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   This is a work of fiction. All names, characters, places and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or persons is entirely coincidental. This work is intended for adults only. It contains substantial sexually explicit language and scenes that may be considered offensive by some readers.
 
    
 
    
 
   “I’m overloaded with homework tonight, what about you?”
 
   Brad was walking with his best friend Kevin through the quad of their college. The sun was setting, and it was gearing up to be a fun Friday night, at least for him.
 
   “I am done for the week!” said Brad, smiling. “I was hoping to find a decent party to hit up, off campus…”
 
   At 18 years old, Brad was mostly concerned with the same things as any young, teenage, college freshman. He wanted to have fun, and if that included drinking and hook ups, then so be it.
 
   “Of course you are,” said Kevin, rolling his eyes. “You’ve been blathering on about how you want to put your single dorm room to good use since the fall.”
 
   Due to some organizational issues on the part of the housing staff, Brad had ended up having a room to himself. Typically the only way freshmen got those was by paying extra, but he had gotten his for the same price as sharing a double.
 
   “It is pretty convenient,” Brad replied. “Anyway, if you manage to get your homework done, hit me up. It’s going to be a fun night!”
 
   The two said their goodbyes and split off from each other. Brad headed back to his dorm room, already high on the feeling of being done for the week and his expectations of the weekend. His room was on the top floor of an apartment just off the edge of campus, and happened to be one of the few that didn’t require special key cards to get into the lobby of. He walked inside, and his jaw almost dropped at what he spotted waiting for him by the elevators.
 
   “Brad!” his step mom shouted to him as he walked over, still in a state of shock and disbelief.
 
   “Mom? What are you doing here?”
 
   Michelle had been Brad’s step mom for almost ten years. She was the only real mother he had ever known, as his biological one had died during child birth. He always thought that his dad had been lucky to snag someone like her, and as he grew older, he had begun to appreciate her even more.
 
   She was a beautiful woman, with large, full breasts and medium length blond hair. Her face was the type that would be right at home amongst super models, and her figure had curves in all the right places and a tremendous looking butt. Brad had been forced to deal with more than a few snide remarks from his friends in high school about what they would love to do to her.
 
   “I told you I was going to stop by and visit you!” Michelle said, beaming at him as he walked over. “Your father is out of town for the weekend, and it’s boring back at the house.”
 
   She threw her arms around him as he approached her. Brad could feel her soft breasts pushing against his chest. She was a petite woman, which made them seem even bigger and more amazing on her frame. He had to focus on breathing to keep himself calm as he reciprocated her embrace.
 
   “You could have given me a heads up!” he said to her, smiling. “It is nice to see you, though. What hotel are you staying at?”
 
   “None! I’m staying with you!” she said to him triumphantly. She leaned out of the hug and then stood up to her fullest to kiss him on the cheek. It ended up slightly off target, due to the difference in their heights, and caught Brad on the edge of his lips.
 
   Brad took a second to contemplate her response, and realized that he must have misheard her.
 
   “Uh, what did you just say, mom?” He asked her in disbelief.
 
   “I’m staying with you!” she said, grinning. “You’re always bragging about how you managed to snag a single occupant dorm room, I figured that it would be the perfect way for us to spend some quality time together, and get a little bit closer.”
 
   Brad just stared at her. He honestly couldn’t think of what to say.
 
   “Besides, your father has been stingy with his credit card, as of late,” she said. “This will save me a ton of money.”
 
   “You can’t be serious!” Brad said, finally snapped out of his confusion. “There is no way this is going to work! I, I only have one bed!”
 
   “Oh, relax,” his mom replied, rubbing his arm in a gentle and sensual manner. “It’s just for one night, I’m sure we’ll be fine sharing.”
 
   Brad opened his mouth to object, but realized that the lobby had filled up with people. The last thing he wanted was to publicize the fact that he was hosting his mom in his dorm room. He grabbed her by the hand and pulled her over to the elevators.
 
   “Come on, let’s talk about this upstairs,” he said to her disdainfully.
 
    
 
    
 
   They stepped into the elevator. Brad punched in the number for his floor and stood next to his mom, a tense silence descending into the enclosed space.
 
   “Look, I didn’t mean to spring this on you at the last second,” Michelle said to him. “It just kind of happened that way.”
 
   Brad said nothing. The fact that she was here and looking to stay with him seemed to flip his weekend upside down. He had worked hard to take care of everything earlier that weak precisely so that he could have some time to himself. His mom being here seemed to rob him of his reward.
 
   “It’s okay, mom,” he said to her. “We’ll work things out…”
 
   They elevator dinged, and the door opened. Brad stepped out into the hallway and led his mom down towards his room. As they approached, he saw something that gave him his second shock of the day.
 
   “Kayla, hey!” he said to the girl who was waiting in front of the locked door into his dorm.
 
   “Brad, perfect timing,” she said to him, smiling. “I came to invite you to Justin’s party tonight,”
 
   Kayla was a pretty girl, with a nice body, medium sized breasts, and a peppy personality. She had been Brad’s crush since the beginning of the year, when they sat next to each other during one of the freshman seminars.
 
   “I would love to go,” he said. “I just need to, well, take care of a couple of things, first.”
 
   Kayla seemed to notice Michelle behind him for the first time. The two smiled at each other.
 
   “Is this, uh…” began Kayla, unsure of what to say.
 
   “Kayla, this is my mom, Michelle,” he said to her. “Mom, this is Kayla.”
 
   Brad’s mom stepped towards Kayla and shook her hand. Brad found that he was blushing fiercely. The whole situation was just beyond embarrassing for him.
 
   “Nice to meet you Kayla,” she said. “Brad didn’t mention that he had found a pretty girlfriend.”
 
   “What, oh no…” Kayla said, beginning to blush along with Brad.
 
   “She’s not! Mom, we’re just friends!” Brad said urgently. They hadn’t even made it inside his room yet, and already she was causing problems. He put his hand on his forehead and fought off the urge to start shouting.
 
   “Oh, I’m sorry,” she said. “I just assumed, silly me,”
 
   Kayla smiled politely, still beet red.
 
   “Anyway, I just came to tell you about the party,” she said. “I guess if your mom is here, I probably won’t be seeing you, huh?”
 
   “Oh, don’t be silly sweetie,” said Michelle with a smile. “I’m not that much older than all of you, I wouldn’t mind coming with.”
 
   “Uh, okay,” said Kayla. “Anyway, I’ll see you later Brad,”
 
   “Yeah, see you later,” he replied, embarrassed and shell shocked.
 
   He opened the door to his room without looking at his mother and stepped inside. She followed behind him, and set the bag she had been carrying down next to his bed.
 
   “You don’t mind me tagging along with you, do you Brad?” she asked him in a sweet, motherly tone.
 
   “To be honest, I do mom,” he said to her. “It’s a college party, and they tend to get pretty crazy…”
 
   “Oh?” she said, curiously. “And just what happens at them to make them so crazy?”
 
   She was standing only about a foot away from Brad, right in front of him. For a second, he thought about the parties he’d been to in the past. The rampant drinking and sex composed the lion’s share of his memories. He thought about adding his mom into that equation and felt a strange mixture of embarrassment and arousal sweep over him.
 
   “Nothing, mom,” he said to her. “Whatever, it’s a free country, and you can do what you want. Just don’t expect me to be babysitting you, or even acknowledging you while we’re there.”
 
   “I’m a grown woman, Brad,” she said to him. “I know how to have fun on my own,”
 
    
 
    
 
   For the next couple of hours, Brad and his mom just hung around his dorm room. He had also lucked out in that his room had a small bathroom and shower attached to it, shared with one of the other singles next door. His mom unpacked the few things that she had brought with her, and then turned on the TV. For a little while, they both lied on the couch and watched it.
 
   “Do you want to go out to eat before we get the night started?” she asked him.
 
   “Mom, I would much prefer that we keep a low profile,” he said to her. She was lying right next to him, and Brad couldn’t help but notice that the angle she was at gave him an amazing view of her cleavage. His cock stirred at the thought and he did his best to push it out of his mind.
 
   “Why are you being like this?” she said to him. “This is going to be fun! I’m sure the guys at the party won’t mind having me around…”
 
   That much was true, and it also made Brad feel a little sick to his stomach. His mom was a bombshell, and the thought of how many of the frat boys would be ogling her and hitting on her made him very uncomfortable. He assured himself mentally that there is no way anything could happen, his mom was just a harmless flirt, and plus, he would be there, too.
 
   “Mom, don’t get any weird ideas into your head,” he said to her. He leaned closer and brought his face right up to hers as he spoke the words, an action that made him suddenly aware of just how close their bodies were together.
 
   “Just what are you talking about exactly, young man?” she said to him, with a playful tone in her voice. “Are you worried about me getting into trouble?”
 
   His mom’s hand began to massage his thigh, and he felt his cock spring to attention. It was bizarre to him, and he had to do mental gymnastics to keep from consciously allowing himself to be turned on by her.
 
   “Yeah mom, I am worried,” he said. They were slowly inching towards each other, and the room was tense, as though some type of sexual bomb was about to go off.
 
   “We are going to be back here by 10 PM at the latest,” he said to her. “That way, we’ll avoid the part when things start to get really out of control.”
 
   “Oh you are no fun!” she said to him, flicking her finger across his crotch. The action almost made Brad lose control and cum in his pants. He breathed slowly, and tried to calm down his racing heart.
 
   “Anyway, I’m going to take a shower,” his mom said to him. “And change into some more appropriate evening clothes.”
 
   She got up, grabbed a towel from his clean clothes pile, and walked into the bathroom, shutting the door behind her.
 
    
 
    
 
   Brad had a moment to himself to think about the situation. He had trouble imagining having his mother accompany him to a party, honestly. It just seemed too bizarre. Michelle had always been a rather social and fun loving woman, but she was still his mom. What would his friends think?
 
   That was another issue, entirely. His mom’s body and sensual nature was already more than enough to get him worked up on occasion. Could he really trust his friends to keep their hands to themselves? These thoughts and many others were still on his mind several minutes later when he heard the shower turn off. The door opened just a moment after, and his mom walked into his dorm room wearing nothing but a towel.
 
   Brad’s jaw almost dropped when he saw her. The towel he had left in the bathroom was on the tinier side, somewhere between being regular and hand sized. She had it wrapped around her chest, but it only just barely made it all the way round. A slit was left open, cutting down her side not unlike a certain risqué style of dress.
 
   On top of that, it only managed to reach down to about hip level. His mom’s womanhood and butt were covered, but he got a feeling that if she bent over to pick anything up, he would have a full frontal view.
 
   “Hey honey,” she said to him as though everything was completely normal. “I left my clothes out here, do you mind?”
 
   “Uh, no, of course not,” he said, scrambling to grab her bag and bring it over to her. “Let me know if there is anything else you need, uh, in the bathroom. You know, for me to do or anything.”
 
   He blushed furiously. His mom had never had this much of an effect on him before. He felt like he was talking to Kayla, or one of his many other crushes from high school. It was hard for him to even string words together sensibly.
 
   “And just what kind of help would you have to offer, hmm?” she said. She put the bag down, and then stepped towards him. Brad could see the cleavage of her tits, which were fighting to pop out of the top of the towel. She walked over to where he stood, and got just a little too close to him. Brad felt his cock quickly pop into an erection, and more than anything he wanted to rip the towel off his mom and…
 
   He shook his head slightly, and forced the thoughts out of his mind. This was his mother that he was thinking about! Guilt swept over him for a second, and then he realized that his mom was still standing there, smiling coyly and observing him.
 
   “Uh,” he said to her, cutting through the hot tension in the room. “Are you going to head back into the bathroom?”
 
   “I guess so,” said his mom, turning and walking back towards the door. “For now, at least. I can’t wait, honey. This is going to be so much fun!”
 
   It took her about 15 more minutes to get dressed and fix her make up. When she finally came out of the bathroom, Brad was a little surprised by what she was wearing.
 
   Forgoing her usual modest and professional clothing, Michelle had chosen to wear a small, low cut shirt that clearly showed off her cleavage, and a pair of very tiny and very tight shorts. It was hard for him to look at her without becoming aroused.
 
   “Are you sure that’s what you want to wear, mom?” he asked her nervously.
 
   “Of course, honey,” she said, smiling. “We are going to a party, aren’t we?”
 
    
 
    
 
   It was already getting dark. Brad quickly changed into a nicer t-shirt, and then the two set off. The party was located a couple of blocks away from his dorm. He briefly considered asking his mom to drive, but something about having her bring him there seemed even lamer than showing up with her in tow.
 
   The street the house was on was one notorious for wild college kids and loud parties. In typical Friday night fashion, they were able to spot where it was being held from several hundred yards away, with music blaring and people gathered outside. Brad led his mom up to the door, in front of which stood a burly looking guy.
 
   “Sorry man,” he said to Brad. “We’re at capacity.”
 
   “Are you sure you can’t fit just two more?” asked Michelle from behind him. She stepped forward, and Brad could only watch as the bouncer blatantly checked out her body. She stood close to him, and pushed her huge breasts towards his face, giving him a clear view down her shirt.
 
   “Uh, I guess two more wouldn’t hurt,” he said. “I’ll be coming inside in a little bit, maybe me and you should grab a drink?”
 
   Brad’s mom smiled at him, and then the two walked through the door.
 
   The house was packed full of people. Loud electronica dance music blared from speakers in the living room, and everywhere he looked, Brad could see red cups in people’s hands. A beer pong table was set up in the kitchen, with just enough room on each side to let people play. As he glanced around, looking for a keg, the host of the party, Justin, came up to him.
 
   “Hey, good to see you Brad,” he said, smiling and stepping towards Michelle. “Care to introduce me to your friend?”
 
   Before Brad could say anything, his mom stepped up to Justin and shook his hand.
 
   “My name is Michelle, I’m actually Brad’s mother,” she said to him, with a devious smile. “It’s so nice to meet you,”
 
   “Oh the pleasure is all mine,” said Justin. The two of them were staring intensely at each other, and the sexual implications of it made Brad feel like jumping out of his skin.
 
   “If the night goes right, I get the feeling it will be both of ours,” said Brad’s mom, licking her lips.
 
   “Why don’t we go get a drink, and talk somewhere quiet?” asked Justin.
 
   “Mom!” yelled Justin. “Can we talk for a bit, in the kitchen?”
 
   Brad forcefully pulled his mother away from Justin and towards the doorway. He could tell that her gaze lingered on him even as they were moving. He pushed her into a spot next to the fridge, and turned to face her.
 
   “Can you just be low key?” he asked her, more than a little frustrated. “Hitting on my friends is not really acceptable behavior.”
 
   “He was hitting on me, sweetie,” she said to him. “And I was just being polite. You know that I would never let it get too far.”
 
   “Alright, that’s all I wanted to hear,” he said. “Come on, let’s find the keg and get some drinks.”
 
    
 
    
 
   It didn’t take them long, at least not to locate the booze. A long line was pouring out of the inside garage door. Brad and his mom both stood in the back of it, watching the party play out for a couple of minutes, until finally they got a chance to both get a drink.
 
   “Hey isn’t that the girl that invited you?” his mom suddenly asked him, pointing across the room.
 
   Brad turned, and saw that Kayla was standing across the room, looking slightly out of place.
 
   “I’ll be back in a couple of minutes, mom,” he said to her. “Try to stay out of trouble.”
 
   “Don’t worry about me, sweetie,” she replied with a laugh.
 
   He walked over to Kayla, and she smiled when she saw him approaching.
 
   “Hey there,” he said to her. “Thanks for inviting me,”
 
   “No prob,” she said. “Honestly, I always feel really shy at these things. It’s nice to have someone around to talk to.”
 
   They chatted for a little bit. The music was blaringly loud, and the action around them was wild and raucous. Eventually, the two of them meandered their way over to the beer pong table, where a new game was starting. Brad almost did a double take when he saw the teams. Justin and his mom were playing against two members of the football team.
 
   “Who is the girl, Justin?” asked one of the players. “She has a smoking hot body.”
 
   Michelle gave the guy a smile that made Brad feel more than a little uncomfortable.
 
   “You’re never going to believe this, but she’s Brad’s mom!” said Justin. Brad’s cheeks flushed red with embarrassment. He couldn’t see what was going on because of the table blocking some of his view, but it looked like Justin had just squeezed his mom’s ass.
 
   “Oh stop that, tonight I’m just Michelle,” she said, obviously enjoying the attention. “Now let’s play. Unless you boys don’t think you can handle me?”
 
   “Oh, I think we’ll be able to handle you just fine!” said the football player.
 
   The object of the game was to throw more ping pong balls across the table and into the opposing team’s cups. For every cup a team lost, they had to drink a half cup of beer. At first, the game was a back and forth affair, with both Michelle and Justin being able to hold their own. After a while, the situation began to shift.
 
   “Are you ready for this?” asked the football player. He threw his ball and it arced through the air gracefully, landing directly in one of the few remaining cups.
 
   “Oh man,” said Michelle. “It’s my turn to drink, isn’t it? Boy, it’s getting hot in here.”
 
   She quickly drank her beer, and then unexpectedly pulled her shirt off over her head, exposing her big, bra clad boobs to the entire party.
 
   “Nice, Michelle,” said Justin.
 
   “How about when you lose the game, I give you some pointers on it in one of the upstairs room?” said the football player, with a cocky smile.
 
   “Oh, we’ll have to see about that,” said Michelle.
 
   Brad was having an awful time. He felt like his stomach was about to turn. All he could do was hope that he could get his mom out of the party and back to his dorm room before things got too out of hand.
 
   “Hey, you look terrible,” whispered Kayla. “Do you want to go sit out on the porch for a bit?”
 
   “Yeah, that sounds good,” said Brad. He didn’t know if it was alright to leave his mom alone, but figured that she would have to control herself and put a stop to things at some point. He walked with Kayla towards the front door.
 
   The front porch was mostly empty, with one or two people hovering around smoking cigarettes and talking off to the side. The party had quieted down a bit since Brad and his mom had arrived. He sat down on the steps with Kayla, and the two of them were silent for a while.
 
   “I’m really glad you came,” she said to him.
 
   “Thanks,” he said, turning to meet her gaze. She was beautiful, and seemed to be radiating energy towards him.
 
   “It was really sweet of you to bring your mom along,” she said. “I mean, she seems like she’s having a good time,”
 
   “Yeah, you’re right…”
 
   They were quiet again for a while. Kayla turned towards him, and leaned her face in slightly. He looked into his eyes, and brought his face to hers. The two of them shared a passionate kiss, and Brad felt electricity flow through his body. Suddenly, loud laughter was erupting from inside the party. Brad turned, and got up.
 
   “Wait, just hang out here with me,” she said to him. “There’s no reason to go inside.”
 
   Brad felt the hairs on the back of his neck stand up. Paranoia began to course through him.
 
   “Why do you want me to stay outside so badly?”
 
   “I just, I mean, they told me to take you outside, for a bit…”
 
   Brad glared at her, and then turned back towards the front door. He pulled it open, and walked inside. What he saw as he made his way into the living room made him stop dead in his tracks.
 
    
 
    
 
   His mom was on the couch, next to Justin and the football player. Her bra was off, and her gorgeous breasts hung exposed for the entire room to see. Brad felt his cock surge up as he looked at them. He tried to push his way through the crowd, but couldn’t get through the throng of guys surrounding them.
 
   “You lost the game, Michelle,” said the football player. “I think you need to give me something as a reward.”
 
   She was rubbing her hand on his crotch, and Brad could see a huge bulge in his pants.
 
   “Oh yeah? Like what?” asked Michelle, coyly. “What is it you want me to do for you, mister football stud?”
 
   The football player began to unzip his pants. He pulled his huge cock out, and Brad, along with the rest of the room, had to watch as his mom wrapped her hand around it. She slowly brought her lips down to it, and then…
 
   “Stop!”
 
   Brad threw himself through the crowd and towards his mom. She managed to get one lick in on the football player’s cock, and then Brad’s fist collided with his jaw. He fell in a crumpled heap to the ground. Brad quickly pulled his mom off the couch and began dragging her to the door.
 
   “The show’s over,” Brad said. “Fuck all of you,”
 
   Michelle was resisting, but Brad’s grip on her was strong. After picking her shirt and bra up and handing them to her, he forcefully led her out the door and down the drive way.
 
   “Honey, what is wrong with you?” she said to him angrily. “It was just a game. I wasn’t really going to do anything.”
 
   “Fuck you mom,” he said. “What the fuck were you thinking?”
 
   The two of them were silent for most of the walk back to his dorm. Michelle stopped struggling and walked on her own, but was clearly pouting intensely for the entire way back.
 
   They made their way through the lobby, and into an elevator. As soon as the door closed, Brad felt his body surge with rage. He was still in disbelief over what he had seen.
 
   “What the fuck, mom…” he said, not looking at her. “How could you…?”
 
   “How could I what, honey?” she said, moving closer to him. “How could I let all of those guys, those hot, young guys, hit on me, and feel me up?”
 
   Brad didn’t say anything. His mom moved until her body was pushing against his.
 
   “How could I make their cocks hard like that?” she whispered in his ear. “You know, I was stroking off Justin underneath the table every time it wasn’t our turn in the game. I wanted to suck their cocks, I wanted one of them to take me and-“
 
   “Shut up!” Brad grabbed his mom and pushed her against the back of the elevator. “You slut!”
 
   He felt his cock throb at the thought of his mom servicing all of his friends at the party, and did the only thing his emotions would let him. He pushed up against his mom and kissed her deeply. He felt her resist for a second, and then her tongue pushed into his mouth in response.
 
   The elevator door opened. It seemed to break them both out of their state. Michelle looked at him, confused. 
 
   “What…” she said, in disbelief. “What did you just do?”
 
   Brad grabbed his mom by the wrist tightly and began pulling her towards his dorm room.
 
   “You want to be a slut mom, that’s fine by me,” he said to her. “Let’s see how you like being my slut.”
 
    
 
    
 
   Michelle was silent. Brad looked back at her and saw that her jaw was dropped open. He stopped in front of his door, quickly unlocked it, and pulled her inside.
 
   “Honey, this is going too far,” she said. “I’m sorry for teasing you before. I wasn’t really going to let any of them do anything too bad. You understand, right? This can’t happen.”
 
   Brad didn’t say anything. Instead, he unbuckled his pants, and pulled out his rock hard cock. His mom had one hand over her mouth as she looked at it.
 
   “That’s right mom,” he said. “You know what I want, give it to me. I’m sure you’ll enjoy it.”
 
   Michelle didn’t move. Brad stepped towards her, and pushed her shoulders down, dropping her to her knees. She stared dumbly at his cock. He pushed his hips forward and slapped her in the face with it, and then pushed it between her lips.
 
   “Mmph…” Michelle said, moaning slightly. She didn’t resist, and began sucking his cock, slowly at first, with a blank look on her face.
 
   “Oh yeah mom, that’s right,” he said to her. “Suck my cock.”
 
   Michelle did as she was told. She began greedily slurping on his pole, using her tongue to massage the bottom of his shaft and bobbing her head back and forth energetically. Brad savored the feeling, and thought back to the party, and her whore like behavior.
 
   “This is what you get, you slut,” he said to her as she sucked. “You’re going to be my slut from now on, and only mine,”
 
   His mom pulled her lips off his cock and looked up at him.
 
   “Don’t get the wrong idea, young man,” she said. “I’m only doing this to calm you down. You will not cum in my mouth, or on me, and you will not be doing anything else sexually with me tonight. I think we’ve both had too much to drink.”
 
   She moved to start sucking his cock again, and Brad grabbed her roughly by the shoulders and hair.
 
   “No, Brad,” she said as he pushed her towards his bed. “What are you doing?”
 
   “Teaching you a lesson that you should have learned a long time ago,” he said, pulling her shirt and bra off of her. 
 
   She glared at him, and then smiled in a condescending and bitchy way.
 
   “You don’t have it in you,” she said. “You’re too scared to fuck your mommy, aren’t you? Here, let me make it easy, even.”
 
   She pulled down her shorts and stepped out of her panties. His mom lied down on his bed and spread her legs wide, taunting him with her eyes.
 
   “If you think you’re man enough to fuck me, go right ahead,” she said. “”But we both know you don’t have the balls.”
 
   Brad’s cock was rock hard, harder than it had ever been before in his life. He smiled, and then climbed on top of his mom, and without hesitation, plunged his cock roughly inside her pussy. She was already a little wet, but her cunt was so tight that it took a good deal of pressure for him to get it all the way in.
 
   “Oh god!” cried his mom. “You’re, you’re really doing it?”
 
   “What did you expect, mom?” he said. “I’m going to fuck you tonight, and from now on,”
 
   He thrust deep inside her, and then kissed her. His mom kissed him back, passionately. She was thrusting her hips up to meet each of his strokes now, and he could tell that she was enjoying it, in a guilty sort of way.
 
   “Oh god, you’re fucking your own mom!” she cried as he pounded into her.
 
   “That’s right mom,” he whispered into her ear. “Your own son is fucking you like a slut, and loving every second of it.”
 
   “Oh god!” cried Michelle, her body tensing up and going into orgasm. “This is so wrong, this is so wrong…”
 
   Brad was going at a fast pace now. His mother’s pussy felt amazing. There was nothing else like it. All of the guilt and shame of the taboo seemed to convert itself into sexual lust. There was no way he could stop now, or ever. His mom was going to be his whore whenever he wanted from that point on, there was no way around it.
 
   He fucked her harder and harder, his hips beginning to pump on their own, without instruction. Her cunt was tightening from her orgasm, and it made Brad feel like his cock was being squeezed and jerked off inside her. He pulled his member almost all of the way out of her, and hen thrust it in as deep as it would go, feeling the sensation of her tightness closing over him.
 
   “Please, don’t cum inside me,” she said to him. “This is wrong…”
 
   “Don’t worry mom, I won’t” he said, feeling his orgasm building.
 
   He was over the point of no return, and true to his word, he didn’t cum inside her. Brad pulled his dick out, and then roughly dragged his mom’s head up by her hair. He face fucked her mouth and luscious lips for a second, and then let his cock explode its white hot load of cum all over her pretty face. He collapsed back onto his dorm bed and his mom lied down next to him, utterly defiled.
 
   “Go get cleaned up,” he said to her. She nodded and then slowly began to make her way to the bathroom.
 
   “What do we do now, Brad?” she asked him. “What are we going to do?”
 
   “I already told you,” he said to her. “You’re my slut now.”
 
    
 
   END
 
    
 
   If you enjoyed this story, click here to sign up for my mailing list and hear about the next one. 
 
   Thanks for reading!
 
   Anya Merchant 
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   “Oh, come on Christie! You can’t do this to me!”
 
   “I’m sorry Jared! My family is having a barbecue. Can’t we go camping some other time?”
 
   Jared Vargas was on the phone with his girlfriend. At eighteen years old, and as a recent high school graduate, he was ready to enjoy the summer and have some fun. As always, a complication had seemed to arise from nowhere.
 
   “We’ll only be gone for a single night, babe,” he said, still intent on convincing her. “Just think of how much fun it will be!”
 
   “I’m sorry Jared. I’ll see you later on in the week, okay?”
 
   There was a click on the other side of the receiver. Jared always hated when his girlfriend hung up on him. It was her nuclear option for winning arguments from afar. He put his phone into his pocket, and sighed, frustrated.
 
   He had gone out of his way to buy everything they needed. Packed into the back of his truck, he currently had a two person pop tent, fire starting equipment, a pot for boiling water, a small grill for cooking food, food to go with the grill, and various other odds and ends. He had essentially everything he needed to have a blast out in the woods, except for a date.
 
   “Hey honey,” he heard his mom call from downstairs. “Can I make you breakfast before you go?” 
 
   Rachel Vargas was Jared’s adopted mother. She had raised him ever since he was a baby, and was the only parent he had ever known. She had always been a single mother, and she cared more about him more than he could imagine that two parents from a regular family ever could.
 
   “I’ll be down in a minute, mom,” he called back. It was still early in the morning, and Christie’s call had woken him out of a very sensual dream. He had the remnants of a bad case of morning wood in between his legs, and as he found shorts and a t-shirt to throw on, he decided that he should take the time to take care of it.
 
   He got onto his computer and pulled up a video off a porn streaming website. It was of an older woman with a younger man, and soon enough he found his rock hard cock begging for release. He began to stroke himself to the video, watching as the woman began to suck the man’s dick enthusiastically.
 
   “Honey, I folded some of your clothes for you,” Rachel called into the room.
 
   Jared panicked, and managed to quickly close the browser window, but he couldn’t hide his exposed erection before she opened the door. His mom saw him with his rock hard cock in hand, and her jaw dropped open, cheeks flushing crimson red.
 
   “Oh, uh…I’m sorry!” she said, turning around.
 
   “Oh my god sorry mom!” he said to her, embarrassed. He quickly stuffed his cock back into his shorts and tried to tuck it hide it in a way that would make it a little less blatant, with no luck.
 
   “I was just going to drop off some clothes for you, I didn’t see anything…” said Rachel. She slowly turned back to face him and dropped the clothes on his bed. Jared noticed that she was only wearing a light pink oversized night shirt that hung down just below her butt, looking almost like a dress on his mom. She was a petite woman, with long blond hair, big breasts for her size, and a butt that seemed unreal for a woman in her mid-thirties.
 
   “Oh, okay,” he said. “Thanks mom…”
 
   There was a tense silence in the room for a moment. For some strange reason, Jared felt his cock throb as he looked at his mom, with her huge tits clearly visible against her shirt. He wasn’t completely sure, but he thought that he could see the outline of her nipples poking through.
 
   “Were you, uhm, were you busy, before I came in?” his mom asked.
 
   Jared had no idea how to respond. He just stared at his mom, feeling like she had seen something that had not only shocked her, but had maybe also peeked her curiosity, ever so slightly.
 
   “Because it’s okay if you were,” she said, continuing. “I just saw you with you big thing out like that, and figured…”
 
   “Yeah mom, I was,” said Jared. He felt himself going to very strange place in his mind. He wanted his mom to know, and found himself being glad that she saw him. “I do that, sometimes, when I need to.”
 
   “I know, I mean, I know that guys do that,” his mom said. “You’re a big boy now. It’s just something that you do.”
 
   There was another silence, and Jared was pretty sure that his mom was glancing down at his still erect penis. Her cheeks blushed red again, and then she smiled.
 
   “I’m going to go finish up with breakfast, sweetie,” she said to him
 
   “Thanks mom,”
 
   Rachel stepped closer to him and pulled him into a hug. He hesitated at first, and then wrapped his arms around her in response. Her tits felt amazingly soft against his chest, and Jared found himself wondering what they would feel like to cup in his hands and grope. His cock was rock hard, even harder than it had been when he was watching the video. It pushed against his mother’s stomach. He pulled her closer against him and felt his cock slide up and lie flat against her body.
 
   “I love you, sweetie,” Rachel whispered to him.
 
   “I love you too, mom,” he said back to her.
 
   They continued hugging. It seemed like the embrace went on for ages before they finally parted. His mom smiled at him, and then left his room. Jared took a minute to breath and tried to calm his lower half down.
 
    
 
    
 
   He headed downstairs and into the kitchen. Rachel turned towards him and beamed as he walked over, as if the entire incident upstairs had ever happened. He sat down at the kitchen table and looked at his mom, who was busy frying eggs on the stove.
 
   “What’s for breakfast?” he asked her.
 
   “Eggs and toast, as usual,” his mom said. “But I’m also going to cook you up some bacon, to send you off right for your camping trip.”
 
   Jared frowned, remembering the phone call from earlier.
 
   “I’m not even sure if I’m going to go, at this point,” he said. “Christie dropped out at the last second…”
 
   “Well can’t you find someone else to go with?” Rachel asked him, her voice full of motherly concern.
 
   “I honestly can’t think of anyone else,” he said. “The tent is tiny and it would suck having to share it with another guy, and Christie would flip out if I went camping with another girl.”
 
   “What about me?” his mom asked.
 
   Jared stared at her, dumbfounded.
 
   “I wouldn’t mind sharing a tent with you, and I have this weekend off from work,” she said.
 
   “When have you ever gone camping before, mom?” he asked her, in disbelief.
 
   “I used to go all the time when I was younger,” she said. “Before you came along, that is.”
 
   “I’m not talking about a camp ground, I’m heading deep into the state park,” said Jared. It was true, he had been planning remote camping trip for a while now, and wasn’t entirely sure how he felt about his mom taking the place of his girlfriend.
 
   “Oh come on, it will be fun,” she said. “And I don’t think Christie will mind if me and you share a tent together, will she?”
 
   Jared was silent for a moment. It wasn’t the worst idea he had ever heard. There was no way he would have a good time if he just went by himself, and having to call it off would also be incredibly lame.
 
   “Alright mom, let’s do it,” he said to her.
 
   “Yay! I’m so happy!”
 
   The two of them talked about the camping set up as they ate breakfast. Jared had found a spot that was incredibly remote, off the regular road by quite a ways. They would have to hike out there with all of their stuff. It was near a river and had a great view of the surrounding valley.
 
   “What do I need to bring with me?” Rachel asked him after he finished outlining the trip.
 
   “Just a single change of clothes. Maybe a swim suit, so we can get in the water,”
 
   “My only one has a rip in it from the trip I took with your Aunt Sandy,” said Rachel. “I might just have to wear my bra and panties. That wouldn’t be too inappropriate, would it?”
 
   Jared’s cock throbbed as he pictured his mom in just her bra and panties. He was starting to get excited for the trip, in a very weird way. He also found himself wishing that he had actually managed to get himself to completion when he had been masturbating earlier that morning.
 
   “Yeah mom, that would be fine,” he said. Part of him was screaming the exact opposite. It won’t be fine, if she’s just in her bra and panties. It won’t be fine, at all.
 
   “Great! Let me go pack my stuff!” Rachel said, clearing her plate and heading up to her room.
 
   A half hour later, the two of them met up in the living room and were ready to go. Rachel had chosen to wear a light tank top with a long sleeve plaid shirt over it, showing off her ample cleavage. Along with that she wore a small, tight pair of denim cutoffs. Jared had to do a double take as she walked out the front door.
 
   “I’m glad we’re going to be at a remote campsite, otherwise there would be a hoard of guys ogling you,” he said to her with a laugh. He was only half joking. His mom was looking incredibly sexy, and he felt his cock throbbing as he looked at her.
 
   “Oh stop it, you tease,” Rachel said, smiling and obviously enjoying the attention.
 
   Jared helped carry his mom’s stuff into the back of his truck, and then the two of them climbed in and set out for the wilderness. The spot that he had chosen was about a 90 minute drive away.
 
   “Do you want to listen to anything in particular, honey?” she asked him as she played with the radio tuner.
 
   “You can throw on whatever mom, I don’t mind,” he said.
 
   Rachel found a talk radio station, and they listened to it as they went. The drive was relatively straight forward. As they got closer to the camp, the roads began to get bumpier and much less maintained. 
 
   “Wow, just how far out is it?” his mom asked him.
 
   “Like I said, it’s remote,” he replied, smiling. “Here, there’s a spot where we are going to park up ahead.”
 
   The beaten dirt road that they were on had a small side area for cars and Jared pulled into it. They were far from anything that could be considered civilization now, with the last town they passed through being a half hour back, and only consisting of a small general store and a couple of houses.
 
    
 
    
 
   “We’ll have to carry everything from this point on, Mom,” he said to her.
 
   “Is it all that far of a hike from here?” she asked.
 
   Jared looked off, down the path that led into the woods.
 
   “Not too far,” he said. “We’ll only be on the path for the first couple of minutes. After that, we’ll be trail blazing.”
 
   The two of them pulled all of the camping equipment off of the truck. Rachel carried her own bag and some cooking supplies. Jared had loaded the lion’s share of the equipment onto his back, and carried the tent, the grill, and everything else they needed.
 
   “Oh wow, you’re so strong,” Rachel said to him, teasingly. “I guess I know who to call on if I get attacked by a bear,”
 
   “You should be more worried about being attacked by me!” Jared yelled with a laugh, pinching her butt. She yelped, and slapped his hand, her face blushing bright red. He felt like he’d forgotten for a moment that she was his mom, in his friskiness. He hoped that he could keep himself from doing it again on their trip, or things could get really hard for them.
 
   The two of them started off into the woods. The path was carpeted in vegetation and foliage, with the occasional exposed tree root cutting across. Jared and his mom made their way to the switch off point relatively quickly.
 
   “It’s right here mom,” he said, pulling back tree branches to make her a path forward.
 
   “Thanks,” she said. She walked off the trail and then waited for him bring his load through.
 
   He kept leading them further into the woods until they reached a small clearing next to a river.
 
   “This is it,” he announced to her happily.
 
   “Wow, this is a really scenic spot,” she said.
 
   “Yeah, I know,” he said, looking over the area. “I scouted it out with Christie a couple weeks ago. She wanted to be close to the river so that we could spend some time swimming.”
 
   Jared was blue for a moment, remembering how his girlfriend had ditched out on him earlier. His mom watched his face intently, and then put her hand on his shoulder.
 
   “How about we go swimming?” she asked him, hopefully.
 
   “Yeah sure,” he said. “I have to set up the basic campsite first though.”
 
   “I’ll help you, just do what you will with me,” replied his mom.
 
   Jared started by setting down a tarp on top of the grass for the tent, while his mom unpacked some of their food supplies. The area was not especially active when it came to scavenging animals, but they were playing it safe, just in case, and keeping everything in a sealed cooler about two dozen yards away from their actual campsite.
 
   Once the grass had been flattened and the tarp had been laid, Jared set about constructing the tent. Even though it was on the small side, getting the poles through the fasteners on the material was still pretty tricky. Rachel came over after setting down some pots to help.
 
   “Like this?” she asked him, trying to secure one of the pole ends against the tent fabric. She was bent over, and Jared couldn’t help but notice that the low cut nature of her shirt made her cleavage readily visible for anyone that wanted to look. In this case, it was him, though guiltily so. He felt bad, but looking at his mom’s tits made his cock more than a little excited.
 
   “Yeah mom, just shake it a little bit,” he said. “You know, just to make sure it’s in completely.”
 
   Rachel followed his instructions and began shaking the rod. It also caused other things to shake, namely, her breasts that were already so alluring to him. They were on the verge of popping right out of her shirt and being exposed to him completely, in illicit glory, when she finally managed to complete the task.
 
   “Great job, mom,” he said feeling more than slightly disappointed.
 
    
 
    
 
   After they finished popping the tent, next task was to set up the fire pit. Jared set aside several rocks for his mom to arrange into a circle, and then began exploring the nearby woods for wood and kindling. It had been an unusually dry year, and it was easy to find more than enough firewood. He carried it back in bundles, and began building it up in a way that would be primed for a spark later on when they were ready to start it. When he finished it, he walked over to the tent and began to unzip the door flap.
 
   “Just a second!” cried his mom. He could just barely see her silhouette through the opaque material of the screen. She appeared to be bent over and changing outfits. His dick felt a little funny when he realized it.
 
   “What are you doing mom?” he asked, playing dumb. He continued slowly unzipping the door flap. The knowledge that his mother was on the other side of the screen, at least partially naked, made him feel like sneaking a devious, sinful peak. His cock throbbed at the possibility.
 
   “I’m just trying to find something to swim in,” she said. “None of my bras seem like they would work all that well…”
 
   “Why not?” asked Jared. “I mean, it’s just me and you, we could always just skinny dip, you know, if we had to,”
 
   “Ha-ha, very funny,” replied Rachel. “They all seem like they would be a little, well, revealing if they got wet.”
 
   Jared began to picture his mother in a tight, wet bra, with the color and outline of her nipples poking through freely, and felt another guilty rush of sexual desire pass over him. He shook his head and tried to banish the thought. This would be a very long and hard trip if he didn’t manage to get his sinful urges under control.
 
   “Nevermind, I think I found one,” she said after another minute.
 
   “That’s great mom,” he said, his voice sounding like the exact opposite of his words.
 
   After a couple more minutes, Rachel finally made her way out of the tent. Jared’s jaw almost dropped when he saw her. She was dressed in a light blue lace silk and pantie combo. The bra looked like it was a little too small for her and her breasts seemed to be mashed together by the tightness of the strap. The fabric of the panties seemed almost like it was glued to the contours of her buttocks, and between that and the massive amount of cleavage spilling out, Jared had to fight with his lower half to keep from blatantly checking her out.
 
   “Wow, you look amazing mom!” he said to her. It was true. Rachel looked as though she would be right at home in the pages of sports illustrated, or more appropriately, a lingerie catalogue or busty glamour photo blog.
 
   “Thanks honey,” she said. “I haven’t worn this bra since high school. It’s actually a little too tight now, but it’s the only I have that I could imagine swimming in.”
 
   Jared headed into the tent and quickly changed into his swim suit. Seeing his mom like that had made his dick partially hard. He spent a moment or two trying to find a way to discretely hide it, before giving up and climbing out of the tent with a rather obvious bulge coming out of his crotch.
 
   “Let’s do it, mom!” he said to her.
 
   “Okay!”
 
   The river was relatively slow flowing, and when they tested the water they found that it was quite warm and inviting. They began to wade their way out, feeling the sticky mud ooze between their toes.
 
   “Oh, I’m so glad I got to come out with you today, Jared,” she said to him. “Thanks for letting me,”
 
   “No problem mom,” he said. He laughed, and then without warning, splashed his mother lightly with water. She cried from the shock of the cold, and then glared at him playfully.
 
   “You are a brat!” She yelled, splashing him back.
 
   “Okay, now that was a declaration of war!” Jared said. A water fight began between the two, with both of them soaking the other thoroughly. Jared couldn’t help but notice that his mother’s bra was becoming somewhat see-through as it began to collect water. It was incredibly hot to him for some reason, and he didn’t point it out to her, fearing that she might decide that swimming wasn’t the best activity for the day if he did.
 
   “You’ve got no hope against me, Jared,” his mom yelled to him, laughing. “I’m the queen of splash fights!”
 
   She had drawn closer now, within arm’s reach. Her tits looked phenomenal. The bra had already pushed them together in a way that was seductive on its own, but all of the water dripping down her chest only served to bring the effect to the next level. 
 
   “What you haven’t realized mom is that I play by my own rules!” Jared stepped closer to Rachel and scooped her up over his shoulder. She laughed and began to playfully swat him on the back as he did. Her tits pressed against his back, and he could feel his cock starting to harden.
 
   “Put me down this instant, the water queen commands you!” his mom yelled to him, laughing.
 
   “Alright!” Jared said. He flipped her over his shoulder, dropping her into the water behind him. She landed with a satisfying splash. As he was turning around to face her, he felt a sharp pull on his waistband. Rachel had pulled down his swimming trunks, as a joke. His semi hard cock had popped free of the fabric, adding an unexpectedly illicit and erotic element to the gag.
 
   “Hey, no fair!” He said, reaching down for his swimming trunks.
 
   “Just so you know, I don’t play by the rules either,” his mom had an incredibly pleased smile on her face.
 
   The look that Jared saw in her eyes made him want revenge. Instead of pulling up his shorts, he stepped out of them and quickly lunged at her. Before Rachel could react, he had reached his arm around her back and unhooked her bra. It fell down into the water in an almost comic fashion, allowing her huge, perfect breasts to spill out, totally exposed. Her pink nipples were hard from the cold, and Jared felt his cock quickly spring up to a fully erect state as he looked at her.
 
   “You brat,” she said, still smiling. It felt like a line had been crossed, but the game was still on. Rachel tried futilely to cup both of her breasts with one of her arm, and moved forward, attempting to tickle him with the other.
 
   “Is that really wise, mom?” Jared said to her, responding back by tickling her underwater with both of his hands. His cock seemed like it was being pulled towards her, almost as though some type of strong magnetic force was pulling it. And he couldn’t take his eyes off his mom’s tits. He felt bad for staring, but they seemed to almost defy gravity for their size, and hung with a perfection that was incredibly pleasing to his eyes and lower half.
 
   His mom was giggling like a school girl, and soon, her efforts to maintain her modesty were discarded as she began tickling him with both hands. A couple of times, her hands passed dangerously close to Jared’s now rock hard cock in the water. He laughed, and then moved closer and into a better position for tickling her. As he stepped, he felt his cock brush against his mother’s thigh. She was still smiling, and reached down, grabbing his cock for a second in surprise.
 
   “I’m going to make you beg for mercy!” she yelled at him, reaching her fingers for his armpits.
 
   “Not a chance!” Jared replied.
 
   He wrapped his arms around his half naked mother and attempted to pull her over his shoulder again. This time, however, she was wise to it, and leaned back as he tried to lift her. The action put Jared’s exposed cock right in between her thighs, and his mom’s huge, naked tits right against his chest. He hated to admit it, but it felt amazing, albeit in an incredibly guilt ridden and sinful way.
 
   “Is this a wrestling match now?” His mom asked, her voice suddenly sounding very teasingly seductive.
 
   “If it is, you’re the one who is going to get pinned first,” he answered, matching her tone.
 
   The hold that they had on each other was tight. Both of their crotches were pushed together, and they seemed to furiously rub up against each other as they both tried to flip one another into the water. Jared’s cock was throbbing now. Having his mom right up against it, in such close proximity, definitely seemed to be over and beyond the regular familial limits of conduct. He couldn’t stop himself though, and started to feel his hips move with a mind of their own, thrusting against his mom as his cock ached for release.
 
   Rachel was, in her own part, contributing to the madness. She jumped up and partially out of the water, trying to get a better hold around Jared, but also pushing her naked tits directly into his face. He wrapped his arms around her waist as she dropped down, holding her in the air. Her legs wrapped around Jared, and he felt her thighs and cunt rub against his cock. His mom’s face was only inches from his, and in their struggle their lips brushed across each other’s. Suddenly Rachel tipped backwards, throwing both of them both into the water and breaking the spell.
 
   “Well, I uh, I think we should declare a truce,” Rachel said, cupping her breasts again and blushing fiercely. “I think that got a little out of hand.”
 
   “Yeah, me too, mom,” Jared said. The two were in much shallower water now, and Rachel was crouched down right in front of his hard cock. An image passed through his mind of her luscious lips wrapped around it, and he had to stop himself from reaching out with his hands and helping the fantasy become reality.
 
   “I’m going to dry off, honey,” she said to him. “Can you bring my uh, my bra in, when you find it?”
 
   He nodded, and watched his mom turn and walk back onto the shore of the river. Her butt seemed to wiggle seductively with every step she took. Jared felt a strange and guilty lust overtake him, and tried as hard as he could to suppress it.
 
    
 
    
 
   He found his swimming trucks suspended in water a couple feet away, and then swam out to grab his mom’s bra, which had drifted a little ways down river. It was wet, but he could feel the soft silky material with his fingers, and it drove him wild. He felt his cock throb as he thought about her breasts being held from sight by it. Rachel had gone inside the tent to change, and after walking out of the water and over behind a group of bushes, Jared began to rub the bra against his cock.
 
   He felt dirty and disgusting doing it, but couldn’t stop himself. A feverish lust had taken over his mind, and all he could focus on was getting off. He stroked himself tenderly at first, and then built up to a faster pace as he rubbed the fabric of his mother’s underwear against his erection. A small drop of pre cum was rubbed into the fabric, and he felt himself imaginingg what it would feel like to spray his load all of his mom’s tits.
 
   “Jared?” Rachel called as she unzipped the flap of the tent from the inside. “Did you manage to find my bra?”
 
   Jared relaxed his pace, quickly pulled up his swimming shorts, and stepped out of the bushes.
 
   “Yeah mom, it’s right here,” he said, tossing her the bra.
 
   She gave him an inquisitive look, and then glanced down at his crotch and blushed red.
 
   “I, I think I should start getting things ready for dinner,” she said, avoiding eye contact. She was back to wearing her cutoffs and tank top, but without a bra now, and the outline of her tits and exposed cleavage was even more arousing to Jared than it had been before.
 
   “That sounds great, mom,” he said. “I’ll get the fire started,”
 
   A tense silence settled over their campsite. Rachel busied herself getting the food ready and pans organized, while Jared got to work setting the fire. He had not packed any lighter fluid, but the timber from the surrounding area was dry, and after a few attempts, he had a healthy flame going. He basked in the warm glow of the fire, feeling almost as though it served as a metaphor that represented the current atmosphere between him and his mom.
 
   “Can I put the food on now?” Rachel asked him. She had several hot dogs skewered, along with a pan full of beans and another with water from the river.
 
   “Sure mom,” he said. Even though Jared was quickly beginning to regret what had happened before, he still couldn’t resist stealing a glance at his mom’s gorgeous butt as she bent over and busied herself with cooking. It seemed to call out to him, and he needed a release. Again, he banished the thoughts from his mind and sat down next to the fire.
 
   When the food was done, Rachel took out two paper plates and filled them both up with food. She had also brought some buns and condiments, and Jared gratefully set to work fixing his hot dog.
 
   “Thanks, mom,” he said to her. “This is exactly the type of food that makes a good camping trip,”
 
   “Thanks, sweetie,” she said, quietly. “Listen, about before…”
 
   “It’s okay mom, we don’t have to talk about it,” Jared said hastily. “Things just get out of hand sometimes, we didn’t do anything wrong,”
 
   “You’re right, you’re right,” said Rachel. She thought for a second, and then looked him directly in the eyes. “I just mean, I know it’s hard for you, as a teenager…with your hormones,”
 
   “Mom, please,” Jared said. For some reason his dick was springing back into action, and every word she said just made him ache for her more.
 
   “I know there’s not really anything I can do, but don’t feel weird just because it’s me on the trip with you and not your girlfriend,”
 
   Jared stared at his mom, not fully understanding what she was saying.
 
   “We can still have fun together, Jared,” she said to him. “And if you need to, you know, relieve anything that becomes too hard for you, don’t hesitate on my account.”
 
   Jared thought for a second about what he was going to say. His cock throbbed in his shorts, and ached for exactly the type of relief his mother seemed to be talking about.
 
   “So you don’t mind then?” he asked, seeing just how far he could push it.
 
   “I don’t mind,”
 
   “So tonight in the tent, if I get an urge to, well you know, take care of myself? You’d be alright with it?”
 
   Rachel seemed to think for a moment before answering. She opened her mouth to speak, hesitated, and then opened it again.
 
   “Do you need to that often?” she asked him. “I mean, I guess it’s fine, if you really can’t resist.”
 
   Jared’s cock almost went off without him even touching it as she spoke the last word. Somehow, he knew that he really wouldn’t be able to resist, at least not on the current camping trip.
 
   The two of them finished their dinner and cleaned up the mess. Jared took the silverware to the river and washed it. Rachel stored their trash in a sealed garbage bag, and set the food back into the cooler a good distance away from the tent. The stars were out, and they milled about watching them for a while before turning in.
 
   “So mom, I planned on Christie coming on this trip with me, you know…” he said to her as they entered the tent.
 
   “I know, sweetie,”
 
   “And the sleeping bags I had for us, I kind of set them up so that they are hitched together, and would sleep two people,” he said. “Is that okay?”
 
   Rachel was stripping off her clothes, and Jared found the sight to be incredibly erotic. He hadn’t realized that she was going to sleep in her bra and panties, but that appeared to be her plan.
 
   “No, I don’t mind,” she said, with a smile. “It will probably help us fight off the cold...”
 
    
 
    
 
   Finally, the two of them climbed into the sleeping bag, which had been set up on top of two foam base mats. Jared was wearing only a pair of thin boxers, matching his mom in her underwear and only increasing the excitement of the situation for him. He zipped the flap of the tent closed, and then the two of them settled down, ready for bed.
 
   “Good night, mom,” he whispered to her.
 
   “Good night, sweetie,” she whispered back. 
 
   The first hour of the night went by uneventfully. Jared tried to sleep, and assumed that his mother was asleep. He could feel the warmth from her body inside the sleeping bag with him. They were just far enough apart from each other that their bodies weren’t in direct contact, but it still turned Jared on knowing that his nearly naked mother was lying right next to him.
 
   Eventually, that knowledge turned into sexual excitement. Jared began to get a hard on. It was more intense and harder than any one that he’d had so far that day. He tried to focus his thoughts on safe things, but to no avail. After a while he gave in and decided to take care of it, just like he had asked his mom about earlier.
 
   He began stroking his cock, slowly at first. Even small movements made a noise against the fabric of the tent. The illicit nature of the situation made him want to cum, and badly. Soon enough he had increased his pace, pumping his cock vigorously and giving no thought to anything else.
 
   “Jared? Are you awake?” Rachel whispered. Jared froze in mid stroke, terrified.
 
   “Yeah mom, I am,” he said to her, slowly and guiltily. “I was…I was taking care of what we talked about before.”
 
   “I, I didn’t mean right here in the sleeping bag,” his mom said, with her own embarrassment readily evident in her voice. “What would you do when you, your thing, well you know…where would you shoot the mess?”
 
   It was incredibly arousing to Jared to hear his mom talking about his seed, in her own innocent, almost naïve way. He began stroking his cock again, slowly this time, as he continued talking to her.
 
   “I didn’t think about that, mom,” he said, inching slightly closer to her. “Do you have a solution?”
 
   Rachel sighed, and then reached down into the sleeping bag. The darkness hid her movements and Jared couldn’t see exactly what she was doing.
 
   “Here,” said Rachel. “Take these…”
 
   Jared felt something soft push against his hand. He felt it with his fingers, and almost gasped aloud when he realized what it was. His mom and taken off her panties, and was presenting them to him to masturbate with.
 
   “You want me to, uh, use these?” he asked her, feeling a little shy all of the sudden.
 
   “What, you don’t know how?” Rachel whispered. “Here, let me show you…”
 
   She wrapped the panties along with her hand around Jared’s rock hard and throbbing cock. It felt amazing, and he almost came immediately on the spot.
 
   “Whoa, mom, what are you-“
 
   “Shhhh, just let me take care of you, honey,” she said, cutting him off.
 
   Jared leaned his head back and tried to process the situation. His mom was giving him a hand job, and it felt amazing. Her gentle touch was so different from how it felt when he did it, and he could feel his pre cum beginning to wipe onto her panties. It was beyond anything he ever could have imagined happening, and he guiltily began to enjoy it, even though it went against all of his regular morals.
 
   “Fuck mom, that’s amazing,” he whispered to her.
 
   “Here, sweetie, let me make it even better,” she said to him, sliding down the sleeping bag. “This way there definitely won’t be a mess.”
 
   Something warm and wet wrapped around Jared’s cock. He realized that his mom was sucking his cock, and almost cried out loud with pleasure. Her technique was good, and her lips were incredibly soft. She sucked up and down the length of his shaft enthusiastically. After a minute or two, Jared felt like he was approaching the point of no return.
 
   “Hold on mom, hold on…” he said to her.
 
   “What?” she took his cock out of his mouth briefly to respond.
 
   Jared guided his mom back up to the top of the sleeping bag, and then rolled her onto her back. He pulled her bra down and let her huge tits out.
 
   “Hold on honey, this is going too far,” she said to him. “I was just helping you get relief,”
 
   “And know it’s my turn,” Jared said to her, smiling.
 
   He guided his cock against the entrance of her warm cunt and felt that it was already wet and inviting.
 
   “Oh god, we can’t do this Jared,” she said to him. “You’re my son, this is too much,”
 
   “It’s okay mom, just let me do it this one time,” he whispered. “Nobody ever has to know,”
 
   Rachel hesitated for a second, and then Jared felt her pull him down on top of him, pushing his cock deep into the depths of her cunt. Soon, they were fucking in perfect rhythm, both mother and son lost in a fog of desire. Rachel was tight, much tighter than Jared had expected, and he fucked her pussy hard.
 
   “Oh god, this is so wrong,” Rachel moaned as he fucked her.
 
   Jared was completely overtaken with desire now, and he began to pound his mom’s pussy harder and harder. Her cries quickly became louder, and finally, Jared felt her tense up in an intense orgasm. Jared continued pushing his dick inside her. Guilt ran through him as he began to feel his cock fuck his mom on autopilot. There was no taking this back, ever, and he was beyond the point of being able to stop himself.
 
   Loud, rhythmic sounds of sex rang out through the tent. His mother’s moans were like an aphrodisiac to him. Soon, he could feel his balls begin to tingle as he passed over the limit. His cock exploded, and he shot his load of white hot cum deep inside his mother. A minute went by, and finally, he collapsed beside her, both of them still within the now sweat and sex soaked sleeping bag.
 
   “Honey, what are we going to do?” his mom asked him, curling her head against his shoulder.
 
   “Hmmmm…” he said, contemplatively. “I think we’re going to stay for another night.”
 
    
 
   END
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   “Rise and shine, Kevin, it’s time to get up,”
 
   Kevin Maxwell slowly opened his eyes to his room. It was an overcast summer morning, and he had slept well the night before, except for one thing. This one thing also happened to be the problem he was currently facing.
 
   For the past few days and nights, Kevin’s dick had been erect. Not just erect, but achingly hard, all of the time. It had started to interfere with other areas of his life as well, and even though his college classes were done for the summer, the effect was major.
 
   “Alright, sis, I’ll be up in a second,”
 
   Alex was Kevin’s older sister, and one of the closest people to him in the world. Technically they were not related by blood, but ever since Alex’s mom Stacy had married his dad when he was a kid, they might as well have been. Especially now, since Kevin’s dad had been dead for a couple of years. The two of them were the only family he had left.
 
   Kevin slowly pulled himself out of bed. Sure enough, his eight inch dick was still essentially a steel pole. He had worked out several tricks to hide it, but none of them would be effective long term. This was a problem he had to take care of as soon as possible.
 
   To make matters even worse, the family’s home town was small, even for a rural, country area. The population was under one hundred. It had been hard for Kevin to make friends growing up, due purely to the lack of other kids around. He had become really close to Alex and his mom as a result. The last thing he wanted to do was get a rumor spread about him always having a hard on. He had the privilege of being able to go back to college in the fall, his sister and mother did not.
 
   This morning, it was just clearly too much for him to hide. He sat down in front of his computer and pulled up a streaming porn website on his internet browser. Masturbating seemed to be the only thing that could give him relief, and though he would go back to having a hard on after about half an hour, at least it would buy him enough time to interact with his sister normally.
 
   He began playing a video and wrapped one of his hands around his rock hard cock, stroking it gently. It felt amazing, but unfortunately, he wasn’t able to enjoy it for long. There was a knock on his door, and before he had time to respond, it swung open.
 
   “Kevin, do you want eggs for breakfast, or…” Alex said, her jaw dropping open as she saw the scene inside the room. “Sausage...”
 
   “Jeez, sis!” Kevin yelled as he attempted to hide his junk. His cock was fully erect, and it was futile. He ended up jumping onto his bed and pulling one of the sheets over him.
 
   “Sorry, I didn’t mean to…” Alex started to apologize, and her face flushed red with embarrassment. “Were you, uh…I mean, were you…”
 
   “I wasn’t doing anything, sis!” Keven yelled to her. “Do you mind letting me get dressed? I’ll be down in a sec.”
 
   “It’s okay, you know,” said Alex. She walked further into his room and sat down next to him on his bed. Kevin did what he could to hide his huge erection, but the situation was hopeless. The lump was just too big to be mistaken for anything else.
 
   “I wasn’t, I just uh…” Kevin said, searching for an excuse desperately and coming up with none.
 
   “I’ve noticed a couple of times over the past few days…” Alex said slowly. Her face was still bright red, and she had a strange smile on her face, “I just wanted to let you know, that I can help you, if you want…”
 
   “What?” Kevin said, in disbelief. His sister began rubbing her hand up his thigh on top of the sheet. It was a slow, sensual movement, and almost made his dick twitch with excitement.
 
   “I mean, it looks like you’re pretty backed up,” Alex continued, sliding her hand until it was right on the edge of his crotch. “I just thought that maybe-“
 
   “Sis, are you saying what I think you’re saying?” Keven asked, totally baffled by her behavior. “That would be, well I mean, you’re my sister!”
 
   Kevin felt like he was still asleep, and looked around the room for a second to confirm that he wasn’t. The whole situation was making him incredibly uncomfortable and weirding him out, but strangely, it was also turning him on. It was turning him on a lot, in fact. He looked at his sister and realized that he’d never seen her as a sexual creature before. With her large breasts, soft blond hair, perfect hips, and luscious lips, she definitely was one, and he couldn’t help but imagine what she would look like naked.
 
   “Just let your big sister take care of you,” Alex said to him, defensively. “Let big sis take care of you, and your rock hard cock”
 
   Kevin watched as his sister’s hand slowly began to massage around the base of his shaft. She curled her fingers around it, and he moaned with pleasure.
 
   “Alex, have you…” he started to say, losing his focus as the feeling of his cock being jacked off took over his mind. “Are you, are you feeling okay?”
 
   Kevin couldn’t believe it. Alex began to stroke him sensually, her hand gliding up and down his cock. She had a possessed look on her face, but was also blushing crimson red, almost as though she felt guilty about what she was doing, but just couldn’t stop herself. Kevin leaned his head back and felt the sensation. It was amazing, and though he felt somewhat guilty for enjoying it so much, the fact that it was his sister just made the entire experience even hotter.
 
   He felt pre cum begin to condense on the tip of his dick, and groaned in ecstasy as his sister rubbed it along his shaft.
 
   “Wow, it’s so hard,” she exclaimed as she looked at it. “Your cock is so big and hard, little brother,”
 
   Kevin was breathing heavy. His sister was increasing her pace now, and he could feel her hand pumping his hard dick with intensity. He began to move his hips forward to meet each of her downward strokes. The feeling was amazing, almost as though he was fucking her hand. He saw her face and could tell that his sister was beginning to enjoy it.
 
   “You poor baby,” she said to him in a seductive voice. “Don’t worry. I’m going to help you cum,”
 
   “Alex, this isn’t right,” he said to her. “I mean, this isn’t you,”
 
   He could barely get the words out, but knew that they needed to be said. Something strange was going on, and even if it felt amazing having her work his cock with her hands, he needed to get to the bottom of it, if possible. He started to sit up in his bed and push her back, but Alex had other ideas.
 
   “Let me see if I can help you out a little more,” she said.
 
   His sister slid down the bed, kissing his chest, and then his stomach, and then his waistline, until her face was directly in front of his cock. She kissed that to, right on his cock head, pursing her lips together and dashing her tongue out as she did.
 
   “Oh god, Alex,” he said to her, almost in shock. The whole situation was so outside of his expectations, and the more it progressed, the more he found himself giving over to it. He reached down and grabbed his sister by her hair, gently pulling her mouth down onto his cock.
 
   Alex had incredibly soft lips, and as his dick entered the warm confines of her mouth, he had to fight to keep from instantly coming. Her eyes were closed, and she seemed to go into a state of animalistic lust as she began to suck.
 
   “Oh yeah sis, that’s good,” he said to her. He began pulling her head up and down faster on his cock. Her mouth made slurping noises as he bounced it on his member. He felt like a scene from a porno had decided to take over his life, and started to play the role that had been assigned to him.
 
   Alex increased her pace, sucking with practiced efficiency. Kevin had seen her bring some of her boyfriends back to the house before, and always wondered why they left looking so pleased. It was his turn now to enjoy his sister’s wonderful mouth, its warmth and soft wetness. He thrust up with his hips as he pulled her head down, feeling his cock push its way into the back of her throat.
 
   Eventually, the sensation became too overwhelming. He could feel the cum readying itself inside him, and pulled out just in time to watch his cock explode all over his sister’s face. She licked cum off her lips and seemed to revel in the feeling of it landing on her cheeks and hair, truly giving into her lust and desire and passion.
 
   “Feel any better, little brother,” she said.
 
   Kevin collapsed back onto his bed and said nothing. He had no idea what to say. Eventually, his sister kissed him on the chest and got up to leave his room.
 
   “Let me know when you need some more relief,” she said. “Next time, I want you inside me.”
 
   Alex walked down the hallway towards the bathroom, giving Kevin a minute for the accumulated guilt of the situation to weigh in. He had just let his sister bring him to orgasm. Stranger, still, it seemed almost she had done it in an almost trance like state.
 
   Kevin didn’t have too much time to contemplate the weirdness before he was confronted with more of it. His dick went from being flaccid back to being erect in record time. It had not been even five minutes, and there was nothing left in front of him that could be considered erotic stimuli. 
 
   “What the fuck is going on with me?” he quietly asked himself out loud.
 
   His dick quickly reached a point of hardness that was once again painful to him. Kevin looked at his situation and decided that he had two options. He could guiltily ask his sister to suck him off again, and get at least a couple more minutes of rest. That seemed like a futile long term solution, however.
 
   The other choice was to do what anyone having a sexual problem would begrudgingly and embarrassingly do – go to the doctor. In this case, the only doctor in his town was his mother, which only made the situation even more convoluted and shameful.
 
   After mulling it over for an entire thirty seconds, Kevin decided that he had to do it. Regardless of how excruciatingly torturous it would be to have his own mom running tests on his junk, it seemed like the only thing that would save him from another day of painful erections. He changed into clean clothes, and headed out before his sister could notice.
 
   Kevin didn’t have a car, and riding his bike in his current state seemed like it would be an exercise in frustration. So instead, he opted for the bus, and began walking down the street. With a population as small and constrained as his home town had, the only bus that came through was one from a nearby city, on a commuter route. Luckily, he arrived at the stop just a few minutes before it came, and one of the drop offs was right at the doctor’s clinic across town.
 
   The bus pulled up, and Kevin got on it. The only open seat was about halfway towards the back. He felt the eyes of a number of the other passengers lock onto his crotch. His dick was almost impossible to hide when erect, and at this point, he had all but given up. He made his way to the open seat and sat down, feeling the gaze of the entire bus track him as he went.
 
   The bus started back on its way, and Kevin’s attention was drawn back to his achingly hard cock. It was almost painful to bear, and even worse were the thoughts that came with it. Kevin’s mind was filled with images of illicit sex, nudity, and debauchery. It pushed him into a feedback loop, where his erection spurred on his thoughts, and his thoughts fed his erection.
 
   After a minute, he noticed that an attractive woman in the seat across from him was still watching him. Kevin met her gaze, and she smiled at him and licked her lips. Without saying a word, she slid to the edge of her seat, and then across the aisle and into his.
 
   “Uh, hello?” he said to her, slightly confused.
 
   The girl smiled at him. Her eyes were radiant, and the low cut shirt she had on made her cleavage fully visible to him, in all its glory. She ran her hand up his thigh, and onto his hard on.
 
   “Whoa, hey, what are you…” he started to say. The words began to trail off as he remembered the incident with his sister before. The girl began unzipping his fly, and Kevin looked around nervously. Most of the people on the bus seemed to be lost in their own little worlds, but there was a group of two cute college girls that seemed to be looking over at him every couple of seconds and giggling.
 
   “We’re in public right now, you do know that, right?” he asked the girl. She was expectantly silent. Her hand began to run its way up his now exposed cock, and Kevin did have to admit, it felt good. He figured that if this was the way it was going to be, he might as well get the best of it, and put his hand on the back of her head, guiding her mouth down to his cock.
 
   Soon enough, she was sucking it with enthusiasm, and Kevin could feel her soft and beautiful mouth working its magic on his dick. He didn’t even know this girl’s name, and yet she was willing to do anything for him. Something was definitely up, but Kevin was far too deep in a state of lustful bliss to come to any conclusions about what exactly it was.
 
   After a minute or two, he pulled the girl’s head up and off his dick. He was craving more than that, and badly. The girl was wearing a short skirt, and with a quick, deft movement, Kevin managed to pull down her panties.
 
   He lifted on her hips slightly, and she smiled and shifted so that she was sitting on top of him. As he lowered her down onto his cock, he could feel her cunt wrapping itself around his dick and accepting it the best it could. She was tight, and Kevin’s eight inch member was no easy fit.
 
   Eventually, he felt the wetness of her warm and inviting cunt manage to stretch enough to take him in. It felt amazing, almost as though the softest, moistest hole in existence was trying to squeeze the cum right out of him. 
 
   He lifted the girl up and down and his cock slowly, trying to keep his movements subtle as to not alert the driver. The bus did much of the work for him, as it bounced over the many unpaved roads and potholes of the small rural town. He listened to the girls breathing as it intensified, building to a crescendo as she tensed up in an orgasm.
 
   Kevin looked back a couple of seats and noticed that the two college girls that he had seen before were still watching him. One of them locked eyes with him for a second and licked her lips. An intense moment passed between the two of them, and then Kevin saw her stand up and begin to walk forward on the bus towards him.
 
   “Hey, the next stop is not for a little while!” the bus driver yelled. “Sit down!”
 
   “Sorry, just changing seats!” the girl called back in a sweet, almost sing song voice.
 
   The first girl, the one still on his cock, was melting from her orgasm. Kevin gently lifted her up and slid her back over to her seat, again, trying to be discrete. The college girl immediately sat next to him as though she was taking her place next in line.
 
   Kevin saw the look in her eyes and needed no instruction. The two of them locked lips and kissed passionately. She was much more active, and much hornier than the first girl. He pushed her down on the seat and did the best he could to get her clothes off quickly without ripping them.
 
   The girl was kissing his neck and pushing her hips against him, almost like a cat in heat. He slid her bra down, exposing her gorgeous tits. He wanted her, and his cock throbbed with intensity as he pulled down her yoga pants and slid her panties off. Unlike the first girl, this one was ready to go, and he jammed his huge cock inside her and began fucking her with animalistic lust.
 
   Her moans were loud, and Kevin quickly became concerned that the bus driver would hear him. The college girl’s friend was watching them, along with several more of the passengers on the bus, but nobody seemed overly eager to sell them out. Which was good, because Kevin’s cock was deep inside her cunt, and it felt amazing.
 
   The moans and cries from the girl became louder. Kevin put his hand over her mouth to stifle them. He could understand why she was having so much trouble controlling herself. The two of them were bucking wildly together, and Kevin could feel the girl’s cunt contracting against his dick in the familiar way. 
 
   Eventually, he felt his own release begin to approach. He pulled his cock out of the girl right as it began to explode, coating her chest and some of his face in his sticky seed. She seemed to revel in it, and licked some of it off her fingers as she tried to clean the huge mess up. The bus stopped, and Kevin looked out the window to see the familiar sight of his mom’s clinic.
 
   “Sorry, I have to go,” he said to her.
 
   She smiled, and then passed him a slip of paper. It had her name and phone number on it. Kevin pulled his pants up, slipped the paper into his pocket, and then got up and walked off the bus.
 
   The sky was drab and dreary, and the outside of the clinic was mostly deserted. He pulled the front door of the clinic open and went inside. There were no patients in the waiting room, just a bored, albeit very pretty looking receptionist. She was wearing a pair of professional looking glasses and had medium sized breasts. She smiled as he walked up to her.
 
   “Can I help you with something?” she asked him. “Anythng?”
 
   “Yes, I need a drop in appointment with Dr. Maxwell,” he said to her with a smile. “I’m actually her son.”
 
   The receptionist gave him a very friendly smile. Kevin couldn’t help but notice the wedding ring on her finger.
 
   “Oh, so you’re Kevin!” she exclaimed. “I’ve heard so much about you from Stacy. I’m Karen. it’s great to finally meet you.”
 
   “Nice to meet you too,” said Kevin. Karen got out from behind her desk and walked around to him, carrying several forms in her hand.
 
   “Do you mind filling these out?” She asked. Karen was standing just a little too close to him, and when she passed him the papers, her fingers seemed to rub his hand as they made contact.
 
   “Not at all,” he said to her. “Do you have a pen?”
 
   “Oh, yes, of course!” said Karen, seeming flustered all of the sudden. Her cheeks were slightly red, and she seemed a little nervous in his presence.
 
   “I...I can help you fill them out, if you want me to?” she asked. Something in her tone of voice made Kevin’s cock surge with excitement.
 
   “Sure, that would be nice,” he said. The ring on her finger popped into his head again, and he felt guilty. He made a mental promise to not let things go too far. After all, this was his mom’s office. Regardless of how much his hard on ached for release, it just would not be appropriate.
 
   He walked over and sat down in one of the chairs, and Karen sat down next to him, bending over to share the clipboard with the forms. Her shirt, though professional, was also rather low cut, and Kevin could see her cleavage even more clearly. She leaned his face in close to his, and the sexual tension that it caused seemed like it was hot enough to light the room on fire.
 
   “Alright, this one is just a general emergency release form,” she said to him softly. “You can just sign here at the bottom, if you want?”
 
   “Okay, I’ll do that,” said Kevin. He leaned in as he wrote his name with the pen. He could feel heat emanating off Karen, and his cock seemed to be pulling him in closer.
 
   “And this one is just a general liability form,” she said. “We won’t do anything to you unless you want us to, but this gives the doctor permission to act freely. So it’s up to you, if you want?”
 
   Karen leaned forward a little further after the last word, and now Kevin could see her nipples clearly down her shirt. He swallowed hard, and lifted up the pen. His rock hard cock was throbbing, and all he could think about was sex.
 
   “So if I have treatment suggestions of my own,” he said, voice deep and steady with intensity. “You and the doctor would be open to them?”
 
   “We are open to whatever you want to do,” she replied, her voice soft and breathy.
 
   Kevin dropped the clipboard and kissed her passionately. Karen immediately responded, flicking her tongue back across his, and then the two of them were rolling on the carpeted floor.
 
    Karen was wearing several layers, and it was hard for him to even know where to start undressing her. He pressed his cock against her hard as the two dry humped with reckless abandon. She was moaning and he was kissing her neck. It was as though they both had been pulled into an erotic sphere of their own, wanting nothing more than to fuck each other senseless.
 
   Kevin was groping one of her breasts with one hand and her butt with the other. They both felt incredibly soft and inviting. Karen had her hand down his pants, and gasped with surprise when she felt the full length of his cock.
 
   “Please Kevin,” she said to him. “Fuck me right here, I won’t tell your mom,”
 
   Kevin had a reality check when he heard her words. He remembered where he as, why he was there, and most importantly, what he was currently doing. It took all of his willpower, but he managed to push himself off Karen and sit back in his seat. His cock was tented up comically, and ached painfully in its need for release, but he knew that it had to wait for the moment.
 
   “So do I need to sign anywhere else?” he asked her. She stood up slowly and seductively. Instead of answering him, she pushed her tits into his face and straddled him on the chair.
 
   “Fuck me Kevin,” she said. “I know you want to fuck me, just do it…”
 
   Suddenly, the door to the doctor’s office opened, and an old man walked out, followed by the doctor, Kevin’s mom. Karen quickly pushed herself off of him and rushed to fix her hair as much as she could.
 
   “Oh, Dr. Maxwell!” she said anxiously. “You have your next patient, he’s here. It’s your son, actually…”
 
   “Alright, thank you Karen,” said Stacy, giving her a curious and skeptical look. “Come on in Kevin, and let’s see what’s wrong with you.”
 
   His mom led him into one of the examination rooms. There was a hospital gown on the table in the room, and she gestured to it.
 
   “Go ahead and change, I’ll be back in a couple of minutes,” she said with a smile.
 
   “Alright, thanks mom,” he replied.
 
   Kevin striped off his clothes, and then took a look at the gown. It was light blue, and almost paper thin. He put it on, and struggled to get it tied in the back. He took it off to see if there was any way that he could tie it first and then just pull it over his head, when suddenly, there was a knock at the door. Before he could react or say anything, it swung open.
 
   “Are you all…set?” asked Stacy. His mom stood in the doorway and just stared at him. Kevin’s cock was fully erect, and he could feel his mom’s gaze glued to it.
 
   “Mom!” he said. “Sorry, I uh, was having trouble getting the gown on.”
 
   Instead of averting her eyes, his mom stepped into the examination room and closed the door behind her. It was at this moment that Kevin really took a look at her. 
 
   She was wearing her white doctor’s coat over a tight, low cut top that showed off her impressively large breasts. Below that was a short skirt that clung tightly to her perfect ass. Noticing all of this did not help calm his hard on, and he felt his cock aching for some release, from anyone or anything.
 
   “Is this…” his mom began to speak. “Is this the problem you came here to have me diagnose? I mean, I don’t want to presume, but it’s just so…big.”
 
   The way his mom said the last syllable excited him in a very strange and very guilty way. He tried to breathe and calm himself down, but found himself instead checking out her body. He sat down on the examination table and did his best to cover his lap with the gown.
 
   “Yeah, it is mom,” he said to her. “It’s been like this all day. Nothing seems to help. Not even…well, you know.”
 
   “What do I know, Kevin?” she said, walking over to him slowly and positioning her body very close to his. “What is it that you’ve been doing, young man?”
 
   “Cumming doesn’t help, mom,” he said to her, looking right into her eyes. “Not from my own touch, or even with the help of…another.”
 
   Stacy blushed crimson red as she heard her son speak the words. She put her hand to the mouth, and then pulled out a pen and began writing something down on her clip board.
 
   “Okay, well let me take a look and see what I can do,” she said to him. “If you will just, let me see it.”
 
   She pulled the gown off him and Kevin moved his hands aside, allowing her better access. His cock seemed to spring up and into her face as it was exposed. She looked at it without touching it for a moment, and then let him cover it with the gown again. Stacy then went through the regular medical procedures of checking his heart rate and blood pressure.
 
   “Has your diet been normal recently?” she asked him.
 
   “Yeah, I mean, you cook most of my meals, remember?”
 
   “Have you been taking any illicit drugs? Don’t let the fact that I’m your mom influence your answer.”
 
   “No! Of course not.” He said. It was the truth.
 
   “What about your, uh…” Stacy seemed to hesitate for a moment, and blushed a little more. “Your sex life, has it been relatively normal?”
 
   Kevin thought for a moment about how to answer that.
 
   “Well no, not really,” he said. “I’ve been getting a lot more attention the past few days. And I’ve been, well you know, doing it more.”
 
   “Doing what more, young man?” she asked, moving closer to him. “It’s okay to masturbate, you know.”
 
   As she said the words, her hand came down and rested on Kevin’s thigh. He felt his cock throb, and decided to pull the gown off his lap again, exposing his giant member to his mom.
 
   “I’ve been having sex mom,” he said. “A lot of it…”
 
   The look on his mom’s face was completely outside of what he was expecting. She did blush for a moment, but then she stared at his cock, and seemed curious about something.
 
   “What?” she said, after a moment. “Who have you been having sex with?”
 
   “I can’t tell you that, mom,” he said. He felt his cock beginning to throb as he thought about his encounters that day.
 
   “I just, I mean, it’s so big,” she said. Her hand meandered from his thigh to the base of his cock, and she wrapped her hand around it delicately.
 
   “Oh mom, god,” he said, moaning. Stacy began to run her finger tips up and down the length of her son’s shaft playfully.
 
   “I just need to check and see if there is anything abnormal about it, son,” she said to him. “It’s so big, I have to make sure it’s not a health hazard.”
 
   “Go ahead mom,” he said to her as she began stroking him. “Check it thoroughly,”
 
   “This is just a medical procedure, young man,” she said. Precum was collecting on the tip of his cock and she ran her thumb over it, smearing it into his cock.
 
   “Of course, mom, I know,” he said to her, his hips beginning to pulse with each pass of her hand. “I think you should get a little closer though, check a little bit more carefully.”
 
   His mom seemed to listen to his suggestion. She brought her face up close to his cock and inspected it carefully. The feeling of her breath against the head of his dick was amazing, and almost pushed him over the edge.
 
   “It’s so big,” Stacy said again, in an almost trance like voice. Kevin could feel his balls beginning to tingle, but didn’t want to cum just yet. He caught his mom’s gaze, and smiled coyly.
 
   “There’s one thing that you haven’t tested, mom,” he said to her. “It might react to visually stimuli differently.”
 
   Stacy looked at him, and blushed shyly.
 
   “Just what are you saying, Kevin,” she said
 
   “I’m saying, for the sake of the examination, maybe you should see how my cock changes when presented with, say, a naked woman,” he said.
 
   “Well…I guess I could see if Karen would be willing,” she said, turning towards the door.
 
   “No, mom, I think it should be you,” Kevin said, grabbing her by the hand. “You are the doctor after all…”
 
   Stacy swallowed hard, and then nodded. She took her doctor’s coat off very slowly. Kevin felt his dick urging him on, and began to help her undress, carefully at first and then more roughly. He took her shirt off, pulled her skirt down, and then almost ripped her panties and bra off in a horny rush of desire.
 
   “Is this what you mean,” his mom asked, completely naked. “Has anything changed?”
 
   Something had changed. As Kevin stared at his mother’s exposed body, her huge tits with perfect puffy nipples, her invitingly pink cunt, he saw her for what she was - a beautiful, illicitly sexy creature. His dick throbbed harder than it had all day as extreme sexual tension settled into the room. He stepped close to her, and pulled her onto the examination table.
 
   “Oh god, Kevin,” his mom said in a quiet voice. “I’m your mom, are you going to…”
 
   Her words trailed off, but her message was clear. He was preparing to cross an incredibly taboo line. His cock wanted her, badly, and it seemed to lead him on top of her. He rubbed his cock against the entrance to her pussy and heard her moan with desire.
 
   “I have to fuck you, mom,” he said. “You’re just too hot.”
 
   Kevin pushed his rock hard cock into his mom’s cunt. He felt it struggle to accept him, but she was already wet, and soon enough he was balls deep inside. The feeling was amazing, far beyond any of the sex he had experienced before that day or in his life.
 
   “Do it, fuck me Kevin!” his mom cried, urging him on. He began pumping with focused intensity, feeling waves of pleasure run through his body with every stroke.
 
   His mom was completely lost in her own world. He was giving her exactly what she needed, a serous fucking with a big, hard cock. Kevin slammed his hips into her, the sound of cock pumping into her sounding rhythmically throughout the room.
 
   Part of him felt incredibly guilty, almost like he was taking advantage of her. But that wasn’t really the truth. His cock had taken advantage of them both. Their shared desires had possessed the two of them, and used their bodies and sex organs to make an illicit story of ecstasy.
 
   Kevin felt his mom tense up in orgasm. She dug her nails into his back, urging him on. He fucked her like his life depended on it, jamming his cock into her and mashing up the inside of her pussy. She cried out as she came.
 
   And then the door opened. Karen was standing there, mouth agape, watching them in disbelief.
 
   “Perfect timing,” said Kevin. He felt his base desires controlling him, and his masculine urges to violate and defile took over. Karen stepped towards him, and he pulled his cock out of his mom and slipped off the examination table.
 
   “Get down on your knees,” he told her. Karen still looked shocked, but she obeyed willingly, and didn’t object as Kevin jammed his hard cock into her mouth. He reached down with one hand and tore her shirt and bra open, exposing her breasts. Then he began to face fuck her, both of his hands on the back of her head as he forcefully pumped in and out.
 
   “Oh yeah, that’s a good slut,” he said. He felt his dick begin to tense up. His mom had dropped down beside Karen, and began licking his shaft in balls. He pulled out, and let his rock hard cock explode its white hot load of cum all over their faces.
 
   The three of them took a moment just to breathe, and come back to reality. Karen and Stacy both did their best to preserve their modesty, and Kevin put his boxers back on. After a minute, his mom turned and looked at him.
 
   “What do we do now, Kevin?” she asked him, obediently.
 
   “I think we find another hot doctor and get a second opinion,” he said with a smile.
 
    
 
   END
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   “You’re not going, Allen, and that’s final!”
 
   Allen Marsh stared at his step mom as she punctuated her last word by slamming her hand down on the table. It was spring break, and like any 18 year old high school student, Allen was aiming to get out of town and into adventure. Karen Marsh, however, was not going to allow it. 
 
   “Mom, just trust me, for once,” he said to her. “I’ll only be gone for a couple of days, and we’ll be on our best behavior!”
 
   “Don’t make me repeat myself, young man,” said Karen. She had been his step mom for 8 years now, and though she was relatively young for the role at 36 years of age, she could be quite stubborn and authoritative in certain situations. Karen was a petite woman, with a busty chest and perfect hips, a fact that Allen had come to recognize as he went through puberty.
 
   “Can you give me a single good reason why not?” asked Allen, who could be quite stubborn himself at times. “Most of my friends are going, and we’re only staying in the city for one night. We’ll be on the road the rest of the time.”
 
   “Is that supposed to put my mind at ease? The answer is no, Allen,” Karen had her arms folded across her chest, and shifted her weight from one foot to the other as she stared him down. “Now, I believe you still have some chores to take care of today, the grass isn’t going to cut itself.”
 
   Allen sighed, and gave up convincing her. The past few months had been boring and monotonous for him. The most he had to brag about from the past year of high school, accomplishment and exploit wise, was maintaining good grades and getting admitted into one of the better colleges in the area. Compared with outrageous dating and prom stories of many of his friends, Allen hadn’t done much.
 
   He did go to his prom, however. The girl he had taken was his next door neighbor, Cindy Larose, who he had known ever since he could walk and talk. The night had been very straight forward and tame. The two were still relatively close, and talked in some length about their lives in futures, but unfortunately for Allen, the romantic spark just wasn’t there. He was attracted to Cindy, who was a cheerleader for the football team, and an unofficial school idol in many ways, but she only saw him as a close friend.
 
   “Fine mom, you win,” he said as he headed outside. “But don’t be surprised when I find some way to retaliate for this!”
 
   Allen walked out the front door and surveyed the lawn. It was true, it deed need a good cutting. He made his way to the garage and pushed the family’s riding lawn mower out into the yard. Typically, this responsibility fell on his father’s shoulders to take care of. The elder Marsh man had left on a business trip the previous day, however, and wasn’t due back for a couple of weeks.
 
   Allen found the ignition trigger and started up the mower. The noise was overwhelming to his ears and raucous in nature, but he soon adjusted to it. He rode the mower down the edge of the lawn, by his house, and over to the fence. As he turned to head back up towards the street, he glanced over the fence that separated his house from Cindy’s. She was outside, lying by the pool, completely naked.
 
   “Whoa,” said Allen. He had to hang on to the wheel of the mower in order to keep it steady. His eyes locked onto the gorgeous teen over the fence and seemed to want to lead his hands in the same direction.
 
   He let the throttle rest, and engaged to brake of the mower without turning it off. The vibrations of the engine were shooting up through his legs, and he took a second to draw in all of Cindy’s nakedness. Her gorgeous boobs hung easily from her frame. Her eyes were covered by a sun mask. The spot where her legs came to a crease was totally exposed to Allen, and he could see that it was shaven and relatively neat.
 
   His cock began to throb. He felt like a bit of a pervert, but just couldn’t help himself. The sight of this girl, who had been the object of his desire for so long, lying not twenty feet from him, completely naked, was beyond anything her could rationally deal with. 
 
   Allen shifted on the mower as he watched her, allowing his now rock hard to cock to pop up and move freely inside of his baggy shorts. He stared at her and began to massage it, and then realized, quite unexpectedly, that he was moving. The brake had disengaged. Before he could react, the riding lawn mower had carried him out into the middle of the road. Allen steered it around quickly, hoping that he wouldn’t be given away now that he had shifted beyond his property line and into more visible territory. As he did, he came face to face with a tractor trailer that had been hurtling down the road and was now on a collision course with him.
 
   “Holy-“Allen didn’t have time to complete his cry. At the last second, the truck swerved. Allen felt the metal of its side colliding with him, throwing him off of his metal steed. The truck was tipping, and he could only watch in horror as a wall of metal descended down upon him. He put up his arms in a futile attempt to block the inevitable, and shut his eyes tight.
 
   The next thing that Allen was aware of was that he was coughing wildly. His entire face was covered in a soft, green powder. It clung to him as though it was chalk dust, and any orifice or uncovered bit of skin seemed to be a magnet for it. He did his best to wipe it out his eyes, and then looked up. The wall of the gigantic storage end of the truck had splintered into an upside down V shape, with him sheltered underneath. The powder was falling into his little sanctuary through a crack at the center, floating down as though it was soft flakes of snow.
 
   After checking his body for injuries and finding none, Allen pushed his way back out to the road through the rubble. His lawn mower was completely destroyed, but as he looked around it quickly became clear that nobody was overly concerned by that. Karen was watching from the edge of the carnage and collapsed onto her knees as he made his way towards her, sobbing uncontrollably with tears of relief. Beside her was Cindy, sporting a small beach towel wrapped around her chest.
 
   “Allen, don’t move, the ambulance is on the way!” His mom cried to him.
 
   “I’m fine mom, I’m fine,” he said. The powder was still covering him and he began to dust it off, almost as though he had walked out of a cave. “It was a pretty close call, though,”
 
   “I can’t believe it,” said Cindy. “I tried to call to you at the last second. I saw the whole thing happen,”
 
   Allen heard something in her voice that gave him pause. She saw him drive the lawn mower into the road, so that could only really mean that she also saw what he was doing right before that. She saw that he was watching her.
 
   “Yeah, I almost can’t believe it either,” he said to the two of them. “And get a load of all this green stuff. Let’s hope it’s not toxic,”
 
   “It’s probably just fertilizer or something,” said Cindy. “I always used to joke about how you looked like shit, looks like this time there’s actually some truth to it,”
 
   Allen smiled at her joke, and then was torn out of the moment by a burning sensation on his arm.
 
   “Ow, jeez,” he said, trying to brush off more of the powder.  “This stuff is starting to, fuck, it’s stinging me,”
 
   Cindy and Karen looked at each other.
 
   “Maybe we should try to wash it off?” Karen said, “I’ll go get the hose,”
 
   “Ow, hurry mom, fuck, ow!” Allen was brushing more wildly now, but only seemed to be managing to rub it deeper in as he tried to get it off his skin. “This stuff really burns, fuck!”
 
   A strange glow seemed to come from the powder. It was faint at first, and then slowly intensified, right in sync with the amount of pain Allen was experiencing. He cried out in pain and collapsed to his knees.
 
   “Do something!” Karen yelled to Cindy. Allen’s neighbor just stared on, transfixed by the sight in front of her.
 
   Allen clawed at his skin desperately now, like a wild animal trying to scratch an itch. The dust was burning his flesh, and what he saw as he looked at the trail left by one of his fingers as he scraped some of it off caused him doubt reality. There was nothing there. Not a lack of dust, or skin, but a lack of anything. He took a deep breath and blew some of it off his hands, or where they would have been. He could see right through both of his palms.
 
   The dust seemed to shine even more brightly, to the point where Cindy and Karen had to look away. Allen felt the pain shift until it was just a strange numbness as the light consumed him. He stopped rubbing at his limbs, and looked down at his own body. All he could see was light, so bright that he had to close his eyes. A large zapping noise rang through the air, sounding almost like a futuristic whistle. And then the dust was gone, and Allen was gone along with it.
 
   For a while, there was nothing but darkness for Allen. His body felt light, as though it were flowing. Echoes of voices could be heard, but they sounded distorted and distant, as if reaching him across a long expanse. Slowly but surely, reality began to fade back into his awareness. He was still outside, lying on the ground, but his mother and sister were gone now. It was nighttime, and yellow caution tape had been strewn around the crash site, sectioning it off. As he sat up, he noticed that several police officers were milling about the scene, and wondered why they weren’t helping him.
 
   “Hey, a little help over here?”  He called out to them. “I think I might need to see a...doctor…”
 
   His words trailed off as he looked down at his own body, or lack thereof. His arm was missing. The sight sent him into a momentary state of panic, until he followed the emptiness back to his chest, and realized that it wasn’t there, either. His legs, feet, stomach, shoulders, and as far as he could tell, his entire body was missing.
 
   But that wasn’t exactly right. He could still feel his limbs. They still felt like they were there. It was as though the dust had erased his physical profile. He looked over at the police officers, and saw them looking in his direction, confused.
 
   “Hello?” they called back. “Is anyone still in the crash? Can you hear us?”
 
   Allen said nothing. For some reason, his panic at his current situation had shifted into caution. If he spoke up now, he would be a science experiment for the rest of his life. Rather than take the risk of becoming a test subject, he stood up slowly and tiptoed off the pavement and over to the grass. 
 
   He could feel each individual blade on his feet, and realized with a start that he was naked. It gave him a shock for a second, until he remembered his invisibility. The gentle night breeze felt good on his flesh, and he could feel his dick tingle slightly with arousal at the idea that he was outside naked and there was nothing anyone could do about it.
 
   As he looked back to the scene of the crash, he realized that one of the police officers was a woman. Not just a woman, but a rather attractive one, at that. She had shiny blond hair, pulled into a practical looking pony tail. Her uniform bulged out in all the right places, giving him a decent view of the outline of her nicely sized breasts and elegant posterior. She turned towards him suddenly, and Allen looked away quickly out of habit. Her eyes didn’t register anything interesting, and she turned back towards the truck.
 
   Allen walked closer to her. He was thrilled by the nature of his newly acquired attribute, and wanted to see just what it meant, in practice. He walked up close behind her, slowly, and examined her. He could see the outline of her bra strap through the back of her shirt. After double checking that he was completely invisible, he reached his hand out very slowly and carefully, and pinched the clasps together, neatly unhooking it.
 
   The female officer’s breasts slumped forward. Allen was a little surprised to see that they still hung mostly in place, as big as they were. She let out a quiet, confused noise, and then cupped both of them with her hands. She then tried to reach around and redo the hooks through her clothes, and seemed to give up after a second.
 
   “John, I need to make a call in the squad car really quick, are you good here?” she asked her fellow officer on the scene. She folded her arms over her chest in an attempt to hide the fact that her bra was loose.
 
   “Yeah, go for it Amy, I have things covered here,” the other officer replied.
 
   Allen watched as she made her way over to the squad car. She opened the driver’s side door, and then as if remembering something, went around to the trunk to get something out of it. The door was still open, and Allen saw his chance. He moved slowly and cautiously as to not make any noise, slipping into the car and then over into the front passenger’s seat. When his weight transferred full to the car, the suspension dipped slightly, and he saw Amy look around confused for a second. He was still totally invisible, and completely hidden from detection.
 
   Amy pulled a small box out of the trunk, and then walked over to the open door and climbed into the front seat. Before she set about hooking her bra, she dropped down the driver’s side mirror and then pulled a tube of lipstick out of the box. She puckered up and rubbed it along her lips. The movement was seductive, and highlighted the full, sensuous nature of her big, soft lips perfectly. Allen felt his cock beginning to swell with blood.
 
   He started off small, and reached over and ran his finger along her lips. Surprise passed over Amy’s face like a wave. She reached up to feel her lip, and Allen easily moved his finger away, and then back again as she drew her hand back. This time he stuck his finger inside her mouth slightly, feeling the wet warmth of her inner lips. He felt her tongue lick his finger in response, and then Amy pulled her head back suddenly.
 
   “What the heck?” she muttered to herself.
 
   Allen reached over and undid the top two buttons of her uniform, exposing her cleavage. The look on Amy’s face was one of complete bewilderment. Her bra was already loose, and her breasts seemed to pull her uniform forward. As she reached over to redo them, Allen slipped one of his hands into her shirt and copped a feel of her big, soft breasts. Amy still seemed confused, but she slowly returned her hand to the side of the seat, as if deciding to wait and see how things would play out.
 
   He shifted his hand further into her shirt, and undid one more of her buttons with the other. Now he had access to her nipple, and he ran his index finger over it in gentle circles. Amy moaned slightly and leaned her head back. He brought his thumb against the nipple, and then gave it a gentle pinch, while at the same time bringing his face in closer and breathing hotly on her neck.
 
   “What the hell is going on?” she asked aloud, to nobody in particular.
 
   Allen was wondering the same thing. The idea to follow the female officer into her car had been spur of the moment. Now that he had actually taken it so far, his dick was rock hard with arousal. He suddenly realized another one of the perks of being invisible, and began stroking it with his free hand. Precum oozed freely from the top, and he rubbed it into the skin of his cock, making a wet and sticky mess.
 
   Amy also seemed to be quickly reaching a pitched state of arousal. She was breathing heavy, and her eyes were almost closed. She took one of her hands and pulled the hair tie out from her pony tail, allowing her medium length blond hair to fall freely. Allen had completely undone the buttons on her shirt now, and pulled the woman’s bra forward, giving him a clear look at her big and luscious breasts. He leaned his head over and licked one of her nipples hungrily. 
 
   “Oh god,” said Amy. One of Allen’s hands had begun to meander down between her legs. He could feel a small patch of wetness even through the outside of her pants. He started rubbing his palm against her cunt, tweaking her nipple with his other hand in time with it. His cock was hard, and part of him wished that they had more room so he could do more.
 
   “Yes, yes…oh yeah!” Amy said, this time in a much more fevered pitch. All Allen could do was wonder just what she was thinking and experiencing. Her face was full of hot lust, and it looked as though all she wanted at the moment was to get off. That was something that he felt like he was more than happy to help her with.
 
   Amy began to almost bounce up and down in the seat as Allen groped at her pussy. She was really wet now, and he could feel the heat emanating from her crotch. His other hand was back to stroking his own cock. The whole situation felt a little immoral to him, but at the same time, it was so incredibly hot. He felt Amy begin to orgasm, bucking her hips up wildly as she did, and could feel that his own was not far off.
 
   She seemed to melt into the seat in post sex bliss. Allen’s cock was yearning for more pleasure, and he decided to push things a little further. He could feel himself approaching the point of no return, and he gently tugged at Amy’s uniform until she was slumped over, her head only inches from his cock.
 
   “What, what the hell?” she said out loud, her breath tickling Allen’s cock. He was still stroking it, and decided to take a risk, pushing the tip of it up and against her soft and full lips. She kissed it and gave it a quick lick, more out of confusion than anything. It felt amazing, and pushed Allen past his boundary. His cock exploded into an orgasm, spraying white hot cum all over Amy’s mouth and face. Strangely he could see it. The scene was bizarre to him, and he watched as his semen appeared from seemingly nowhere and splattered all over the face of a female police officer.
 
   “What is this?” Amy seemed to be drawn partially out of her reverie by the wet, sticky strands of sperm hitting her face. She licked her lips, tasting a huge glob of it, and then pulled her shirt closed and stepped out of the car. Leaving it open, she ran over to the other police officer on the scene.
 
   “Something weird is going on, John,” she said. “It’s in the squad car and, well…I don’t really know.”
 
   Allen saw his chance and took it, rolling out of the car and sprinting off down the road, away from the wreck, away from his house, and away from the situation. His cock was still partially hard and flapped around in a way that would have been comical, if he could have seen it. Rather, it served instead as a reminder of his newfound situation. After a couple hundred yards, he collapsed onto a park bench and breathed heavy, thinking very carefully about what to do next.
 
   Allen held out his hand in front of him. He knew it was there, but could see nothing other than the grass on the other side of it. The whole situation was still almost more surreal than he could comprehend. What would he do now? It seemed like his only option was just to live as a vagabond, stealing food and being forever hidden from society. He closed his eyes and thought hard, about his family, about the past, and about what it had been like to be normal.
 
   “The parks closed after eight, kid,” said a voice. “You’re going to have to get your clothes and get out.”
 
   Allen opened his eyes. Standing in front of him was a night security guard, with a flashlight that was shining directly at the park bench. He looked around to either side, and then behind them, and finally, down at his body. It was there again, totally visible, as though the events of the day had just been a very strange dream. It was also completely unclothed and naked.
 
   “You…you can see me?” he said to the guard, his voice full of surprise and disbelief.
 
   “Damn it, why are the crazies always out and about on my shifts?” the guard said. He reached down to his waist and pulled out a walkie talkie. Before he could speak into it, Allen was up and running.
 
   He went deeper into the park at first, dodging around trees and leaping over bushes. It felt as though he had exchanged one unusual problem for another. How the hell was he going to make it home with no clothes? And how would he explain things to his mom when he got there?
 
   Allen suddenly realized that as far as his mom knew, he was dead. The thought caused him to misplace his footing, and he slipped on a spot of wet grass, tumbling head over heels. He was picking himself up when the guard caught up with him, brandishing a taser in his hand.
 
   “Just come with me, pal,” the guard said. “I’m going to get you the help you need…”
 
   “Can’t you just act like you never saw me?” Allen asked desperately. He found himself wishing desperately that he was still invisible, still a ghost to the world.
 
   “What…the…hell?” the guard spoke slowly. His eyes were full of shock, and he put his radio up to his face as he stared at Allen.
 
   Or rather, the guard stared at where Allen had been. He looked down at his body. It was invisible again, in just a knick of time. He slowly began crawling across the grass, listening to the guard call for back up over the line. Allen made his way out of the park, and to the street. He started back the way he had come from, headed home.
 
   The lights were still on in his house. He stopped himself as he walked up the front door, thinking better of it. Regardless of whether he walked in invisible, or visible and totally naked, it would set off a panic. Instead, he walked over to the window of his room, on the far side of the house and conveniently on the first floor. It was unlocked, as he would occasionally use it as a route in and out of the house after curfew. He slipped the window up and quietly climbed through it.
 
   “I’ll be okay, Cindy, really.” He could hear the voice of his mom in the living room. His door was open a sliver, and when he peered through it he could see his mom talking on the phone.
 
   “I still haven’t told his father yet,” she said. Allen could hear the emotion in her voice, and began to look for clothes to change into. “It’s going to break his heart when he finds out.”
 
   Suddenly, Allen heard another pair of footsteps in the house. He looked out through the open sliver of the door, and saw an unfamiliar man walk up behind his mom.
 
   “Yes, I will sweetie,” Karen said into the phone. The man wrapped his arms around her and hugged her from behind.
 
   Allen was both shocked and appalled. His mother was having an affair, and he hadn’t even so much as suspected it. Between this and having to hear the news of the crash, he found himself feeling sympathetic towards his dad, who always seemed to be so distant throughout his life. He also found himself feeling totally and utterly betrayed.
 
   “Alright, well at least try to get some sleep. I’m going to try too, though it will be really hard,” Karen said. The man behind her had started kissing her neck. 
 
   “You too, dear. Good night.”  She hung up the phone and turned towards the man, laughing. “Frank, you just can’t wait tonight, can you?”
 
   “I’ve been waiting all week, you know that,” said the man. “You have to look for the good in bad situations, right? At least we get to be together tonight.”
 
   Allen felt white hot rage course through his body.
 
   “I guess you’re right. I cared about Allen, but he never listened to me,” she said to him. “Besides, the relationship between me and his father has been stagnant for months. Maybe it’s best that I just leave this whole mess behind me…”
 
   “Let me see if I can help you get your mind off it,” said Frank. He began kissing Karen deeply, and running his hands across her chest. She held her arms up above her head, and the man pulled her shirt up and off her.
 
   Allen was flabbergasted by the whole situation. It did make sense, in a way. Karen had never been overly affectionate towards him or his father. And the cheating made perfect sense to. She had a body to die for, and it had always drawn the attention of men. Her bra clad breasts were now on display in front of him, and Allen felt his dick start to get hard as he looked at her.
 
   “Oh Frank, you’re a naughty boy, aren’t you,” his mom whispered to the man in a seductive voice. He pushed her back and towards the couch, out of Allen’s limited view from the door. He paused for a moment, and then walked out into the living room, still completely invisible.
 
   The two of them were on top of the couch, grinding against each other. Frank was on top of Karen and was kissing her passionately. Allen crept up until he was only a few feet away from him.
 
   “Take my bra off, Frank,” Karen whispered to the man. He complied, dutifully, unhitching the clasp and pulling it off her arms. Allen’s dick grew even harder at the sight of his mom’s exposed breasts. They were big and perfect, and seemed to call to him. The whole situation was unexplainably arousing to him, but he felt guilty at the same time. Everything was so wrong, from his mother cheating on his father to his hard cock that yearned for the illicit and taboo. He decided that it was up to him to set at least a couple of things right.
 
   “Oh Frank,” his mom said to the man. “I want you to fuck me…”
 
   The man quickly stripped off his clothes, and undressed Karen’s lower half. Allen couldn’t help but notice that his mom’s pussy was cleanly shaved. It was beautiful and inviting looking, and his imagination ran wild with ideas about what it would feel like to slide his hard cock up into it. He banished them from his mind, and set his plan into action.
 
   As the man was climbing on top of his mother, moving his cock into position to fuck her warm and waiting cunt, Allen began to knock things over in the room.
 
   “What the hell?” said the man. A lamp had been knocked off a table, making a clatter as it fell. Next were a couple of books from the book shelf, which seemed to magically fly across the room and land in a crumple.
 
   “What is going on in here?” the man asked. Allen had oriented each thing he knocked over in a way so that it was only visible to him, and not his mother. He could see the look of fear on the man’s face, and his mother’s confusion on hers.
 
   “What’s wrong, baby?” asked Karen.
 
   “I…I think I should go…” The man said. Allen had written “Frank Will Die” on a piece of paper and was holding it up in front of the couch, directly in front of Frank’s line of sight, but in back of his mom’s.
 
   “Wait, what? What is it?” his mom asked.
 
   “Look! Just look over there!”
 
   Right as his mom turned, Allen crumpled the piece of paper and slid it under the couch. She stared into nothing, bewildered by the sudden outburst of her lover.
 
   “Are you feeling alright?” she asked him.
 
   “I have to go!” Frank said. He pushed her off of him and tripped himself in his rush to put his pants on. After some hurried fumbling, he managed to get enough of his clothes on to make it out the door. Karen just watched, totally confused and at a loss for words.
 
   Mission accomplished, Allen thought to himself. But there was still the issue of his mom. She had gotten off the couch and pulled on a tiny silk night robe. He still felt anger, and betrayal at what she had been about to do, but strangely, arousal as well. His cock was still rock hard, and seemed to pull in her direction.
 
   “Why do all men have to be so crazy?” she muttered to herself as she headed for the bathroom.
 
   Allen, still totally invisible, followed her. After grabbing a clean towel from the laundry room, she headed towards the bathroom. When she opened the door he bent low to slip under her arm and inside. Karen went to start a shower, and he slipped inside through the current there, too. She played with the temperature of the water for a moment, and Allen had to hold his breath as it shifted from extremely cold to extremely hot. Finally, she found a perfect medium, and then pulled off her robe and stepped inside.
 
   Allen’s cock throbbed as he saw his mother’s naked body. The water made it glisten in an intensely alluring way. She began soaping up with shampoo and conditioner, and Allen began stroking himself as he watched. All standards of normality had been discarded for him, at this point. He felt guilty about what he was doing, but there was no road map for being invisible.
 
   His mom dropped the soap bottle, and bent over to pick it up. Her pussy was pink and so inviting, Allen couldn’t resist sliding up against her.
 
   “Ooohh…what the…?” Karen said, somewhat shocked. Her cunt felt so good against his dick. He ran his hands across her breasts as she straightened back into a standing position, knowing that this was crossing the line into taboo territory, but not being able to stop himself.
 
   “Whoa…I must have had way too much to drink,” said his mom. Allen was full on groping her breasts now. His cock was pulsing with desire. He wanted to fuck her, badly. Allen gently pushed his mom forward until her arms were against the side of the shower wall, and then teased her entrance with his cock head.
 
   “Oh my god,” said Karen. “I don’t know what’s going on, but I like it.
 
   The fact that she was speaking her mind so freely only turned Allen on even more. The idea that his own mother would unknowingly enjoy being fucked by her son was so illicit, and so dangerous. He pushed his cock into her pussy slowly, feeling her wet, warm tightness engulf him.
 
   “Oh yeah!” said Karen. “That feels amazing…”
 
   It was almost too much for Allen to handle. He began pumping into his mom, slowly at first, and then faster. She was moaning like a porn star, and the wet shower stream made the situation even hotter, literally. Allen fucked his mom good, slamming his cock deep into her depths with every stroke. Eventually, he could feel his cum readying itself inside his balls. He thrust one final time, and shot his white hot load of cum deep inside her.
 
   Karen was breathing heavy, completely in her own world, and Allen disposed with any expense of being stealthy as he left the shower and bathroom. He walked into his room, willed himself back to being visible, and then threw some clothes on. He then walked back to the bathroom, and knocked gingerly on the door.
 
   “Mom, are you home?” he asked.
 
   “Allen, you’re alive?” his mom said. “Oh my god honey, that’s so wonderful!”
 
   “I know, isn’t it?” Allen said. “Also, I know everything. I know about you and your affair.”
 
   “What…what are you-“
 
   “Don’t talk, just listen. If you want me to keep your little secret, things are going to have to be very different around here. From now on, you did whatever I say…”
 
   Karen was silent. All that could be heard was the falling water of the shower. Allen knew, right then and right there, that his life would never be the same. He would never be normal again, by any definition or standard.
 
    
 
   Far away from the house of Allen Marsh, two people were also aware of that fact. They sat in an underground chamber, in front of a wall covered in monitors. On one of them was a camera feed of the outside of Allen’s house. On others, there were people, factories, and strange sights. People could be seen creating unexplainable lights, conjuring fire out of nothing, one person was levitating through the air, another was shifting their size seemingly at will. All of these could be seen on the various computer screens. The woman in the room turned towards the man, her face a mask of concern.
 
   “We’re going to have to move soon, you know…” she said.
 
   “Of course, we will,” he said to her. “It’s best if we take care of this situation sooner, rather than later.”
 
    
 
   END
 
    
 
   If you enjoyed this story, click here to sign up for my mailing list and hear about the next one. 
 
   Thanks for reading!
 
   Anya Merchant 
 
    
 
   For other stories by the same author, check out
 
    
 
   Curse Of Desire (Taboo Erotica)
 
   Curse Of Desire 2: The Ship (Taboo Erotica)
 
   Summer Temptation (Taboo Erotica)
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