
Hotel Rump 

 

The hotel stood like a white wedding cake on the edge of 

the Caribbean, its balconies dripping with bougainvillea, 

the air thick with salt and hibiscus. Two rooms on the 

fourth floor had been booked under the family name: 

412 for the parents, 414 for the freshly adult son and his 

girlfriend. 

Room 412 housed the Father and the Mother. 

Tom, the Father of the family, was fifty-two, once 

handsome in a catalog-model way, now carrying a heavy, 

doughy gut that hung over his belt and made his thighs 

rub when he walked. Years behind a desk had softened 

him everywhere except his temper. Between them, in 

the dark, he still managed an erection most nights, but it 

was a thin, hurried thing—four inches at best, gone soft 

the moment he finished. He called it “getting the job 

done” and rolled over to snore. The Mother had stopped 

asking for more years ago. 

Scarlett, the Mother of the family, had turned forty only 

two weeks earlier. She was still a head-turner: auburn 



hair that fell in thick waves to the middle of her back, 

hazel eyes flecked with green and gold, and a body that 

had ripened rather than withered. Her breasts were 

heavy, pendulous double-Ds that swayed when she 

walked, nipples large and dark rose. A soft pouch of belly 

curved beneath them—evidence of the two pregnancies 

she’d carried to term—and her hips flared wide, her ass 

round and plush. She had spent the first days of the 

vacation in sundresses that clung to every curve, aware 

of the stares, secretly thrilled by them. At night she lay 

awake beside her snoring husband, thighs pressed 

together, aching. 

Room 414 belonged to their son and his girlfriend. 

Andy, the Son of the family, had turned eighteen three 

months ago. He was small for his age—five-foot-seven, 

slim-shouldered, almost delicate—but what he lacked in 

bulk he made up for in restless, humming energy. Blond 

hair fell into hazel eyes that were a perfect copy of his 

mother’s. He jerked off two or three times a day, 

sometimes more: in the shower, in bed at night, once 

even in a locked stall at the hotel gym while thinking 

about the way his mother’s bikini top had almost spilled 



her breasts onto the sand. He felt guilty every time, but 

the guilt only made him harder. His cock—thick, almost 

eight inches when fully erect, veins ropy along the 

shaft—was something he had inherited from his 

mother’s side of the family. His grandfather, rumor went, 

had been legendary. His father had clearly missed the 

genetic lottery. 

Nancy, the boy's Girlfriend was also eighteen, a 

cheerleader with a tight, athletic body, small upturned 

breasts, and dark brown hair she wore in a high ponytail. 

Her face was pleasant enough—button nose, wide brown 

eyes—but nothing that stopped traffic. She knew the Son 

liked big tits; she made up for her lack with enthusiasm 

and flexibility. They fucked almost every night of the 

vacation so far, quick and sweaty, her on top grinding 

until he came inside the condom he always wore. 

Tonight, everything tilted. 

Tom and Andy had gone to the casino after dinner, ties 

loosened, already laughing too loud. Scarlett and the 

Nancy took the courtesy shuttle into town, arms linked, 

shopping bags swinging. They bought sundresses, cheap 

jewelry, a bottle of coconut rum. By the time they sat 



down at an outdoor restaurant overlooking the marina, 

the sky was purple and the wine was flowing. 

That was when the Nancy’s phone rang. 

Her face crumpled as she listened. Her 

grandmother—stroke—hospital—flight leaving in ninety 

minutes. Tears filled her brown eyes. She tried Andy’s 

number again and again; it went straight to voicemail. 

The casino, she realized; no signal inside the gaming 

floor. 

“I have to go,” she whispered, standing so fast her chair 

scraped. “Please, tell him—tell him I’m so sorry, I 

tried—” 

Scarlett, three glasses of wine in and feeling warm, 

maternal, pulled the girl into a hug. Nancy’s small breasts 

pressed against the Mother’s much larger ones; for a 

moment the older woman felt the absurd contrast and 

almost laughed. 

“Of course, sweetheart. Here—” Nancy fumbled in her 

purse, pressed the spare plastic keycard for Room 414 

into Scarlett’s hand. “Just in case he lost his. Tell him I 

love him.” 



And then she was gone, running for a taxi, ponytail 

bouncing. 

The Mother finished the bottle of wine alone, cheeks 

flushed, thighs sticky under the table. She felt reckless, 

alive. When she returned to the hotel she drifted to the 

bar for one last cocktail—something peach and 

dangerous. The rum and wine mixed into a sweet fog. By 

the time she paid the tab, the numbers on the brass 

room keys were swimming. 

She took the elevator up, humming, keycard in hand. 

414, she thought. Or was it 412? They were right next to 

each other. Close enough. 

The corridor was dim. She slid the card—beep, green 

light—and pushed the door open. 

Room 414 was dark except for the slice of moonlight 

across the bed. A male figure lay sprawled on his back, 

one arm flung above his head, breathing slow and deep. 

Tom, she thought. Passed-out drunk as usual. She smiled, 

a slow, feline smile, and let the door click shut behind 

her. 

She didn’t bother with the light. Why wake him fully? She 



was already wet, had been wet for hours thinking about 

someone—anyone—touching her the way she needed. 

She toed off her sandals, let the sundress slide from her 

shoulders to puddle on the carpet. Bra and panties 

followed. Naked, heavy breasts swaying, she crawled 

onto the bed. 

“Missed you,” she whispered, voice husky with alcohol 

and want. 

Andy stirred. He had stumbled in twenty minutes earlier, 

kicked off his shoes, and collapsed face-down. The 

mattress dipped; a warm, naked woman pressed against 

his side. Perfume—his mother’s perfume, but his drunk 

brain supplied his girlfriend instead. He made a low 

sound and rolled toward her. 

Their mouths found each other in the dark. 

The Mother moaned at the taste of him—rum and 

something younger, sweeter. His tongue slid against 

hers, hungry, not the lazy pecks her husband gave. She 

cupped his face; the jaw was smoother than she 

expected, but the thought slipped away when his hand 

closed over her left breast. 



“Oh fuck, baby,” Andy mumbled against her lips. He 

always called his girlfriend “baby” when he was drunk 

and horny. His father called his mother the exact same 

thing. The coincidence floated past them both like 

smoke. 

The Mother’s nipple tightened instantly under his palm. 

He squeezed—harder than his father ever dared—and 

she arched with a broken whimper. “Yes, honey… God, I 

need you tonight.” 

He rolled on top of her, knee pushing her thighs apart. 

She felt the thick ridge of his erection through his shorts 

and her drunken mind registered only one thing: big. So 

much bigger than she was used to. A distant alarm bell 

rang and was drowned by another rush of wetness 

between her legs. 

Clothes came off in clumsy, desperate tugs. His T-shirt, 

her nothing, his shorts and boxer-briefs. When his cock 

sprang free it slapped heavy against her belly—hot, thick, 

pulsing. Scarlett’s eyes rolled back. 

“Jesus, baby,” she breathed, wrapping her fingers around 

it. They didn’t meet. “When did you get so fucking 



huge?” 

Andy only grunted, brain on fire. His girlfriend had never 

felt this lush, this soft and overflowing. The breasts under 

his mouth were enormous, heavy, the nipples big as 

silver dollars. He sucked one deep, teeth grazing, and she 

cried out—sharp, shocked, delighted. 

They lost track of time. 

He pushed her thighs wide and licked her like a starving 

man—long, flat strokes from her entrance to her clit, 

again and again until she was sobbing, fingers twisted in 

his blond hair. When he slid two fingers inside her she 

came instantly, back bowing off the bed, a guttural moan 

ripping out of her throat. 

“Please—honey—inside me, now—” 

He didn’t need to be told twice. The head of his cock 

nudged her, parted her, sank in one slow, relentless 

push. The Mother’s eyes flew open in the dark. The 

stretch burned beautifully. He bottomed out and still had 

an inch to spare; her husband had never reached this 

deep, not once in twenty-two years. 

“Oh my God,” she whimpered, legs wrapping around his 



slim hips. “Fuck me hard, baby. Don’t hold back.” 

He didn’t. 

The bed slammed against the wall in a steady, brutal 

rhythm. Her huge tits bounced with every thrust; he 

pinned her wrists above her head and sucked bruises into 

the soft upper slopes. She raked her nails down his back, 

urged him on with filthy pleas she hadn’t voiced in a 

decade. 

“Harder—yes—like that—oh fuck you’re so deep—” 

At some point he flipped her onto her stomach, yanked 

her hips up, and took her from behind. Her ass rippled 

with every slap of his pelvis; he brought one hand down 

in a sharp spank that made her scream into the pillow. 

Another spank, another, until her skin burned cherry-red 

and she was coming again, pussy clamping around him so 

hard he saw stars. 

He pulled out only long enough to turn her over, push 

her knees to her chest, and drive back in. The new angle 

dragged the head of his cock across her G-spot on every 

stroke. She lost count of her orgasms—three, four, 

five—until she was a sobbing, trembling mess, begging in 



broken fragments. 

“Fill me, baby—please—come inside me—” 

He buried himself to the root and exploded, thick pulses 

that seemed to go on forever. She felt every jet, hot and 

endless, flooding her. When he finally collapsed they 

were sweat-slick and shaking, still joined, his cock 

softening slowly inside her swollen pussy. 

Sleep took them like a tide. 

Morning sunlight striped across the bed. 

Scarlett woke first, head pounding, mouth dry. For one 

blissful moment she stretched, felt the delicious ache 

between her legs, the throb of a body well-used. Then 

memory slammed into her. 

She looked down. 

Blond hair—her son’s hair—spilled across the pillow. His 

narrow back bore long red scratches. His cock—still 

half-hard, slick with their combined release—lay nestled 

inside her, stretching her open. A pearly bead of cum 

leaked from where they were joined. 

Horror flooded her, ice-cold. 



“Oh God—no—no—” 

She clapped a hand over her mouth to keep from 

screaming. Her baby—her little boy—inside her. She had 

fucked her own son. Begged him. Let him mark her, 

bruise her, fill her. 

And then the second wave hit: the pulsing, greedy clench 

of her pussy around his morning erection. The way her 

nipples tightened at the memory of his teeth. The 

soreness on her ass that made her want to push back 

against him right now. 

It had been the best sex of her life. By a mile. 

She lay frozen, breath shallow, feeling him twitch and 

thicken inside her. A low moan slipped out before she 

could stop it. 

He stirred, mumbled something sleepy, hips rocking once 

instinctively. The Mother bit her lip so hard she tasted 

blood. Another rock and he would wake up and know. 

Carefully—God, so carefully—she eased forward, letting 

his cock slide out inch by inch. The wet sound was 

obscene. When he was free she nearly whimpered at the 

sudden emptiness. 



He rolled onto his back, still out, lips parted. She stared 

at his cock—glistening with her, flushed dark, terrifyingly 

beautiful—and felt her clit throb. 

Move, she told herself. Move now. 

She gathered her clothes in trembling hands, pulled the 

sundress over her head without bothering with 

underwear. Her bra and panties lay somewhere under 

the bed; evidence. She left them. 

His phone was on the nightstand. She picked it up, heart 

hammering, and pressed his thumb to the sensor. 

Unlocked. 

Her own secret second phone—the one she used for 

private things her husband and son knew nothing 

about—was in her purse downstairs. She added the 

number under Nancy’s name, blocked the real contact, 

then typed quickly: 

Hey babe, had to leave super early for the airport. 

Grandma’s worse. I’ll be back tonight, promise. Missed 

waking up with you inside me. ❤️ 

She hit send, deleted the sent-message notification, and 



slipped the phone back exactly where it had been. 

One last look at her sleeping son—his cock still half-hard 

against his stomach, a streak of their cum drying on his 

thigh—and she fled. 

In the hallway she leaned against the wall, legs shaking, 

pussy aching with every step. She took the stairs to avoid 

meeting anyone, slipped into Room 412 where her 

husband snored like a broken engine. 

The bathroom mirror told the story. 

Hickeys bloomed across her breasts, dark purple against 

pale skin. Finger-shaped bruises circled her hips. When 

she turned, her ass was a map of red handprints, some 

already turning blue. She traced one with trembling 

fingers and felt fresh wetness slide down her thigh. 

She looked like she’d been claimed. 

A slow, wicked smile curved her mouth. 

She showered quickly, dressed in a loose cover-up, and 

called the real Girlfriend from the balcony. 

“Sweetheart, I’m so sorry—he lost his phone at the 

casino last night, he’s using an old spare now. Here’s the 



number… the speaker’s cracked, he says it only does 

texts for now. He’s still asleep, poor baby was worried 

sick.” 

Nancy, voice thick with tears and exhaustion, thanked 

her and promised to message. 

Scarlett hung up, heart racing with something that felt 

dangerously close to triumph. 

Back in bed beside her oblivious husband, she closed her 

eyes and let her hand drift between her legs. She was 

swollen, sensitive, still leaking her son’s cum. 

Tonight, she thought, circling her clit with two fingers, 

tonight the Girlfriend would text that the hospital 

needed her longer—days, maybe weeks. Tonight Room 

414 would be empty except for one very horny 

eighteen-year-old boy who thought his girlfriend had 

come back hungry for more. 

And his mother—his frustrated, aching, newly awakened 

mother—would be waiting in the dark. 

She came quietly, biting the pillow so her husband 

wouldn’t stir, and began to plan. 


