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CHAPTER 1
 
    
 
   “Oh come on honey! It made them so happy to see us!”
 
   Tom Varson turned his attention away from the trees and rural emptiness moving by the passenger window of the family’s minivan. His step mom, Angie, was behind the driver’s wheel, smiling cheerfully at him and swaying to the music coming from the radio.
 
   “Yeah, I know,” he said. “I just wish they didn’t live a million miles away.”
 
   The two of them were on their way back from visiting Angie’s parents and Tom’s step-grandparents, who were still as welcoming and kind as they had been 15 years ago when Angie had first married Tom’s dad.
 
   “Well maybe if somebody was a little more open to confronting their fear of flying!” Angie giggled and reached across the car to tickle Tom. He knocked her hand away and returned the gesture with an exaggerated glare, wishing on the inside that she’d stop doing that.
 
   Tom and Angie had been close from the start. Tom’s dad was a high powered businessman, not necessarily the best paid but most certainly overworked. He traveled a lot, and from the age of 4 when Angie had first entered the equation, it had mostly been Tom and her around the house.
 
   She had done everything, raising Tom in a gentle, understanding, sensual way into the young man that he was today. Angie loved Tom, and he loved her, but as he’d gotten older, their relationship had grown much more complicated, at least on his end.
 
   “I’ll have to catch up on my studying when we get home,” said Tom. “Exams are next week.”
 
   As a senior in high school, Tom was at a pivotal junction in his life. Academically, he was doing fine, and he had a good social circle of friends that were always up for fun on the weekends.
 
   “Well let me know if I can help,” said Angie. “It’s been too long since we’ve had a private study session in your room.”
 
   There’s a good reason for that, Tom thought to himself. Angie was, by far, the most attractive woman in his life. Tom glanced over at her in the driver’s seat, her big breasts and sexy thighs covered by a flirty summer dress that was just a little too small for her, in all the right places. 
 
   She was short, but with long hair and gorgeous eyes. Her smile always had a mischievous edge to it that sent hot chills down Tom’s spine now that he was old enough to recognize the sexiness of it. And she had a habit of dressing in very skimpy clothing, and sometimes nothing at all, when she was just hanging around the house.
 
   “Yeah mom, I will,” said Tom. He already knew in his head that there was no way he could ask for her help. It was too much of a challenge for him to be alone with her, the proximity pushing his body to react in the same way as any red blooded male’s would, and the last thing he needed was to weird her out by popping wood with the two of them sitting side by side.
 
   Angie was so hot that it had almost become a part of Tom’s identity. Like any involved mother of a teenager, she often would help out with community and school events that were going on around him, and Tom’s friends held nothing back when it came to talking about how horny she made them. 
 
   He had learned to drown it out after a while, but many of their suggestions resonated in his mind, primarily because a dirty, perverted part of him was just as eager to push it further with his mom as they were.
 
   “No, seriously sweetie, just let me know.” Angie reached her hand over and rubbed Tom’s thigh. “I’m more than happy to help you with anything you need.”
 
   It was torture for him. The entire trip had been torture, and Tom felt his cock quickly hardening in his pants. He shifted after a moment, forcing his mom’s hand away before the continued contact brought him any further into embarrassing territory.
 
   “The sun is starting to set,” said Tom. “We should probably find a place to stay for the night.”
 
   On the way out, the two of them had crashed at Angie’s sister’s gigantic country house, which had two guest bedrooms. But they were taking a different route back, mainly due to the fact that Tom had started off driving, and hadn’t thought to set up the GPS on his phone for guidance.
 
   “I’m sure they’ll be a place in this upcoming town,” said Angie, slowing a road sign that they were passing by. “It looks like we’ll be staying in….Westhaven for the night.”
 
   As the minivan slowly rolled out of the trees and into the town, the low angle of the sun cast long shadows across their surroundings. Westhaven reminded Tom a bit of the village that his grandparents lived in, but somehow, it felt much emptier, as though it was twice the size it needed to be for the number of people.
 
   There was only one main street in the town, and Tom didn’t see any hotel or motel signs on it. Angie pulled up to a man standing outside of a pub and rolled down Tom’s window.
 
   “Excuse me, where is the nearest place that we could stay for the night?” she asked.
 
   Tom watched as the man eyed his mom’s chest with lecherous eyes, and tried to keep his anger and embarrassment in check. The man pointed up to a hill that was off to the side, in the distance.
 
   “Uh, it’s up that way, ma’am,” said the man. “”Just make doubly sure that it’s the type of place you’re wanting to be staying at.”
 
   Angie looked at him queerly, and then smiled and nodded her head.
 
   “Thanks,” she said. 
 
   The two of them took a left at the next intersection, and began heading towards where the man had directed them. The road up the hill was curvy and meandering, and the trees on either side of it looked strangely menacing, with sharp branches and few leaves.
 
   The building came into view as they reached the top of the hill. It was a big hotel, taller than what Tom had been expecting, given the size of the town. The outer color was an interesting shade of dark grey, and it was at least ten or so stories high.
 
   “The parking lot is abandoned,” said Angie. “I mean, I guess it’s to be expected in a town this size, but…is this place even open?”
 
   It was true. Tom could only see a single vehicle in the parking lot, a newish model sedan that looked very lonely amongst the rows and rows of empty parking spaces. Angie picked a spot a couple meters down from it, and the two of them climbed out of the minivan.
 
   “Well, I guess we should take some of our stuff inside,” said Tom.
 
   “Let’s take all of it,” said Angie. “I don’t know why, but I have a weird feeling about this place. If someone broke into the van in the middle of the night, I sincerely doubt the local police would bother to do anything about it.”
 
   The two of them didn’t have that many bags, but it was enough to make the walk to the front entrance feel a little longer than it should have. The doors were thick, ancient looking slabs of wood, and they creaked open as Tom pulled on one of the copper handles.
 
   “Hello there!” A busty woman in a tight fitting, low cut black dress sat behind the counter. “Welcome to Hotel Desire!”
 
   Tom glanced around the entrance hall. A curved staircase led from the middle of the room up to the second floor balcony, where there was a small elevator against the back wall. The carpets were maroon, and even though there was a chandelier hanging from the high ceiling, the room felt under lit, a little too dark for the welcome area of a hotel.
 
   “Hotel Desire, that’s kind of a strange name, isn’t it?” asked Angie.
 
   “Yeah, we get that a lot. Desire is the last name of the family that founded it.” The woman stood up slowly, and Tom felt his blood begin to pump as his eyes were drawn to her sexy cleavage. She picked up a clipboard and walked around to the other side of the counter, sitting on it and crossing her legs.
 
   “My name is Kendra, I’m the fulltime steward here at the hotel. I can get the two of you settled in right away. Let me guess, you’re here on a romantic getaway?”
 
   Tom watched as his mom turned bright red and began to sputter in response.
 
   “What? I, uh, no, that’s not it! This is my-“ Angie was cut off in midsentence as Kendra began to laugh and hold up her hands.
 
   “Relax, I don’t think there’s anything wrong with it,” said the hotel steward. “I like younger guys every now and then, too. They have stamina, and can just keep going, and going.”
 
   Tom hated to admit it, but his cock was getting hard at both the idea and the way Kendra spoke about it. He felt ashamed at his reaction, and forced himself to step forward and explain.
 
   “Um, actually…” said Tom. “This is my mom, Angie. We’re just stopping here for the night on our way home. My name’s Tom.”
 
   Kendra held one of her hands up to her mouth and laughed into it, and then flicked a strand of hair out of her face.
 
   “Oh, my mistake, I am so sorry for assuming,” she said. “It’s nice to meet both of you. We don’t get many visitors passing through Westhaven.”
 
   There was something in the woman’s tone of voice that set Tom ever so slightly on edge, and excited him. She was looking at him with a hungry smile, and making it obvious enough that he could see his mom, still upset over the misunderstanding, beginning to get very impatient and protective.
 
   “Thank you Kendra, we’d like to get up to our room as soon as we can,” said Angie. “It’s been a long drive.”
 
   “Of course,” said Kendra. “If you’ll just sign in right here, we can get started.” 
 
   Angie set her bags down and began scribbling in a ledger on the desk. Tom felt slightly awkward as he stood there, smiling at Kendra and waiting for her to say something. She just stared at him, and licked her lips. He was more turned on then he had been in a very long time, but also a little unnerved.
 
   “Okay, right this way.” Kendra led the two of them up the curved staircase. 
 
   The second level appeared to be a public area, with a small library, a kitchen and dining area, and a small corner lounge. Kendra pushed a button next to the elevator doors, and a creaking noise came from behind them.
 
   “The hotel was originally built in 1955,” said Kendra. “It was state of the art construction at the time. Westhaven was also a much more frequented town.”
 
   “Yes, I can see that,” said Angie.
 
   They stepped onto the elevator, which was small, even for just three people and the luggage. Tom felt his heart beating in his chest as the doors closed and the little box began to slowly move upwards. Both of the women were close enough to him to give his lower half strangely intoxicating ideas, and he felt his cock feeling extra sensitive from the excitement.
 
   “I’m going to put the two of you in suite 303,” said Kendra. “It’s one of the nicer rooms we have. Back in the day, it was reserved for the higher end guests that we’d get.”
 
   She walked a short distance down the hall, and then pulled out a key and unlocked one of the identical doors along the wall. Tom and Angie followed her inside, and got their first look at the room.
 
   “It’s nice…” said Angie. “But, there’s only one bed?”
 
   “There’s a cot that slides out from underneath, if the two of you feel that you need it.”
 
   Tom glanced around at the suite. It was spacious, with the typical generic, hotel room décor. The TV was a large flat screen, obviously something that had been upgraded fairly recently. There was a mini fridge against one of the walls, which Kendra walked over and plugged in, and the bathroom was clean, with shiny fixtures.
 
   “This will work,” said Tom. “It’s definitely nicer than if we had gone to a motel.”
 
   “Yes, sweetie, you’re right,” said Angie.
 
   “Alright, perfect. I have my own room on the second floor. Let me know if the two of you need anything during the night.” Kendra smiled devilishly again, and then walked over to Tom and stood very close to him. “Anything at all.”
 
   She let her hand come to a rest on his for a moment, and a strangely hot sensation shot through Tom’s body. He couldn’t resist staring at Kendra’s breasts, which she pushed out towards him in a way the maximized her cleavage.
 
   “I think we’ll be fine!” said Angie. “Thank you, Kendra.”
 
   The hotel steward nodded, handed each of them a key, and then exited the room and closed the door behind her. Tom still felt strangely warm, but he shook it off and walked over to the bed.
 
   “For a small town hotel, this place is not what I was expecting.” Tom leaned back and fell onto the bed, feeling the soft spring mattress underneath. “I almost wish we could stay more than one night.”
 
   Angie smiled and came over to the bed. She sat down next to Tom and let her hand drape across his thigh, an action that excited him even more. He tried to smile it off and interpret it as the harmless, motherly gesture it was, but a hard on was slowly creeping up between his legs.
 
   “Let’s take a look at that cot that Kendra mentioned,” said Angie. She moved off the bed and reached under it, and after a moment, pulled out a very uncomfortable looking flat box bed with a stain in the middle.
 
   “Uh, well…that’s…” Tom scratched his head as he looked at it.
 
   “You can’t sleep on this!” Angie pushed it back under the bed and sat close in front of her son. “It looks like it’s fifty years old. We’ll just share the bed, sweetie.”
 
   “Mom, are you sure about that?” Tom felt a little conflicted by her suggestion, and his cock tingled strangely in his pants.
 
   “I’m sure, honey.” Angie leaned in and gave Tom a soft kiss on the cheek, which felt much more exciting to him than it should have. “It will be fine, don’t worry. For now though, I need to take a shower. We’ve been on the road for a long time.”
 
   “Okay mom,” said Tom. “I guess I’ll just…watch TV.”
 
   He flipped on the flat screen, and watched his mother out of the corner of his eye as she pulled some clothes out of her bag and walked into the bathroom. Tom felt hornier than he had in a very long time.
 
    He didn’t know if it was the way Kendra had looked and acted before, or from his own hormones being backed up from so many days without release, but a voice in his head was yelling for him to do something about it.
 
   The door to the bathroom swung closed, and after waiting to hear the shower water start up, Tom switched through the TV’s channels until he found something that his mind found stimulating. There wasn’t much to pick from, during the day, but he found a women’s volleyball championship match, and then unzipped his pants.
 
   It was hard for Tom to not feel like a bit of a pervert, but something deep and primal had control of his mind. As an eighteen year old high school student, he was used to having his hormones pull him around by the dick, but this went above and beyond anything he had experienced before. 
 
   His cock was already rock hard as he pulled it out of his boxers, and the women on the screen suddenly looked a lot more sexual and appealing. He slowly began to stroke it, balancing his shame for giving in during daylight hours with his paranoia of his mom coming out and catching him.
 
   Part of it was because of her. Tom knew that with the two of them sleeping in the same bed together, he would have to be on his best behavior. He felt like he would die of embarrassment if he ended up with a hard problem on his hands sleeping right next to the woman that had raised him.
 
   All of the sudden, the bathroom door creaked open. Angie had not shut it all the way when she’d gone in to take a shower, and now, from where Tom was on the bed, he could see his mom’s naked body through the relatively translucent shower curtain.
 
   Tom tried to pull his hand away from his cock, feeling dirty and ashamed, but he was too aroused to stop himself from continuing. His mom was turned away from him, and the steam on the clear shower curtain made it so he could see only the most minimal of details. Still, it was her, and she was totally naked, soaping up her big boobs right across the room from him.
 
   “Sweetie, can you bring me a towel?” Angie called to him from the bathroom, and Tom almost jumped off the bed. He tucked his cock away the best he could, and then grabbed a towel from a pile of clean laundry that had been left on the table in the corner.
 
   “Uh…sure mom, no problem.” Tom was more turned on than he had ever been in his life, but also more confused. She was his mom, and yet he wanted nothing more than to ogle her gorgeous, naked body, and stroke off to her.
 
   He made his way into the bathroom slowly. Angie was aware that her son’s eyes were on her now, and did her best to preserve her modesty by covering her chest with one arm and her crotch with the other.
 
   “I’m just going to leave it on this hook right here,” said Tom. He was staring into the shower, and knew that his pants must be visibly tented.
 
   “Thanks, honey.” Angie leaned out from the side of the curtain for a moment, and Tom almost couldn’t handle what he saw. His mom only had her nipples and crotch covered, and the rest of her luscious body was dripping wet and on full display for him. She looked down at his package and then her cheeks flushed red, signaling to Tom that she was clearly aware of the state that he was in.
 
   “Uh…I’ll head out now,” said Tom. He slowly turned and walked out of the bathroom, feeling like a lecherous pervert.
 
   “Okay honey,” said his mom. “Can you shut the door?”
 
   Tom nodded, and did what she asked. He turned off the TV, and suddenly began to wonder what the night that lay ahead would hold for them.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 2
 
    
 
   When Angie came out of the bathroom, she was wearing a tiny white t-shirt and a light blue pair of yoga pants, both of which clung tightly to her frame and emphasized all of her best attributes. Tom did his best to look away, his cock still excited from the incident in the shower.
 
   “Do you mind if I have the TV on for a bit before we head to bed?” asked Angie.
 
   “No mom, not at all.” He turned to her as he answered, and blushed as they made eye contact. His mom was a kind, confident woman, and she hadn’t said anything about how aroused Tom had obviously been in the bathroom. It was his burden to bear, weighing down on him with deep shame.
 
   “We barely ever watch TV like this anymore at home,” said Angie. “It feels kind of like a treat having one with all the channels in a nice hotel like this.”
 
   She began clicking through programs, searching for something to watch. Tom slipped into the bathroom to change into his pajamas, and then sat down on the bed. It took him a minute to feel comfortable enough to join his mom under the sheets, and as soon as he did, his lower half began to act up again.
 
   “Sweetie, are you okay?” Angie had a concerned look on her face, and leaned her head on her hand as she looked at him with tender eyes.
 
   “Yeah mom, sorry,” said Tom. “I don’t know what it is about this hotel, but I’ve felt a little…off, ever since we got here.”
 
   That was putting it lightly, Tom thought to himself. Whether it was just his hormones acting up, or something else, he didn’t know, but it was hard for him to even think properly in the sensitive, hyper aroused state he was in. He stared at his mom, his eyes being shamefully drawn to her amazing breasts, and felt his cock throb inside his boxers.
 
   “Does it have anything to do with before?” asked Angie. “When you…saw me? You know…in the shower?”
 
   Tom felt his tongue catch in his mouth. He didn’t know what to say. Never before in his life had he so badly wished that he could just disappear, and escape from a conversation that was clearly trapped, regardless of how he answered.
 
   “Mom, I’m sorry!” Tom leaned in closer to her, which only made the situation feel even hotter. “The door was open, and I didn’t mean to. I just…couldn’t look away.”
 
   “It’s fine, Tom, it’s fine.” Angie reached her hand over and ran it along her son’s cheek. “You’re at a very hard stage in your life right now. I wish I could help you out in some way…”
 
   There was a tense, loaded silence in the air. Tom fought the urge to grab his mom and grind himself against her. It was a terrible thought, but it floated in the front of his imagination like a forbidden piece of fruit.
 
   Angie turned the TV off, and then pulled him into her for a hug. Tom felt her soft breasts against her chest, and his cock rubbed against her inner thigh. It took every ounce of willpower he had to keep from taking the situation further.
 
   “Let’s just go to sleep,” said Angie. “I’m sure that you’ll feel better in the morning.”
 
   She walked over to the light and turned it off, and then climbed back into bed. The darkness only made Tom’s illicit sexual ideas and desires all the more real and compelling, but he forced himself to lie down facing away from his mom, towards the edge of the bed.
 
   “I love you, sweetie,” said Angie. “Don’t worry, we’ll be home soon enough.”
 
   “I love you too, mom,” said Tom.
 
   Tom spent the next hour or so hopelessly trying to fall asleep. His body didn’t feel right. It was almost as though it was lighter and looser than normal, and when combined with the overwhelming horniness that had been plaguing him since he’d set foot into the hotel, it was hard for him to trust that he could keep himself controlled.
 
   After coming to the conclusion that he wasn’t going to fall asleep unless he did something about it, Tom got up out of bed. He thought briefly about heading to the bathroom and taking care of himself, but thoughts of his hot mom and her gorgeous body were still fresh in his mind, and he didn’t want to set himself up for an awkward morning.
 
   Instead, Tom got dressed and headed out of their room, making sure that he had the room key with him. He walked slowly down the hall and towards the elevator, listening for any sound of activity and hearing only silence on the air.
 
   The entire atmosphere of the hotel was off. He had only noticed hints of it when they first checked in, but it was much more obvious now. Everything, from the carpets and walls, to the lights hanging from the ceiling, looked a little too dark for a place that catered to paying guests.
 
   It was more unusual than it was spooky, but it set Tom’s thoughts onto what Kendra had told him about the history of the place. It was so unusually empty for such a large building, and Tom wondered how it managed to stay afloat financially with Westhaven being such a small and forgettable town.
 
   He stepped into the elevator and pressed the button for the first floor. There were some vending machines that he’d noticed on the way in, and Tom figured that if he could get some food in his stomach it might help him relax.
 
   The hotel door opened, and Tom stepped out onto the overlooking balcony on the second floor. He could look down from where he was into the lobby, and was surprised to see that Kendra was still awake, reading out of a large, very ancient looking book.
 
   Tom watched her for a moment, and hesitated before heading down the stairs. Kendra had a very strange and serious look on her face. She was muttering something quietly, and after a moment she held out one of her hands, and a soft red glow began to emanate from it.
 
   Tom took a step back. He was unsure of what he had just seen, but knew instantly that it hadn’t been meant for his eyes. The doors to the elevator had already closed again, and he hesitated as he went to press the call button, his nerves telling him that the movement of the machine might alert Kendra to his presence.
 
   “Hey there! Are you new here?”
 
   Tom slowly looked up, and saw something else very unusual at the end of the second floor balcony. An elegant looking woman, at least in her late thirties or early fourties, was leaning against the railing and smiling over at him. She was attractive in a very old school, modest kind of way, and wore a very thin white nightgown.
 
   Tom glanced down into the lobby, and saw that Kendra had wandered off somewhere else. He looked back up to the strange older woman and saw her beckoning him over with her hand. After a brief moment of hesitation, he slowly began to move her way.
 
   “Yeah, I just got in today,” he said. “My name is Tom.” 
 
   “Lunell,” said the woman. “It’s so nice to meet you, Tom.”
 
   Something about her echoed the feeling that Tom had about the entire hotel. She was gorgeous, and looked like she’d just climbed out of bed, but it felt weird to Tom. His cock slowly began to get more and more excited as he closed the distance between the two of them, even as his brain screamed out in warning.
 
   “Would you like to come into my room for some tea, young man?” Lunell smiled devilishly as she spoke, and Tom felt himself begin to get a little excited. He was still so horny, and at least one rock hard part of him was interested in getting to know Lunell a little better.
 
   “I would love to, Lunell.”
 
   Tom followed her down the hallway. She had a fantastic butt, and perfect hips, but there was something else about her that he couldn’t help but notice. Every step she took looked and sounded lighter than it should have, as if she was somehow floating as she walked.
 
   “This is it, Tom,” said Lunell. She opened the unlocked door slowly, as if it took a great deal of effort.
 
   Tom looked into her room, and saw that it was much, much nicer than the one he and his mom had been given. There was more space, the bed was bigger and fancier looking, and everything felt as though it had been frozen in time, as if nothing in the room had been updated since the 60s or 70s.
 
   “I don’t usually invite men back to my room so quickly,” said Lunell. “I’m a proper lady, I do hope you know!”
 
   She stood over by a small wheeled cart in the corner of the room, pouring from a tea kettle into the cups. Tom wasn’t sure what to say, and as he stared at her, he was sure that his eyes were playing tricks on him.
 
   Lunell looked as though she was glowing light blue, and around the edges of her body, Tom thought he could see right through her, to the wall on the other side of the room. She turned around with the cups in her hands, and for a moment all he could notice were her big, well-formed breasts, the nipples poking out against the fabric of her gown.
 
   “I don’t have a proper setup as far as chairs are concerned,” said Lunell. “We’ll have to sit on the bed as we drink.”
 
   “Okay.” Tom walked over to her, still recognizing the look on her face as one of a woman who had a certain mischief in planning. His cock hardened even further, and he hunched over slightly to try to hide it.
 
   Lunell took a sip of her tea, let out a very girlish, proper laugh, and then set her hand down right in between Tom’s legs, right on his hard lump. He almost choked on the tea, and quickly set the cup down on the nightstand behind him.
 
   “You are so eager and ready, young man,” she said. “But I guess we have the hotel to thank for that.”
 
   “Lunell, are you…” Tom’s words trailed off as the older woman began to rub and stroke his manhood.
 
   “Have you masturbated today, Tom?” Lunell looked him right in the eyes, blushing ever so slightly as she asked the question. Tom turned crimson red and shook his head.
 
   “No! I mean…wait, why would you ask me something like that?”
 
   “I know that you have.” Lunell leaned closer into him, letting her soft breasts push against the side of Tom’s body. “It’s only because of your manly, sexual energy that I’m even able to be here right now, like this.” 
 
   Tom felt Lunell’s hand against his cock, and then all of the sudden, he didn’t. Or rather, he still felt it, but it was inside of his body, and inside of his thigh. Her hand had slipped through his crotch as though it was nothing more than a projection, and Tom could feel a strangely pleasurable warmth deep inside his legs.
 
   “I need you to go a little further, young man, if I’m to stick around.” Lunell leaned in and kissed him, her body touching his flesh as normal again. “I need you to cum for me, Tom.”
 
   “Oh god…” moaned Tom. “How is this…happening?”
 
   Lunell ran her hands up his chest, and slowly began unzipping his jeans. She let her lips rub all the way down his stomach, across his legs, until her face was right in front of his hard cock. She smiled at him, and then gave his tool a light squeeze in between her fingers. It felt fantastic to Tom.
 
   “Oh wow, I can feel it right away!” said Lunell. “It’s going to be great having you here, Tom.”
 
   She brought her lips to the head of his cock, and gave it the type of passionate kiss that an experienced older woman might place on the mouth of her younger lover. Tom felt Lunell’s tongue doing swirls against the tip of his penis, and the precum beginning to form and push into her mouth.
 
   “Oh man, Lunell…” moaned Tom.
 
   “Shhh….” She said. “This is every young man’s fantasy, I’m sure. Being sucked off by such a prim and proper lady. I was a member of high society back before, well, back when I was like you.”
 
   Lunell began to bob her head up and down on Tom’s cock, gently coating it with her saliva and sucking him off. Tom leaned back on her bed, still in disbelief over what was happening. It was his first sexual experience, and though he didn’t have anything to compare it to, he doubted that there was anything that could possibly feel better.
 
   The older woman didn’t let up, and shifted between styles of giving head as though she was putting on a performance. Tom was in bliss, and he let his hand run through Lunell’s hair, which felt unbelievably soft, and insubstantial.
 
   She pulled back for a moment, continuing to stroke Tom and smiling at him coyly. Lunell was in complete control of him, and all Tom could do was stare as she slowly moved in closer to his cock, letting her breath tease him before bringing her lips back to it for a quick kiss.
 
   “I want you to cum, Tom,” whispered Lunell. “I want you to cum all over me.”
 
   “Lunell, oh man…” Tom moaned as she began to pump his cock in her hand and slowly lick at it, like she was trying to get it clean through the most lewd method imaginable.
 
   Lunell pushed forward again, taking his cock into her mouth and continuing her sexual onslaught. Tom was breathing heavy, and he placed his hand on the back of her head and began to urge her further down. The pleasure was taking control of him, and he realized that if it continued to build…
 
   “Oh, Lunell, I’m going to…” The last word never let Tom’s mouth. His cock began to explode, spraying its white hot payload into Lunell’s mouth with raw intensity. It was the first time a woman had ever done anything like that to him before, and it felt so much better than masturbating. Waves of pleasure wracked through his body, and Tom collapsed back on the bed.
 
   “It’s working!” said Lunell. “I can feel it already!”
 
   She leaned over Tom, letting her breasts push against his chest, and kissed him softly on the cheek.
 
   “Thank you, Tom,” she said. “I appreciate this more than you could ever know.”
 
   All Tom could offer in return was a look of confusion. He slowly nodded, and then looked down at his unzipped jeans, the pleasure of the orgasm fading and reality shifting back into focus.
 
   “I should…probably get back to my room,” he said. “I might not see you when I leave tomorrow, Lunell. It was really nice getting to know you, though!”
 
   Lunell smiled at him, and let her hand run across his cheek.
 
   “Likewise, Tom,” she said. “Live a good life.”
 
   After leaving her room, Tom headed straight back to the elevator. Kendra was nowhere to be seen down in the lobby, and the same strange vibe he’d gotten from the hotel before was back in full force. He tried to push it out of his head, and went up to his floor.
 
   His mom was asleep in the bed, and didn’t wake up as he quietly opened the door and made his way over. Tom was finally tired, and this time when he slipped under the covers, sleep came easily.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 3
 
    
 
   Tom could see a woman in front of him, slowly undressing. She was attractive, and there was something incredibly familiar about her. As she began to slowly unbutton her blouse, revealing a pair of big, natural breasts underneath, Tom’s cock began to ache for attention.
 
   “Don’t worry, I’ll take care of you.” The woman spoke softly as she slowly wiggled out of the tight leggings she was wearing. Her voice was one that Tom knew that he’d heard before, but he couldn’t quite place it.
 
   Tom realized that he was naked as the woman began to walk towards him, wearing only a sexy pair of lingerie panties, and running her hands across her body, as if presenting herself to him. He still couldn’t see her face, but whoever she was, he knew that he had to have her.
 
   “I love you, Tom,” whispered the woman. “There’s nothing wrong with me helping you out, if you need it.”
 
   The woman slowly lowered herself down in front of him and began to jerk him off. Tom wanted to see more of her, but her touch was pleasurable to the point of being paralyzing .He rocked his hips forward, and the woman ran her hand across his thigh.
 
   “That’s it, just like that,” she whispered.
 
   There were more women all around him now, all of them naked, and they began running their hands across Tom’s body. He wanted all of them, but he especially wanted the one who had her fingers around his cock. He had to see more of her, to feel more of her, and to cum with her, but it somehow felt incredibly wrong and sinful. She started to look up at him, and Tom knew that her face was about to come into view.
 
   “Time to get up, sweetie!”
 
   Suddenly, he was awake. His mom was already moving, dressed in a short sleeve, low cut blouse and a very short summer skirt. She was leaning over him and shaking his shoulder, and Tom could smell the flowery scent of her perfume.
 
   “Oh, sorry mom,” said Tom. “I was having a dream…”
 
   The details of it were fading out of his mind like sand drawings on a shore, swept away by the incoming tide. The only thing he knew for sure was that it had been about sex, and he still felt a little guilty about whatever the sex had entailed. His cock felt hot, and he realized that there was an embarrassing tent sticking up in the middle of the sheets.
 
   Angie either didn’t notice, or was very good at ignoring it, in her understanding, motherly way. She walked over to the full length mirror on the back of the bathroom door and began brushing her hair.
 
   “You should get dressed,” she said. “The sooner we get on the road, the sooner we’ll be home.”
 
   Tom nodded, and slipped out of bed. He walked over to his bag and picked out some clothes, opting for a pair of cargo shorts and a t-shirt for the day.
 
   “Where did you go last night?” asked Angie. “I woke up at one point, and you weren’t there.”
 
   “Oh…I wasn’t?” Tom remembered the events of the night before, and his late night tryst with the strange woman. It was vivid in his mind, but a couple parts of it were so bizarre to him that he wasn’t sure if it had been a dream or not.
 
   “Yeah,” said Angie. “Were you just in the bathroom, or…?”
 
   “Oh yeah, now I remember,” said Tom. “I went downstairs, to get some food.”
 
   Angie bent over to get something out of her own bag, and for a moment all Tom could do was stare at her cleavage. He silently admonished himself and tried to look away before feeling too guilty about it, but it was as though his gaze was locked onto his mom’s chest.
 
   “Sweetie? Are you going to change?” Angie flicked her eyes up at him, with a look in them that managed to be motherly and yet strangely flirty at the same time.
 
   “Yeah, of course!” said Tom. “Sorry mom.”
 
   He hurried off into the bathroom and began stripping out of his pajamas. His cock was like a bar of steel, fully erect and aching for attention between his legs. Tom wondered if it was just a result of the sexual experience he had the night before, his first. It felt like more than that, though, almost as though an unnatural horniness had taken hold of his mind and body.
 
   Tom changed into his clean clothes and then headed back out into the room. Angie had gathered their stuff by the door, and after tossing his pajamas into his clothing bag, he shouldered it and picked up another bag in his free arm.
 
   “Ready?” asked Angie. He nodded, and the two of them headed out into the hall.
 
   Tom felt an eager sensation in his cock as the two of them rode the elevator down to the ground floor. He focused on his breathing, feeling a little confused at how sexually frustrated he was. All he wanted, at that moment, was for another release, another moment of intense, draining pleasure.
 
   “Hey, sweetie, are you okay?” asked Angie. She looked over at him with worried eyes, but all Tom could see was her amazing breasts and body.
 
   “Uh, yeah,” he replied. “I just feel a little…hot, I guess.”
 
   Angie smiled at him and ran her hand through his hair. Her touch was electric to Tom, even though she was his mother.
 
   “I feel the same way,” she replied. “Maybe it’s the air conditioning in the building?”
 
   The elevator door creaked open, and the two of them headed down the stairs and into the lobby. Kendra was sitting behind her desk, wearing a new dress that was just as revealing and provocative as the one she had worn the day before. She stood up as she saw them coming, and walked over.
 
   “I hope the two of you enjoyed your stay.” Kendra stood close to Tom, a little too close for a casual conversation. He could see a challenging edge to her smile, her luscious lips coated in red, seductive lipstick. Tom admired her boobs and body, and tried to stop himself from shamefully comparing her and his mother in his mind.
 
   “We did, thank you,” said Angie. “The room was very nice.”
 
   “Can I interest you in breakfast? We have it delivered by one of the local catering companies every morning.” Kendra touched Tom’s hands and leaned over towards him, the cleavage of her breasts spilling into his view. He realized that he wanted her badly, and from the way she was acting, it looked like she knew it.
 
   “No, that’s okay,” said Angie. “We really should be getting going.”
 
   Tom reluctantly followed his mom out of the front doors of the hotel, looking back at Kendra, who waved goodbye to him with slow, sensual movements. He found himself wondering if he’d be able to make it home in the state he was in. He didn’t have to wonder for long.
 
   “Oh my god!” cried Angie.
 
   The minivan was still parked in the same spot they had left it in the night before, but with one major difference. All four of its tires were flat. Tom crouched low to inspect them, scratching his head with one finger as he sized up the situation.
 
   “This is really weird,” he said. “Mom, it looks like the tires have cuts in them.”
 
   “What?” Angie leaned over her son, unintentionally rubbing her big breasts against his back as she did. “Do you think somebody did this intentionally?”
 
   “That’s the only explanation I can think of.” Tom ran his finger along the several inch long slit in the bottom of one of the tires. “This doesn’t just happen on its own, not on all of the wheels.”
 
   Angie sighed, and then pulled out her phone. She tapped on it for a moment, running one of her hands through her long, soft hair.
 
   “I don’t see any mechanics listed nearby in Westhaven,” she said. “Let’s go and ask the hotel steward if she knows about any that are close.”
 
   Tom felt a little weird as the two of them walked back up to the hotel. He hadn’t realized it until just then, but he had calmed down in the parking lot. Now, as he walked back towards the wooden double doors of Hotel Desire, each step closer felt like it sent more blood and excitement rushing down to his cock.
 
   “Did you two forget something?” asked Kendra , as they walked back in.
 
   “Something happened to our tires during the night,” said Angie. “It looks like somebody popped them!”
 
   “Hmm, that’s weird, but not unheard of,” said Kendra. “Westhaven gets its fair share of crime.”
 
   “It doesn’t make any sense, though,” said Tom. “Why would they just cut the tires? None of the windows were broken. Nothing was stolen.”
 
   Kendra brought a finger up to her lips and leaned back in her chair. She shifted her legs, giving Tom a brief glimpse of the red panties she was wearing underneath her dress as she uncrossed them.
 
   “I’m so sorry that this happened,” said Kendra. “I have the number for a really good mechanic, but like most of Westhaven, they aren’t going to be back in the garage until Monday, at the soonest.”
 
   Angie sighed and crossed her arms. She looked over at Tom and wrinkled her forehead.
 
   “What, are we just supposed to hang out until then?” she asked. 
 
   Kendra stood up and walked around the desk and over to them. She clasped her hands together and offered an understanding smile.
 
   “You can stay here at the hotel. It’s the least I can do, all things considered. And your stay will be on the house.”
 
   Tom watched as his mom looked back out towards the parking lot, and then slowly nodded her head. Kendra was smiling, and patted her on the back encouragingly.
 
   “Here, let me take your bags up to your room for you.” The attractive hotel steward reached down and relieved Angie of her luggage. “Why don’t the two of you check out the nature path we have in the back woods behind the hotel? It will help you clear your heads.”
 
   “That sounds like a good idea, we’d love to.” Tom smiled at his mom, and she forced a smile back. He was just as frustrated as she was, in more ways than one, but knew that it could be a lot worse.
 
   “Alright, let’s go sweetie,” said Angie. “Thank you for your kindness, Kendra.”
 
   Tom stood close to his mom as the two of them walked out of the entrance and down the steps. She didn’t say anything, and after a minute, Tom reached over and rubbed her shoulder encouragingly.
 
   “It will be okay, mom,” he said. She smiled at him, put her hand on top of his, and then pulled him in for a hug.
 
   “Thanks honey,” said his mom. Her breath was hot on Tom’s neck, and it took all of his willpower and self-control to keep from grinding his hard cock into her stomach. Her breasts felt so soft against him, and more than anything he wanted to grope at them with his hands and pull them out of her shirt.
 
   Angie stepped back from him before any of his shameful ideas could develop any further, and the two rounded the corner of the building. There was a gated patio along with a couple of tables set out in the backyard, and behind that he saw the opening between the trees that led into the woods.
 
   “This might not end up being so bad,” said Tom. “I mean, at the very least, we should try to enjoy it. We ended up with a couple more days of vacation, for free.”
 
   “You’re right, dear.” Angie walked in front of him, her hips swaying from side to side with every step. “Come on, let’s check out this path.”
 
   Tom followed his mom, doing his best to not ogle her perfect butt, and to keep his hormones in check. He meant everything that he had said about the situation being a blessing in disguise, but part of him was also a little conflicted. It was Friday, and for the next two days, he and his mom would be sharing their hotel room, sleeping in the same bed, and being in tantalizingly close contact with each other.
 
   The trees on either side of the path were tall and leafy, making a natural canopy that blocked out a portion of the sunlight overhead. Birds could be heard chirping of in the distance, and a light breeze blew through the air.
 
   “This is nice,” said Angie. “Very quiet, and tranquil.”
 
   “Yeah, you’re right mom.” Tom stepped forward until he was walking next to her. Angie linked her arm through his and leaned her head against his shoulder. If it wasn’t for his sex hungry, throbbing cock, it would have been a very sweet moment. Instead, Tom had to work to keep himself from letting his hands explore his mother’s body, touching her and pulling her in closer.
 
   Something moved out of the corner of Tom’s eye, and when he turned to look, he was surprised by what he saw. There was a tiny little woman, no more than a third of his height, with green eyes and long emerald hair, staring right at him.
 
   “Uh, mom,” he whispered. “Do you see that, over there?”
 
   Angie turned and squinted in the direction that Tom had pointed.
 
   “What, the trees? Is there a bird, or something?”
 
   Another tiny little nymph woman dropped down from a nearby tree, followed by a third. Each of them looked as though they weighed no more than fifty pounds, though they all had full feminine figures, and faces that looked girlish and yet very mature at the same time.
 
   “I…I think we should head back to the hotel,” said Tom. He was confused, and a little scared, and wondered why it was that he could see the nymphs, and his mom couldn’t.
 
   “What? But we haven’t even started-“
 
   Angie was interrupted in mid-sentence by the hands of one of the little nymphs. Two glowing white wings were on its back, and it hovered to the side of Tom’s mom with them and began to slip her blouse open.
 
   “Mom!” Tom tried to pull her away, but the creature was strong, and another one had grabbed him by his leg.
 
   “This is so strange, my shirt just ripped on its own…” Angie looked down at her exposed cleavage, her large breasts covered only by a tiny bra. Tom tried not to enjoy the sight too much, his cock beginning to get even more shamefully excited at the illicit situation.
 
   “Let’s go! We can get you a change of clothes when we get back to the…” Tom trailed off in midsentence, and realized that the nymph nearest to him had begun stroking his bulge through his pants with her tiny hands. It felt amazing, and his mind fogged over with lust.
 
   “Oh, my! What is going on?” Angie had problems of her own to deal with. The nymphs were slowly stripping her naked, pulling her blouse completely off and unzipping the back of her skirt. She grabbed at her clothes, but without being able to see the creatures, it was a wasted effort.
 
   “Mom, just…start walking back down the trail,” said Tom. “I…I’ll meet up with you in a second.”
 
   The nymph that was rubbing his hard on had magically soft fingers, and though it made him feel incredibly ashamed, he didn’t want it to stop until he had found his release. Tom blushed and held his hands behind his back, and then began to panic as the creature started sliding his shorts down to the ground.
 
   “Nooooooo!” Angie was fighting to keep her bra on. One of the nymphs was floating behind her, trying to pull the unhooked garment out of her grasp. Tom watched in disbelief as his mom blushed and fought to preserve her modesty.
 
   He felt the gentle wind on his naked cock, and realized that he was in trouble, too. The nymph had pulled it out through the flap of his boxers, and it was now fully engorged and visible. Tom blushed and made a feeble show of covering himself up, still too much of a slave to his desires to try to stop the nymph from stroking him with her tiny hands.
 
   “Tom, look away!” cried Angie. “My clothes…I don’t understand it, but they’re coming off!”
 
   Tom couldn’t have taken his eyes off his mom if he had tried. She was almost completely naked now, with one arm wrapped around her big, gorgeous breasts, and the other trying to keep the nymphs from pulling down her panties.
 
   “Oh god, mom!” said Tom. “We, we have to get back to the hotel!”
 
   He broke free from the erotic trap, pushing the nymph on his cock off him. His shame and embarrassment had become a source of motivation, pushing him to find a way to deal with the situation before he came right in front of his own mother, something that he’d never be able to live down. 
 
   Tom grabbed as much of their clothing as he could, and then wrapped his arms around his mom and began pulling her away from the nymphs and back towards the clearing. His body responded the way any red blooded male’s would to having her so close, her naked tits pressed against his flesh, and his hard cock rubbing along her leg.
 
   “Quick, Tom!” yelled Angie. “Let’s get inside.”
 
   They made it out of the forest and separated in a nick of time. Tom had been on the verge of cumming from the excitement, which would have changed things irrevocably. He looked back into the forest, and then at his mom.
 
   Angie was quickly getting dressed, but Tom noticed a tiny wet spot against her leg before she pulled her skirt on. It was from him, precum from the tip of his cock, and he began to blush furiously when he realized it. His mom was much more composed, and worked to fix her hair and calm herself down as she pulled her blouse on.
 
   “Okay, that was really weird, but let’s just try to move on from it.” She reached her hand out and ruffled Tom’s hair. He realized that he was still wearing only his boxers, and quickly started pulling his shorts on.
 
   “Yeah mom, I don’t know what happened,” said Tom. “I…I didn’t see anything, though. I mean, I wasn’t looking at you.”
 
   Angie’s cheeks flushed red, but she smiled and nodded to her son as though she planned to take his word for it. She leaned over and kissed him softly on the cheek.
 
   “Let’s just head back into the hotel,” she said. “We haven’t eaten breakfast yet.”
 
   Tom finished putting his clothes on, and followed her around to the front of the building, trying to push the thoughts of what could have happened if they’d stayed in the forest a minute longer out of his head.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 4
 
    
 
   Tom and his mother spent the next couple of hours milling around the hotel. Kendra had set up a table in the dining room with catered brunch, and after eating their fill, they returned to their room.
 
   It was an awkward situation for Tom, made only harder by the intense urges that felt like they were determined to continue torturing him. Angie didn’t say much, and just twiddled her hair as she read a book that she’d brought with her on the bed.
 
   Tom could see that his mother’s face was a little flushed, and every so often, he would catch her sneaking glances at his package out of the corner of his eye. He began to wonder if the same illicit horniness that he’d been plagued by had spread to her, catalyzed by the events in the forest.
 
   “I’m going to head downstairs for a bit,” said Tom. He’d been watching TV for a while, and was beginning to get sick of it. Angie looked over at him from the bed, and for a moment, Tom was reminded of her clothes being stripped off by the strange nymphs outside. He wondered why he had seen them, and she hadn’t.
 
   “Alright honey,” said Angie. “I’ll meet you in the dining hall for dinner later on.”
 
   Tom headed out into the hall and took the elevator down the ground floor. He found himself wondering if Lunell might still be around, and his cock jumped at the idea of having another encounter with her.
 
   The doors opened, and he stepped out. Tom considered heading down the hallway towards her room, but something caught his eye before he could start to move.
 
   “Hey there,” said Kendra. She was sitting behind the front desk, her legs crossed over each other, looking like she was trying to be a piece of beautiful eye candy for anyone who happened in through the entrance.
 
   “Oh, hey Kendra.” Tom felt his legs moving almost with a will of their own, carrying him down the stairs and over to where she was sitting. The hotel steward had a very suggestive smile on her face, and she leaned forward and wrote something down in the hotel ledger, putting her cleavage on display for him.
 
   “I should apologize again for the situation you and your mom ended up in.” Kendra got up from her desk and slowly walked over to him, getting in close.
 
   “Oh, it’s no trouble,” said Tom. “I wasn’t really in all that much of a hurry, anyway.”
 
   “Well really, if there’s anything I can do…” Kendra placed one of her hands on Tom’s chest and leaned in to him, a combination that sent erotic fire coursing through his body. “Just let me know. Anything at all.”
 
   The moment hung for a second, long enough for the titillating tension between them to become almost palpable on their air. And then, Kendra stepped back. She walked over to her desk and leaned back against it, crossing her legs and giving Tom a very feminine look of knowing.
 
   “Uh, thanks,” said Tom. “I really appreciate that.”
 
   He wasn’t sure what to say, and began to nervously glance around the lobby. It felt just as empty as when he and his mom had originally checked in, and Tom began to wonder just how it had all come to be in the first place.
 
   “The Desire family was very interested in having this hotel built.” Kendra was still smiling at him, and spoke as though she could read his mind. “They took a special interest in Westhaven, and used it as a meeting place for their extended family and friends.”
 
   Tom nodded slowly. There was something about Kendra that set him slightly on edge. He had noticed it with Lunell, as well, and thinking about it made him feel strange, and suspicious.
 
   “Is Lunell a member of the Desire family?” asked Tom. “I met her last night, and she had a special room, on the second floor.”
 
   Kendra nodded.
 
   “She’s the heir to the Desire fortune. I’m not surprised that she didn’t tell you. She’s grown to be…very withdrawn, over the course of her life. Other than yours truly, she’s the hotel’s only other permanent resident.”
 
   Tom scratched his head with a finger. Her answer was what he had expected, but it made the situation eve more confusing to him, rather than less.
 
   “It just feels a little strange to me, that she’d be living in the hotel on her own,” said Tom. 
 
   “You could say that she’s tied to it by circumstance,” said Kendra. “Hotel Desire is…a very special place.”
 
   She took a step forward again, and Tom became acutely aware of just how gorgeous her body was. Kendra stared into his eyes as she walked towards him, slowly getting closer, and closer, until she was almost pressed up against him.
 
   “I just want to let you know one last time, Tom,” whispered Kendra. “There is so much that I could help you out with…if you’re interested.”
 
   She let her hand slide down the side of his chest, and then across his thigh. Tom’s cock began to spring to attention as the older woman’s soft fingers slowly began to caress it. He let out a silent moan, and felt his resolve give away.
 
   “Okay,” he said. “I…I would like your help.”
 
   He felt strange saying it out loud, as though he was giving in to something very illicit and forbidden. The way Kendra was acting made him feel weird, as though he was being hunted, and pursued. For a woman as attractive as her to be interested in him, it was a complete role reversal.
 
   “Come with me, Tom.” Kendra let her fingers grab onto his now rock hard cock, and began to slowly lead him into the downstairs dining room. She pushed him over to the regally decorated table, and guided him into a chair.
 
   “I get so lonely working the front desk all of the time,” whispered Kendra. “It’s not often that I get a young, handsome guest, willing to play.”
 
   She guided Tom’s hand to her breasts, and he began to grope at them, his horniness becoming the overriding emotion in his mind. They were so big, and so soft, and as Kendra sat herself down on his lap, he almost couldn’t believe that it was really happening.
 
   “Kendra…” Tom whispered. “Are you sure?”
 
   She laughed, and then pushed his head down into her luscious tits.
 
   “Are you asking me that because you think I’m toying with you, or because I’m old enough to be your mother?”
 
   Tom didn’t have an answer, but Kendra didn’t look as though she needed one. She began kissing him softly on the neck and cheek, and then pushed her lips against his and began to grind herself on him passionately.
 
   She slowly slid her body down his lap, making it very clear to him that she was the one in control, and slipped his shorts down to the floor. Tom’s cock was pushing out against his boxers, leaving a tiny wet spot on the fabric. Kendra brought her face right in front of it and gave it a squeeze that sent shivers of pleasure up his spine.
 
   “Oh, you have a nice one,” she whispered. “So very nice, for such a young boy.”
 
   She started kissing and licking it through the cloth of his boxers, and Tom felt his urges taking complete control. He wanted it so bad, and seeing her use her big, sexy lips on his dick, even if it was through the barrier of his underwear, was one of the most erotic things he’d ever experienced.
 
   “I’m going to suck you cock, Tom,” whispered Kendra. “And I want you to cum for me…”
 
   Kendra pulled the top of her dress down, revealing her big, bra clad breasts, and then slipped Tom’s cock out through the flap of his boxers. He reached down to unhook the clasp of Kendra’s bra, but she swatted his hand away.
 
   “Not so fast,” she said. “I decide when you get to see these. But there is something I can do for you, with them.”
 
   Tom watched as Kendra slowly lifted up her bosom and brought it down on his crotch, letting her boobs take his rock hard member in between them. It felt incredible, and when Tom saw the head of his penis pop out in front of Kendra’s face on the other side of them, he groaned in pleasure.
 
   “I’m not usually this forward, not even with young studs like you,” whispered Kendra. “I hope you realize just how lucky of a boy you are, Tom.”
 
   The older woman slowly began to move her chest up and down, stroking Tom off with her boobs. It felt unlike anything he had experienced before, almost as though two sexy, soft pillows of seduction had been assigned to get him off at all costs.
 
   Kendra had the look of a siren in her eyes, and Tom wondered if she really even actually planned on letting him cum, or just wanted to torture him. He wanted to see her naked body, and do more things to her, but the hotel steward was very intent on keeping her hold on him.
 
   “I wonder how long you’ll be able to hold out if I do…” Kendra brought her mouth right to the edge of his cock. “This.”
 
   She stuck out her tongue, and licked a tiny pearl of precum off the head of Tom’s member. He moaned, and reached for the back of Kendra’s head. She swatted his hand away again and laughed.
 
   “Is this what you want, Tom?” She gave his cock a tender kiss, and then began to slowly suck, still pushing her breasts around his cock and effectively jerking him off with them at the same time.
 
   “Oh god, Kendra,” moaned Tom. “This…this feels.”
 
   She flicked her eyes up at him and began to suck with enthusiasm. It was awesome, and Tom knew that there was no way he could last very long, under the circumstances. Kendra was sucking on his cock like a porn star, giving him the type of sexual pleasure that most guys can only dream about.
 
   “Oh man,” said Tom. “Oh Kendra, I’m gonna…if you keep going, I’m going to…”
 
   Right as he was about to say the last word, Tom heard something that flipped the entire situation on its head.
 
   “Tom? Are you down here?” Angie was heading down the stairs, headed right their way. Kendra kept sucking, as though she didn’t want to stop, and it took all of Tom’s willpower to pull his cock out from the warm confines of her breasts.
 
   “She can’t catch us!” whispered Tom.
 
   “Why not? Are you afraid that your mommy might not like what we’ve been up to?” She smiled evilly at him, but pulled her dress back up, and took a seat beside him at the dining room table. Tom didn’t have time to get his shorts all the way up, but he pushed his chair in so that everything below his waist was hidden by the overhanging table cloth.
 
   “Oh, there you are,” said Angie. “Why didn’t you answer me when I called?”
 
   “I’m sorry mom, I was just…” Tom trailed off as his mind fumbled for an excuse. “Talking to Kendra about the history of the hotel.”
 
   “Oh,” said Angie. “Well, thanks Kendra. You’ve been so helpful, even when it comes to keeping my son from getting bored.”
 
   “Oh, of course Angie.” Kendra smiled innocently at Tom’s mom and began to slide her hand across his thigh, hidden from view. “I have been keeping him quite entertained.
 
   Kendra wrapped her fingers around Tom’s cock and slowly began to pump it up and down. He felt his face turn bright red, and tried to keep his facial expression from reflecting the silent, pleasurable hell that Kendra was putting him through.
 
   “Oh…” said Angie. “Well, okay then.”
 
   There was a brief pause, during which Kendra continued stroking Tom off. He wanted to say something to send his mom away, but it was almost impossible to focus with his mind so completely consumed with thoughts of sex. He looked over at his mom and couldn’t help but stare at her beautiful body.
 
   “Tom, do you want to go eat dinner soon?” asked Angie. “I saw the catering in the other dining room that was dropped off.”
 
   “Yeah mom, I will, in just a second,” said Tom, breathing heavy. “Maybe…maybe you should go ahead, and I’ll meet you in there.”
 
   Angie gave her son a curious look. Tom tried to keep an innocent smile on his face, but it was hard to do anything other than be a slave to Kendra and the intense pleasure of her hand, stroking him off.
 
   “You know, I might join the two of you after,” said Kendra. “I’ve had such a hard day. In fact, I was telling Tom about how hard it was.”
 
   Tom let out a silent moan.
 
   “Yeah, she told me that it was so hard.” Tom’s cock was aching for release, but it made him feel conflicted and a little disgusting.
 
   “I wouldn’t mind eating something, not at all.” Kendra moved her free arm and accidentally knocked a salt shaker off the table. “Whoops, clumsy me!”
 
   She dropped down to her knees and slipped under the table cloth. Tom hoped that she wasn’t about to do what he feared that she was going to do. It only took a second for him to get his answer, as something warm and wet wrapped around the head of his cock.
 
   “Okay, well let’s head over together,” said Angie. “Come on, Tom.”
 
   “Uh, just a second, mom.” Tom tried not to fidget from the intense pleasure as Kendra sucked him off with all of her skill. She was moving her lips fast across the flesh of his rod, and he was sure that his mom was going to overhear the lewd slurping noises coming from under the table.
 
   “Tom? Are you feeling okay?” Angie walked over to him and set the back of her hand on Tom’s forehead, and he felt himself go beyond his limit. 
 
   His cock exploded, shooting cum deep into Kendra’s mouth, who swallowed it all with quick efficiency. She pulled her mouth off his member after the first few spurts, and politely pulled Tom’s shorts back up to his waist.
 
   “There it is!” she said. “That thing rolled all over the place.”
 
   Kendra popped back up from under the table, and smiled to both of them. Angie looked confused, but as Tom pulled himself up to his feet, she smiled and rubbed his hair. The pleasure shooting through his body made him feel almost delirious, and he tried to avoid his mom’s eyes.
 
   “I think you might be coming down with something, sweetie,” said Angie. “I’ll have to take care of you tonight.”
 
   Tom nodded. Strangely, even though he had just came, his cock was still hard, and just looking at his mom was enough to make it ache with desire.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 5
 
    
 
   Dinner that night was a small, quiet affair. There was a variety of food to choose from, but the dining hall felt empty. Tom and Angie sat at a smaller table with Kendra, and each of them had to walk by rows of empty chairs and vacancies to get where the cafeteria line was in the hall.
 
   “I always enjoy it when we have guests here,” said Kendra. “As the two of you can imagine, it feels a little weird eating in this room when it’s just you.”
 
   “Yeah, that sounds challenging,” said Angie.
 
   Tom was surprised by how well his mom and the hotel steward had begun to get along. He felt awkward sitting there with the two of them, as if the elephant in the room was threatening to crush him under its weight. Kendra’s luscious lips smiled, and talked, and played the part of the kind hotel steward without hesitation.
 
   If his mom knew what had happened between the two of them, Tom had no idea how she would react. He knew in his mind that it would be a disaster, but strangely, his cock began to harden at the thought of it. He pictured what the look on his mom’s face would have been if she’d caught them, his cock buried into her mouth, Kendra’s tongue giving his rod a very illicit, sexual massage.
 
   Angie yawned, and Tom was brought back to reality.
 
   “It’s late, we should really be getting to bed.” She stood up, and moved to clear her empty plate.
 
   “Oh no, let me handle that,” said Kendra. “You are guests here at the hotel, please.”
 
   Angie smiled at her, and then looked over at Tom. He was also beginning to feel a little bit tired. The day had drained him, more so mentally than physically. He wondered if he would be able to endure the rest of the weekend, now that the situation had become so complicated.
 
   “Are you ready, Tom?” asked Angie.
 
   “Yeah mom,” he answered. “Let’s go.”
 
   The two of them rode the elevator up to their floor, and headed into their room. Angie walked over and sat down on the bed, and after a moment, Tom remembered what the sleeping arrangement was going to be. They were still sharing a bed.
 
   “I took a shower earlier, sweetie,” said Angie. “You can jump in before bed, if you want.”
 
   “Okay…that sounds good, mom.” Tom smiled at her, and then grabbed a change of clothes out of his bag.
 
   He was interested in taking a shower for another reason beyond just getting clean. Last night had been impossible for him to weather, with his mom’s gorgeous, barely clothed body so close to him. He didn’t understand just why he was so shamefully aware of her as a woman, but Tom wasn’t interested in repeating the exercise in self-control again.
 
   Tom shut the bathroom door behind him, and then started the shower water running as he stripped out of his clothes. Even just thinking about his mom in passing had been enough to bring his cock to half-mast. It was begging for attention, and now was the time to give it some.
 
   The whole situation at the hotel, and just how wildly his hormones had been reacting to every stimulus placed in front of him, was confusing to Tom. It was as though his sex drive had been set to overdrive, and the painful, aching effects of not being able to constantly get release were multiplied along with it.
 
   He climbed into the shower, feeling the warm water rain down on his skin. The steam began to condense on the mirror, and Tom felt his hand drift down and wrap around his member. He began to stroke himself off, slowly and gently.
 
   Strange thoughts began to invade his mind. He remembered his mom in the shower from the night before, and how badly he had wanted to see and feel her naked body. He saw the image of her outside in the forest, blushing and desperately trying to cover up her nudity and keep him, her son, from seeing just how gorgeous and sexy she really was.
 
   Tom felt dirty and guilty, but his cock was throbbing with erotic pleasure. He tried to focus his thoughts elsewhere, but they kept coming back to his mother, her busty, off limits breasts, and her perfect butt, and the loving smile she so often had on her face when she talked to him.
 
   “Tom? You forgot your towel.” Angie had opened the door and stepped into the bathroom before he could saw anything in response. Tom turned toward the door, and inadvertently pulled open the shower curtain, putting himself on full display for his mom.
 
   There was a tense silence in the air, with only the sound of the water splattering on the shower floor in the background. Angie’s face went red, and she brought one hand to her mouth. Her eyes were locked onto Tom’s cock, which was at its full length and throbbing with excitement.
 
   “Mom…” said Tom. He didn’t know what do, or how to play the situation off as something normal. It was just too weird, and too far outside the realm of what he was used to.
 
   Angie walked over to the shower slowly, her breasts bouncing with supple elegance after every step. She bent over to put the towel on the rack, showing off her perfect butt for her son, which was only barely covered by the tiny skirt she had on. Tom felt her body calling to him, and for a moment, he listened.
 
   “There you go sweetie,” whispered Angie. “For when you’re done you’re shower.”
 
   She stared at him, and Tom stared at her. He wanted to step out of the shower and push himself up against her. He wanted her, and the only thing holding him back was the intense guilt and shame in the back of his mind, and the simple fact of the matter. She was his mother.
 
   Angie was the first to step away, her eyes blinking and her smile fading as though she was coming out of a trance. She was back to being his mom, in control and in charge, and quickly walked out of the bathroom without looking back.
 
   Tom had a moment of regret of his own. The two of them would be sharing a bed that night, and all he had done was make it more awkward for them. He leaned against the bathroom wall, shut the shower curtain, and finished cleaning himself up.
 
   His cock still ached between his legs, but he was afraid to touch it. He was ashamed by how he had been thinking about his mom, and how he had been looking at her. It was terrible for a son to lust after their mother like that, and he promised himself that he would never do it again, even as his cock throbbed at the idea.
 
   Tom finished his shower quickly and dried off. He changed into the pajamas he had brought in with him, cursing at how impossible it was to conceal a hard on wearing sweatpants, and then walked out of the bathroom.
 
   Angie had changed into her own nightwear, a small, sheer nightgown that would have made her breasts visible underneath if it wasn’t for her bra. She was reading a book in bed, and gave him an embarrassed smile as he walked over.
 
   “Tom…” whispered his mom. “I think we should talk.”
 
   Tom felt so ashamed that he almost wanted to die. It was hard enough for him to live with his overcharged hormones without having to discuss them with his own mother.
 
   “Mom, I’m sorry,” he said. “I didn’t realize that you were just…going to come in like that.”
 
   He sat down on the bed, and Angie shifted so she was sitting next to him. She brought one of her hands down on his thigh, and Tom felt a perverse sexual tension settle onto the air.
 
   “I should be apologizing for that.” Angie slowly rubbed her hand across his leg as she talked, unaware of just how much it tortured Tom. “You did the same thing to me last night, I guess it was my turn.”
 
   Tom didn’t say anything. He could smell his mom’s perfume, the same one she had always worn for as long as he could remember. It reminded him of being a kid, and having her give him hugs, kisses on the cheek, and backrubs.
 
   “I…saw you, in there,” whispered Angie. “The state you were in, I mean…”
 
   “Mom, I can explain!” Tom felt his cheeks heat up as he turned to her. “For the past few days, I’ve just been-“
 
   “Shh…” Angie brought one of her fingers to his lips in a way that somehow managed to be both motherly and seductive. “It’s okay, sweetie, it’s okay. I understand how guys work.”
 
   As she finished her sentence, her hand shifted, and came to a rest right on top of Tom’s hard package. His heart began to beat faster, and a wave of illicit pleasure shot through his body.
 
   “Which is why I think…I can’t believe I’m about to say this.” Angie gently rubbed and squeezed his hard on as she spoke. “I think I should take care of you, Tom.”
 
   “But…Mom…” Tom could barely get any words out, and wasn’t sure how to react. All he knew is that the way it felt to have her hand on his cock, gently rubbing and feeling his hardness, went miles beyond anything he had ever experienced before.
 
   “It’s okay, honey,” whispered Angie. “I’m your mom. I’ve seen you naked before. I realize this seems a little different…but in a lot of ways, it’s not.”
 
   She ran one of her fingers along the waist band of his sweatpants and then slowly pulled them down. Tom’s cock popped out into the open as though it couldn’t wait for her to get started, and precum oozed out of the tip as if to emphasize just how sexually charged it was.
 
   All of this only made Tom feel even more embarrassed. He wasn’t just open to the idea of his mom taking care of him, he desired it. He desired her, as ashamed as it made him feel. He tried to push the thoughts out of his head, but found it to be impossible as Angie slowly kneeled down in front of him and brought her hand closer to his tool.
 
   “I love you, sweetie,” whispered his mom. “If this is what it takes for you to get a goodnight’s sleep, I don’t mind.”
 
   She wrapped her hand around Tom’s cock, and he felt his body almost give in and cum instantly.
 
   “Oh god, mom,” moaned Tom.
 
   “Mommy’s going to take care of you,” she whispered. “I already help you out with so many things, why does this have to be any different?”
 
   Tom could see the outline of his mom’s big breasts through her gown, and stared down at them. He wanted to grab and grope at them, and stick his cock in between them, just like he’d done with Kendra. The realization sparked a primal conflict in his mind, and he tried to keep his thoughts under control.
 
   “Is it working, sweetie?” asked Angie. “Does it feel good?”
 
   “Oh mom, it feels so good!” Tom was breathing heavy, and his mom began to speed up the pace. She brought her face close to his cock, and he could feel her breath hot against the sensitive skin.
 
   Tom couldn’t resist pushing his hips forward in a desperate attempt to get her to take him into her mouth, but his mom just smiled and pulled her face back. She rubbed her thumb over the head of his cock, and then began to pump faster.
 
   “Just let me know when you’re close, sweetie,” whispered Angie. “Just give mommy a sign.”
 
   It was as though she was totally in sync with her son’s body and sexual state. Tom began to nod vigorously and tapped her on the shoulder, feeling the cum beginning to explode out of his cock. Angie stood up slightly, but as Tom’s seed spurted out and mind numbingly intense pleasure swept over his body, one of his hot white strings shot up with enough power to hit her on the bottom of her chin.
 
   “Oh wow!” said Angie. “Looks like we have a bit of a mess to clean up.”
 
   Tom could barely hear her. He was collapsed back on the bed, overwhelmed by orgasmic bliss. Nothing had ever felt that good before. He wasn’t sure if it was possible for anything else to feel that good. And it was all because of his sweet, innocent mom.
 
   As his mind slowly began to think again, the reality of the situation descended over Tom. He felt bad, and not just because he and his mom had crossed a line. He felt bad and incredibly ashamed, because he wanted more.
 
   “Mom…” said Tom. “I-“
 
   “Honey, let’s just both go to bed.” Angie had cleaned herself off and climbed under the covers. “You don’t need to say anything. I love you, and this was something that you needed. We don’t have to talk about it.”
 
   Tom nodded, and then walked over and turned off the overhead light. He climbed under the covers next to his mom, his body feeling drained and relieved for the first time since the two of them had come to the hotel. He closed his eyes, and fell asleep.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 6
 
    
 
   The bed was warm and welcoming when Tom woke up. He slowly opened his eyes, and reached his arm out next to him, only to find an empty space. His mom had already gotten up, and judging from the silence of the hotel room, he knew he was alone.
 
   Tom swung his legs off the side of the bed and stood to his feet. His cock was hard, like it had been the previous morning at the hotel, but there was something else effecting him beyond just that. The memory from the night before manifested itself in a way that felt physical, causing his whole body to throb with every movement, as though all of his skin was just as sensitive as his hard on.
 
   He forced himself to get dressed, throwing on a t-shirt and shorts again, and then headed out into the hall. He was beginning to adjust to the atmosphere of Hotel Desire. The hallways were empty and old, but heading through them no longer felt creepy, more like he was exploring the mostly abandoned house of a long since passed grandparent.
 
   Tom took the elevator down to the first floor. He could hear voices coming from the dining room as he stepped off it, and followed them. Kendra and his mother were sitting together at one of the tables in the dining hall, eating breakfast. They smiled as he walked over, and Kendra stood up to get him a plate.
 
   “Hey sweetie,” said Angie. “Did you sleep well last night?”
 
   It was impossible for Tom to meet her eye without having a flashback of the intense pleasure that she had brought him right before they’d gone to sleep. She was still his mom, but their relationship felt ever so slightly different, closer, almost.
 
   “Yeah, I did,” said Tom. “Thanks mom. What’s for breakfast?”
 
   “Waffles, fruit salad, and bacon,” said Angie. “Can you make do with that?”
 
   Kendra walked over to the table and set a plate loaded with all of the aforementioned down in front of him. Tom took a seat and started eating.
 
   “I was just telling your mother about some of the hotel’s lesser known attractions,” said Kendra. “I figure with the two of you essentially stranded here, you might start getting bored if I didn’t.”
 
   Tom was only half listening to her. He hadn’t realized how hungry he actually was, and had begun digging into the food like a starving animal. He smiled as the thought passed through his mind, wondering if it was that far off from the truth, given his mood and behavior over the course of the past few days.
 
   “There is a game room down in the basement, Tom,” said Kendra. “We’ve actually done a surprising amount in the past few years to it. Some of the games…well, let’s just say that there is a lot of variety in the entertainment offered here.”
 
   Tom looked up at her and furrowed his brow. Kendra was wearing a tight dress that managed to look professional and seductive at the same time. It was the type that he could imagine the hostess of a high class brothel wearing behind the check in desk, and contrasted sharply against the small t-shirt and casual yoga pants that Angie had on.
 
   “Alright, thanks Kendra,” said Tom. “I’ll go check it out once I’m done eating.”
 
   She smiled at him, and as their eyes met, Tom felt a charge of electricity blink through his body. He found himself wondering if he would be alone in the game room, or if it was just a pretense to get him somewhere secluded so that Kendra could sneak off in meet up with him. In that case, he figured that he would have to check it out.
 
   Surprisingly, Kendra and his mother were getting along fantastically. He listened to the two of them joke with each other and talk about everything from their childhood to interior decorating. Tom wondered just how much of it had to do with him, at least on Kendra’s behalf, and felt a little awkward being the third wheel.
 
   “Alright, I’ll see you two later.” Tom pushed his plate forward and stood up from the dining hall table.
 
   “See you later, Tom,” the two of them chimed in unison.
 
   The stairs leading down to the game room were at the end of the hall that ran past the elevator. Tom headed down them, and wondered why they hadn’t just extended the elevator down to the bottom level. The air grew cooler as he went dropped further with each step, and a musky, but not unwelcome scent filled the air.
 
   The game room was larger than he had been expecting. There was a green shag carpet covering the floor that was segmented, and looked like it had been cut to match the precise layout of the room. Tom could see why this was necessary as his eyes browsed the selection of games that the room had to offer.
 
   The basic ones that he had expected were all there. He saw a pool table, ping pong, air hockey, a couple of smaller tables for cards and chess boards, but that wasn’t all that the den had to offer. Along each of the walls were arcade machines, dozens of them, enough to make Tom’s mouth begin to salivate.
 
   Strangely, many of them looked to be quite recent models. Tom wondered if that’s what Kendra had meant when she said that it had been renovated. He slowly began to move through the room, taking a good look at each arcade cabinet he passed.
 
   A lot of them were standard, coin operated arcade machines that looked like they would work best with two players. Tom wondered if he could convince his mom, Kendra, or maybe even Lunell, to come down and give one of them a try with him. 
 
   As he went further into the room, the games got bigger, and more immersive. There were jet ski and motocross simulators, a number of shooters with realistic plastic weapons to use as controllers, and a couple that looked like boxes that had to be climbed directly into.
 
   Tom came to a stop in front of one in the very back of the room. A large curtain was covering the entrance, and there were no designs or pictures on the outside to suggest what the game might be. He walked over to it, and feeling his curiosity build, climbed inside.
 
   There was a padded seat inside of the game cab, with arm rests on either side. Tom sat down in it, and noticed that there was a lap cover that pulled down from the wall across from it, almost like the harness in a roller coaster, but for his legs and crotch. He snapped it into place, feeling it fit to his legs and inner thighs firmly.
 
   There was also a headset with goggles and a cord extending from the back of it dangling from a hook near the door. Tom took it and put in on his head, adjusting it until it fit snugly. There was a button on the side of it, and without really thinking much about it, Tom pushed it.
 
   “Welcome to the Pleasure Zone.” A beautiful female voice spoke softly in his ear, and a screen inside the goggles flickered to life. Tom flinched back slightly, and then slowly focused in on what the headset was showing him.
 
   He was in a room full of some of the most attractive women that he’d ever seen. They were all dressed in distinctly different outfits, some as nurses, teachers, police women, school girls, belly dancers, and several more that Tom couldn’t immediately identify.
 
   The goggles tracked the movement of his head, and as he looked around the room, he couldn’t tell if the women were real, prerecorded images, or computer generated. It gave him an odd, unnerving sensation, one that was only offset by the sexy, inviting expressions on all of the women’s faces.
 
   “Please select your partner by reaching your hand out and pointing,” said the female voice.
 
   Tom suddenly felt awkward, and embarrassed. He realized that this was what Kendra had been talking about when she mentioned the game room, and it made him blush.
 
    Nevertheless, he was curious to see just what the simulation would entail, and ended up reaching his finger forward and pointing to one of the attractive, busty, older teacher women, one that looked and awful lot like his English instructor back home.
 
   “Hi there big boy, my name is Mrs. Maxwell.” The teacher smiled and slowly walked over to him, flicking her hair back as she did. Tom felt his cock beginning to harden slightly, which pushed it up against the lap cover and made him feel even more embarrassed and perverted.
 
   “Uh, I’m not so sure about this,” he said out loud. It made him feel foolish, as though he was trying to reason with the simulation, but it was convincing enough that it felt like the natural thing to do.
 
   “I’m going to take care of all of your needs,” said the teacher. “Even if you did forget your homework.”
 
   The virtual woman slowly lowered her hand down to one of the virtual legs that Tom could see when he looked down in the simulation, and surprisingly, the lap cover began to vibrate to simulate the touch. Tom felt his heart beginning to beat faster, and thought about taking the helmet off.
 
   Mrs. Maxwell smiled at him devilishly and slowly slid her hand onto his cock. The vibration felt nothing like a real woman’s touch, but it was still of a nature that caused his cock to twitch with excitement.
 
   “Does that feel good, or would you like more?” asked Mrs. Maxwell.
 
   Tom blushed, but felt his mouth moving to respond.
 
   “More,” he said.
 
   Mrs. Maxwell smiled even more broadly, and then waved to some of the other virtual women in the back of the simulated room. They skipped over, and soon enough their hands were rubbing alongside hers, sending a dangerous amount of pleasure and excitement through Tom’s cock.
 
   “Now, we can keep doing it, just like this,” whispered Mrs. Maxwell. “Or if you like, we can show you a little more.”
 
   “More,” said Tom. He tried not to feel too ashamed of himself for enjoying the simulation, and decided to just go with it.
 
   The women began to strip off their clothes in unison. There was more naked female flesh in front of Tom’s eyes than he had ever seen before in his life. Mrs. Maxwell was standing the closest to him, and her big, well-proportioned breasts hung just inches from his face.
 
   All of the women began rubbing their hands along Tom’s crotch, not jerking him off directly but stroking the top of his cock in a way that was perfectly simulated by the vibration of the machine. He was confused at just how effective it was at fooling his senses, and felt himself begin to give into the experience in the same way he had to real sexual encounters over the past few days.
 
   “We are all here for you,” said Mrs. Maxwell. “Our only job is to make you feel good. Do you feel good?”
 
   Tom nodded, and watched as the attractive, naked teacher began to rub her butt on his crotch. It felt amazing, and he began to get a little nervous that it might go too far, and he might have an accident. He decided that it wasn’t worth taking the risk, and reached his head up to take the helmet off.
 
   A small wave of panic went through him as he tried and failed to pull the headset off his face. It had secured itself snugly against his head, and felt like it tightened the more he pulled at it. Tom reached down and tried to lift up the lap cover, but it was the same, and wouldn’t budge.
 
   “What...the hell?” Tom watched as more of the women moved in closer.
 
   “Not yet,” said Mrs. Maxwell. “We aren’t done yet, Tom.”
 
   “I…I never told you my name!” said Tom.
 
   Strangely, one of the women in the simulation began to unzip the pants of his virtual body, and Tom felt it much more vividly and intensely than he had with the vibrations before. Mrs. Maxwell pushed forward, pushing her beautiful breasts into his face, and Tom could feel them against him.
 
   “We are your sex slaves, Tom,” she whispered. “This is what we live for.”
 
   One of the naked women, a nurse, brought her lips up to his cock and slowly began to jerk him off and lick the head of it. Tom felt it as though it was really happening, and gasped in surprise. She slowly pulled his cock into her mouth and began to suck, and Tom could feel the wetness of her mouth.
 
   “Oh god…” he moaned. “How is this happening?”
 
   Mrs. Maxwell smiled at him and dropped down to her knees. There were at least five or six women, all of them licking and sucking at his cock. Tom reached his hand down and touched them, feeling their soft hair and breasts as though they were really there.
 
   “Go ahead Tom, do it,” whispered Mrs. Maxwell. “We want you to do it, Tom, and keep doing it…”
 
   “No, I can’t!” Tom could feel that he was on the verge of cumming, but tried to resist. It felt sick and perverse to be so caught up in the game, and he felt as though if it managed to get him off, he would lose himself to it.
 
   “Do it Tom. Do it!” All of the women were chanting now, and moaning, and licking his cock. Mrs. Maxwell finally moved into position and took all of him into her mouth, sucking with a vacuum seal that gave him warm wet, and overwhelming pleasure.
 
   “Oh man!” Tom jerked his hips forward and began to spray his load right as Mrs. Maxwell pulled her head back. His cum blasted out in spurts that looked like they came from a fire hose, soaking the women in cum and creating a scene that was massively exaggerated and fantastically impossible, captivating him with its eroticism.
 
   And then, all of the sudden, the headset was pulled off. Tom jerked wildly, looking around the real inside of the game compartment and breathing heavy.
 
   “Yeah, most of the guys who come here get pretty into it.” Lunell’s head and arms were leaned in through the curtain, and she was smiling at him.
 
   “What…how did that…where was I?” Tom still couldn’t believe it, and looked down at his hands and crotch as though still expecting the women to be there.
 
   “It’s too complicated to explain,” said Lunell. “Just another one of the secrets of the hotel.”
 
   Tom looked down at his legs. The lap cover had lifted back into his original position. He expected his crotch to be wet, but strangely, it was still completely clean and dry, as if none of it had ever happened. He looked up at Lunell, and realized that she had walked away from him.
 
   “Hey, hold on!” Tom Jumped up and out through the curtain, making his way back into the main gaming room just in time to see something else that made absolutely no sense to his eyes.
 
   Lunell was disappearing through a wall. He only saw it for a split second, but he was sure of it. The back of her body, glowing a faint, bluish hue, had disappeared against the wall. Tom blinked several times, and began to wonder if he was still dreaming.
 
   “What the hell…is going on here?” he asked himself.
 
   He slowly walked across the room and over to where she had disappeared through. A short distance away was something that looked very out of place, given the nature of the room. It was a large bookcase full of very old looking books.
 
   Tom stepped up to it, and stared at it for a moment. One of the volumes was free of the thin layer of the dust that coated the rest of them, and his hand was instinctively drawn towards it. He reached out and tried to pull it off the shelf, and surprisingly, the entire wooden bookshelf slid to the side, revealing a small passage behind it, just large enough for him to fit through.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 7
 
    
 
   The passageway led to a staircase that was only dimly lit by a single lightbulb hanging from a wire attached to the ceiling. Tom walked down it slowly, feeling increasingly unsure about what he was doing and what he would find with every step.
 
   At the bottom, the stairs spilled out into a strange chamber. It looked less like the basement or cellar that Tom had been expecting, and more like some type of dungeon. There were a number of chains hanging from the walls and rafters, odd looking jars and containers on huge shelves, and a couple of cages. As Tom quickly noticed, not all of them were empty.
 
   “Who are you?” A busty, red haired woman whispered to Tom from the cage furthest from the staircase. She was clad only in a tiny black bra and panties, and gripped the bars on the door of her tiny cell tightly.
 
   “What?” asked Tom. “What’s going on here?”
 
   “Quick, you have to help me!” The woman reached her arm out of the cage and pointed to one of the tables, an action that caused her big breasts to squeeze in between the bars. “There should be a key on that table, you have to…Oh no!”
 
   Tom heard the noise at the same time she did. It was coming from another room connected to the cellar, and after a moment, a door on one of the side walls swung open. Standing behind it was a very short and very naked woman, with long hair down to her waist and strikingly beautiful features. Her face looked young, like that of a teenage girl’s, but something about her gave Tom the impression that she was much older than she appeared.
 
   “Takuvo ton lusas…” The strange woman spoke in a language that Tom couldn’t understand. He looked over to the woman in the cage, and saw that she had withdrawn to the corner of it, and had covered her ears.
 
   “What are you…” Tom trailed off in midsentence as his cock began to harden rapidly. It was aching for release, to a degree that was beyond anything that he had experienced before. His body felt hot, and he began stripping off his clothes in a rush.
 
   The strange, tiny woman smiled as she walked over to him.
 
   “Do retuva? Caluso ton lusas, dez loi.” She reached out and took his hand, and began leading him to the cage, clearly intent on placing him into it, with the woman.
 
   Tom stared at the woman’s tiny butt and firm breasts, and felt himself losing control. He pulled his shorts, along with his boxers down, and pushed himself onto her. She obviously had not been expecting him to, and let out a very inhuman squeal as the two of them collapsed to the ground in a tangle.
 
   Her body was softer and warmer than any human’s that Tom had felt before, but there was something else about her that he found even weirder. Wherever his skin would make contact with hers, an intensely arousing and captivating feeling would spread through him. He felt as though he couldn’t pull himself away, and began to kiss her neck, and push his cock in between her legs.
 
   “Motakos kanai!” yelled the creature. “Motakos…”
 
   Her words trailed off as the head of Tom’s cock pushed into her unnaturally warm and wet pussy. She was far tighter than any human woman Tom had been with before, but her cunt stretched to receive him as he pushed his member in.
 
   “Keep going!” yelled the woman in the cage. “The only way to stop her is for you to, well, do what you’re doing.”
 
   Tom could barely hear her. He was already far too horny to stop himself, and would have continued regardless of the circumstances. The little creature underneath him had a conflicted look on her face, but as Tom slowly began to move inside her, it shifted to a look of deep, erotic, lust.
 
   He felt like his hips were on autopilot, and began pushing his member into the tiny creature as though he was trying to churn up her insides. Tom locked his hands onto her breasts and pinched her nipples, watching as the tiny woman began to cry out with high pitched squeals.
 
   She felt amazing, and the pleasure that began in his cock quickly spread to the rest of his body. Tom grabbed her by the waist and pulled her into him with every thrust, maneuvering her tiny body around for his enjoyment as though it weighed nothing.
 
   “Yes, don’t stop!” cried the caged woman. “You need to keep having sex with her until…”
 
   Whatever the woman in the cage was getting at began to happen before she could finish explaining it. Tom was fucking the tiny woman madly, focused on nothing other than cumming, when it began. The creature started glowing bright pink, and he felt more heat and pleasure being emitted from her body, and then with a flash, she was gone.
 
   “What…just happened?” Tom stared at an empty spot on the floor, where the tiny woman had been a moment earlier. His mind was still clouded by desire, and his cock ached painfully, still wet from the creature’s sex juices.
 
   “You did it! She won’t be able to reform for at least another hour!” The woman in the cage sounded much happier than Tom felt. He had solved one problem, but now he had another one on his hands, and it felt like it would be much harder to deal with. 
 
   “She…wasn’t a human?” Tom felt like he was having trouble catching up to the situation. The red haired woman shook her head, and continued to point to the table that she had been gesturing to when he’d first come down to the basement.
 
   “No! She’s a succubus! But that doesn’t matter now, grab the key and let me out of here!”
 
   Tom nodded, and then walked over to the table. His movements felt slow, and forced, as though his body was fighting against doing anything at that moment that didn’t involve immediately getting off.
 
   He came back over to the cage with the key and unlocked the door. The woman exited the cage slowly, and Tom was able to get a good look at her in the dim light of the basement.
 
   She was incredibly attractive, in her mid-thirties with blondish red hair, big boobs and a nice butt. Tom’s cock throbbed as she walked over to him, and he began to forget about anything other than his urges and desires.
 
   “Thank you,” said the woman. “My name is Stella.”
 
   “Uh…I’m Tom.” He stuck his hand out, and felt hot lust wash over him as the woman took it and shook it. “Nice to meet you.”
 
   “Tom,” said Stella. “I bet you’re wondering just what’s going on in this hotel, huh?”
 
   He nodded his head, and tried his best to not stare at her chest.
 
   “The woman behind the front desk is a sorceress,” said Stella. “Just like me. I came to the town of Westhaven to hunt down the succubus that you just encountered. It escaped from my grasp at the last moment, and Kendra was the one that found it and took advantage of it.”
 
   “What are you talking about? I thought she was the hotel steward?” Tom scratched his head and tried to make sense of what she was saying.
 
   “She’s been running it for the past year, but it’s all a sham,” said Stella. “The old owner, the last of the Desire family, died over 50 years ago. Kendra took this place over by force, but did it subtly, through the use of lust magic, provided by the succubus.”
 
   Tom was confused but he did his best not to show it. Stella drew closer to him, and he felt his cock aching for release.
 
   “Wait, hold on,” said Tom. “I’ve seen so many weird things in this hotel, are they all just-“
 
   “Kendra and the ghost of the old owner have been harvesting the magical essence of all the men who come through Hotel Desire,” said Stella. “They’ve enchanted the building itself with etheric lust, making it so that anybody who stays here gets unusually horny, as you may have noticed.”
 
   Tom could only stare at her. True to what she was saying, he had been feeling incredibly horny for the past few days. Even at that moment, he found himself distracted by her body, with all its soft curves and temptation.
 
   “I have to get my mom out of here,” said Tom. “Can you help me?”
 
   Stella put her hand on his chest and shook her head, and action that made Tom very aware of just how close together and ready both of their bodies were
 
   “It’s not that simple. Kendra isn’t just going to let you guys leave. But if I can escape from here, I can come back with my spell book and put a stop to all this.”
 
   Tom nodded.
 
   “Alright,” he said. “Just tell me how I can help.”
 
   There was a sharp moment of silence that caused Tom’s body to shake with anticipation. Stella stared into his eyes, and slowly moved her face closer to his, her cheeks blushing faintly.
 
   “I do need your help, Tom,” she whispered. “The lust magic in this hotel…it’s taken a toll on my body.”
 
   She slowly let her hand slide down Tom’s chest and began to rub his hard bulge, to great effect. Tom was awestruck, in disbelief of the fact that part of Stella’s plan involved something so lewd.
 
   “I know, it’s kind of embarrassing for me.” Stella’s cheeks had a red glow that made her words sound like an understatement. “But my body…it needs it. It will also help distract Kendra, and force her to go somewhere private to absorb the lust energy that you’ll release when you....well, you know.”
 
   Tom nodded, and the beautiful red haired older woman pushed herself against him. Her breasts felt good on his chest, but she only kept them there for a second, moving as though she was in a rush to get what she needed.
 
   Stella pulled his face into hers with one hand and stroked his cock through his boxers with the other. She had lifted one of her legs up and curled it around Tom in a very horny and eager fashion, while at the same time grinding her hips into him.
 
   “Oh Tom…it’s been so long,” she whispered.
 
   Tom fumbled with the clasp of her bra until, by some stroke of luck, he finally managed to get it loose. The breasts hidden behind it were amazingly plump and perfect, and he began to grope at them as the two of them descended down to a carpeted section of the floor in a tangle.
 
   “Stella…” said Tom. “Are you sure?”
 
   “Yes! Yes!” cried the woman. “Please, just hurry and fuck me!”
 
   She was jacking Tom off with quick, pleasurable movements, and he started to become concerned that if he didn’t hurry, he’d spray his load before he even made it inside her. Tom pulled down the black pair of panties that the woman was wearing, followed by his own boxers, and pushed the head of his cock into her.
 
   Stella’s pussy was dripping wet, and accepted him eagerly. She wrapped her legs against Tom and bit her lip, stifling a cry of immense pleasure as he began to thrust. It felt different to Tom than the succubus had, much more intimate, and much more raw.
 
   “Oh wow, Tom,” moaned Stella. “Oh god, it’s…ohhh…” 
 
   Tom wasted no time getting up to cruising speed. Stella’s body was so soft, and he was so ready. He thrust into her without limitation, letting his hips and muscles pound the beautiful woman’s cunt as though she was just a barroom slut.
 
   Stella was breathing heavily, and her entire body felt like it was quivering from the pleasure. Tom enjoyed the control over her that the sex gave him, as though his cock had the power to take a confident, intelligent woman, and turn them into nothing more than a horny, eager, willing participant in something illicit and erotic.
 
   She was like an animal in heat, and Tom was the nearby stud that had what she needed. He thumped his crotch into hers, hard enough for the noise of sex to be thick on the air and both of their bodies to be vibrating in time with their rhythm.
 
   “Yeah, don’t stop!” Stella looked up at Tom, and for a moment, the two of them shared a lucid connection as their eyes met. She was older than him, along with so many of the women that Tom had been drawn to over the past few days. He wondered just what exactly it all meant.
 
   Tom could feel Stella’s pussy wrapping around him, so warm and soft. After a couple of minutes of slamming himself into her, he felt Stella begin to tense up and rake her fingers across his back, letting out a small squeal as the muscles of her cunt contracted around his cock.
 
    Tom’s own orgasm came after a second more. Stella didn’t act as though she wanted him to pull out, and he didn’t try to. He blasted his load into her, still pumping his cock into the older woman vigorously as his seed filled her up.
 
   Their bodies stopped moving, and the two of them had a chance to breathe. Stella didn’t waste any time, and quickly began changing back into her clothes.
 
   “Thank you, Tom,” she said. “I’m sorry for having to ask you to do something…like that.”
 
   Tom smiled at her.
 
   “It’s fine, really.” He found his own clothes and quickly began getting dressed.
 
   “I’m going to head out through the front door,” said Stella. “I should be able to use what little magic I have left to shield myself from detection. Tom…there is one more thing.”
 
   Tom looked over at Stella and saw a serious look in her eyes.
 
   “I need Kendra to be distracted tonight, especially after you and your mother have gone to bed.” The red haired woman blushed as she spoke, and acted as though she had to force the words out. “The best way to distract someone like Kendra…is to put a lot of sexual energy into the house.”
 
   Tom blinked his eyes a couple of times, and then shook his head, confused.
 
   “Just what are you saying, exactly?” he asked.
 
   “I’m saying that if there is any way that you and your mom…well, if there’s any way for the two of you to cause a ‘distraction’, like the two of us did just now, it might end up being just what we need.”
 
   “Are you saying what I think you’re saying?” Tom felt his heart begin to beat faster, and stared at Stella with his mouth agape.
 
   “I know just how tough and confusing it might be for the two of you, but please, if there is any way that you can…” Stella walked over to him and placed both her hands on his shoulders. “We need every advantage we can get, Tom. It wouldn’t be for real, just think of it an escape tactic. You two would just be acting something out so you could escape.”
 
   Tom felt his face heat up, but forced himself to slowly nod. Stella smiled at him, as though she was trying to hold back a laugh, and he suddenly felt very angry.
 
   “Is that it?” he asked.
 
   “Yeah, that’s it.” Stella leaned in and gave him a soft kiss on the cheek. “Thank you so much, Tom. For everything. I’m going to head up first, wait a minute or two in the game room before you head anywhere.”
 
   She started walking towards the stairs, and then stopped and looked at him over her shoulder.
 
   “And Tom…I will be back for you,” she said. “I promise.”
 
   Tom nodded to her, and began to feel a strange emotion well up in his chest. Everything about the hotel suddenly made sense, including what Stella had suggested he do to help with the escape. And the conflict that it was creating inside him was unlike any other he had experienced before.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 8
 
    
 
   Tom made his way back up the game room slowly. He slid the bookshelf back into place, taking care to ensure that there was no sign of his intrusion into the basement. He hadn’t realized just how long he’d been down there, and his eyes took a moment to adjust to the sunlight streaming in through the lobby’s windows as he walked up the steps to the first floor.
 
   His mom and Kendra had drifted off from where he’d last seen them. Tom started to head towards the elevator when he heard the sound of their voices coming from the open doors in the lobby. They were on the way back in from outside, giggling with each other like two housewives that had become fast friends.
 
   “Hey Tom, did you enjoy the games downstairs?” Angie smiled at him, and Tom felt his face heat up as he smiled back. Stella’s suggestion was still fresh in his mind, impossible to forget and impossible to ignore as he looked at her.
 
   “Uh, yeah mom,” he said. “There is a really good selection down there.”
 
   “I took your mom for a walk around one of the gardens outside,” said Kendra. “It’s too bad the two of you don’t live around here. We could really use another green thumb like hers around this place.”
 
   Tom nodded slowly. Kendra didn’t show any sign of having caught on to Stella’s escape, and he wanted to keep it that way.
 
   “Oh, um, that’s nice,” he said, feeling very awkward. “I bet that was a lot of fun.”
 
   The two older women exchanged a quiet look, and then began giggling.
 
   “Anyway, I need to do some cleaning and start the preparations for dinner. I’ll see the two of you later.” Kendra waved to the both of them and then headed off towards the dining hall.
 
   Angie slowly walked over to her son. With every step closer she came to him, Tom’s heart beat a little faster. She was wearing a tight t-shirt and leggings that clung to her butt, and it was impossible for him to not notice and imagine just how amazing her body must look underneath.
 
   “I finished my book, honey,” said Angie. “Kendra says they have a library up on the second floor. Do you want to go help me look for a new one?”
 
   “Yeah, sure.” Tom was having trouble meeting her gaze, and his cock throbbed shamefully in his shorts. Angie walked over to him and paused for a moment.
 
   “Sweetie, what’s wrong?” she asked. “Did something happen in the game room?”
 
   Tom shook his head.
 
   “No, sorry, I’m just...I guess I’m just ready to go home.”
 
   “Oh, don’t worry, we’ll be back to the house before you know it!” Angie ruffled Tom’s hair, and then gave him a kiss on the cheek. Her breath was warm against his neck, and her lips felt red hot as they made contact.
 
   “Yeah, I guess you’re right mom,” said Tom. Angie smiled at him, and then rubbed his shoulder.
 
   “Come on! I really want to find something to read that interests me…maybe a thriller, or a romance?”
 
   Tom forced himself to smile back at her, and then nodded. Angie sighed and grabbed her son’s hand, pulling him towards the stairs.
 
   “And let’s see if we can get you out of your grumpy mood, while we’re at it!”
 
   The library was much larger than what Tom had been expecting. There were rows and rows of bookshelves inside of it, everyone full to the brim with books. The library smelled stale and dusty, but in a comforting way, one that made it feel almost like a sanctuary.
 
   Tom split away from his mother and began walking through the aisles on his own. It was hard for him to look at the spines of the books and read the titles. He was too distracted by Stella’s suggestion, and it bounced around in his head like a prophecy that had been entrusted to him to fulfill.
 
   He was still horny, and knowing that the hotel was the source of it didn’t make the arousal easier to deal with. He thought about his mom, and her beautiful breasts, and the way that she was so caring and loving towards him. It made his cock crave his mom’s forbidden body, and he felt terribly confused.
 
   “Honey, over here,” called Angie. “I found some fantasy novels that you might like.”
 
   Tom followed the sound of her voice over to the back of the library. There was one aisle tucked away in the corner, a little smaller and shallower than the others, with his mom bent over in it, looking for a book on the bottom shelf. His eyes locked onto her butt, which was wiggling back and forth as she pulled the titles aside.
 
   “Here you go, sweetie.” Angie stood up and handed him a book. Tom barely even looked at it, his eyes glued to her body. The silence and solitude of the library created a loaded tension on the air, and he could hear his mom taking soft breaths, her busty chest pushing out and pulling in.
 
   “Thanks, mom,” said Tom. He looked at the cover and saw a scantily clad warrior woman on the front. Angie leaned in close to him and pointed to the author, her hand brushing against his as she did.
 
   “I’ve heard of this author before. I think you’ll find this book…exciting.” Angie’s body was right beside his, close enough that Tom could feel her heat, and her hot breath on his neck.
 
   “Exciting, huh?” Tom looked over at his mom, her pretty eyes full of love and an overwhelming need to please. His cock was rock hard, and he slowly felt their bodies moving closer, and closer…
 
   A book slipped off the middle shelf and fell to the ground with a clap. Angie jumped back an inch from her son, and began to blush furiously. Neither of them had done anything, but Tom knew that he had been about to. The line was right in front of him, and shamefully, he was eager to cross it.
 
   “I…I should go and see if Kendra needs any help in the kitchen!” Angie coughed awkwardly, and leaned forward, accidentally giving Tom a nice view of the outline of her big breasts. “It shouldn’t be too long before dinner. Are you hungry, sweetie?”
 
   Tom shook his head. He was hungry, but for something that he could never have, something that was totally off limits.
 
   “No, I’m okay mom,” he said. “I’ll make my way down and find something later on. You two can go ahead and eat without me.”
 
   “Okay,” said Angie. “I love you, Tom.”
 
   “I love you too, mom.”
 
   She wrapped her arms around him, and Tom felt himself being pulled into a tender embrace. It was an innocent gesture, or at least it should have been. His cock was fully erect in his shorts and it rubbed freely against his mom’s inner thighs. He didn’t want it to, but it was almost as though it had a will of its own, one that cared little for the normal social restrictions of family bonds.
 
   Angie stepped back before things could get too out of hand, met Tom’s eye one more time, and then turned and headed out of the library. Tom watched her butt as she walked away, wishing that he could pull out his cock and stroke it right there, while at the same time praying that he could be free of his illicit desires.
 
   He looked at the book again, and decided to take it back up to their hotel room with him. As he rode up to the third floor on the elevator, his cock stayed just as hard as it had ever been, and it took all of the effort he could muster to keep from picturing his mother in his mind.
 
   Tom spent a while alternating between reading the first few chapters of the book his mom had picked out for him and watching TV. He found it hard to focus on anything. He was anxious and excited, and an ethereal feeling of guiltiness floated on the air, heavy and suffocating.
 
   The sun sank below the horizon, and the only light that Tom turned on was the small lamp next to the bed, giving the room a very sensual feel. A couple of hours had gone by when the door finally opened, and Angie stepped in through it, carrying a plate full of food.
 
   “Hey sweetie,” she said. “I thought you might be hungry. Just think of it as complimentary room service.”
 
   She walked over and set the plate down on a table to the side of the room. Tom smiled at her. She was one of the kindest, gentlest women he had ever known, and it only made the illicit attraction he had to her feel even more shameful and forbidden.
 
   “Thanks mom,” he said. “I’m not especially hungry right now. I think I’ll eat it after.”
 
   “Okay. I’m going to change into some night clothes.”
 
   Tom pretended to flip through channels on the TV as his mom walked by him and into the bathroom. In reality, he was too distracted and turned on by her presence to do much of anything. A voice screamed in his head about how terrible and bad it was for him to be feeling such intense lust for his mom, but Tom’s cock’s only answer was to throb even harder in response.
 
   “This is actually a new gown that I got a while back and haven’t worn yet,” said Angie from behind the bathroom door. “It’s a little, well, revealing, but I don’t have any other clean pajamas to put on.”
 
   She came out of the bathroom, and Tom’s eyes feasted on the sight of her body. Angie had taken off her bra and panties, and had on a tiny nightgown, low cut and thin almost to the point of being see through. His crotch felt hot as he looked at her, and as his mom slowly walked over to him and sat down on the bed, he felt his resolve wavering.
 
   “Oh wow, mom,” he said. “You look amazing.”
 
   “Thanks, sweetie.” Angie blushed, and then leaned over and gave him a kiss on the cheek. It was clearly meant to be an innocent, motherly show of affection, but her hand came to a rest on his thigh as she moved closer to him, and she left it there afterwards.
 
   “Uh…How was dinner with Kendra?” Tom’s heart was beating out of his chest, and he felt strangely nervous and awkward, totally unsure of what was going to happen and what he should do.
 
   “It was nice. She’s an interesting woman.” Angie leaned in closer to her son, letting her boobs push up against his side and bringing one of her hands up to his cheek. “Honey…do you want to watch a movie with me?”
 
   “Mom…that sounds, yeah, I do want watch a movie.” Tom’s cock was aching for attention, and he clicked through a couple of TV channels until he finally found a Pixar film to put on. It was innocent and unobtrusive, and reminded him of his childhood.
 
   Neither of them said anything for a moment. The room felt hot, and there was a loaded tension over them, thick enough to be cut with a knife.
 
   “Tom…Do you…need any help again, tonight?” Angie leaned over to him and let her fingers drift closer to his cock, her touch teasing and torturing Tom. “I mean, like I helped you last night?”
 
   Tom stared into his mother’s eyes, and felt memories of him and her and the bond they shared flash before him. She had always taken care of him, and he had always done his best to make her proud.
 
   “Yeah…” he finally said. “I do need your help, mom.”
 
   Angie smiled at him, and blushed. She looked down at his crotch, and then slowly began rubbing his cock through his shorts, and then looked back up at him.
 
   “Can you take your clothes off, sweetie?” whispered Angie. “It will be easier that way…”
 
   Tom nodded, and then slowly brought his shorts and boxers down to the ground. Without really thinking about it, he continued to undress, taking his t-shirt and socks off, and looking at his mom as though making sure he had her approval the entire time.
 
   “I’m just going to…help you out a little with your thing,” said Angie. “It’s okay, just like last night. It will help you sleep, and after tomorrow, it won’t be an issue anymore.”
 
   She brought her hand to Tom’s cock and wrapped her fingers around it, and he let out a moan of pleasure. Her hands felt so good, so unbelievably incredible. Tom didn’t understand just what it was about his mother that gave her such raw, overwhelming sexual power over him, but it was undeniable.
 
   Angie smiled shyly, as though she was happy with how she was affecting him, but also a little embarrassed, and then slowly began to pump her hand up and down. Tom’s cock was ready and aching for what she had to give him, and a bit of precum trickled out from the tip and onto her finger. He felt a little bad about it, as if he had spilled something gross onto his mom, but she just kept smiling, totally nonjudgmental.
 
   “Is this working for you, honey?” asked Angie.
 
   “Oh yeah, mom.” Tom was excited and thrilled by the pleasure, his entire body tingling as though it was infected with erotic fire. “That feels amazing.”
 
   “Good…good.” Angie leaned her face in close to his and smiled as she began to stroke him off a little faster. “It’s supposed to feel good.”
 
   The tension was still in the air, even though the two of them had crossed over the first line. Tom felt like he should say something, but he was too stricken by the terrible, illicit pleasure of his mom’s soft hands to form any words.
 
   Angie rubbed his shoulder, the same way she might if she was comforting him over something or waking him up in the morning. Her breasts were almost popping out through the top of her gown, and Tom could see the outline of her nipples and bust through the thin fabric.
 
   “This is just something that we have to take care of,” said Angie. “I take care of you when you’re sick, or in pain, Tom. Really…this is just another way of doing that.”
 
   She shifted position, dropping down onto her knees in front of Tom so she could get a better grip on his hard cock. He felt her hot breath on his cock, and knew instantly that he wanted more.
 
   “Mom…” whispered Tom. “Can you…would you mind…?” 
 
   He found it impossible to say the words, even with his pretty mommy right there in position. She smiled gently up at him, pumping his cock slowly and looking like a goddess of sex.
 
   “What is it, honey?” she asked. “You can tell me…”
 
   Instead of asking with words, Tom took his hand to the back of his mom’s head, feeling her soft hair, and slowly brought her face in closer to his aching cock. Angie looked a little confused, and then a little shy, and then a little embarrassed. The head of his cock pushed against her lips, which were supple and moist, but they stayed pursed and unyielding.
 
   “Sweetie, I don’t know…” whispered Angie. “That would be…I think that might be taking it a little too far.”
 
   She smiled up at him weakly, the same smile she’d give him when he was a kid in a store asking her to buy a new toy for him.
 
   “Please, mom…” said Tom. “Just for a second. I think it will help.”
 
   He pushed his cock into his mother’s lips again, and this time, she parted them. Instantly, the pleasure in Tom’s body transcended to a new level. Her mouth was warm, wet, and unbelievably welcoming. He let out a moan and leaned back on the bed as his mom’s tongue drew a swirl over the head of his cock. She pulled back for a moment and looked at him.
 
   “Does that feel good, honey?” asked Angie.
 
   “Yes, please mom,” moaned Tom. “Keep going.”
 
   Angie’s face was bright red, but full of the type of love that only a mother can have for her son. She leaned her mouth forward and brought him back inside the sanctuary of her mouth, slowly sliding her lips up and down her son’s member. Tom watched and felt a strange mixture of overwhelming pleasure and shame course through him, the sight of the lewd, forbidden sex act between him and his mom turning him on beyond all reason.
 
   The blowjob Angie was giving to her son was tender and loving, just like she was. Tom was surprised and elated to see that she was taking her time with it, sucking him off gently and carefully, and paying attention to how his body reacted to everything she did.
 
   She dropped her mouth lower, and lower, and Tom felt his cock push against the entrance to her throat. His mom had taken all of him into her. There was nothing that went beyond that. Tom felt loved in a way that transcended boundaries and social standards. But more than anything, he felt himself craving the ultimate release, the one that would change everything.
 
   Angie looked like she sensed that something was changing between them, and pulled back again, as if she was a little afraid of what would happen if they didn’t step away from the abyss. She slowly pulled her mouth off her son’s cock, and then wiped her hand across her lips.
 
   “I think that’s all we should do for now, sweetie.” Her words caused Tom’s heart sink, and his cock to feel cold and neglected. He shook his head, and took his mom by the hand.
 
   “Let’s just…cuddle, for a minute,” whispered Tom. He pulled his mom onto the bed next to him, his cock throbbing and a tiny voice screaming in the back of his head for him to be careful, and think about what he was doing.
 
   “Honey, I’m not sure if this is such a…” Angie’s words trailed off. The two of them were lying down facing each other, and Tom had pulled her against him, kissing his mom’s cheeks and neck as his cock began to rub against her warm, wet slit.
 
   “It’s okay, mom,” he whispered. “It’s like you said before…once we go home, everything goes back to normal.”
 
   He kissed his mom again, and this time, her lips were there to meet his. They pushed their mouths together passionately, their tongues darting into each other’s moths quickly and briefly, stealing illicit contact with each other.
 
   Tom reached his hands down, and groped at his mother’s breasts. They felt so unbelievably good, and his desire to see them naked overwhelmed all his rational impulses. He slipped the straps of his mom’s gown down and slowly pulled until her perfect pink nipples came into view, which were quickly recovered by Angie, her cheeks bright red, and a look of intense inner conflict on her face.
 
   “Tom…” she whispered. “I’m your mother.”
 
   “I know, I know,” he said. “I love you so much, mom.”
 
   His cock was aching, and he couldn’t hold back for even a second longer. He slowly pushed it against his mother’s thighs, continuing to move it forward until it slipped beyond her clenched legs and was right against the entrance to his mom’s off limits, forbidden pussy.
 
   “Tom, you should just let me use my hands,” whispered his mom. “This…I don’t know.”
 
   “Shh, it’s okay mom,” said Tom. “You just feel so fucking good. I’ll just put it in a little, and just for a second.”
 
   Angie still had a very torn expression on her face as Tom pushed forward, allowing the head of his cock to slide into his mom’s tantalizingly warm cunt. Tom’s heart was beating out of his chest, and an immense, throbbing pleasure pulsed through his body. It was too much for him to resist, and he pushed further in.
 
   “Tom…” Angie spoke in a motherly chastising voice, but there was an undertone of sexuality along with it.
 
   “Oh god, mom…” Tom pushed deeper into her, pushing half of his hard cock inside. He had meant it when he’d told her that he would pull out after a second, but it felt so amazing, so unbelievably amazing. 
 
   Tom started to move, pulling his cock out and then pushing it back in, a little further each time. He told himself that he was just enjoying it for a few thrusts. A few more thrusts, and then he would pull out. 
 
   “Sweetie, this is bad…” whispered Angie. “It’s inside me…your thing.”
 
   Hearing his mom talk about his cock using such sweet, innocent language made Tom even hungrier for her. He began to pump his rod into her a little faster, and then a little faster again, and before he knew it, he had found a rhythm.
 
   “Mom!” Tom was breathing heavy, and groping at her breasts as he truly began to fuck his mom for the first time. It was mind-blowingly pleasurable, as though he had discovered a new realm, and traded a part of his innocence and soul for a ticket in.
 
   Angie was still blushing furiously. Tom could tell that his mom was going through the same conflict that he was, if not even more intensely. She looked as though she was trying as hard as she could to not enjoy it, but failing. 
 
   “Tom…you said you’d…” Angie could barely even form a sentence, and looked like she was fighting her own urges and animal instincts. “I’m…I’m your mother…”
 
   “Oh god, mom,” cried Tom. “I can’t stop!”
 
   He leaned in and kissed her passionately, continuing to pump his cock into her tight, hot pussy as he did. Tom’s body was possessed by overwhelming pleasure, urges, and arousal, and the only cure was to cum. He knew it, and he could tell from his mom’s eyes that she also understood. The only way out was for them to cross over the final line.
 
   “Oh god, oh god, sweetie!” Angie ran one of her hands through Tom’s hair and leaned forward to bite his shoulder. She was still blushing, but her body was telling Tom everything he needed to know. It was the same for her. Their bodies were meeting, joining together, and the pleasure of it was undeniable.
 
   Tom felt like he was in perfect sync with his mom. They were closer together than they had ever been before, both as mother and son, and as lovers. There was no going back from it, and he knew that their relationship would be forever changed by that one night.
 
   “Tom! You, you’re making mommy…” Angie looked up at him, a lewd look on her face and in her eyes. “You’re making mommy cum!”
 
   Her body tensed up, and that was when Tom really began his onslaught. For the entire encounter, he had been holding back, controlling his breathing, and doing his very best not to cum. The rational part of his mind knew just how final and unchangeable it would be for him to blow his load in his mother, but at the moment, there was nothing it could do to stop him.
 
   Tom slammed his cock into his mom’s pussy, and the sound of their flesh slapping together echoed across the room. He felt her cunt tightening around his cock, working even harder to give him pleasure and stroke him off, and it pushed him over the edge. 
 
   He let out an animalistic cry as his cock began to explode its white hot load deep into her pussy, and orgasmic bliss overwhelmed his senses. Tom felt like he was home, in the arms of the one person whose love outweighed all else.
 
   The two of them remained in each other’s embrace for a while, only moving to pull the sheets up over them. Neither spoke. There was nothing to say. All they could do was process what had happened, and do their best to find meaning in it that they could carry into the future with them.
 
   “Tom…I love you,” said Angie, after almost an hour.
 
   “Mom…I love you too.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   AFTERMATH
 
    
 
   The morning after was chaotic and eventful. Tom and Angie woke up to the sound of fighting and activity downstairs. When they had dressed and taken the elevator to the lobby, Stella was waiting for them, smiling and tying Kendra up on the floor.
 
   It took a while for Tom and Stella to explain the situation to his mom. She was guarded with her surprise and reactions the entire time, and it was easy for him to understand why. What the two of them had done the night before was hard enough to make sense of without having to consider whether or not it had been of their own free will.
 
   Stella gave them a ride to a rental car station, promising that she’d take care of the tires on the minivan and send for them to pick it up once it was done. Tom said very little, and after giving her a goodbye hug, helped his mom unload all of their luggage.
 
   They rented a car, and began the last leg of their journey home. A familiar silent tension served as the third passenger in the car, but Tom did his best to ignore it, resolving to do whatever he could to make things easier on his mom now that he could think clearly again.
 
   “Tom,” she finally said, after almost two hours of silence. “I want you to know something.”
 
   “What is it, mom?”
 
   Angie turned and smiled at him, and then ran her hand up his thigh.
 
   “I don’t think we should be afraid of each other. Or what happened between us.”
 
   Tom smiled back at her, and felt his cock begin to harden.
 
   “I don’t think so either, mom.”
 
    
 
   END 
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FREE EXCERPT FROM “TEMPTATION ISLAND”
 
    
 
   CHAPTER 1
 
    
 
   “Hurry Luke! They just started boarding our section!”
 
   Luke was bent over, stuffing his phone into his carryon bag as the crowd of airline passengers around him surged towards the connecting hallway. His older step sister, Jennifer, stood next to him. His step mom, Tessa, was a little ahead of them in line.
 
   “Alright, alright, just making sure I have everything. “ Luke stood up and shouldered his bag. He checked to make sure that he had his ticket in his front pocket, and then walked towards the attendant standing behind the desk. She took a look at his ticket, and then his sister’s, and waved them both forward.
 
   “I’m glad that you could make it, after all,” said Jen. “With your dad having to bow out for his business trip at the last second, it would have been really boring with just me and mom.”
 
   “Are you kidding?” Luke smiled at her. “A vacation to Fiji is not something I could live with missing out on, not ever. I’m going to relax and enjoy the sun, and hopefully have enough fun to last me through the rest of senior year.”
 
   Jen smiled back at him. The fall had been rough for Luke, both academically and personally. He’d been struggling to keep his grades up, and the balance between homework and exams left little time left for him to have much of a social life.
 
   “Glad to hear it! You’re welcome to join me on the beach, little bro. It’s probably where I’ll be for most of the trip.”
 
   Jen had been Luke’s step sister for as long as he could remember. His dad had married her mom, Tessa, when he was three and she was seven. The two had been at each other throats for most of their early childhood, but by the time that Luke had turned fourteen, their relationship had changed dramatically.
 
   His sister was a rather attractive girl, though Luke did his best not to notice. She had nicely sized breasts and a toned butt, both of which had been torture for him as he went through puberty. Luke had entered high school the year after she had left, but the two of them were still close for most of their teens, closer than typical siblings, with a strange, flirtatious flair to their relationship.
 
   “I might just do that, sis.” Luke stepped out of the covered connecting hall and onto the airplane. He and his sister had been near the back of the line, and most of the seats in their section were already full.
 
   Luke reached his aisle, the same one that his mom, Tessa, was seated in. She smiled at him, and patted the spot next to her.
 
   “Right here honey,” she said. “And you can stick your carry-on bag in the compartment above.”
 
   Luke nodded, and put his bag away. He was all the way over against the window, and his mom stood up and shifted so he could get by. His body brushed against hers as he moved towards his spot, and Luke was again reminded by something he had spent all of the years since reaching sexual maturity trying not to notice.
 
   Tessa was a bombshell of a woman. She had large breasts, a perfect hourglass figure, and a face that rivalled the models that would snag the front covers of glamour magazines worldwide. She was in her late thirties, and managed to be both a loving wife to Luke’s dad and a doting mother to him, without forcing herself into either role or having to exert extra effort.
 
   Luke remembered very little of his life before Tessa and Jen had become a part of it. They were exactly what he and his dad needed, the feminine half of the family that made everything work. But for Luke, having them around, especially during his hormonal teenage years, had been a very confusing and at times, tempestuous experience.
 
   “I brought some ginger candies, in case you get air sick, sweetie.” Tessa smiled at him and rifled through her purse.
 
   “Thanks mom, I’m alright for now though,” replied Luke. “I’ll let you know if I need one.”
 
   The final few people settled into their seats, and a stewardess began walking down the aisle, helping out a few stragglers with their seatbelts. Tessa did a double take when she saw her, and then reached over and tugged on the woman’s sleeve.
 
   “Mia, is that you?”
 
   The woman turned and looked at them. She was attractive in much the same way that his mom was and around the same age, but with short hair and a slightly plumper figure. She looked surprised to see Tessa, and a huge smile spread across her face.
 
   “Oh my god, Tessa!” The stewardess completely abandoned her seat belt explanation responsibilities, and instead wrapped Luke’s mom into a tight hug.
 
   “Jeez, it’s been what…ten, fifteen years?” asked Tessa.
 
   “Far too long, that’s for sure.” Mia pulled back and shook her head in disbelief. “How have you been?”
 
   “I’ve been good, really good. This is my step son, Luke.” Tessa gestured to him and Luke reached his hand across her to shake Mia’s hand. “My daughter is in the row over there…We have to catch up soon!”
 
   “I’ll be in Fiji for the night,” said Mia. “Let’s find time to grab drinks!”
 
   Another stewardess was looking over at Mia disapprovingly, and she scampered away from Tessa and further down the aisle. Luke couldn’t help but sneak a peek at her butt as she walked off, wiggling it from side to side with each step.
 
   “Wow, small world,” said Tessa. “I never expected to run into Mia, here of all places. We fell out of touch right after college, but we used to be best friends!”
 
   “That’s awesome, mom,” said Luke.
 
   The head stewardess did one final check to make sure that everyone was buckled in, and then Luke heard the sound of the pilot over the intercom. He explained the basics of their flight plan and inflight regulations, and then the plane began to move, creeping along the runway into the takeoff position.
 
   Luke felt his mom bring her hand to a rest on his thigh. She had been a bit of a nervous flier in the past, and it looked as though this time would be no exception. Tessa rubbed back and forth on his leg, which he was fine with, until her fingers began to draw dangerously close to a very sensitive part of his body.
 
   “Uh, mom…” he whispered.
 
   “Sorry honey, you know how I get on planes.” Tessa rubbed some more and this time her palm glided right across Luke’s cock, sending a wave of pleasure up and through his body.
 
   “It will be, uh, fine mom.” Luke smiled at her and tried to move his mom’s hand back over to her lap, but she kept it right where it was. She looked like she was totally unaware of the fact that she was rubbing her son’s crotch, and continued doing it absent mindedly in the same way a nervous person might fidget their leg.
 
   “Oh, here we go!” The plane began to lurch forward, and Tessa’s hand gripped Luke’s leg, along with the top half of his semi rigid member.
 
   “Yeah mom, here we go.”
 
   The sun was bright in the sky, affording Luke a fantastic view of the ground below as the plane slowly gained altitude. He tried to focus on it and distract himself from the repetitive motion of his mom’s hand. It didn’t work, and gradually, his cock became fully and embarrassingly erect. Tessa was chatting with Jen, oblivious to the fact that she had wrapped her fingers around her son’s cock and was slowly jerking him off. 
 
   “We should be fine now that we’re up in the sky, mom,” said Jen.
 
   “Yeah of course, I know.” Tessa slowly pumped her hand up and down, and Luke felt the pleasure infecting his body like a virus.
 
   “All of those planes you see in the news are outliers, mom,” said Jen. “We’ll be in Fiji before you know it, right Luke?”
 
   “Oh yeah, we’ll be there really soon.” Luke struggled to speak in an even voice. He was embarrassed and ashamed of what was happening, and hoped that it would go away if he just ignored it.
 
   “I bought a new bikini just for the beach!” said Tessa. “I’m not sure if I’m going to wear it, though.”
 
   “Why not mom?” asked Jen.
 
   Tessa smiled, and Luke began to feel like there was only so much more he could take.
 
   “It’s pretty revealing, you’ll see if I do end up putting it on.” Tessa’s voice sounded hot, and seductive. “It shows off a lot, and the top…When I tried it on in the store I felt like my breasts were going to pop right out of it.”
 
   “I have to go to the bathroom!” Luke shot up out of his seat and hunched over to hide his erection as he slid by his mom. The truth was a little more severe than what he’d said. If his mom had kept rubbing and talking the way she was, he was sure that he’d have cum in his pants.
 
   “Honey, remember, I have ginger candies if you need one!” Tessa called to him as he made his way down the aisle.
 
   Luke opened the door to the stall and shut it behind him. His cock ached, and it was embarrassing for him to think about the fact that it was because of his mother’s touch. Luke had worked hard to bury all of the illicit emotions and urges that he had felt during puberty related to his mom and sister, and now it felt like they’d decided to reemerge in full force.
 
   They were such gorgeous women, and try as he might, Luke couldn’t stop himself from being excited at the prospect of being on vacation with them. They’d go to the beach together, and he’d see them in their bikinis. Maybe if he pitched it to them the right way, they could even find a nude beach to spend a day at.
 
   Luke realized that he was pumping his cock with his hand as the thoughts went through his head, and suddenly felt disgusting. He loved his mom and Jen, and they deserved better than a pervert for a brother and son. He tried to calm himself down, but his cock remained rock hard, almost painful in its need for release.
 
   “Is everything okay in there?” Mia, Tessa’s friend and the airplane’s stewardess, knocked on the bathroom door as she called out to him. Luke realized that he’d been in the bathroom for quite a while, and began to panic. He jumped up and banged into one of the airplane’s walls in his rush to cover himself up.
 
   “Uh, yes, everything’s fine!”
 
   “Your mom gave me this to give to you…” The door opened, and Mia’s face popped through. All Luke could do was turn to her, blushing bright red with his cock out and at the ready. He watched as she held her hand up to her mouth and slowly locked her eyes onto it. Surprisingly, the sides of her lips pulled up into a very naughty looking smile.
 
   What came next was even more surprising. A hollow bang sounded from the side of the airplane, loud enough to catch Luke and Mia off guard. As they both turned to look in the direction that it came from, everything changed in an instant.
 
   Suddenly, Luke was spinning. The stall had flipped upside down, and Mia wasn’t there anymore. Luke was in the air, crashing against the walls and ceiling and still struggling to get his pants up. He finally managed to, but the action did little to abate the terror coursing through him.
 
   The entire section that he was in crashed down hard, stunning him. He was forced back into awareness of what was going on by water rushing in through the open door of the stall. All Luke could do was swim forward, a sickening feeling taking root in his stomach.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 2
 
    
 
   “Mom! Jen!”
 
   The water around Luke was still, and the sun was high in the sky. It was a sharp contrast to the cyclone of emotions raging inside of him. He had been in the plane, and things had been fine, and then without any warning, everything had been torn apart.
 
   There was only the single piece of the wreckage that he had come down in nearby. The bathroom stall was mostly underwater by this point, clearly not designed originally with floatation in mind. Luke was a good swimmer, and he had no trouble keeping his head above water, but it took energy, and he knew he could only keep it up for so long.
 
   Luckily, there was something that promised hope on the horizon. A small island, with white sand beaches, palm trees, thick jungle foliage, and a tall mountainous outcropping, was jutting out of the water no more than a kilometer away from him.
 
   “Mom! Jen! Can you hear me?” Luke shouted into the distance one final time before he began swimming. If he had survived the crash, then they could have too. He repeated it almost like a mantra inside his head, hoping and praying that it was actually true.
 
   He could taste the salt of the water on his lips, and feel it stinging his eyes as he methodically began to crawl stroke his way across the short expanse of sea in between him and the island. Luke’s arms began to tire much more quickly than he had expected, and for a moment, a small kernel of panic manifested within his chest.
 
   Luke focused on his breathing, and pictured the faces of his mom and sister in his mind. They were there on the island, waiting for him. He forced himself to believe it, and with every foot forward he swam, his doubts faded a little more.
 
   The ocean was shallow enough for him to stand in within a couple hundred feet of the shore. Luke breathed a sigh of relief and felt waves crashing into the back of his neck as he continued forward in safety. 
 
   The water was crystalline, and he was amazed by the amount of life he could see swimming in it. There were crabs, oysters, tiny fish swimming around his feet, bigger fish off a small distance to either side of him, and oceanic vegetation sprouting up out of the sea floor.
 
   Luke’s body felt heavy as he made his way across the last few feet to the dry shore. He had on a t-shirt and a pair of jeans, and both of them were completely soaked. He coughed, and fell to his knees on the clean white sand, sputtering up water that he hadn’t realized that he’d swallowed.
 
   He felt fortunate, but also guilty. Survivor’s guilt, that was something he’d read about before online. The only thing that had saved his life had been the fact that he’d been in the bathroom at the time of the crash. And just thinking about the reason why he had been in the bathroom made him feel ashamed, and then even more guilty.
 
   Luke’s shoes were completely water logged, and he took them off, along with his socks. The sand was warm against his feet, and for a moment, he was almost able to pretend that he’d made it to Fiji after all.
 
   The beach went onto the island for about a hundred feet before turning into grass and jungle foliage. Beyond that, he could see a large hill, which was crowned by a series of high cliffs. To either side, the beach looked like it stretched on indefinitely, curving around the island at the corner. Luke began to walk down it, wondering if he’d be able to find anyone else from the plane.
 
   His feet sunk into the sand with every step. Luke was expecting to find signs of human inhabitance, but there were no campfires or discarded bottles, like he was so used to seeing on the beaches back home.
 
   After about ten minutes of walking, Luke heard something that made his heart race. It was laughter, a woman’s laughter. He ran forward, feeling the uncooperative sand shifting underneath his feet. As he turned around the corner of the beach, he saw someone.
 
   It was Mia. She was sitting on the sand in her stewardess uniform, running her hands across the beach and staring into the ocean. Luke sprinted over to her as quickly as he could.
 
   “Mia! You’re alive!” Luke threw his arms around the woman. Even though he barely knew her, it didn’t matter. She was breathing, and proof that there could still be more people who had made it through the crash okay.
 
   “Luke, hey!” Mia hugged him tightly back. “I’m so glad!”
 
   “Don’t worry Mia, there will be a search, and they’ll see where the plane went down, and in no time they’ll find this island!” Luke pulled back and stared into her eyes as he spoke, doing his best to put on a brave, reassuring face.
 
   “Oh god, I hope they don’t,” said Mia. She looked pensively up into the sky, and then back out to the sea.
 
   “Wait…what?”
 
   “I really hope they don’t find us.”
 
   Luke couldn’t believe what he was hearing. He studied Mia’s face for traces of shock, or confusion, but found nothing. She looked entirely serious, and smiled at him coyly with her luscious lips.
 
   “Mia…we’re stranded on this island,” said Luke. “I…I think we’re the only ones here.”
 
   Mia stood up. There was a tear in the bottom of her stewardess’s uniform, and Luke felt his eyes being drawn to it hungrily. He forced himself to look away, feeling as though it was neither the time nor the place to be indulging in his horniness.
 
   “Luke, I’ve worked for the airlines for more than a decade now.” Mia spoke in the voice of a liberated woman, free and ready to live her life. “I’ve been wishing for something like this to happen, praying for it to happen, actually, for years. Do you know how repetitive the work of being an airline attendant is?”
 
   “Mia…” Luke could only stare at her, dumbfounded. She reached over and tussled his hair, and then began pulling her top up an over her head. Luke blushed and looked away again.
 
   “I’m going for a swim, you should join me.” Mia leaned in close to him and spoke quietly in her ear, letting her hot breath tease his sensitive neck. “We’re alive, and on a beautiful island, Luke. Let’s have some fun, and enjoy ourselves.”
 
   She continued undressing, pulling her skirt and stockings off. Luke finally found himself unable to resist, and looked over at her. Mia was an insanely attractive woman, with nice hips and big breasts, and clad only in her underwear, little was left to the imagination. Luke felt his cock stirring in his pants, and Mia took the opportunity to tease him even further, leaning over him and letting her big boobs rub across his chest.
 
   “You should come in the water with me, Luke.” She took her hand and rubbed it along his thigh, and then along his cock. Unlike what had happened before with his mom, Luke could tell that it was deliberate. “I know I’m a little older than you Luke, but if it’s just the two of us, we should have fun together.”
 
   Luke nodded slowly, despite himself. He knew that the situation they were in was serious, and he knew that they should be looking for other survivors, but something about the woman’s devil may care attitude and seductive nature was drawing him in. Luke didn’t want to work, he wanted to play.
 
   He took off his own shirt, and heard Mia giggle as he started to unzip his jeans.
 
   “Nice, I like that youthful eagerness,” said Mia. “You certainly had a bit of that in the bathroom on the plane…Do you always get a boner when you fly?”
 
   “That, I mean, that was…” Luke was at a loss for how to explain, at least without admitting to the embarrassing accident that had happened with his mom. He felt his cheeks heating up, and heard Mia giggle some more.
 
   “Come on, big boy, let’s hit the waves!” She took off into the ocean, breasts and butt bouncing with every step. Luke followed after her, feeling his cock beginning to grow hard with anticipation.
 
   The water was warm, the perfect temperature for swimming. Mia dove under, and resurfaced right next to him. The material that her bra was made out of was white and thin, and it instantly became see-through as the moisture soaked into it.
 
   Luke couldn’t help but stare at her. She looked a lot like his mom, though her personality was much more unpredictable, and playful. He slowly drew closer to Mia, feeling his cock throb inside his boxers as he drank in her near nakedness with his eyes.
 
   “Mia…” Luke said. “You’re really…gorgeous.”
 
   “Yeah? What are you going to do about it?” The older woman pushed herself up against him, and began to stroke Luke’s cock with her hand. It felt so good, and suddenly his lips were against hers.
 
   It was as though the proverbial dam had burst. All of the horniness and desire that Luke had accumulated over the course of the day came to the surface. He groped at Mia’s butt and breasts, feeling their softness and growing even more turned on.
 
   She let out a catlike growl, and bit his bottom lip softly. There was a smile on her face, and it only grew wider as Luke fumbled with the clasp of her bra.
 
   “Is this what you want, Luke?” Mia reached behind her and undid it for him, and then slowly pulled the fabric of her bra down, creating a miniature strip tease for him as her nipples popped into view.
 
   “Oh wow, Mia…” Luke grabbed her by the waist and began to grind his package into her stomach.
 
   “Oh boy, I forgot just how much fun younger guys can be,” said Mia. “Come on, over here.”
 
   Mia held her bra in one hand and Luke’s cock in the other. She led him onto the beach, and up to where the sand stopped and the grass began. She slowly lied down on a dense patch of vegetation, spreading her legs and pulling Luke into her.
 
   He whipped out his cock in a rush, and then slipped Mia’s panties down. She had a nice patch of well-trimmed and maintained bush, still wet from the water. Luke pushed the head of his cock into her pussy, feeling it enter her easily.
 
   “Oh god, yes, Luke!” moaned Mia. “Fuck me senseless, Luke! Fuck me!”
 
   Luke was ready to oblige her. He grabbed at one of her breasts and sucked on the nipple on the other side with his lips as he began thrusting into her, feeling pleasure sweep over her cock as he began to pump in and out of her wet, warm cunt.
 
   All of the stress and panic Luke had felt in the aftermath of the crash was swept out of his mind. All he could think about was the gorgeous naked woman underneath him, and her curvy, well-endowed body. Her breasts bounced back and forth as he pumped his meat inside of her, dancing to the rhythm of the sex.
 
   “Oh Mia!” said Luke. “You feel so fucking good!”
 
   “That’s right Luke, show me how good I feel!” Mia was biting her lip and looking up at him seductively. “Show me what you can do, young man!”
 
   Luke’s thoughts were completely wrapped up in the moment. Mia was a fox of a woman, the stewardess that all of the horny men on the plane were undressing with their eyes and dreaming about midflight. She was also one of his mom’s old friends, a woman connected to him in a way that made their carnal coupling all the more forbidden, and illicit.
 
   Luke was slamming his cock into her by this point. Her breasts were big, more than enough to feel substantial underneath his palms as he used them for leverage to fuck her even harder. Mia tensed up suddenly, and let out a loud, passionate cry. There was no need for restraint, not anymore.
 
   After a couple more thrusts, Luke could feel his own orgasm approaching. There was a strange voice in the back of his head, either the voice of reason, or the voice of reality, and it was telling him that he should pull out, and finish on her stomach, or on her tits.
 
   Luke didn’t listen to it. He banged his cock a few more times deep inside Mia, and then pushed it as deep into her cunt as it would go as he began to explode. His cum blasted deep inside of her, and so much of it came out that it began to overflow around the edges of her folds. The pleasure of the orgasm was almost too intense for Luke to handle, and he collapsed onto the grass next to Mia.
 
   It was several minutes before either of them said anything. The situation at hand slowly came back into Luke’s awareness. Survival was what they needed to be focused on, not sex. He repeated the phrase in his head, but as Mia rolled over towards him, her naked breasts and cum filled pussy on full display, it was almost meaningless.
 
   “We should…probably keep looking around.” Luke spoke timidly, and felt himself blushing again, though he didn’t know why. Mia nodded to him, and then stood up.
 
   “Sure thing, Luke. You lead and I’ll follow.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 3
 
    
 
   “What did you see when the plane went down?”
 
   Luke was pulling his jeans back on, and looked over at Mia. She had clasped her bra and was wiggling into her tight stewardess outfit.
 
   “Well, other than you and your, uh, hard problem…not all that much.” Mia smiled at him. Luke was starting to get the sense that she enjoyed teasing him, or more accurately put, torturing him.
 
   “It felt like the plane just ripped into a bunch of pieces,” said Luke. “How can something like that happen? Aren’t there tests that are done before takeoff for this kind of thing?”
 
   “Of course there are!” Mia glared at him, as though she had taken his comment personally. Luke met her gaze, and then felt his eyes being drawn down to her breasts, which were dotted with cute, pink nipples that were still visible through the wet fabric of her bra.
 
   “I mean, I just want to understand what happened,” said Luke. “It didn’t feel like I even fell for that long before I hit the water…and the plane, it was in the air for less than an hour, right? How are we this far out in the ocean?”
 
   “Well if we can find the pilot, I’m sure you can ask him what’s going on,” said Mia. She pulled on her top, and then dusted sand off her skirt.
 
   Luke pulled on his own shirt, and then looked further down the beach. There was no sign of anyone or anything other than sand, palm trees, and the ocean ahead. He sighed, and then walked over to Mia.
 
   “This whole situation has put me into such a strange mood.” She smiled at him, and then stepped in close, whispering into his ear. “Your mom would throw a fit if she knew what I did to you.”
 
   Luke was silent for a moment. A heavy burden hung over his heart, and thinking about his mom and his sister only made it harder to deal with. Mia picked up on his mood shift, and rubbed his shoulder.
 
   “Sweetie, it will be fine,” she said. “I’m sure that they washed up on the shore just like we did. We just have to find them.”
 
   Luke nodded, and then started walking down the beach.
 
   “You’re right,” he said. “We should get going.”
 
   He headed down the beach, and Mia followed him. Both of them had foregone their shoes in favor of walking barefoot. Their feet continued to sink into the hot sand with every step, but it felt good, and reminded Luke that at the very least, they were on dry ground.
 
   They made small talk about their lives back in the United States as they went. Mia had a degree in philosophy, but had done little with it after leaving college. She worked fulltime as a stewardess, and from the way she spoke and words she used to describe it, Luke could tell that she hated it. Luke brought up his own academic life, and he could tell from the look on Mia’s face that she was a little surprised by just how young he was.
 
   “So wait, you’re still in high school?” Mia looked at him incredulously, as if she was hoping that he was lying or exaggerating.
 
   “Yep. I just turned 18, and am headed into the last semester of my senior year.”
 
   “Oh wow…Well, I guess it’s too late for me to judge you on that now.” Mia’s long black hair was mostly dry, and she ran her fingers through it and pulled it behind her.
 
   Luke heard a noise from up ahead, something that stood out from the crashing of the waves and the calls of the insects and birds in the jungle. He walked faster, and then broke into a run as he rounded a bend on the beach and saw two people that he recognized on the shore in the distance.
 
   “Mom! Jen!” Luke was sprinting as fast as he could as he made his way over to his beloved family members. Jen ran to meet him, and threw herself onto her brother, hugging him tightly and laughing hysterically.
 
   “Luke! You’re okay! This is a miracle!” Jen had tears of happiness streaming down her face, and Luke jumped up and down on the sand with her, elated by the turn of events.
 
   He glanced over Jen’s shoulders at his mom, and felt his face flush hot red. Tessa had not moved to greet him, and after taking one look at her, he could immediately see why. His mom was smiling at him, but also blushing fiercely. She was completely naked, and making a rather poor and strangely arousing attempt to preserve her modesty, covering her boobs and crotch with her hands.
 
   “I’m so happy that you’re alive, sweetie,” she said. “I can’t get up though…My clothes, the waves washed them away.”
 
   “Oh uh, that’s fine, mom.” Luke suddenly felt incredibly awkward. He realized that his cock was getting embarrassingly hard at the scene, and it pushed against his sister’s body, still tight against him.
 
   “I made it, too,” said Mia. “Don’t worry, Tess. We’ll figure something out to get you covered up.”
 
   “Mia! Oh, this is better than I could have hoped for!” Tessa stood up, and Luke got a quick, illicit glance of her breasts. Jen coughed loudly and elbowed him, and he forced himself to turn away before getting a chance to see anything more.
 
   “Have the two of you seen anyone else from the plane?” Mia asked. Luke stared into the jungle and tried to keep his hormones under control, and his mind off the fact that his naked mother was just feet away from him. All he had to do was turn around, and he could see her, in all of her forbidden, exposed naked glory.
 
   “No, we haven’t,” said Jen. “I just found my mom a couple of minutes ago. I…I saw some of the people go down with it…into the ocean.”
 
   “Wait, what do you mean?” Luke was finally unable to resist turning around, joining the conversation and letting his eyes get a glimpse of Tessa. She was still naked and only barely managing to hold her big tits in check inside of an arm bra, but Mia and Jen had positioned themselves in front of her, mostly obscuring his view.
 
   “Luke…The plane broke in half,” she said. “The section that I was in was upside down when it hit the water. I thought I was the only one who managed to get out before it flooded.”
 
   “I saw you go,” said Tessa. “I wanted you to survive, so badly, that I didn’t ask for help. Luckily I was right near where the body of the plane had split. I made it out, and I think a couple of other women might have to, but I didn’t see them when I reached the surface.”
 
   Nobody said anything for a minute. Luke felt strangely responsible for the group, as if it was up to him to come up with a plan and keep their spirits up. He was the only guy there, and while it normally made no difference, the way his mom and the other girls were looking at him made him feel like it was time for him to start working out what they were going to do.
 
   “We need to figure out where we are, and where a rescue would be coming from,” he said. “We were headed over the pacific when we went down…so we should build a big signal fire on the eastern side of the island.”
 
   “I still have my phone!” Jen jumped up and held something high above her head, and for a moment, Luke felt hope begin to manifest inside his chest. “It’s still working, or at least, it turned on.”
 
   She stared at it for a moment, and the rest of the group was dead silent. Jen tapped on the screen, and then held it up to her ear. After a couple of seconds, she shook her head and let out a defeated sigh.
 
   “Nothing,” she said. “It’s weird, though…It’s acting different from how it usually does when there is no service.”
 
   “Here, let me see it.” Tessa reached out to take the phone from Jen, and Luke felt his eyes locking onto her, devouring every inch of nudity that they could find. He felt guilty, even more so than when he would usually sneak peeks at his mom, and knew it was because of the dire severity of the situation.
 
   “Here, listen,” said Jen. “Can you hear that static sound over the speaker? It doesn’t make sense that a cell phone would ever do something like that.”
 
   “Just turn it off for now, and keep it safe,” said Luke. “Maybe something is interfering with the signal? In any case, we can try again later, but only if you keep it off and the battery holds its charge.”
 
   Jen nodded, and took the phone back from Tessa. Luke looked around on the beach, scanning the surf for any sign of driftwood, or anything else they could use as effective fire starting material, but didn’t see much.
 
   “I think we might have to head further into the jungle,” he said. “We can’t stay here if we want to improve our chances of being found.”
 
   “I like your idea of starting a fire, sweetie, but don’t you think the foliage of the jungle would make it impossible for a plane to spot us?” Tessa gestured to the jungle, inadvertently flashing more of her cleavage at Luke. “Maybe we should just wait here, and see what happens. Rescue could already be on the way.”
 
   “No, your son is right, Tess.” Mia walked over to Luke and put a hand on his chest, smiling in a devilish, secretive way. “We should listen to him, and take a look in the jungle. We’ll need dry kindling in order to start a smoke fire, and even if we find some driftwood on the shore, most of it is going to be wet.”
 
   “Mom, do you want to wait here?” asked Jen, stepping in close to her mother. “We will probably find some clothes washed up from the plane, eventually.”
 
   “No sweetie, it’s fine.” Tessa was still blushing, but she had a resolved smile on her face. “I’m not going to let my own embarrassment keep me from helping everyone out. And Luke…”
 
   She gestured with her fingers for him to come over, still keeping her arm locked against her breasts and her hand tight against her crotch.
 
   “I am so happy that you’re alive, honey.” Tessa kissed him on the cheek. “I want to give you a hug, if you aren’t too weirded out by having your naked mom’s body up against you, that is…”
 
   “No mom, of course not.” Luke’s cock was already hard as he reached his arms out and wrapped them against his mom. She pushed her body against him quickly, doing her best to hide her nudity by letting it push flat onto his chest.
 
   It felt incredible, and Luke’s lower half did its best to convince him to prolong the hug for as long as possible. His mom’s body was so soft, and so naked. Fire shot through his nerve endings, making him tingle with pleasure and longing.
 
   “I was so sure that you were lost to the ocean, honey,” whispered Tessa. “My sweet baby boy, I’m glad beyond words that you’re alive.”
 
   “I’m glad too mom,” he said. “We’re so lucky, and it was so hard for me to think about losing you.”
 
   “Alright, alright, any longer and this is going to get really strange.” Mia walked over and jokingly separated the two of them. Luke tried not to look at his mom as she backed away, and tried not to feel guilty and ashamed for wanting to.
 
   “We should get moving,” said Jen. “The sun isn’t going to be out forever.”
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