. “It makes me wonder what else the cruise has in store for us.”

Danica took advantage of having Mike’s mom’s eyes off them, riding Mike with faster and more obvious bounces. He responded by gripping her waist and thrusting into her, possessed by lust and horniness. He needed to cum like he’d never needed to before. His entire body pulsed with pleasure and a desperate urge to get off.

“I might need you to do me after, honey,” said Laura. “Put some suntan lotion on me, I mean.”

Mike grunted at the same time as Danica’s body tensed up. His cock began to unload, and a spasm went through his entire body as his blasted his seed into the hot teenage girl’s body. It was a taste of erotic heaven, and he was left breathless at the intense pleasure of it.

He collapsed back onto the towel, and Danica fell forward onto him just as Laura looked back over. She raised an eyebrow and then shrugged.

“You two are acting weird,” she said. “You should hop in the water and cool off.”

Laura watched them for a second longer and then jogged back toward the ocean. Danica pushed herself up, let out a huff, and then dismounted.

“You can do the rest yourself,” she said. “I need to swim.”

“Sure.” Mike smiled at her and watched as she fixed the bottom of her swimsuit with cute, feminine movements.

Now that’s the Danica I know.








  
 




 
   

CHAPTER 5
Mike spent a minute getting his shorts on under the blanket, and then stood up and began walking around the beach. The other passengers were having fun, and it reminded him of the trips he and his mom would take to the lake when he was younger.

A couple of sandcastles were being constructed near the water’s edge. Large beach umbrellas cast shade across the sand at a few beach sites. A surprising number of women had opted to tan, some of them going topless. Mike struggled to keep his eyes off them despite still being exhausted from Danica.

He started to head over to where his mom and Vera were swimming when a hand clamped down on his shoulder. Mike turned around and recognized one of Captain Michelle’s assistants behind him.

“Come with me,” said the woman. “The captain needs to talk to you.”

“Uh, can it wait a little bit?”

The woman shook her head. She started walking toward the water, and Mike sighed and started following.

An inflatable dinghy was on the shore at the edge of the beach. The woman pushed it into the water before wading out after it. Mike tried to catch his mom’s attention across the way, but she was looking in the other direction.

“Get in,” said the woman.

“Jeez,  you don’t have to be so pushy about it.” Mike shot her a look, but the woman’s expression was unreadable. He climbed into the dinghy and sat on one side of it as the woman began using a medium length paddle to bring them out to the gangway.

Getting back up was an adventure of its own. It took a bit of trying for Mike’s hands to gain purchase on the rubber inflated life rafts that had been stacked upon one another to create a base for the far end of the gangway. He finally managed it and pulled himself up about five or six feet before reaching the wooden ramp on top, which swayed precariously from the setup.

The woman followed after, and soon enough, the two of them were walking across the main deck. The cruise ship was far emptier than Mike had ever seen it before, with most of the passengers out on the beach enjoying the unexpected stop.

“What’s this all about?” Mike asked. “Doesn’t Captain Michelle have better things to worry about than me right now?”

The woman didn’t say anything. Mike buried his frustration as they entered the lobby and started up the first flight of stairs. They went through the large double doors and then continued to climb the spiral staircase, eventually reaching the door at the top that led to the control room and the captain’s office.

The woman ushered Mike into the room and then closed the door behind him. Captain Michelle sat at her desk with a contemplative frown on her face. She didn’t look up, even as Mike sat down in the chair in the center of the room.

“Captain Michelle,” he said. “What’s this all about?”

The captain still didn’t say anything. She finally looked up at Mike, and he saw an emotion he didn’t recognize on her face.

Is she angry? Or is that… frustration?

“I need you to do something for me, Mike.” Captain Michelle leaned back slightly in her chair and laced her fingers together on her desk. “Something that only you can do. And I don’t think you’re going to like it.”

Mike stared at the captain for a moment. She looked grave, more than he’d ever seen her before.

“What are you talking about?” he finally asked.

Captain Michelle pulled a small keyboard compartment out of her desk. She used it to turn on the monitor on the side wall of her office and clicked open a map program.

“This is a satellite image of the area that we’re currently in,” she said. “The island we’re on is this one, right here.”

She pointed to a speck of green and brown and then zoomed in on it.

“It’s technically uninhabited, or at the very least, undeveloped. The nearest island to where we are is Manau, a tiny Micronesian island that’s little more than an outpost. The island we’re on is under its jurisdiction, and considered to be something of a wildlife reserve.”

Mike shook his head slowly.              

“Where are you going with this?” he asked. “I don’t see how I fit in here.”

“The culture of Manau is split down the middle,” said Captain Michelle. “Half of the island is made up of a small, somewhat urbanized settlement. The other half is essentially still faithful to their tribalistic roots.”

Mike just stared at Captain Michelle, still completely lost as to what her point was.

“Mike, the tribes here are fiercely matriarchal. Dominated by women, in other words.”

“You’ve lost me,” said Mike. “I thought you said that this was a wildlife reserve.”

“I sent a member of my crew out to take a look at the other side of the island,” said Captain Michelle. “She hasn’t come back. Her last radio transmission was about her finding a group of armed tribal men, led by a woman. She was terrified.”

Mike scratched his head.

“But help is on the way for us, right?” He ran a hand through his hair. “We can just wait it out until it gets here, I’m assuming?”

“The same storm that brought us here is keeping our rescuers at bay.” Captain Michelle frowned. “Look, I just need you to head out into the jungle and make contact with the tribe that lives in it. They won’t see you as a threat, and you’ll have a better chance at getting through to them.”

Mike felt his jaw slack open as he thought about what the captain was saying.

“You… you’re not serious, are you?” He shook his head. “That’s insane.”

“I can provide you with a weapon, if it makes you feel secure,” she said. “I should have given Susan one to begin with. I don’t like this any more than you do, but I can’t risk any more of my crew on this. It’s going to be hard enough explaining to Susan’s family if it turns out…”

She trailed off and looked out the window instead of at Mike.

“Forget it,” he said. “This is a suicide mission.”

“I’m not giving you a choice, Mike.” The captain turned back to face him, clicking on her keyboard and mouse. 

The video of Mike and his mom instantly snapped into view on the screen. He felt his face heating up as he watched the two of them moving against each other in the linen closet.

I’d almost forgotten about that. She still has blackmail material on me.

“The video isn’t going to matter if I’m dead!” Mike was shouting without realizing it. “No! I refuse to be your sacrificial lamb.”

Captain Michelle let out a deep sigh. She reached over to her desk and pressed a button.

“Krysta, can you find Laura Grant on the beach and bring her to my office?”

Mike blinked, realizing what the captain had in mind. He gritted his teeth.

“What do you think you’re doing?”

“If you refuse to go,” said Captain Michelle. “Then I’ll send your mother in your place. I’m sure she’ll be more than willing, once I explain the situation to her.”

“You bitch.” Mike slammed his hand down on the captain’s desk. The older woman didn’t so much as flinch.

“Well?” she asked. “What’s it going to be?”

I don’t have any choice. I have to protect her.

“You’re giving me a gun,” said Mike. “And when I get back, you’re giving me access to your computer, and your emails, and any online storage you might have. The video is being deleted, for good.”

The captain nodded.

“That’s not a problem.” She smiled. “You should know by now that all of that was just a game to me. This is serious.”

She watched Mike for another few seconds and then reached her hand back to the button on her desk.

“Never mind, Krysta.”








  
 




 
   

CHAPTER 6
The captain’s tone shifted noticeably after Mike’s reluctant agreement. She began talking about the island and the jungle as though she were a tour guide leading him into a dangerous, extreme environment.

“You’re going to want to be very careful, even as you make your way through the jungle,” she said. “There are no venomous creatures in this region of the world, but there are plenty of poisonous ones.”

Mike raised an eyebrow, and the captain smiled condescendingly.

“It means that you can’t go around touching frogs or eating random plants.”

“Oh, okay.” Mike nodded.

“I will meet your request on the gun.” Captain Michelle reached into her desk and pulled out a small pistol. She unloaded it with quick, practiced movements, and then slid it over to him.

“You aren’t giving me any ammo?” he asked.

“Not until you’re off the ship,” said the captain. “I’m not that trusting, Mike.”

She’s got a point.

“Alright.” Mike sighed. “Let’s get this over with, then.”

Captain Michelle herself served as his escort through the ship and down onto the shore. There were still passengers swimming in the water, but Mike didn’t see his mom anywhere.

She must be back in her cabin. It’s probably for the best, given how she’d react.

Mike and Captain Michelle stopped in front of the thick wall of trees that separated the beach from the jungle beyond. She turned to look at him, and there was a sadness in her eyes that he hadn’t noticed before.

“If you find Susan, please…” She forced a grim smile onto her face. “…Do what you can for her. If she’s alive, but even if she didn’t make it.”

“I will,” said Mike.

“Here.” She handed him the clip that she’d taken out of the pistol before. “Don’t load it until I’m back on the ship.”

“You aren’t giving me any more ammo than that?” he asked. “What happens if I run into a whole tribe?”

“You either communicate with them, or you die,” said Captain Michelle. “The gun is only for show, Michael. You’d be better off firing it into the air if you get attacked, to keep them from seeing how horrible your aim is.”

Mike opened his mouth slightly but found that he was still too dazed by the situation to feel offended.

“Good luck, Mike.” The captain reached her hand out, and Mike shook it. “Move as fast as you can.”

She turned and walked back over to the rubber dinghy. Mike looked at the gun. It felt heavier in his hands than he’d expected it to. He mimicked the captain’s movements from before as he reloaded the clip.

I wish I could test fire it, just to make sure I’m doing this right. Oh well…

The foliage was thick in front of him, thick enough to make it challenging to move through. Mike walked down the beach until he found a place where the vegetation parted slightly. The women swimming further own the way paid him no mind as he stepped forward and into the jungle.

The grass was tall, even enough the canopy of the tropical trees. Birds and insects chirped all around him, and behind that was the constant, ambient noise of rustling leaves. It was soothing and made Mike feel more relaxed as he started off through the jungle.

“Alright, let’s see what we got here,” he muttered. “Trees, birds… no tribal people that I can see. At least not yet.”

I’m talking to myself. Not a good sign.

He smiled and tried to think his way through the situation. He was in the jungle, and he needed to either make contact with the supposed natives, find Susan, or if he was lucky, both.

Mike walked with an aimlessness that contrasted the clear cut goals he’d set for himself. He pushed further into the jungle, far enough in for the beach to be out of sight through the dense vegetation behind him. He flinched as something snapped against his leg, jumping back.  

Just a branch. Besides, no venomous creatures here, at least according to the captain.

The deeper he made it into the jungle, the harder it became for him to make any progress at all. The tall grass slowly shifted into thicker, almost tree-like shoots of tropical foliage. He began to wish that he’d asked for a machete instead of a gun.

Seconds slowly turned into minutes, which collected until Mike was sure he’d been walking for at least an hour. He’d worked hard at keeping his path in a straight line from the beach. As long as he continued in one direction, getting back wouldn’t be much of a problem.

He was just starting to get hungry when the sound of a snapping branch cut through the jungle background noise. Mike turned to look in the direction that’d come from. There wasn’t anything there.

“I’m just being paranoid,” he muttered. “Just need to stay calm, and-“

Something dropped down on his shoulder from the tree above. He instantly flinched back, but the creature had already begun slithering across his shoulders and around his neck on the other side. Mike helplessly aimed his gun down at his own head as a large, grayish green python began to wrap him in an embrace of death.

“Fuuu…” His curse trailed off as the serpent began to squeeze, cutting off his ability to speak. 

Stars flickered in his field of view. Mike took a step forward and stumbled down to one knee. His body tried to cough, but all that came out was a pathetic gurgle.

Wow, I didn’t last long…

In pure desperation, he thumbed the safety off the gun and brought it up to his neck. His hand grazed the side of the snake, and Mike had just enough presence of mind to feel disgusted. He set the end of the barrel against his living, writhing necklace, thought a silent prayer, and then pulled the trigger.

The gunshot was loud, but it barely registered to Mike in his semiconscious state. He was on his back, gasping for breath and half sunken into the jungle flora. The snake was underneath his neck and head, a disgusting corpse of a pillow.

I can’t hear anything.

It wasn’t entirely true, as Mike slowly realized. He could hear the most intense ringing noise he’d ever had the displeasure of experiencing before, and that was it. Mike would have cursed under his breath at the permanent damage he’d probably done to his ears, but he wouldn’t have heard it, and it was a minor price to pay in exchange for staying alive.

He took a deep breath, tasting the sweet air, and then sat up. His gunshot had been incredibly lucky, catching the snake directly in the head. It almost looked like the python had bitten down on the barrel just before he’d pulled the trigger.

Mike had also lucked out with the angle of the shot, which had mostly splattered the snake’s blood behind and to the side of him. He felt a momentary wave of revulsion sweep over him as he thought about what had almost just happened.

I need to be way more careful.

He pulled himself to his feet, dusted himself off, and continued on, fighting off a nervous dread that slowly began to take root in his stomach.








  
 




 
   

CHAPTER 7
The encounter with the python destroyed any sense of direction that Mike had once had. He turned in a complete circle, trying and failing to pick out which way he’d come from. Eventually, he just sighed and started off toward where the vegetation was a little less thick.

He moved much more slowly than he had before. His pace was broken up into a few short steps at a time, followed by a brief scan of the trees and grass for snakes and other dangerous creatures.

“What the fuck…” Mike muttered to himself. “How did I end up in this situation?”

He walked a bit further, and almost fired the gun reflexively after stubbing his toe on a tree root. It had been close to noon when he’d entered the jungle, and he was starting to lose track of the time. The branches and leaves above him were too thick for him to be able to make out where the sun was in its path across the sky.

“When did everything get so heavy?” he asked, to no one in particular. “This was a lighthearted, fun vacation in the beginning.”

He stumbled forward over a half decomposed tree stump and fell through a wall of foliage. On the other side of it, surprisingly, was thin air. Mike had made it back out to shore and was staring at a new beach in a different part of the island. And, surprisingly, there was someone else on it.

It was a girl. And she was gorgeous, the rare kind of impressive beauty that makes other attractive women petty and jealous. She had tan skin and shoulder length black hair that blew gently to the side in the breeze. She was up to her waist in the water, and more importantly to Mike, she was completely naked.

Is this my heavenly reward for beating the snake?

A bundle of knit grass and fur clothing sat a few feet away from Mike on the sand, and he assumed it belonged to the girl. He stood where he was for a few moments longer, wondering about the reaction he’d get if he announced his presence.

She’s naked, and I’m a guy. Most likely this is going to end badly, but I don’t have any choice.

Mike walked out onto the sand. As he drew closer, he could make out more detail in the girl’s body. Her butt and breasts reminded him of the types of curves that you’d see on Brazilian Carnival dancers, large but still in perfect proportion with the rest of her body. She was short, but carried herself with an easy confidence, as though she was at home on the beach.

Mike was still holding the gun, and it suddenly felt unwieldy and threatening in his hand. He set it down in the grass near the edge of the beach and then cleared his throat.

“Uh, hello?” He called out to her, fully expecting the language barrier to prevent any real communication from taking place.

The girl turned around. Her expression shifted, surprise overtaking her attractive, soft features for a moment. Then she smiled, revealing cute little dimples on either side of her face. She waved to Mike and started walking out of the water toward him.

“Oh, jeez.” Mike blushed and averted her gaze. Her breasts bounced with every step she took. The girl gave off the kind of sensual, youthful, sexual aura that most women try and fail to fake with their makeup and pushup bras.

She said something to him. Her words came out in beautiful, musical, and unintelligible syllables. 

“I’m sorry.” Mike shook his head dumbly. “Also, I uh, don’t mean to stare…”

The girl stepped in closer to him. She jutted her chest out and took a deep breath, causing her breasts to rise and fall. She was still smiling, as though she knew something that he didn’t.

She said something again, and this time Mike could tell that she was asking a question. She pointed to herself, and then to him, letting the tip of her finger push against his chest through his t-shirt.

“Yes?” Mike raised an eyebrow in confusion. “I don’t understand…”

The girl stepped closer to him, letting her breasts push against his chest. She grinned and ran her fingers across one of his cheeks.

“Oh!”  Mike blinked and stared and tried to understand what was going through her mind. The girl continued moving against him. She pulled down the neckline of his t-shirt and planted a soft kiss underneath it.

She is ready to go. I supposed the responsible thing to do would be to keep trying to communicate with her.

The girl cupped one of her hands of Mike’s crotch and looked up at him, her eyes full of hot desire. Her body language was that of a temptress, making promises about what she could do for him, and how incredible she could make him feel.

“I… I need to talk to the leader of your… tribe.” Mike felt his cock hardening under her touch. It was as though his body was staging a coup, or selling him out to an aggressive enemy invader. 

The girl slowly dropped to her knees, letting her breasts glide across Mike’s clothed body as she did. He shook his head in disbelief but made no move to stop her as she pulled at the elastic of his shorts. His cock popped out into her face, rock hard and practically begging for her touch.

“Oh man,” said Mike. “I don’t know about this…”

The girl smiled up at him sweetly, as though she was the girl next door, over for dinner and to chat about neighborhood politics. Mike could see her gorgeous breasts from the top down, an angle that he never appreciated until that moment. The girl slowly licked her lips and then leaned forward and planted a soft kiss on the head of his cock.

Mike wanted to sing a song, or at the very least whoop in delight. His jaw dropped open as he felt the girl spreading her lips, darting out with her hot, wet tongue, and teasing him.

“Oh… man…”  Mike let out a shaky sigh and ran his hand through the girl’s hair. She pushed into his fingers as he did, almost like a cat leaning into its owner’s petting. The girl took a deep breath, and then locked eyes with him as she exhaled her sweet, hot breath onto the spot on his cock she’d kissed.

It was torture of the cruelest kind, and it was at that moment that Mike realized what she was doing. There was an ebb and flow to her sensuality, and she was using it to slowly take control.

She’ll have me doing whatever she wants by the end of this, even if we don’t speak the same language.

Mike shook his head. He summoned every ounce of his will and used it to reach his hand out and gently push the girl’s head away. She smiled as he did, and then grabbed one of his ankles and pull.

“Wha-?” Mike fell directly backward, too surprised to stumble or even break his fall. He landed hard on the sand and was too stunned to stop what happened next.

The girl slipped her head forward, toward Mike’s crotch. He was expecting the same soft kiss she’d given it before, but this time her mouth opened wider. He felt his cock sliding along her tongue and shivered as it kept going, pushing all the way into the back of the girl’s throat. She closed her lips with the majority of Mike’s cock sheathed in her mouth and began to suck.

The pleasure was beautiful, intense, and debilitating. The girl looked like an angel of sex, more appealing and innocent and real than any porn star could ever hope to be. She moved her mouth up and down, sucking the full length of Mike’s cock and taking it into the tightness of her throat, and he moaned through every sensual second of it.

“Oh god!” A shiver went through his body. One of the girl’s big boobs rubbed against his leg. She had a hand on his stomach, and even that felt as though it was somehow imbuing him with pleasure.

I could take her back on the cruise ship with me! She could stay in my room! I’d keep her secret!

This time, she had him. In a far off place, outside of the primal urges that had overtaken his brain’s regular functioning, Mike knew it. But he also knew that he wanted nothing more than for her to keep going, for him to spray his cum in her mouth or on her tits, or anywhere else he could.

“That’s it,” Mike moaned. “Yeah, that’s good.”

He took his hand and set it on the back of her head, but there was no need to guide her. It was unbelievable to him that anyone could give a blowjob so good. He couldn’t have made it better if he’d tried.

The girl suddenly, and unfortunately, pulled back. Her lips slipped off Mike’s cock with a lewd popping noise, and he looked at her with desperation in his eyes.

“Wait!” he said. “Hold on!”

The girl stood up, smiling at him with a devilishly coy look in her eyes. She started to walk away. Without thinking, Mike stood up and started after her, carrying his shorts in one hand.

“Where are you going?” he asked. “You can’t just… do that!”

The girl slowed to a stop near a large rock, easily the size of a car. Mike was running after her, and caught up with her after only a moment. She didn’t turn around to face him, instead only glancing over her shoulder at him with that same knowing look.

“You can’t just… run off.” Mike moved in close behind her, letting his cock probe against her buttocks. He ran his hands up the front of her body, letting his palms cup her glorious breasts.

The girl leaned forward and set her hands on the rock. Horniness clouded out any logic or reason left in Mike’s brain. He spread the girl’s legs slightly, and then pushed inside her from behind. She was dripping wet, and Mike’s cock slid into her ready and waiting cunt with ease.

“Oh man!” He couldn’t have stopped himself if he’d wanted to. His body went from zero to one hundred in an instant. 

He gripped the girl by the waist and began thrusting as hard as he could. Each time his cock pumped into her, a surge of primal pleasure rewarded his effort. The girl let out tiny squeaks, and now and then smiled back at him, clearly pleased with herself.

Mike’s body slapped against hers as they fucked. It was raw, animalistic sex. He needed to cum. It was all about him cumming, and pumping her full of his seed.

“Oh yeah!” Mike grunted and pinched one of her nipples. The girl squealed, and he felt triumphant.

Now I’m in control! Now I’m the one fucking her!

He slammed into her faster, and faster. Their bodies played a rhythm as they banged together, slowly accelerating. His rock hard cock was aching with pleasure, and intensified further, and further, until…

Mike’s entire body seized up as he reached his limit. He blasted his cum as deep into the girl’s cunt as he could make it go, and all but fell on top of her as the pleasure made him go weak. He felt like he’d just run a marathon.

The girl, on the other hand, was still composed, surprisingly so. She rubbed Mike’s thigh and smiled at as his dick continued to spurt. When Mike’s orgasm slowed to a trickle, she carefully pulled away from him and jogged over to her clothes.

“Wait…” said Mike. “Hold on.”

He managed to pull on his own shorts, but the girl dressed even faster. She jogged back over to him wearing a skirt made of long, wide blades of grass, and a bra made of animal fur. As she drew close, she put two fingers into her mouth and let out a loud whistle.

“What?” Mike suddenly became aware again of the situation. “What are you-“

Three muscular men dressed in loin cloths appeared from the nearby jungle as though they’d been waiting there all along. One of them was carrying a spear, and as he approached Mike, he leveled the tip of it at his chest. Mike cursed, realizing he’d left the gun in the sand when he’d first seen the girl.

“Well, fuck.”








  
 




 
   

CHAPTER 8
The three men began having a conversation with the girl. Mike found it impossible to understand what they were saying, but just from their tone of voice, he got the gist of it. The men were angry, and the girl was speaking on his behalf.

I need to do something. I don’t like how this is playing out.

Mike had both of his hands raised in the air, and he waved one of them in what he hoped to be a friendly enough gesture. The man aiming the spear at him pushed forward, and the sharpened wooden tip of it poked into his chest painfully.

“Hey, easy,” said Mike. “I was just-“

The man whipped around, striking Mike across the face with the butt of the spear. He fell to the ground, dazed and with a cut on his cheek. Two more kicks followed, each slamming into his ribs and making Mike wheeze with pain. The girl jumped forward toward the man, yelling in a commanding tone of voice.

I get the distinct feeling that I’m probably not going to be alive for very much longer.

Surprisingly, the girl’s words seemed to have an effect on the man. Mike watched as she took the spear from him, meeting the man’s gaze like a disapproving teacher. The man slowly turned around, and then the girl did something even more unexpected.

She took the spear tip to the man’s shoulder and pressed it hard against his bare back. Then, in a single fast, unrestrained motion, she whipped it downward, tearing open the top layer of flesh and leaving a long, diagonal scratch in the man’s back that looked like it could have been from a large cat.

“Weird…” Mike glanced at the other men and saw that they were watching it happen with serious faces.

Captain Michelle said that the natives might have a matriarchal society. This must be how they dish out punishment.

The girl turned back to the other two men and said something that sounded like a question. Neither of the two men replied. She kept the spear in her hand and gestured to the jungle. Then, she walked over to Mike and helped him to his feet.

“Thank you,” he said. The girl flashed him a radiant, dimpled smile, and then gestured to the men. Mike started walking, still aware of the fact that she had a spear and that anything could happen.

They followed the beach along the coast for several minutes, before finally stopping in front of a small gap in the trees to pass back into the jungle. A trail ran through the dense foliage, plants and tree branches on either side neatly snipped away.

“Where are you taking me?” It was pointless to ask, but Mike felt as though he had to. The girl just smiled at him.

The path twisted in another direction, and then after a few more minutes, they neared the edge of the jungle again. This time, there wasn’t a beach on the other side, but a simple native village, perched on top of a short stretch of cliff that overlooked the ocean before.

One of the men muttered something to the girl and then split off from the group. Mike could see dozens more islanders, all of them as tanned, fit, and attractive as the ones he’d already encountered. He did his best not to gawk at some of the women and their sublime, busty bodies.

Most of the men in the village busied themselves with some task or another, some of them cooking, others fletching arrows and sharpening spears, others cleaning the inside of the ubiquitous small, thatched huts. The women mostly talked to each other, with some of them overseeing the men.

It’s just as the captain said. The women are in charge here.

The smiling girl came around from behind Mike, waving a hand for him to follow. He didn’t move at first, unnerved by how much was going on around him. The girl doubled back, grabbing his hand this time and pulling him forward.

She led him to the largest of the thatched huts, which stood in the back of the village and had the best view from the cliff. Two more muscular men stood outside with spears. The smiling girl said something to them, and they stepped to the side to allow her and Mike through.

“I take it I’m going to be meeting your leader?” Mike asked the question more for himself than anything. The girl just smiled at him, and then slipped underneath an animal skin flap hanging from the doorframe.

Mike followed her through and scanned the room on the other side. A gorgeous woman, probably in her mid-thirties, stood across from a rough wooden table. She wore a leather top that barely covered her breasts, and a grass skirt similar to the one the smiling girl had on.

Her body was adorned with jewelry and paint to an extravagant extent. A necklace studded with jewels and seashells hung from her neck just above her cleavage. She wore golden earrings, and an intricate painting of the sun had been drawn on her bare stomach, centered on her navel.

She smiled when she saw Mike and the girl, and waved someone over from the side of the room that he hadn’t noticed upon entering. A blue eyed and blonde haired girl walked over, wearing a leather bra top similar to others that he’d seen on the villagers along with jeans. The native woman, who Mike suspected was the matriarch of the tribe, whispered something to the girl.

“She wants to know if you speak English, or…” The blonde girl spoke with a British accent and cycled through a few different languages as Mike stared at her.

“Uh, I speak English.” Mike could only gape. Too much was happening at too fast a rate for him to be able to process it all.

They’re all so beautiful. This is like something out of a movie.

The blonde girl was whispering to the matriarch again. She turned back to Mike after a couple of seconds.

“My name is Nina,” she said. “I’m a cultural anthropologist researching the customs of the natives on this island.”

“Uh… nice to meet you?” Mike slowly began to form his thoughts into words, remembering why he’d come. “My name is Mike. I’m just here to talk. I represent a cruise ship that’s docked just off the coast of the island.”

Nina nodded, and then turned back to the woman in charge, whispering some more. Mike glanced over at the girl who’d been his escort in. She was still smiling, and something about it made him want to reach over and pinch her cheek. He thought better of it, and instead, continued to wait patiently.

“Mike, Queen Naera issues her welcome to you.” Nina paused, and waited for the matriarch, Naera, to say something else. “She hopes that her son Vorwyn and his wife Aera accommodated you warmly on your way here.”

Mike blinked as he connected the dots.

She must mean the girl. But then, that would make the one who hit me with the spear… her husband? I fucked somebody’s wife?

“I guess you could say that,” said Mike. “Listen, I came here looking for someone. A woman that the captain of the cruise ship I’m with sent out to explore earlier.”

Nina blinked. Mike could see a strange emotion flicker across her eyes, but she kept her face neutral and her voice tone identical to how it had been before.

“I would advise you not to ask about that,” said Nina. “At least, I wouldn’t, if I were you. I’m not going to take the risk translating it just yet.”

She smiled at him as though she was making small talk about the weather, or something else trivial. Mike nodded slowly.

“Okay,” he said. “Tell Queen Naera that I appreciate her hospitality and that I’m just here to be an emissary for the captain.”

Nina nodded and then translated his statement to the lavishly dressed queen. Naera’s face shifted, an emotion that Mike could clearly recognize as amusement flashing across her face. She let out a sharp, feminine laugh, and then spoke to Nina.

“She says that you’re here for far more than that,” said Nina. “She also says that she is very glad that you arrived when you did.”

Mike frowned and shook his head.

“Uh… can you tell her that I’m not looking for trouble?” Mike glanced around the room. The queen was whispering to another one of her aids as though the conversation was over.

“I’m sorry, Mike,” said Nina.

Queen Naera nodded, and two tall and athletic women stepped forward and grabbed each of his arms. Mike could have potentially struggled, but he knew that it was futile.

“What the hell is going on?”

“They need you, Mike,” said Nina, softly. “You’ll understand soon enough.”

What have I walked into?








  
 




 
   

CHAPTER 9
Mike quietly went along with his captors, up until he saw where they were bringing him. A large fire pit had been dug into the ground ahead of them, and flames licked out against a slow turning spit above it. The queen’s son, Vorwyn, stood with his spear in hand to one side.

“No! No!” Mike twisted and tried to kick around at one of the women’s legs. “Please don’t!”

“Relax, Mike.” Nina’s voice came from behind him. “It’s not what you think.”

Queen Naera was walking alongside him. She pointed to an old woman standing near the fire pit, who walked around to the far side of the fire and came back carrying a small wooden bowl. Inside of it was a murky red, sickly sweet smelling liquid. The old woman slowly lifted it up to Mike’s mouth.

What the hell are they trying to do?

“If you want to stay alive, Mike, you’ll drink it.” Nina walked around so she was standing in front of him and smiled. “Seriously. It doesn’t taste that bad, trust me.”

“”This is insane!” shouted Mike. “I only came here to meet peacefully with the tribe!”

“They aren’t trying to hurt you,” said Nina. “I’ll explain everything in a minute. Just trust me, this is the only way for you to gain any leverage with Queen Naera.”

Mike glared at her, but as the old woman tilted the bowl, he opened his mouth and began to drink.

It doesn’t taste that bad, actually.

He finished all of it, and the old woman gently wiped off a small bit that had trickled onto his cheek. Mike looked over at Queen Naera, who was watching him intently. She began to speak.

“She’s saying that it’s customary for a guest in her village to give a gift to the queen.” Nina translated, smiling slightly as she continued to listen. “She says that in this instance, there is only one thing she wants from you.”

“What are you talking about?” Mike looked around and noticed that several attractive woman were standing next to a nearby hut. There were a couple of men in the village glowering at him, and he avoided their gazes.

“The situation here, at least from what I’ve learned, is anthropologically fascinating.” Nina leaned in a bit closer to him. “This is me speaking, by the way, and not the queen. Have you noticed the role that gender plays in the tribal dynamics of this village?”

Mike nodded slowly.

“The captain of my ship mentioned something about it,” he said. “But what does that have to do with anything.”

Nina looked up at Queen Naera, who was whispering with one of her aides, before continuing.

“Queen Naera is in the position of having to maintain a very delicate balance over the men in this village,” said Nina. “She wants to keep the women in the community, and their children, more loyal to her than they are to their husbands. The simplest way to do that is with an outsider, someone she can breed without worrying about their offspring eventually instigating a coup against her family.”

Mike nodded, but it took him several seconds to understand.

She wants to… breed me?

It was at that moment that the effects of the red juice really began to kick in. Mike’s entire body tingled with sensitivity, and his cock began to harden inside his shorts. It felt like the erections he’d used to get when he was a child, long lasting and full of horny, youthful energy.

Queen Naera began to speak again. Mike felt his heart racing. He started to stand up, glancing around the village for any route he could escape through. Before he could, a village woman walked over and pressed herself against his side, a woman slightly on the plumper side of voluptuous.

“You drugged me!” shouted Mike. “This is insane!”

“Just relax, and go along with it,” said Nina. “I’m surprised you’re even complaining.”

The woman reached her hand down and cupped Mike’s erection. He almost moaned out loud, despite himself. It felt unbelievably good.

I have to fight it! It’s just the effect of the drug!

The woman took a step forward, taking his hand into hers. She led him toward a nearby hut. Mike’s legs moved on their own, following her even as he willed himself into rebelling.

I can’t do this! It’s what they want!

The woman led him underneath an animal fur door flap and into the hut. A small bed, made from branches and cushioned with grass and fur stood on one side of the room. An open window let in light from the sun on the other side, which was slowly setting in the distance.

“I’d think that if you wanted me to do this, you’d bring me to a hut with a little more… privacy.”

Mike trailed off as the woman turned to face him. She looked unbelievably sexy, chubby as she was, and he figured it had something to do with the drug. The woman smiled deviously at him and reached up to her animal fur bra, slowly untying it in back and letting her ample bosom loose.

Maybe I could just play around with her, for a little bit. Make them think I’m going along with it.

She kept her grass skirt on as she walked over to him, her breasts bouncing and her voluptuous hips swaying from side to side. Mike pulled off his shirt and shorts, even though a voice in his head shouted for him to keep them on.

The woman said something in a soft voice. The tone that she spoke with made Mike blush slightly, even though he had no idea what she’d said. She giggled, and then slowly sat him down on the bed.

Mike felt her lips press against his. Excited, unbridled pleasure burst throughout his body. He groped at her breasts and kissed her hungrily, feeling his cock poking into her thighs and along her pussy.

 I can’t stop myself.

His body moved with primal intensity, pulling the woman down underneath him on the flimsy bed. She let out an erotic squeal and parted her legs, beckoning to Mike with her eyes. Even though she was as much a circumstantial actor as he was, she looked eager.

Mike pushed forward, pawing at the woman’s busty boobs as his cock knocked at the door of her cunt. She was tight, and her pussy was only starting to get wet. It was an effort to even get the tip of his member in, let alone the rest of it.

The woman said something else. Mike cut her off midway through with a hungry kiss. He grabbed at one of her nipples and gently pinched it. The woman shuddered, and Mike planted kisses up along her neck.

Her cunt slid open like a blossoming flower, and Mike eased his cock into it. He let out an involuntary sigh as he did, overwhelmed by the pleasure. It was enough to give him temporary amnesia. He forgot about why he was there, what he needed to do, and everything that didn’t involve having raunchy, athletic sex.

I’m going to fuck her until she screams.

Mike didn’t kiss her gently or look into her eyes. He took her in the way that a dog mounts a bitch, stabbing his cock into her and thrusting with animalistic, frenzied movements. The woman moaned and writhed underneath him, her boobs bouncing as Mike slammed into her.

The ramshackle bed obviously wasn’t made for such exertions. The wooden branch frame squeaked and in some places and cracked in as Mike fucked the woman. He didn’t care. Nothing mattered beyond the sensation of his body. His cock sent pulses of pleasure through him each time he pumped it into the woman’s cunt.

Mike was dimly aware of the fact the he was grunting, and the woman was crying out in pleasure. Between the two of them, they were making a ton of noise, enough for the rest of the village to hear them easily. The tribal villagers, the people back on his cruise, his mother, they all seemed far off.

I just want to keep doing this. Why haven’t I ever paid attention to how good this feels?

His crotch slapped against the woman in a lewd, rhythmic fashion. Each of Mike’s hands palmed at her breasts, feeling the shape and softness of them. Mike kissed the woman’s lips, penetrated her mouth with his tongue, and felt her shivering from his onslaught.

The woman’s legs wrapped around him, pulling him in even closer. Mike thrust again, and again, and then felt himself lose control earlier than he’d anticipated.

“Oh fuck!” He slammed into her one last time and felt his cock explode, spraying his hot, sticky seed deep into the back of her cunt. Pleasure blasted through him, and he collapsed on the bed.

The woman waited until every drop of his cum was inside of her and then slipped out from underneath him. It was only then that Mike was able to think clearly again and parse his way through his situation.

I’m doing exactly what the queen wants. I need to get ahold of myself.

He stood up, intent on getting dressed. Before Mike had taken more than a step or two over to his clothes, Queen Naera stood in the doorway, her buxom tanned body stirring the lust back into his loins. She said something, and Nina and two other women stepped out from behind her.

“Sorry about this, Mike,” said Nina. “This is where it gets a little less fun.”

Mike recognized one of them as the first tribal girl he’d seen, the queen’s daughter in law, Aera. Standing beside her was a tiny girl around the same age as Mike, but with a petite figure and an immature build that made her look far younger. Both of them held bowls full of the red juice from before.

He shook his head.

“I can’t,” he said. “It’s too soon. I need more time.”

He took a step back, but there was nowhere to run. He was naked and outnumbered. Aera stepped in close to him, her dimples rippling into existence as she smiled at him. She let her breasts push against his shoulder as she brought the bowl to Mike’s mouth.

There was no other option. Mike opened his lips and began to drink.








  
 




 
   

CHAPTER 10
The effects of the drink had been, at least the first time around, relatively pleasurable, albeit unwanted. Mike was a teenager, and his natural state was one of mild horniness. Even if it had been more than he was used to, it had been familiar, and an overwhelming kind of way.

This time, it was different. Queen Naera and Nina left the hut, leaving Mike alone with Aera and the other girl. They both made him drink the concoction, and Mike downed double the amount he’d taken the first time. He sat down on the bed and almost immediately felt the effects of the drug kicking in.

It was painful. Mike was aroused beyond his limits. He could have seen an average looking, fully clothed woman and gotten a hard on. And he was in a tiny hut with two teenage tribal girls, one with a busty, curvy figure, and the other petite and nubile.

His cock jutted up from his crotch, like a rocket waiting on the launch pad. It was engorged, painful, and it still had full control over Mike. Aera stepped over to him, leaning over where he sat on the bed and letting her breasts dangle in his face.

She whispered something to Mike that he couldn’t understand, and then kissed him gently on the lips. She let her breasts rub along his body as she dropped to her knees in front of him and took his member into her mouth.

Mike groaned with pleasure. Aera sucked him off gently and carefully, as though she was well aware of the aching state it was in. She rubbed her tongue along the shaft and tip, gingerly bathing it as though it was a weak kitten and she was the mother cat.

Mike stared down at her as she worked her mouth along his shaft. All of the sex he’d had throughout the day was beginning to take its toll on him. He wasn’t sure if he’d be able to cum again, even though his body desperately wanted to after drinking more of the red potion.

Aera hesitated, and then pulled back. Mike’s cock felt cold and exposed. Aera waved to the smaller girl, who hesitantly stepped forward. It was only then that Mike saw that she was blushing, and kept her eyes directed away from him and his naked form.

“Creta.” Aera pointed to the girl and said the word slowly, naming her for Mike’s benefit. She then began to slip out of her clothes, as though trying to provide an example for the younger girl to follow.

All of the tribal women in the village wore similar outfits, the fur bra tops, and the grass skirts. Aera wore hers as though they were expensive name brand clothes or the lusty costumes that a stripper might wear out on stage. She let her breasts bounce loose from the bra top, and Mike’s cock twinged with excitement.

Aera turned away from him and bent over as she pulled off the grass skirt, the thighs framing the lips of her pussy from behind. She slowly and sensually stood up to face him again, as naked as the day she was born, and then shot a disapproving glance at the younger girl, Creta.

Creta had strikingly beautiful facial features. Her hair was tied back in a slender auburn brown braid. Her breasts were small, and her butt, while noticeable, was in proportion with the rest of her tiny frame.

She slowly began to take her clothes off, keeping one arm over her bra as it dropped in a cute attempt at preserving her modesty. Aera frowned, and almost ripped the grass skirt off Creta after seeing that she wasn’t going to do it herself. Creta put a hand in between her legs and blushed more severely.

This girl might as well be a virgin for her prudishness.

Aera moved forward, letting her hands run across Mike and down his body. She glanced over at Creta as she moved, as though ensuring that the girl was watching and learning from the experience. Her fingers traced a sensuous path down until she stopped, leaving them in contact with the top of Mike’s crotch.

“Yes,” said Mike. “Please, just do it.”

It was hard for him to think straight, or to want anything other than release. Aera smiled at him, as though she could suddenly understand his words and took a particularly delight in them. She pushed forward and pressed her breasts against either side of Mike’s cock. He groaned as pleasure coursed through him.

Aera began sucking again, letting her hot, wet lips caress Mike’s member. She bobbed up and down a couple of times and then paused, shooting a look over at Creta, her eyes chastising the younger woman.

Aera said something, and then Creta slowly dropped down to her knees next to her. Mike blinked, feeling his lust flaring up as the girl timidly reached a hand out toward his cock. 

Her fingers felt different from Aera’s, hotter and somehow more lurid. She met Mike’s eyes as she wrapped her hand around his hard tool, and then quickly glanced away. Aera reached over and placed her hand on top of Creta’s, locking them both into the act.

Is this heaven, or is it torture?

The girls stroked him off slowly and softly. Aera cooed with reassuring noises, and rubbed her free hand along Creta’s back. Creta said something in the tonality of a question, and Aera nodded.

The younger girl shifted, bringing her mouth in close to the head of Mike’s cock. She asked something else, this time looking at him as she spoke.

“Uh…?” Mike shrugged his shoulders. “I can’t understand you.”

Creta leaned her head forward and kissed the head of his penis. It was a girlish peck, quick and restrained, but somehow that only made it even more arousing.

Aera moved her hand to the back of Creta’s head and pushed her head in closer, forcing her to suckle on Mike’s cock. He groaned as an almost painfully intense pleasure stabbed into him. Aera continued guiding Creta. She brought her own mouth in close to Mike’s crotch and begin licking at the bottom of his shaft, and his balls.

“Fuck!” Mike moaned. “Why are you doing this? And why…?”

Why does it feel so good? Why am I letting this sensation take over?

He knew the answer without having to fully articulate the question out loud. The strange red concoction they’d had him drink was affecting his judgment, and his arousal. He couldn’t have pulled himself away from the situation, away from busty Aera and the petite Creta, away from the two gorgeous girls pleasuring him with their mouths, if he’d tried.

It continued like that for several minutes. Creta got into the rhythm of sucking dick, swirling her tongue around the head of Mike’s cock and using her lips to create a hot, wet seal. Aera teased him with her kisses, alternating with her hands to stroke him off. It was mind numbingly pleasurable, and Mike didn’t want it to stop.

But eventually, it did. Aera pulled back and gestured for Creta to do the same. She then shifted Mike’s position on the bed, lying him down as though preparing to tuck him in. Aera took Creta by the waist and shifted the girl into position over his cock. Creta’s face was a mixture of surprise and panic.

“Wait,” said Mike. “Don’t. If she doesn’t want to, then just-“

Aera pulled Creta down onto Mike’s cock, forcing her onto his dick as though fitting a glove onto a hand. Creta was unbelievably tight, but her cunt was dripping wet and just elastic enough to allow him entry. Mike’s entire body tensed up, but his reaction was nothing compared to the girl.

Creta let out a gasp, followed by a cry of pleasure. She buried her face into Mike’s chest, and then slowly lifted her gaze to meet his. Her eyes were filled with lust, desire, and youthful curiosity of a form that only comes from experiencing sex for the first time.

She pulled her hips up, her pussy stroking Mike’s cock as it moved along it. Then, she said something and slowly settled herself back down, taking his cock into her. Creta giggled, and then did it again, this time, faster.

Aera bent over and whispered words that Mike couldn’t understand into his ear. He didn’t need to understand them. He knew exactly what she wanted him to do.

This girl is mine, to do with as I please. It’s my responsibility to fuck her and to make sure she takes my seed.

Mike grabbed Creta by the hips and began to let loose.

The sex was rough, primal, and powerful. He bounced her up and down at the same time as he thrust his hips up, their bodies moving together in perfect unison. Creta’s tiny, proportional butt jiggled each time Mike slammed his cock up into her.

Creta was loud, and let out moans and shouts of sex each time Mike pumped his dick into her cunt. The hut’s windows were open. Everyone in the village was fully aware of what was happening. 

She’s somebody’s daughter and somebody’s future wife. There’s a good chance she’s already been betrothed to one of the men in the village.

Mike groped at Creta’s breasts and thrust into her faster. They were moving against each other with speed and determination, as though in a race to get off. Creta was dripping wet, and Mike could smell sex on the air. He pumped faster, and faster.  Aera whispered something else into his ear, and that was it.

“Fuck!” Mike shouted. He slammed into the girl one final time, feeling his cock explode into an orgasm that was equal parts pleasure and pain. Creta let out a cry of her own and then collapsed on top of him. Nothing happened for a minute.

And then Queen Naera and Nina reentered the room.








  
 




 
   

CHAPTER 11
Creta was unceremoniously pulled off of Mike by Aera. Queen Naera and Nina were both smiling in an unsettling way. Mike recovered his faculties, and then quickly began getting dressed.

“I can’t…” he said, softly. “I’m worn out. I can’t have sex anymore.”

“The queen doesn’t want you to,” said Nina. “We’re sorry that had to happen, Mike. But you must understand, things work differently here.”

Mike glared at Nina. There was something about the natural way she’d adjusted to the tribe’s rituals that felt almost like a betrayal, even if she’d been there long before Mike.

“What is it, then?” he asked. “Are you going to let me go?”

Nina repeated what he’d said to Queen Naera and then waited for her response.

“The queen may have to attack your friends on the cruise ship,” said Nina. “She doesn’t want to have to do that. She truly doesn’t. But others in her tribe will view it as a sign of weakness if she doesn’t take action.”

“She’s already taken action!” shouted Mike. “Susan! She’s not here in the village, so I can only assume that she’s dead. Why is that not enough?”

Queen Naera was talking over Mike even as he shouted. Nina listened and then repeated.

“Queen Naera wants you to go back to the ship tonight. In the morning, you are to bring the Captain back to the village. Alone.”

“Are you serious?” Mike laughed. “What’s wrong with you? Nina, why are you helping these, these… savages?”

Nina frowned at him.

“I’m not helping them, I’m studying them,” she said. “I only translate what the queen says. I’m a neutral party in all of this, Mike, though I understand how it must seem to you.”

She’s lost it. There is no way that anyone in their right mind could stand by and watch what just happened.

Mike pulled on his t-shirt angrily, and then stood up.

“So I can leave now?” he asked. “And head back to the cruise ship?”

Nina translated his question, got the queen’s response, and then nodded.

“You may leave,” she said. “Queen Naera will move to attack if you do not return by noon tomorrow.”

Mike stomped his way toward the door of the hut and practically pushed his way by Nina and the queen. Voices came from behind him, and he turned around to see Aera and Creta smiling and waving.

Do they not understand? This is insanity!

Queen Naera, at the least, was true to her word. Nobody stopped Mike as he made his way out of the village. He stumbled into the trees, feeling exhausted and more than a little violated by what he’d been through.

The sun had set in the distance, and it made his journey through the jungle clumsy and harrowing. He didn’t stop, even after his body really started to get tired. Mike forced himself forward, continuing for at least an hour until he finally spilled out onto the beach.

He was still a good distance away from the ship, at least a half mile. The last stretch took more of a toll on him than the jungle had, his feet sinking into the sand. Mike started to think about what had just happened to him, and more importantly, what was going to happen next.

This is a trick. Queen Naera doesn’t want to meet with Captain Michelle, she just wants a bunch of breeding slaves.

Mike cursed under his breath. He finally made it to where the cruise ship was stuck just off the coast and waded into the water. The rubber dinghy was moored at the floating platform, leaving him with no other choice than to swim the distance.

The water felt cool against his skin and surprisingly refreshing. Mike kept his eyes open out of necessity. The last thing he needed was for a rogue riptide to pull him out into the open ocean. The salt stung, but he forced himself through it, and pulled himself up the inflated raft makeshift platform once he’d reached it.

He practically crawled against the gangway, and then collapsed onto the main deck of the ship on the other side. Mike took a few deep breaths and realized that he was too exhausted to stand up.

“Oh my god!” A woman stood over him, her voice panicked. “Somebody call for help!”

Ten minutes later, three of the cruise ship’s crew members were helping Mike to the infirmary. He wanted to close his eyes and go to sleep, but he knew that there were more important matters at hand.

“Get Captain Michelle,” he whispered. “And get… my mother. Laura Grant.”

Mom. She’s probably worried sick about me by this point.

The crew members deposited Mike onto one of the beds in the infirmary. One of them stayed with him while the other two rushed out. He closed his eyes, and without meaning to, drifted off to sleep.

He only managed to get a few minutes of rest before Captain Michelle was shaking him awake. Mike forced his eyes open and saw her mature face staring down at him, her mouth turned into a frown, and her eyes veiled with worry.

“Mike?” she asked. “I’m so glad to see that you’re okay. Can you tell me what happened?”

Mike sighed, and through an effort, shook his head.

“They aren’t peaceful,” he said. “We… can’t trust them.”

“Mike?” Laura burst into the room through the door and practically sprinted over to him. She collapsed across him on the bed, hugging him tightly. “Mike!”

“It’s okay, Mom,” he said, his voice coming out more weakly than he’d have liked. “I’m okay.”

“Mike, I have to know what happened,” said Captain Michelle. “I know you’re tired, but-“

“Get away from him!” Laura was shouting, and stood to all of her five foot nothing height to face off against the captain. “This happened because of you! Leave him alone!”

“It’s okay, Mom.” Mike smiled weakly and turned to look at Captain Michelle. “They want you to meet with them in the morning. And they want you to come alone.”

The captain frowned.

“They really don’t have any intention of talking things out, do they?”

Mike shook his head.

“We need to get out of here,” he said. “As soon as we can. When are the rescuers going to arrive?”

Captain Michelle sighed and leaned back against the wall of the infirmary.

“The storms are making it difficult for any of the ships to get through,” she said. “It’s probably going to be at least another week. We don’t have the option of holing up in the cruise ship. There are too many different ways that they could sabotage us.”

Laura brought Mike a glass of water from infirmary’s sink. She knelt beside him and carefully held it up to his lips so he could get a drink.

“I’m not that tired, Mom,” he said. “Here.”

He took the glass into his hand, took a long sip, and then thought about the implications of the captain’s words.

“So you are going to meet with them?” he asked.

Captain Michelle nodded.

“First thing in the morning. And Mike… you’ll be coming with me.”

Laura looked as though she would have thrown the water in Michelle’s face, had it still been in her hand. Instead, she shook her head and angrily crossed her arms.

“Absolutely not!” she shouted. “He could have died!”

“Mom…” Mike tugged on her arm and smiled up at her. “I don’t have a choice.”

I can’t imagine what would happen if the tribe attacked, and got ahold of the women on the ship. If they got ahold of Mom…

“Then I’m coming with you!” Laura’s face was determined. Mike opened his mouth to argue with her, but the captain spoke first.

“That’s quite alright,” she said. “I don’t intend to go into this under their conditions. I’m bringing my guards with me, and we aren’t going to be in any danger, regardless of what the tribe throws at us.”

Mike chewed his lip, trying not to let his frustration manifest into angry words. The last thing he wanted was to have his mom in the same position he’d just been in.

“We’ll meet up in the lobby in the morning,” said Captain Michelle. “Right at the brink of dawn. Get as much sleep as you can.”

She turned and left the room. Mike cursed and moved to get to his feet.

“Mom, this is insane,” he said. “You… you don’t understand.”

Laura moved to help Mike stand up.

“I understand perfectly well what the situation is,” she said. “And my only son isn’t going into that kind of danger on his own.”

Mike sighed. He started to form a rebuttal, but caught a whiff of his mom’s intoxicating perfume. She felt soft and clean, and from the angle she had her arm around him, he could feel one of her breasts pushing into him.

“Now,” said Laura. “Let’s get you back to your cabin and into the bath.”








  
 




 
   

CHAPTER 12
Mike was half asleep for most of the trip back to the cabin. He was vaguely aware of Laura taking his keycard from him and pulling him through the door, and then of lying on the bed with the sound of running water in the background.

“Come on, honey,” his mom whispered. “It’s ready.”

Mike stumbled up, and then leaning heavily on his mom, made his way into the bathroom. Laura pulled his t-shirt up and over his head, and it was only at that moment that his awareness began to return to him.

She’s helping me into the bath. I could use one at this point.

Laura cupped his cheek in her hand and locked eyes with him.

“Are you hanging in there?” she asked.

Mike nodded.

“Good.” She turned away from him and then slowly began pulling off her own shirt. Mike’s jaw dropped open, and he felt reality returning in full force.

“What are you doing?”

“The tub is huge,” she said. “And you’re going to need help getting washed up.”

Mike felt his excited cock, amplified by the effects of the tribe’s drug, hardening into a stiff rod. His mom turned back to him, now in just her bra and panties, and started pulling down his shorts. Her cleavage spilled out of cups, offering him a gorgeous down blouse view of the tops of her boobs.

“Mom,” he said. “Hold on!”

His cock practically snapped out into Laura’s face as she pulled his boxers down. She politely turned her gaze away from it, a small reddish tint collecting in her cheeks. 

“Alright honey,” she said softly. “Climb in.”

Even as tired as I am, this seems like a dangerous idea.

Mike cleared his throat nervously, feeling his excited heart pounding in his chest. Then, he carefully stepped over the tub’s rim and lowered himself down into it.

He let out an audible sigh as he sank down into the hot, soapy water. The tub was just barely big enough for two people, and the way his mother had drawn in made the surface opaque enough to hide his body underneath.

“Close your eyes for a second,” said Laura.

Mike closed his eyes. He heard the sound of more clothing dropping to the floor, and then felt the water on the other side of the tub shifting. A foot grazed the inside of his thigh, and his cock jumped with excitement.

“Alright, you can open them.”

Mike opened his eyes. His mom was sitting in the tub across from him, and she’d slipped down low enough for the bubbles to conceal most of her breasts. She smiled at him. Her face was flushed, either from embarrassment or the heat of the water.

“I can wash myself off, you know,” said Mike.

“Yeah, but you never do a very good job of it.” Laura smiled at him, and for some reason Mike started to laugh.

“Let’s start with your hair!” His mom twisted, reaching for a bottle of shampoo on the bathroom floor. One of her breasts popped entirely into view, but suds clung to the center of it like an obnoxious curtain.

She took the shampoo, squeezed a bit of it into her hand, and then smiled at him. She was blushing more severely now, and Mike felt heat in the room intensify as they briefly locked gazes.

“I’m going to have to, erm, move closer to you,” said Laura. “Close your eyes.”

“What?”

“Close your eyes,” she repeated.

Mike groaned, but did as she said. He felt the water shift as his mom slid over to him in the tub. His legs were against the outside edge of the tub, and he felt his mom’s knees bumping against his thighs as she slipped closer in.

Soft fingers began caressing Mike’s head. He jerked his hips up, half in surprise, and half out of hot, sexual desperation. The head of his cock brushed against soft flesh.

“Hold still, honey,” whispered his mom, as she continued fluffing the suds into his hair. “Alright, there you go. Dunk your head.”

Mike blinked his eyes open for a split second. His mother was in front of him, a mixture of forbidden exposed nudity, soap suds, and beauty. She glared at him with a smile on her face and pulled and arm across her boobs.

“Dunk your head!” she repeated firmly. 

Mike closed his eyes and slipped under the surface of the water, running his fingers through his hair. He popped back up, wiped his face off, and opened his eyes.

Laura was right in front of him. She’d moved her knees out, and was now positioned over Mike, holding her breasts in an arm. Her face was a mixture of doting motherly love and illicit excitement.

“Alright,” she said. “Now we need to wash off the rest of you.” 

His mom scooped up some suds in her free hand and draped them across her breasts as she moved her arm, creating a makeshift bra of soap. Mike laughed.

“Creative.” His hands began to wander, coming to rest on his mom’s waist. 

From the new angle they were at, it was easy for him to lift his hips up, and he felt the head of his cock brushing in between his mom’s open thighs.

“Easy, honey,” Laura whispered. “I’m just getting you washed up.”

She grabbed a bar of soap off the shower stand and rubbed it across Mike’s chest. The suds on her chest were starting to drip, and Mike could see a hint of pink areola poking out. She shifted as she began rubbing the soap into his skin, and her boobs bounced in front of Mike’s face.

“Mom…” Mike’s cock was achingly hard underneath the surface of the water, just as it had been back in the village. He shifted his hips up again, this time pulling his mom down slightly. His cock pushed closer to its target, but Laura bobbed back up before it could make it inside.

“Honey…” Laura’s voice tone was conflicted, as though she couldn’t decide if she wanted to stop him or not.

It’s not my fault. The drug is still in my system.

Mike pulled his mother down further, his arousal fighting back his shame. She didn’t stop him, and as Mike thrust his hips up for a third time, he felt the head of his cock slide inside of her.

“Oh!” Laura’s mouth opened in surprise. She bit her lip and then redoubled her efforts on washing Mike’s chest.

Mike slowly began to pump his cock up into her, relaxing his grip on her waist and trying to prolong the illicit moment for as long as he could.

She feels incredible! So much better than any of the other women! This is… unbelievable.

Laura was moving with him now, slowly rocking her hips back and forth. She closed her eyes and stopped trying to hide her breasts with her hands or soap or anything. Mike could see most of one of her nipples, and he reached his fingers forward and pinched soap off it. His mom squealed.

“I’m just trying to get you clean, sweetie,” she whispered. “That’s all. We… can’t do anything else.”

Despite her objection, she continued moving her hips, stroking her tight cunt along her son’s hard cock. Mike thrust up into her faster, letting water splash up as he moved. He’d never felt so turned on in his entire life, but with it came a dirty, shameful mixture of emotions.

Why does this feel so good, and yet so wrong!

“Oh god,” whispered his mom. “Honey!”

Laura was riding him now, bouncing up and down on his pole, her boobs swaying back and forth with each movement. Mike could feel the lips of her pussy pulling along the length of his shaft, stroking him off like a soft, velvety seal.

Mike leaned his face forward, burying his face into his mother’s bosom as he continued to fuck her under the water. He knew it was wrong, but his body wanted it. She was the holy grail, the one woman whose beauty was off limits.

She must want it, too. She climbed into the tub naked.

Thinking about it from his mom’s perspective only turned him on even further. He was her son, but he had grown into a man. Everything from the two of them sharing a bed together to the way Captain Michelle had tried to manipulate them into it had pushed them further along the illicit path.

Mike slammed his cock into her faster. Water splashed onto the floor, and the tub squeaked as his skin slipped along the bottom of it. His mom was moaning and using his shoulders for leverage as they fucked. Her pussy felt incredible, even after a day of sex.

Laura shifted, and one of her arms brushed across the handle for the tub’s faucet. The water turned on and began splashing down into the tub. It was almost as though a switch had been flipped, bringing her back to reality.

“Oh my god!” Laura stood up abruptly and pulled her arms over herself. Mike blinked and then looked up at her, feeling his heart sink as he realized that the forbidden moment had come to an end.

“Mom, I-“

“I think you’re clean enough now, honey.” His mom’s voice was quiet, reprimanding, and ashamed. She stepped out of the tub, still dripping wet, and backed away from the tub without turning around. 

She briefly pulled her hand away from her pussy, the same pussy that Mike had been drilling only seconds earlier, to grab a towel. She wrapped the towel around herself and then cleared her throat.

“You’re still tired and confused after what you went through,” she said. “Just get some sleep. Tomorrow is going to be an eventful day.”

His mom forced a smile onto her face, and Mike forced one onto his.

“Okay mom,” he said. “Thanks. For helping me wash up.”

“Not a problem, honey.” Laura left the bathroom, shutting the door behind her.

Mike reached down to his cock and just barely touched it. An orgasm powerful enough to give him muscle cramps tore through his body, and he saw his mom in his mind’s eye, naked and sweet. Cum splattered up, shooting out from the surface of the water like a volcanic eruption.

Mike sighed as intense, unbelievable, forbidden pleasure swept over him. He was tired.








  
 




 
   

CHAPTER 13
Mike woke up early the next morning. He pulled himself out of bed without any fanfare, dressing with resolve. 

He didn’t stop by his mom’s cabin on his way through the hall. Part of him hoped that she’d overslept, or decided against coming. When he reached the lobby, he saw that his hopes were in vain. 

“Good morning, Mike.” Laura smiled at her son. As always, she didn’t seem to have been affected by the illicit events of the night before. She wore a white sleeveless top over tight black yoga pants, and Mike had to work overtime not to ogle her figure.

Captain Michelle and three other women were also waiting. All of them carried a rifle in their hands and a pistol on the hip. The cruise ship was relatively empty so early in the morning, which was a good thing, given their appearance.

“I brought an extra for you, Mike,” said Captain Michelle. “Try not to lose this one.”

Mike smiled and accepted the pistol as she handed it to him.

“I won’t.” He turned to his mom with worried eyes. “Mom… Are you sure about this?”

“I am, honey,” said Laura. “I could never forgive myself if something happened.”

Mike took a deep breath and then slowly exhaled.

I’ll just have to protect her, no matter what.

“Alright.” Mike nodded to the captain. “Are you ready?”

“We’re ready,” said Captain Michelle. “You know the way, so you can take point. As soon as we get to the village, I’ll do the talking.”

Mike nodded and then remembered something that warranted mentioning.

“There’s a woman there named Nina who translates for Queen Naera,” he said. “Supposedly she’s an anthropologist, studying the tribe. She seems harmless enough on the surface, but I don’t trust her.”

“I’ll keep my eye on her.” Captain Michelle motioned to the lobby door, and Mike started walking.

They walked across the gangway and then took the dinghy to the shore. The sun was rising over the horizon, and the air was a bit cooler than Mike had been expecting. He was wearing shorts and a t-shirt, and goosebumps formed on his arms as they walked into the jungle.

“The island isn’t that big, but we’re heading to the other side of it,” he said. “It shouldn’t take more than an hour.”

Captain Michelle nodded and then moved so that she was walking side by side with him. She was wearing a dark blue t-shirt over jet black jeans and a pair of heavy combat boots, and she looked good in the outfit. It showed off her toned thighs, flat stomach, and athletic curves. She looked better than a woman her age had any right to.

“I need to know the truth,” she whispered. “Is there any point in us trying to negotiate? If you think they’re going to try something, I need to know.”

“They will definitely try something,” said Mike. “But… I don’t think it would be a good idea for us to go in shooting.”

I hope I’m right about this.

The group continued through the jungle, pushing through the foliage. A tense silence hung over the air, and the trip seemed to go by much faster than it had for Mike the night before.

They finally spilled out the clearing where the village was located. Mike was expecting Queen Naera to be waiting for them in force, but most of the tribe appeared to be going about their regular lives. They quickly turned their attention to the new arrivals as Mike and Captain Michelle made their way into the village, but none of them made any sudden moves.

“Stay on guard,” said Mike. “I’ll bring you to the queen’s hut, and we’ll see what she had to say.”

Captain Michelle nodded. Mike made sure that his mom was within arm’s reach, just in case something did happen. He stopped outside the fur covering that led into Queen Naera’s hut, and knocked nervously on the wooden frame.

Aera was the one who greeted him at the door. Her dimpled smile expanded out of the corners of her mouth, as though all of them were there for a social visit. She beckoned Mike into the hut. He looked back at his mom and Captain Michelle, and then stepped inside.

Here goes nothing…

Captain Michelle moved to follow, but Aera held up a hand for her to stay where she was. She started to object when Nina appeared at the edge of the door.

“Hello,” said Nina. “I can translate Queen Naera’s instructions for you. She wants me to tell you that she only wants to meet with Mike to start. He will come to no harm.”

“I’m the one in charge of the ship,” said Captain Michelle. “Any negotiating needs to include me.”

“Of course!” Nina nodded and smiled a little too vigorously. “But this is just the way things are done amongst this tribe. Mike made first contact, and therefore, he will serve as the go-between.”

Captain Michelle frowned and performed a skeptical scan of her surroundings. She beckoned Mike to lean in close to her, and he stepped back outside to do it.

“If they try to take you hostage, or if you get a bad feeling, start coughing as loudly as you can.” She gave him a serious look. “Tell them that you can’t agree to anything without checking with me first.”

“Alright.” Mike took a deep breath and turned to face his mom. “It’s going to be okay, don’t worry.”

“I trust you honey,” said Laura. “Just be careful.”

Alright. Time to do this.

Mike turned and walked into the hut, willing his legs forward with every step. He was frightened, and it felt justified. Queen Naera had proven herself to be unpredictable, and he knew that she was going to do everything she could to box him into a corner.

Nina walked with him as he approached the throne. Queen Naera sat atop it, with Aera and Vorwyn to either side of her. She said something in her native tongue, and the two of them began walking past Mike, Vorwyn shooting him a furious glare as he passed.

“Where are they going?” Mike raised an eyebrow at the queen, and then at Nina.

“To watch your friends,” Nina said. “And make sure they don’t try anything.”

Queen Naera began speaking, locking her eyes onto Mike’s.

“Queen Naera sees that you chose to disregard her instructions.” Nina’s voice sounded much, much cheerier than original. “She told you to come alone with your leader.”

Mike shook his head.

“You know that I couldn’t do that any more than you could have followed me back to my ship.” He paused, forcing himself to relax. “Besides, we’re only here to talk peace. That’s it. There’s no reason why it should matter if I bring one, or one hundred with me.”

Nina translated his words. Queen Naera looked contemplative for a moment, and then spoke again.

“She says that she understands, and isn’t angry.” Nina looked a little surprised, even as she repeated it to Mike in the neutral voice of a translator. “She wants to come to an agreement that is mutually beneficial.”

“Alright then,” said Mike. “I need to speak to Captain Michelle before I can-“

Queen Naera interrupted him, and Nina immediately began translating.

“Your leader will have a chance to look over the agreement before any commitment is necessary,” she said. “For now, we just wish to draft the terms in writing.”

That sounds like exactly what we want.

Mike nodded. For the next twenty minutes, he went back and forth with the queen, with Nina translating both of their words and writing down the terms of their agreement in a notebook.

Queen Naera made several requests that were obviously outlandish, such as requiring that a few of the cruise ship’s passengers remain in the village as wards. Mike shot each one of them down and countered with his own over the top demands, namely that Aera be brought back to the ship until their rescue arrived.

He was surprised by his own apparent skill at the negotiating table. There were several times throughout the process where Queen Naera conceded to his requests. Mike only really wanted for them to be left alone until they could leave the island, but he made sure to ask for more than just that to leave room for bargaining.

“Alright,” said Nina, as they neared the end of the process. “Anything else?” 

A laugh came from outside the hut. Mike turned toward the door flap and realized that he hadn’t heard anything from Captain Michelle and the others for quite some time. The hairs stood up on the back of his neck, and he slowly rose to his feet.

“What’s going on outside?” Mike locked eyes with Queen Naera, and the woman began to smile broadly. She said something to Nina, who handed her the paper the agreement had been written on. The queen tore it in two.

“You bitch!” Mike rushed to the door. Nina and Queen Naera made no move to stop him.

Laura, Captain Michelle, and the guards were all holding wooden bowls in their hands. Many of them had set their guns aside and sat around the fire in the center of the camp with flushed faces and open body language. Mike realized what had happened in an instant.

“Stop!” He sprinted over, shouting at the top of his lungs. “Don’t drink it!”

He slapped the bowl out of his mom’s hand and then met her eye.

“I… feel weird.” Laura licked her lips and reached a hand out to her son’s head.

“God damn it!” Mike looked around and saw that several of the tribe’s men were grinning and circling their way in. Captain Michelle tossed her bowl aside and continued to brandish her pistol, but some of her guards looked open to the idea of fraternizing with the enemy.

This was her plan from the start. We walked right into it.

“Mike…” Captain Michelle walked over to him. “This… How do I fight this?”

Captain Michelle was taking shallow, forced breaths. Mike felt panic welling up in his chest as he recognized the look in her eyes.

“You can’t.” Nina stood behind him, with Queen Naera in tow. “The only way to fight it is to give in.”








  
 




 
   

CHAPTER 14
Mike tore his gun out of his waistband and pointed it in the air. It had about as much of an effect as if he’d been wielding a banana.

“Stop this, now!” He began leveling the gun at Queen Naera. “Or I’ll-“

Mike saw Vorwyn coming out of the corner of his eye, but could do nothing as the muscular man slammed into him. Blows rained down on his head, and exploding stars cascaded across his vision. Mike felt the gun being pulled out of his hand and heard Queen Naera laughing.

“Your people will not come to any harm amongst us, Mike,” said Nina. “You don’t have to worry about that.”

“Among ‘us’?” Mike had to lift his face out of the dirt to speak, with Vorwyn still pressing his knee down on his back. “Are you one of them now?”

“Yes.” Nina walked over to him and gestured for Vorwyn to move aside. “And you will be soon, too. Along with your captain, and your mother, and all of the other people on the cruise ship.”

This is not happening.

Captain Michelle’s guards were doing more than just talking to the tribal men. All of them had been willingly disarmed, and a few were already beginning to kiss and let the men fondle them. It looked like a scene out of a strange, interracial porno.

Captain Michelle herself was down on one knee, still gripping her pistol, but unable to bring it up even to shoulder level without her body betraying her aim. She quivered visibly, and Mike could tell that she was gritting her teeth in frustration.

“Honey…” Laura was nearby, still standing, but with her arms tightly folded around herself. “Run. Please, get out of here.”

“No! I can’t!” Mike balled his hand into a fist and pulled himself to his feet. A kick from Vorwyn swept his legs out from under him, and the wind rushed out of his lungs as he landed on his back.

“I don’t think you’re going to want to see what comes next, Mike.” Nina had an evil grin on her face. “Your mother drank of the elixir, just as everyone else here did. She’s going to serve us well.”

“No!” Mike dug a clump of dirt off the ground and hurled it at Nina and Queen Naera. It was a pathetic gesture, but it was literally all he could do.

The queen began speaking, and Naera listened intently for a moment.

“Queen Naera says that you’ll still be of use to us,” she said. “She wants to mate you with your leader, first, just in case either of you decide to make an attempt at rebelling.”

“You’re insane!” shouted Mike. “I’m not going along with this!”

Captain Michelle looked slightly more open to the idea. She bit her lip and shrugged her shoulders as she met Mike’s eye.

“I… don’t think we have a choice,” she said softly. “And I… I can’t take this.”

“We could always have Vorwyn mate with your mother to start things off, if you’d prefer.” Nina’s smile was poison. Mike felt sick to his stomach at the idea.

“Mike…” His mom looked at him with pleading eyes. Mike knew exactly what she was feeling, and exactly how hard it would be for her to resist if she was put in that situation.

“Fine!” Mike balled his hands into fists, but made no move to resist or attack. “Whatever…”

Captain Michelle began moving before Nina or the queen had even said anything. She walked over to Mike and touched his cheek once before pushing her lips against his hungrily.

Most of her guards were engaged in similar acts with the men of the tribe, with only a few, along with Laura, managing to hold out against the effects of the drug. Even without being affected by it himself, Mike began to feel aroused as Captain Michelle pushed her body against his.

I need to think. There has to be a way for us to get out of this…

Captain Michelle slipped her hand down his pants and Mike felt his cock springing to attention. He groped at one of her breasts and felt her start to stroke his cock with her soft hand.

“This is bad…” she whispered. “This feels dirty. We shouldn’t be doing this.”

A small group of tribal men was walking around the fire, setting down woven grass mats for people to copulate on. Mike slowly lied down on his, Captain Michelle ripping off her clothes in record time and positioning herself over him.

“Why are you doing this to us?” Laura was down on her knees, one arm pulled tight across her breasts, and the other sliding its way down to the waistband of her yoga pants. “I don’t understand!”

Queen Naera and Nina just smiled. Captain Michelle worked Mike’s cock out of his shorts, which stood at full attention, despite Mike’s anger. He felt her pressing her cunt down onto it, and pleasure coursed through him in a rush.

Michelle’s breasts were surprisingly firm, likely toned through years of physical conditioning. She let out a sigh and leaned forward as she impaled herself on Mike’s cock, bringing her face in close to his ear.

“Make me cum,” she whispered. Mike shook his head.

“You aren’t in your right mind,” he replied. “You have to-“

“Make me cum,” she repeated, in an even quieter voice. “I might be able to gain control of myself for long enough to distract them. You can grab a gun and save us.”

Mike blinked as understanding dawned on him. The situation was bad, but they still had a few advantages on their side. The natives didn’t seem to understand how to work their weapons, and Nina hadn’t picked up a gun yet.

He reached his hands around and groped at Michelle’s butt. It was soft, and he palmed it as he slowly pulled her down further on his cock. Captain Michelle let out a gasp and pushed her breasts into his face.

This could work!

His enthusiasm for Captain Michelle’s plan expressed itself in a sudden desire to do exactly what she’d asked, to make her cum. Mike thrust his hips up and pushed her butt down, spearing her on his cock with eager energy.

“That’s my son!” shouted Laura. “Stop this!”

She was watching from a short distance away, her hand now slowly stroking her crotch through the fabric of her yoga pants. Vorwyn was standing a few feet away from her, grinning. He had an erection that visibly tented his flimsy fur loincloth, and it was pointed right at Mike’s mom.

Mom! If I don’t hurry, he’s going to end up…

Even as the thought entered Mike’s head, Vorwyn was already starting to make his move. He took a step closer and then pulled the loin cloth back, exposing his turgid member to Laura. She took one look at it and then glared at him, though from the way her cheeks flushed, it was clear that her body was conflicted.

Mike dug his fingernails into Captain Michelle’s butt, his anger expressing itself in the only way he could. He began fucking her faster, pumping his cock into her in a desperate race against time. Michelle exhaled sharply each time he thrust up, and her boobs bounced in front of his face.

“Oh yeah!” she moaned. “Oh god yeah!”

Captain Michelle wasn’t the only one moaning. Sounds of pleasure and sex came from every direction. The village center was the site of an orgy, with most of the crew members that’d joined their expedition now enthusiastically enjoying the cocks of the tribal men.

Vorwyn waved his cock back in forth at Laura, who leaned back away from it. There were subtle hints in her body language that made Mike cringe, from the way she angled herself slightly toward the tribal man, to the angle of her legs. Vorwyn turned to Mike briefly, said something in his native tongue, and then winked.

That bastard!

Strangely, Mike felt aroused by the scene, far more than he should have. He redoubled his efforts in fucking Michelle, pinching at her nipples and grinding his crotch against her sensitive clit.

Michelle rocked back and forth on his dick as though she was riding a mechanical bull. She bit her lip and looked down at Mike, and then her gaze turned in the direction of his mom. Mike followed it and gasped at what he saw.

Vorwyn was sitting down next to Laura, with his arm around her. He was locking eyes with her and slowly stroking himself off. Laura was blushing, and still had her own hand against her crotch.

“Please, Mike,” she called. “Do something. I… I can’t keep holding out.”

Mike let out a primal roar. He flipped Michelle underneath him and began slamming his cock into her roughly. He pinned her arms down behind her, feeling his rage manifesting in a way that wasn’t entirely productive.

“That’s right!” shouted Michelle. “Just like that!”

He sped up his pace, slamming his cock into her without restraint. Michelle’s cries grew higher in pitch. Out of the corner of his eye, Mike could see Vorwyn taking his mom’s hand and slowly moving it toward his member.

No!

Mike grabbed at Michelle’s breasts and pinched her nipples. She let out a cry of pleasure loud enough to steal the attention of everyone in the area as her orgasm finally arrived. Mike wanted to unload, too, but he was too worked up, too angry.

The transition was almost instantaneous. Michelle blinked, her eyes becoming aware and attentive. She slipped out from underneath Mike, bolted over to where one of the tribal men was fumbling with a pistol, and kicked him squarely in the nuts.

“Mike!” She tossed the gun to him and grabbed another nearby. Mike caught the weapon easily, flicked the safety off, and trained it on Vorwyn, who had Laura’s hand wrapped around his cock.

“Get the fuck away from her!”

Even without being able to understand the words, Vorwyn knew what Mike meant. He stood up and stepped back. Laura moved both of her hands back between her legs, blushing shamefully, still unable to fight the effects of the drug.

“Give it up, Mike,” said Nina. “Unless you intend to kill everyone in the tribe, you can’t stop what’s happening. Your people want this.”

A strange thought popped into Mike’s head.

This tribe treats sex as a form of submission.

He walked over to the large clay pot sitting next to the fire, still full of the red fruit concoction, and scooped some of it out with a nearby wooden bowl. Then, he walked over to Queen Naera, who sat with her legs crossed and a smile on her face, and held it out in front of her.

“Drink it,” said Mike. “It’s your turn.”

Queen Naera laughed. Her voluptuous breasts were covered by a leather top that had been adorned with gemstones and seashells. Her grass skirt looked immaculate and of higher quality than any of the other tribal women’s clothing, and it covered her butt and luscious thighs down to the knee.

“Tell her to drink it.” Mike turned toward Nina and waved the gun. “And you know what, I want you to have some too.”

Nina glared at him, but she translated his words. Queen Naera’s expression shifted to confusion, and then to frustration, and then to defiant confidence. She looked Mike right in the eyes, said something in her native tongue, and then drank from the bowl, passing it to Nina when she was done.

“She says that it won’t work on her, or on me.” Nina paused and looked down into the bowl before taking a large sip of her own. “Our wills are too strong. We are the backbone of this tribe, and we can control our desires!”

Mike smiled.

“I guess we’ll see about that,” he replied.

There was little that he or Captain Michelle could do about the crew members that had ingested the drug. Most of them continued to have sex, even as the power struggle took place. Laura looked feverish with desire, and Mike did what he could to keep her from giving in.

“Don’t let any of the men come near you, mom,” said Mike. He pulled his mom into a side hug and felt her grinding her crotch against his leg.

“Mike, I… I can’t help myself,” she whispered. “Please… Maybe you could…?”

She looked desperate, and it pulled at Mike’s heartstrings and his crotch to see her in such a state. He gestured for Captain Michelle to come over, who was still enjoying a respite from the drug’s effects.

“Make sure she doesn’t let any of them, uh, well, you know.” Mike locked eyes with Michelle and made sure she knew he was serious.

“This is a good plan,” she replied. “And I think it’s starting to work.”

Queen Naera still had a defiant expression on her face, but she’d uncrossed her legs and was starting to breathe heavily. Vorwyn stood nearby, looking more flustered than Mike had ever seen him before. Nina was glaring at Mike, but he could see her idly toying with one of her nipples through her shirt with her fingers.

“I think it’s time for us to really get started,” said Mike.








  
 




 
   

CHAPTER 15
Mike approached Queen Naera, and Vorwyn began raving in a language he couldn’t understand. She shouted something to quiet him and then turned back to Mike, glaring at him with eyes that smoldered with lust.

How the tables have turned. Now I’m the one getting ready to fuck his mom.

The eyes of everyone in the village were on Mike. A number of the crew members were still taking part in the orgy, but even they had their heads turned toward what was taking place in front of the queen’s hut.

Captain Michelle sat next to Laura, acting as a chaperone to the horny mother. Laura looked sexually frustrated, and alternated between fidgeting in position and running one of her hands across her inner thigh.

“Tell her to pull down my shorts.” Mike spoke to Nina, who had moved into position next to Queen Naera. She translated his words in a whisper, and they both slowly lowered down to their knees, sliding Mike’s shorts down as they did.

His erection snapped out into their faces. It was hard, thick and produced in an entirely natural way. Mike was proud of it and grinned as the two women stared at his cock with lustful expressions.

“This is what it’s all about with your tribe, isn’t it?” He smiled. “Well then, it’s about time I let you have it.”

He reached out and took Nina’s head first. She didn’t resist, and rather, seemed almost eager. She brought her puckered lips forward and began planting soft kisses on Mike’s cock. He moaned. Even though he hadn’t taken any of the drug this time, it still felt just as pleasurable as it had when he’d been under its effects.

“Oh yeah,” he said, in a loud voice. “I bet you’ve done this a lot here in the village.”

Nina shot him a look, but continued planting kisses up and down his shaft. Mike let her get one more in before pushing her back, feeling his cock thrumming with erotic energy. 

If I’m not careful, I’ll cum too early. And that could sabotage this plan.

Queen Naera was next. She looked up at Mike with horny, conflicted eyes. As she started to lean toward his cock, he shook his head and stopped her. 

“Hold on.” Mike reached his hand down her back and untied her animal fur bra with a single smooth movement. Naera was a buxom woman, and two large breasts bounced into view as the garment fell away. Vorwyn let out another furious snarl from where he watched.

Oh, if that’s making him angry, he definitely isn’t going to like what comes next.

Mike cupped the queen’s cheek in a manner that was almost gentle, and caring, before pulling her face in toward his cock. Her lips fell upon the head of it, and she licked off the pearl of precum that had collected there. Mike shuddered. Having an actual queen kiss his cock felt far, far better than what he’d been expecting.

Queen Naera looked up at him again and then leaned forward of her own volition. Her lips parted ever so slightly, each one sliding across the shaft of Mike’s cock in soft, wet movements. She kept leaning forward, until half of Mike’s cock was in her mouth, and then her eyes flicked up to him.

She’s wanted this since she first saw me. I can tell.

Mike reached down and threaded his fingers through Queen Naera’s hair. He used the grip to slowly guide her back and forth, her mouth slurping as she sucked his dick. She used her tongue to massage anywhere she could, wrapping it around his member like a serpent of pleasure.

“Oh yeah,” moaned Mike. “You really do have a great mouth.”

Nina said something in the tribe’s language, and Mike realized that she was still translating for him. He laughed.

“Tell her that I’m going to blow my load on her face and tits, right in front of her son.”

Naera translated. The queen’s face turned red, which was an impressive feat for her tan skin. She pulled her mouth off his cock for a second and looked over at her son. Mike could see Vorwyn standing not too far away, meeting his mom’s gaze with a furious, confused look of his own. To Mike’s amusement, he saw that Vorwyn had an erection.

“You’re not finished yet.” He gently cupped Naera’s face again and brought her mouth back to his cock. She sucked on it hard, sliding her lips up and down its length.

Nina was watching and masturbating, and Mike beckoned her over. She maneuvered her mouth in underneath his shaft, kissing and licking at the bottom of it, near the base. It was primal and lewd, and it felt incredible. 

The rest of the camp had settled down, and silence hung on the air, only broken up by the slurping sounds coming from Queen Naera and Nina. Mike positioned them so their mouths were on either side of his cock, and then urged them into kissing each other. With his cock in the center, their lips and tongues massaged his member with wet, sensual movements.

This is unbelievable.

He could feel his excitement building, and didn’t want to waste any of his sexual stamina. He turned to Queen Naera, the woman who’d been so powerful only moments ago, and gripped her head in both hands. 

Mike plunged his cock not just into her mouth, but into her throat. Naera made a gagging noise, but flicked her eyes up at him as though to let him know that it was okay. With rough, raw movements, Mike began to fuck her face, pulling his hips back and thrusting his hard cock into her mouth and throat.

Her tongue continued to massage, and Naera sucked him off as though her life depended on it. Mike slammed into her, feeling his cock prodding into her soft mouth with aggressive fury. Queen Naera bobbed back and forth with his movements, as though taking pleasure of her own from being face fucked.

Finally, Mike could hold out now longer. He pulled his cock out, and then pushed Nina and Queen Naera so their faces were side by side. They pushed their tongues out and gave his cock a few soft, final licks, as though gently sculpting a melting ice cream cone.

“Oh yeah!” Mike grabbed his cock in one hand as he began to blow. The first spurt of cum splashed directly onto Queen Naera’s face, a bit of it getting in her eye. An audible gasp came from the members of her tribe as Mike continued to blast his seed onto her, defiling her face and naked breasts. 

Almost immediately, Captain Michelle hurried over to him, handing him his clothes and pulling him away. The fog of lust that had descended over him cleared enough for Mike to feel a bit ashamed of what he’d just done.

It was necessary, even if I had to do it in front of people. In front of Mom.

“Come on,” she said. “We need to get everyone back to the ship.”

“Just a second.” Mike turned to Naera as he stepped into his shorts. “Are we going to have any more trouble from you or your tribe? Can I get your word that you’ll leave us alone?”

Nina translated, and Queen Naera looked at him, still with cum on her face, as she spoke.

“Queen Naera says that there will be no trouble,” Nina said in a soft voice. “She understands.”

Mike nodded, pulled on his t-shirt, and hurried over to where Captain Michelle, his mother, and the rest of the crew members who’d come along were gathered.

“You were so… aggressive.” Laura was looking at her son with a strangely intent expression on her face, slowly twirling a lock of her hair around her finger. “I can’t believe it…”

Mike just smiled.

“Come on,” he said. “Let’s get going.”








  
 




 
   

CHAPTER 16
The walk back through the jungle presented another challenge, though not in the way Mike had been expecting. All of the women crowded around him, taking intentionally clumsy steps in an effort to literally push their bodies against his.

It’s going to be a while before the drug wears off.

His mother made an effort to keep the women away, though she herself was one of the worst offenders when it came to blatantly getting physical. As Mike passed through a gap in between two tall jungle trees, Laura positioned herself against him, rubbing her breasts on his chest and pulling him into a hug as they came out on the other side.

“Whoops,” she said, smiling. “Silly me.”

“Easy mom, we’re almost there.” Mike took a deep breath and tried to relax his hormones. 

The group soon spilled out onto the other side, and he caught sight of the cruise ship in the distance. A gray splotch had appeared further out on the horizon, and Mike squinted at it for a couple of seconds.

“That’s our rescue,” explained Captain Michelle. “It looks like we’re finally going to get some peace.”

Mike nodded slowly and took a look at the group. They’d come very close to being overwhelmed by the tribe. The women were tired, and so was he.

All of them crowded into the inflatable dinghy and then made their way back onto the cruise ship. A large crowd of passengers was waiting on the main deck, in part for them, but even more to watch the rescue ship approach. Captain Michelle made her way to the front of it and gathered everyone’s attention.

“I apologize for any inconvenience this layover may have caused you.” She spoke in a very loud and very sincere voice. “Goddess Cruise Lines will reimburse you for your trouble. Given the nature of this incident, we will be heading home as soon as the repairs to our ship are complete.”

Mike listened and smiled. He let out a tired sigh, and then turned to his mom.

“Well,” he said. “This vacation certainly has been interesting.”

“Yes.” Laura locked eyes with him and spoke with passionate intensity. “It has been.”

Neither of them said anything for a moment. The energy in the air between them was excited and overcharged with potential, like a roman candle with a lit wick.

“We should probably head back to our cabin,” said his mom. “And just relax for a bit. Don’t you think?”

Mike opened his mouth to respond, feeling two separate rationalizations going to war inside his brain.

She’s still under the effects of the drug, probably even more so than the other women. But it’s not like we’ll let anything happen this time, right?

“Alright,” he finally said. “I could use a shower and some rest.”

Laura reached out and took his hand into her own. They almost never held hands, but somehow, it felt right under the circumstances. She walked a little in front of him as they made their way up to the second floor, pulling him forward into what was to come.

They reached the door of his mom’s cabin. She looked over her shoulder and smiled at him before opening it. Mike followed her into the room and closed them both in.

“We’ve been through a lot together, haven’t we?” Laura slowly made her way over to the bed and sat down on it. Mike followed her, feeling almost like he was in a trance.

“Yeah,” he said. “It will be nice once things finally die down.”

He sat down on the bed. His mom immediately set her hand down on his thigh. Even through his shorts, her fingers felt hot and heavy.

“Mike…” Laura let her hand slip further up. Mike inhaled sharply and felt his cock begin to spring to life.

“Mom.” He bit his lower lip, hating himself a little for what he was about to say and do. “I think you’re still under the effect of the drink the tribe gave you.”

“I am,” she replied. “I know that I am. But I know something else, too.”

She let her hand cup Mike’s crotch. A small moan escaped his lips as a confusing mixture of arousal and shame swept over him, his cock rising at her touch as though it had been summoned forth.

We’ve done so much already. Would it really be so bad?

“Mom…” whispered Mike. “Are you sure?”

Instead of answering him with words, Laura reached down and slowly pulled her top up and over her head. The bottom edge of it caught against her bra, shifting her large breasts as it pulled free.

“I know how hard this trip has been for you,” she whispered, sliding her fingers across his hard cock through his shorts. “I’ve made it very hard for you, haven’t I.”

Mike opened his mouth, and then closed it. He didn’t know what to say.

“I think it’s okay, for just this one time,” said Laura, quietly. “It won’t change anything between us if it only happens this once.”

Mike felt himself nodding along dumbly. His arousal was winning out, but a deep set fear of what they were about to do still screamed in the back of my head.

She’s my mother.

“I don’t think you are yourself right now, mom.” Mike forced the words out with a reluctance that almost made him trip over each syllable.

“It’s not just the drug, Mike,” said Laura. “I know it’s wrong… but maybe, it doesn’t have to be.”

She leaned her face in a little closer. Mike felt himself moving to meet her. He pressed his lips against hers, the kiss connecting them in a way that expressed their feelings better than any words could.

It was as though a bomb had gone off, a bomb that Mike had been dumping all of his repressed emotions into for the entire trip. His cock pulsed with excitement at what was to come, and his heart pounded as though trying to beat a drumroll in a race.

“Oh god, mom!” Mike pulled back and then kissed her again. Laura fell back onto the bed, rushing to pull her tight yoga pants.

Mike looked at his mother as she stripped and really saw her, for the first time. Her body was impeccable, and every inch of exposed flesh he could see looked as though it belonged on a divine being of sensuality. She was the goddess, the one he’d come on the cruise to be with.

His mom smiled at him as she kicked her pants off and leaned back on one of the pillows on the bed. She was wearing a matching bra and panty set, white with black trim, fitting a little tighter on her than it should have been. She kept her legs crossed at first, blushing and smiling and enjoying her son’s reaction.

“You’re so handsome,” she said softly. Mike nodded, feeling stupefied by the raw sexual power that his mother held.

With movements that were far less graceful than hers had been, Mike stripped down to his boxers, almost falling off the bed as he rushed to pull off his socks. Laura giggled and beckoned him over to the spot next to her.

“Uh, okay,” said Mike, feeling suddenly nervous. “Here we go.”

Why am I acting like this? She’s no different from any other woman, and we’ve already fooled around some.

But she was different, and so was the current situation. Laura was his mother, and she was serious. Mike could tell just from looking into her intense, hungry eyes. She wasn’t interested in playing around. What she wanted from him, and what she had to give him, was something outside of anything Mike had experienced before.

“Just relax, honey.” She reached her hand down and gave his cock a soft, loving squeeze. His boxers were wet from where his precum had beaded against the fabric, and his mom caressed the spot with her thumb.

“Oh man.” Mike let out a nervous laugh, feeling overwhelmed by how good it felt. A sudden rush of panicked thoughts flooded through his head as the pressure of the moment began to get to him.

What if I mess something up?

What if she changes her mind?

What if we get interrupted?

What if I cum too early?

What if…

The last one was interrupted by Laura as she wiggled herself over to him, placing an electric kiss on his neck and pushing her boobs into his chest. Mike’s arm draped itself over her and hungrily began pawing at one of her soft buttocks. The silken fabric of her panties felt incredible under his fingers.

“I still can’t believe how big you’ve gotten,” whispered his mom as she continued rubbing his cock. “It’s very, very hard to believe.”

“I… I can’t believe it either,” replied Mike.

Nice one, Casanova.

Laura was smiling, as though amused by her effect on him. She turned his face so that his eyes met hers, and then gave him a deep, hungry kiss. Their tongues flicked out in greeting, and Mike felt something give way inside of him.

I have to have her!

He leaned into the kiss, rolling so that his mom’s soft body was underneath him. Then he kissed her again, and again, and began to grind his cock against her crotch, with only their underwear blocking the way.

“Ooh,” cooed Laura. “That feels nice.”

Mike cupped her breasts, feeling the silky yet durable structure of her bra. Then with a slow, suspenseful movement, he pulled it down.

His mom’s nipples were perfect, tiny nubs dotting the centers of her big, voluptuous breasts. Mike let his hands rub over them and then took a sharp breath. He was on the verge of cumming early just from the sight, and it took a few deep breaths before he could focus enough to do anything else.

“It’s okay, sweetie,” she whispered. “Go as fast or slow as you’d like.”

Laura leaned her head against her hand and smiled at him, her bra creating a shelf underneath her naked breasts in the style of a pinup model or porn starlet. She slipped the fingers of her free hand into the waistband of Mike’s boxers and licked her lips. Slowly, she began to pull them down, letting his cock pop out of the elastic and into action.

“I don’t think you’ll be needing this,” she said, in an amused voice.

This is really happening. I can’t believe it.

Horniness overtook Mike in a powerful wave, pushing him into what came next. He collapsed onto his mom, kissing her upper chest, neck, and lips. Laura let out soft moan and arched her back.

Mike grabbed her panties more forcefully than he needed to and pulled down. His mom wiggled out of them, lifting her hips up as her breasts jiggled from the movement. Mike leaned back to give her space and watched as her pussy, neatly shaved, pink, and wet, came into view.

Laura smiled at him mischievously. She let her panties dangle from one ankle, and lifted her leg slightly up in the air. Then, she crossed her legs and pulled an arm over her breasts.

“This is what you’re used to, isn’t it,” she said, giggling.

Mike frowned, feeling disappointment welling up in his chest.

“I… what?”

“You’re so used to your prim, proper, and modest mother. Is that what you want?” Slowly, she let her arm slip down, letting one of her nipples reemerge into view. “Or is this what you want?”

Mike heard a growl escape his lips as he pushed forward. He kissed his mom and pulled her tight against him. Laura’s body immediately began to respond as the situation boiled over. She parted her legs, and Mike’s cock pushed into her cunt.

There was no lengthy preamble, or soft build up. Whether it was from the effects of the drug, or the forbidden nature of the encounter, or plain arousal, Mike had no idea. What he did know was that his mom’s pussy was wet, warm, and incredibly inviting. His cock shuddered as the full length of it went into her, and the two of them let out a cry of pleasure in unison.

“Oh!” cried Laura. “Oh god!”

Mike pulled back and then thrust in again, harder than he had the first time. He grabbed onto one of his mom’s boobs in one hand and the top of the bedframe with the other.

“Yes!” he shouted. Mike couldn’t control himself. The pleasure was too much, like something out the hottest sex dream. It felt like his first few experiences with pornography, back when he’d been young and horny and every bit of exposed skin was its own aphrodisiac. And his mother was right there, with him.

He thrust again, and again, building to a furious rhythm almost immediately. The bed shook as he banged his mom on top of it, and the mattress squeaked in delight. His body slapped against his mom in a lewd chorus, his cock practically snapping back and forth into her cunt.

I can’t stop myself this time!

Laura was biting her lip and staring up at him. She looked determined, aroused, enthralled, and ever so slightly ashamed. Seeing the shame on her face multiplied Mike’s own, and yet somehow, it only made him fuck her harder.

It was like pouring gasoline on a raging fire. Thoughts of the future and the past flew through his head. Mike remembered the way she used to tuck him in as a child. He thought about how they’d have to live with what was happening for the rest of their lives. He thought about her helping him with school work as a young teenager, and the illicit glances of her cleavage he’d steal that even back then he knew were wrong.

“Oh, honey!” Laura wrapped her legs around her son and tensed up. Mike grabbed her by the waist and repositioned her underneath him. Her legs came loose was he began thrusting more aggressively, and his mom let out a squeak as she reached her climax.

It’s only been a minute and she’s already had an orgasm.

“Mom!” Mike was lost in the act. A thin layer of sweat formed on both their bodies. He could smell his mother’s perfume, the same scent she’d always worn since he was a kid.

It was a dream, or a fantasy come true. Mike pumped his cock into her with the type of single-minded focus that only can arise out of the most primal of impulses. He kissed his mom again, and then surprisingly, felt her jerk away from him.

She looked at him, and there was even more shame in her eyes than there had been before. She looked at him like a mother looks at her misbehaving child. She looked at him as though he was getting into trouble, and she was letting it happen out of a misguided, unshakeable love for him.

“Sweetie,” whispered his mother. “You’re doing it.”

I am doing it. And now that the effects of the drug have worn off, she can see what it really is.

Laura didn’t stop him, and that was good. Mike wasn’t sure that he could have stopped himself if he’d wanted to. He continued thrusting at a frenetic pace, grunting and growling at the primal pleasure of it. His mother was blushing now, and it spread to Mike like a virus.

He heard Danica’s voice in the back of his head, mixed in with the voices of other passengers of the cruise, and his friends back home. They were mocking him, laughing at what he was doing, pointing to him and his gorgeous, naked mother as the two of them violated one of the most deep-seated taboos.

“It’s okay.” Laura reached up a hand and cupped her son’s cheek. “It’s okay.”

She bit her lip, a bit of the fire of desire returning to her eyes. Mike felt her moving her hips up to meet his cock as he continued to pump. He was starting to get tired, and the tiny effort on her part gave him a burst of lustful energy.

She’s taking care of me, like a mother.

“Oh god!” Mike wrapped his arms underneath his mom and buried his face in the nape of her neck. He pumped his cock into her again, and again, and then one final time.

Hot, sticky seed spurted out of his cock, filling his mother’s pussy with a larger load than any he’d ever shot before. It overflowed out onto the bed sheets as the pleasure hit Mike, enough pleasure to make him moan, to make his muscles twitch, to turn him into a quivering little boy on top of her.

Laura stroked his hair softly as he came. She brought her lips to his ear and breathed hot words into it.

“I love you, honey.”








  
 




 
   

CHAPTER 17
Mike was under the covers, and the room was empty when he woke up. He blinked a couple of times and then slowly sat up in bed.

Laura was nowhere to be seen. For a moment, Mike thought that it had all been a dream, right up until he glanced down at the floor and saw their scattered clothes.

That… really happened.

He shook his head and then smiled to himself. Things would never be the same again between them, but he was glad for it. It felt as though something had been released, let out into the open. Now the two of them could be honest with each other in a new way. 

Mike climbed out of bed and pulled his clothes on. He walked over to the door, slipped his shoes on, and then stepped out into the hallway. It wasn’t until he’d started walking toward the outside deck that he realized that he could hear the faint noise of the ship’s engine.

We’re moving again. We’ll be home soon enough.

He wasn’t sure what that meant for him, and thinking about it gave him a small headache. Laura was his stepmom. His dad, though typically too busy traveling for work to be around much, was still part of the picture.

This was probably just a one-time thing. I need to put it behind me as soon as possible.

Mike was halfway to the door outside when he heard someone call to him from the other side of the hall.

“Michael Grant.” Captain Michelle’s voice echoed across the cabin doors. “I think we should have one final talk.”

The tone of her voice reminded Mike of something he’d almost forgotten about. She was still in possession of the video, the one she’d been using to blackmail him.

Does it even matter now? I did what she wanted, didn’t I?

“What do you need to talk to me about?” Mike asked. He frowned as he walked over to the older woman.

“You’ve done a lot for me over the past few days,” she said. “And I haven’t been fair to you in any sense of the word.”

Mike shrugged.

“It is what it is,” he said. “If you want to make it up to me, just give me the video.”

Mike knew that he could tell her about what had happened between him and his mom if he really wanted to. She’d believe him. He knew that she would. But it felt wrong. It was their memory, not hers, and he didn’t want to share it.

“I’m going to do one better than that,” said Captain Michelle. “The video has already been deleted. Here’s the last physical copy of it, in case you want it for your own purposes.”

She handed him a tiny thumb drive, and then pulled something else out of her pocket.

“And these are two ‘golden tickets’.” She placed two cruise ship tickets in his hands. “It’s a silly name, I know, but appropriate. They’ll let you and your mother board as many Goddess Cruise Line vacations as you want, for free, with no strings attached.”

Mike raised an eyebrow.

“Why are you giving me these?” he asked. “After what we’ve been through here, what makes you’d think we’d ever want to go on another cruise.”

Captain Michelle winked at him, and then turned to walk away.

“Oh, I don’t know.” She waved a hand over her shoulder. “Intuition, I guess. I get the feeling that you and your mom will leave feeling quite satisfied.”

Mike watched her walk away and then headed out on deck.

He found his mom against the second-floor railing, staring out at the ship’s wake. Mike walked over slowly and took up a spot beside her, feeling strangely awkward.

“Uh, hey,” he said, feeling an embarrassing weight settling over her words.

“Hey honey.” Laura turned and smiled at him. “Captain Michelle offered to let us use her table at the restaurant again. Are you hungry?”

“Uh, sure…” Mike found himself at a loss for words. He pulled the tickets out of her pocket and handed her one.

“This… did the captain give you this?” Laura looked at him, still smiling.

“Yeah,” he said. “In case we want to go on another cruise.”

The meaning behind his words was clear enough, even though he hadn’t intended to imply anything.

In case we want to be together again, as mother and son, and as lovers.

“And I thought I’d have to save up for our next trip.” Laura leaned in close and kissed him on the cheek. “We will come again. If you want to, of course.”

Mike nodded and felt a grin spread across his face.

“Yeah, I do,” he said.

He turned, and watched as the sun slowly set off in the distance.
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FREE EXCERPT FROM AFTER THE FALL: CLOSE AND CONFINED



CHAPTER 1
“A couple more explosions would have been nice, but yeah, it was good.”

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

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

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

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

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

“It was good.”

Jack nodded. 

Short and sweet, that’s Mitch for you.

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

Jack opened his mouth to respond and then held back. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

Jack turned his head to glare at him. 

Lucky? Is that really what you think?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

That’s the third time this week…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

There’s Mars, and…

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

That’s…

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

My god!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It’s so much bigger than it just was!

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

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

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

“We don’t have time!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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








  
 




 
   

CHAPTER 2
“What’s going on?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Good question.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What the…”

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

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

I can’t believe it either.

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

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

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

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

Rebecca just shook her head.

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

Maybe…

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

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

Was he really this paranoid?

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

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

“It’s a kitchen…” said Jack. “Huh.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Jesus Christ…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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








  
 




 
   

CHAPTER 3
The silence of the shelter’s main room was eerie and almost deafening in its emptiness. Jack’s heart was pounding in his chest, the only noise audible to him against silence. Rebecca had taken a seat on the bed, sitting with her legs crossed and hands folded, as though she was waiting for a kitchen timer to go off.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

CONNECTION FAILED

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Rebecca shook her head.

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

Jack had already started up to the hatch.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

This isn’t something I should be thinking about…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Okay mom. Thanks.”

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