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It’s okay, honey. This will be our little secret.

CHAPTER 1

The sun was setting over the horizon, and John Ludling was about as tired as a person could be. He was jogging down the sidewalk at a medium pace, headed home from the gym after an intense spring afternoon of training, his gym shorts and tank top slightly damp from the exertion.

It still wasn’t enough, he thought to himself. John was only a couple of months away from his high school graduation. His goal, if possible, was to completely reinvent himself by the end of the upcoming summer. That meant eating healthy, pushing himself to get out into new situations, and of course, adding some muscle onto his currently rather scrawny frame.

“Well, there’s always next year,” John muttered. He turned onto the street that led down to his family’s suburban home, and slowed to a walk. He wasn’t entirely dissatisfied with his progress, but the complete overhaul that he’d been aiming for was still outside of his grasp. John had discovered that change, like many people had told him over the course of his life, was very hard to bring about through one’s own force of will.

He cut across his family’s lawn on the way in. His mom’s car was the only one parked in the driveway, which was not at all unusual. The Ludling family was only a family of two, though the amount of love within it could have supported many more.

John had been adopted at an early age, shortly after both of his birth parents were killed in a car accident. His mother, Natalie, had only barely been an adult herself when she’d taken him in. Ever since then it had just been the two of them, though they shared a close enough bond to make it feel like a natural arrangement. Natalie was John’s mom, the only one he’d ever known or needed, and he cared for her more deeply than anyone else.

“Mom, I’m home,” called John as he walked inside. “And I’m sweaty.”

“I can smell that much from over here!” Natalie was standing in front of the kitchen counter, dicing up carrots on a cutting board. “How was your workout?”

John eyed his mom as he shut the door behind him and walked into the living room. She was wearing a thin, long sleeve white blouse and a pair of tight clinging jeans, with a pink apron pulled over. Natalie was an attractive woman, though John did his best not to notice. At times it could be difficult, especially given to how prone his friends were to pointing it out and making inappropriate comments, which always managed to get under John’s skin.

Natalie was short, but she had always carried herself with enough proud, motherly authority to make up for it. She had large, nicely formed breasts, a fantastic butt that her tight clothes frequently exaggerated, and a fit figure that was almost magical in the way it still managed to have curves in all the right places. Her hair was long, and at the moment she had it woven into an elegant looking braid.

“It was good, I guess.” John walked over and leaned against the back rest of the couch, facing his mom and watching as she slowly made dinner. “I just wish I was seeing more results. I feel like I’m running out of time for the fall.”

“Oh, sweetie…” Natalie set the knife down and wiped her hands on her apron. “It takes time, remember? And you still have a couple of months left.”

She came over and slid up against the couch next to him. The angle that his mom was leaned at made her cleavage look like it was about to explode out of the low cut top of her blouse, and it was a struggle for John not to glance down at it.

“Uh, yeah mom,” he said, feeling her presence next to him. “I guess you’re right.”

Natalie was his mom, and John loved her, but for the past couple of years, their relationship had been growing more complicated with every passing day. Ever since he’d reached maturity, John had been acutely aware of just how sexy and attractive his mother was, to his own shame and embarrassment.

She was in her mid-thirties, but looked as though she was in her mid-twenties, and caught the eyes and attention of men of all ages. Just because John was her son didn’t mean that he didn’t notice her in the same way as other men, even though it made him feel guilty and wrong.

“You know, if I had to guess, I’d say that all of this was for a girl.” Natalie smiled at her son and leaned her face in close to his. “Come on John, tell me about her! I’m your mom. You can’t keep any secrets from me.”

John sighed and rolled his eyes. His mom was so close to him, and she looked poised for mischief, as though she was planning on trying to pinch his cheek or tickle him, as she had done all throughout his childhood. Sure enough, her hand started to move towards him. John playfully swatted it away, and then felt his body heat up a little as she laughed and slid even closer to him.

“Shut up, mom,” he said. “I’m doing this for myself. If there was a girl, and that’s a pretty big if, I would tell you about her. Right now, my love life is about as dead as yours is.”

Natalie had a smile on her face. She set one of her hands on John’s shoulder and brought her face up close to the side of his head, speaking in a voice that was sensual, honest, and almost whispered.

“My love life is dead and buried by choice, young man.” She cupped John’s cheek in her hand, and turned his head so that his eye’s met hers, their faces only inches apart. “I don’t need to be anything to anyone right now, other than your loving mother.”

Natalie had never dated anyone for as long as John had been in her life. She had been focused entirely on raising him, and willingly sacrificed going out and being social in the name of giving John all the attention that she could. John had never wondered about it much, and enjoyed it just being the two of them, but now that he was getting ready to pack up and leave, he thought about his mom and the soon to be empty home more and more frequently.

“I’ll be headed off to college in the fall, mom,” said John.

“But you’ll still be home on vacations!” Natalie ran her hand through his hair, her eyes shining with motherly love and protectiveness. “And you might come back on weekends. It’s not like we’ll never see each other, and besides, I’m busy enough with my craft projects and reading circle, there’s no time in my life right now for dating.”

“Alright mom,” said John. He smiled at her, and felt a strange tension form in the air. He loved his mom so much, and knew that she loved him back even more. The thought of leaving her to go to college was just as intimidating to him as it was to her, and they both would have to come to terms with it on their own.

“I… I should finish dinner.” Natalie stood up from the couch, and John relaxed a little. She smoothed out her apron and walked back into the kitchen.

“Alright mom, I’m just going to watch TV for a bit.” John took one last look at her as she walked into the kitchen, feeling a little more excited than he should have, and then picked up the remote and flicked on the flat screen.

Before John had time to pick out a channel, there was a knock at the door. He looked over at his mom and could tell just from the quizzical look on her face that she hadn’t been expecting company.

“I’ll get it,” said John. He walked over and opened the door, and found himself staring into the face of a well-dressed man that he had never seen before.

“Are you John van Ludling?” The man was wearing a pair of dark sunglasses and a black suit that was reminiscent of the uniform of a body guard, or secret service agent.

“Uh, excuse me?” John was a little taken aback by the man’s bluntness, and could hear the quick footsteps of his mother approaching from behind him. “My name is John Ludling.”

The man pulled a photo out of his pocket, stared at it for a moment, and then looked at John over the top of his sun glasses.

“Are you the grandson of Marcus van Ludling?” asked the man. John opened his mouth to answer, but felt his mom’s arm wrap around him and pull him away from the door before he could.

“You have the wrong person!” shouted Natalie. She slammed the door closed and then leaned against it. John felt confusion begin to fog over his mind as he stared at her and tried to piece together what was going on.

“Mom, I think he’s looking for me, or at least someone with a similar name,” said John. “We should at least-“

“No!” Natalie spoke loudly, in her most protective, motherly voice. “He must be looking for someone else.”

“Natalie van Ludling?” The man outside knocked at the door again, and John saw a look of fear and frustration on his mom’s face that made him feel even more confused. “We’re here in regards to your father and the future of his estate.”

Natalie’s expression softened, and after a moment, she stepped away from the door. John reached his arms out and pulled her into a hug, and the man outside took the opportunity to reopen the door, politely sticking his head in through the crack.

“Sir and madam, if I can just have a minute of both of your time?”

John felt his mom tighten her arms around him, hugging him even more closely. He was a little embarrassed by how vividly he could feel his mom’s breasts pressed against his chest, and tried not to think too much about it.

“You have one minute to explain yourself,” said Natalie. “And then I expect you to leave here and never come back. Understood?”

The man was clearly well trained and used to following instructions to the very word. He nodded, and then immediately launched into delivering the message that he had been entrusted with.

“As I’m sure you know, your father, Marcus van Ludling, has passed away.” The man paused, and John watched as his mom blinked several times in quick, bewildering succession. It was clear from the man’s face that he wasn’t expecting her reaction, and his throat was stricken with a dumb silence that made it readily apparent that comforting emotionally affected women was not part of his job description.

“Mom, are you okay?” John held onto her shoulder, and tried to read his mom’s eyes. There was a trace of sorrow deep within the depths of her pupils, but it was intentionally obscured, and she was hard at work blinking back unwelcome tears.

“I’m fine, sweetie.” Natalie forced a smile, and rubbed her hand along her son’s back. “There’s a reason why you’ve never met your grandfather, and it’s because he was never supposed to be a part of our lives.”

The man waiting on the doorstep coughed, and John glanced back over at him. His mannerisms were those of a polite, unobtrusive servant, but it was clear that he didn’t intend to leave until he’d delivered the message entrusted to him.

“Count van Ludling left a will. It names his grandson, John van Ludling, as his successor and the new heir to the Ludling estate on Blackthorn Isle.”

Natalie began shaking her head back and forth with deliberate force. She dug her fingers into John’s shoulder and pulled him closer to her.

“No, no no!” Her voice was loud, and full of emotion. “That’s not possible! I haven’t had any contact with my father for 18 years. He had no idea that John even existed.”

The man in the suit pulled a letter from his inside jacket pocket and held it out, as if handing over a royal decree to an esteemed noble. John looked at his mom, and then slowly took it from the man’s hand after seeing that she wasn’t going to.

“Mom…” John glanced at her after skimming through the message. “It’s all here. I think we should at least consider-“

“No!” Natalie’s grip on John’s shoulder grew painfully tight, and only lessened after he winced visibly. “John, I left Blackthorn Island for a reason. Living under my father, my pretentious, snooty father, it was like living in a prison!”

“Mom, he’s dead…” John looked at her, and appealed to the faint glimmer of sorrow in her eyes that she was refusing to acknowledge. “We should at least head out for his funeral, shouldn’t we?”

The man in the suit let out an awkward cough.

“The funeral was a couple of months ago,” he said. “We’ve been looking for you for a while. Other than his accidental discovery of John’s existence, the Count was remarkably tolerant and understanding of your desire to live a life separate from Blackthorn Isle, Natalie.”

John’s mom didn’t say anything for a moment. Finally, she crossed her arms and looked at the man on their doorstep sternly.

“If he was so tolerant and understanding of my mindset, then there is no need for us to be having this discussion, is there?” She set her hand on the door, and made as though to start closing it. “My son and I will be getting on with our lives as though this never happened, if you’ll excuse us.”

The man in the suit stepped forward and put his foot into the door frame. John could see the unbridled, protective ferocity in his mother’s expression, and began to fear that she might hit him if he kept at it.

“I’m not here to deliver the message to you, Natalie.” Even though the words were a rebuke in their content, the man delivered him in a voice that was gentle and submissive. “John is 18, and Count van Ludling named him as his successor. The former Count van Ludling, I mean.”

It took John a second to understand and fully process what the man was saying. He looked at his mom, and saw that she was staring at him, waiting for his reaction.

“Hold on, I’m… his successor?” John looked at the man, who nodded and then glanced at his feet.

A moment went by without anyone saying anything. John’s mind raced ahead, deep into unknown territory. He didn’t know anything about his grandfather, or Blackthorn Isle, or even about why his mom had kept it secret from him. But he wanted to, and he realized that the only way to go about doing that was standing right in front of him.

“Mom, we don’t really have a choice.” John looked at her with the pleading eyes of a son begging his mother for a favor. “We need to at least hear him out.”

“John, he’s going to try to take us back to the island!” His mom sounded worried, more worried than John had ever heard her before. “There’s always another layer when it comes to my father! You don’t understand just how complicated all of this is… John, he was a man of means.”

John glanced over at the man in the suit, who smiled at him and nodded his head.

“We should probably speak about the finances of the former count in a more appropriate setting, but suffice to say, he left you enough money to ensure that you and anyone you care about will never have to work again.”

John wrinkled his forehead, and offered his mom one last, apologetic look.

“Let’s just make the trip out to the estate and figure out what to do with it,” he said. “That doesn’t mean we’re giving up our old lives, or that anything has to change, mom.”

John wasn’t sure if the words were true or not even as he spoke them, and from the look on his mother’s face, it was clear that the feeling was mutual.


CHAPTER 2

They left within minutes of coming to a decision. The man, whose name John learned was Mr. Miles, led him and his mom out into a long black limousine shortly after. Natalie only reluctantly followed her son, clearly torn between her own wishes and a deep motherly instinct.

John didn’t even have a chance to change out of his gym clothes. Mr. Miles assured him that they would have everything that he needed at the estate, and his mom insisted that it didn’t matter because they wouldn’t be staying for more than one day. John nodded, unsure of which one of them he was agreeing with.

The two of them climbed into the back of the extravagant limousine, and felt it hum to life as Mr. Miles started it up. The passenger area was spacious, with a flat screen TV, a mini fridge, and dark black tinted windows.

“Can’t you just try to enjoy this, mom?” asked John. He slid over to where she was sitting and let his body move in close to hers. She looked serious, and John wanted to change that. The night had taken such a fantastical turn that he wanted her to be the fun loving mother that he had known in the past, rather than the serious, authoritative, worrying one.

“I’m just worried about you, honey!” Natalie brought her hand down on John’s thigh, her fingers rubbing dangerously close to sensitive territory. He swallowed hard and looked towards the black tinted front divider, wondering if there was any way that Mr. Miles might see them and get the wrong idea.

“Here, let’s see what’s in the fridge,” said John. He opened the tiny box up, and found that it was packed to the brim with liquor and bottles of champagne.

“Absolutely not!” Natalie crossed her arms and gave him a disapproving look as he pulled out one of the bottles and looked at her imploringly.

“Come on mom!” John pleaded. “It’s just champagne, there’s barely any alcohol in it. I know you’re not happy with all of this, but for me it’s kind of fun. I feel like celebrating, and I want you to celebrate with me.”

Natalie scowled and rolled her eyes, but didn’t object any further as John took two glasses out of a compartment near the fridge, and then popped the cork off the bottle. He poured a glass for each of them, and then handed one to his mom. She had an icy attractiveness to her as she took it, like a woman at an opulent social event that is sick of being hit on by all of the men.

“Cheers!” John dinged his glass against his mom’s and then took a sip. The flavor was a mixture of sweet, bitter, and bubbles, and he couldn’t help but laugh as he watched his mom’s facial expression.

“Quiet! I don’t drink very often, young man!” Natalie couldn’t stop a smile from spreading across her face as she let out a cute little cough. A bit of the champagne spilled down onto her blouse, and John’s eyes were immediately drawn to the wet spot, along with her big, gorgeous breasts around it.

John took a deep swig of champagne, and leaned back on the soft leather seat. His mom leaned against him and set one of her hands back down on his thigh, and suddenly, the whole situation began to feel very weird to him. His lower half was painfully aware of her touch, and he could feel his cock slowly hardening in his shorts. Several minutes went by silently, with Natalie not saying anything, and John feeling a strange intensity building on the air.

“Mom, are you okay?” John whispered the question, and ran one of his hands through his mom’s hair. “I know you said that you didn’t want to go to the estate, but it’s your dad who died, isn’t it? My grandfather?”

Natalie didn’t say anything. John listened carefully to her breathing and realized that she’d fallen asleep, empty champagne glass in hand, with the other draped over his thigh in a motherly, protective way. He smiled, and shifted her body into a more comfortable position, trying his best not to look too closely at her breasts or enjoy the soft feeling of his hands on her skin too much.

The limousine ride went on for several more hours. John drifted off to sleep shortly after his mom did. He dreamed of taking the bus to school, and accidently forgetting his clothes. He was sitting in a seat with his attractive female English teacher, and she was sitting so close to him. The bus ride went on for so long, and slowly she began to touch him, and then took it even further…

There was a loud noise from the front of the limousine, and John woke up. He had fallen to the side on the seat in his sleep, his head coming to a rest on top of his mother’s soft bosom, and his crotch pushed against the side of one of her soft, perfect thighs. His cock was rock hard, and he felt incredibly ashamed of himself and pulled away from her quickly.

One of the passenger side doors opened, and Mr. Miles stood on the other side of it, smiling. John shook his mother awake and moved to put the bottle of champagne away, but their chauffeur shook his head and gestured that he’d take care of it.

“This is as far as I go,” he said. “The helicopter pilot will take you the last stretch out to the island.”

“That’s it?” asked John.

“Yes, sir,” said Mr. Miles. “I’m at your service the next time you are in need of a driver on the mainland.”

He helped Natalie out of the car, and then John, clapping him on the back and shaking his hand as he led the two of them over to the helicopter, its blades already whirling.

“The former Count would be proud of you, I think,” said Mr. Miles. “You’re handling this transition remarkably well. He made a good choice, deeming you as his successor.”

“Thank you, Mr. Miles,” said John. He looked over at his mom, and saw her glaring at the man and moving into a position between him and John.

“My son still hasn’t made up his mind about what he’s going to do yet,” she said. “Don’t assume anything about what he intends, or what he’s going to be.”

“Of course. My apologies, madam.” Mr. Miles nodded cordially, and then pulled open the helicopter door. John could barely hear anything over the whir of the blades, and waited for his mom to climb in before following after her.

The pilot in front looked back after a minute without saying anything. He waited until both of them had on their seatbelts, and then yelled something that John couldn’t make out over the noise. The helicopter blades accelerated, and the machine slowly lifted into the air.

John suddenly felt a strange feeling in the pit of his stomach. He wasn’t afraid of heights, as far as he knew, but the sensation of lifting straight up off the ground made his heart race, and his palms feel sweaty. He wondered if it was from the helicopter, or from what the voyage represented in his mind.

“Hey, it’s okay sweetie,” whispered his mom. She rubbed his knee and leaned over to give him a kiss on the cheek. Her blouse billowed open slightly, and John smiled and fought the urge to glance down at her cleavage.

They headed across the small stretch of ocean that separated Blackthorn Isle from the eastern coast of Canada. The actual flight was not as long as John expected, only taking about a half hour. He was surprisingly well rested after sleeping in the limo, and as the island came into view on the horizon, so did the morning sun, lighting up the small land oasis in brilliant color.

“That’s it,” said Natalie. “God, I thought I’d never have to come back here.”

John had to lean in close to hear her. He stared at his mom’s face, trying to read her expression and failing.

“Why do you hate the place so much?” he asked her. “Was my grandfather a cruel man?”

Natalie shook her head, and then rubbed his knee again.

“He owned more than half of the entire island,” she said. “Almost five thousand people live on it, and they all treated me like I was royalty. It’s not what I wanted for my life, and it’s not what I want for you, either.”

John stared at the window, admiring the landscape of Blackthorn Isle and wondering just where the helicopter was going to land. There were a couple of large estates that he could see near the coast, but there was also a decently sized, rustic looking village in the center.

The island was a mix of hills and fields. About a third of it was urban area, leaving acres of open plains, forests, and farm land scattered about. There was a dock in the village, and a couple of roads running through the rows of buildings, circling around the circumference of the island.

The helicopter drew closer, and the pilot began to navigate towards one particularly large looking building that was just on the edge of the village, right next to a large, overhanging cliff that sloped down into a coastal beach. As they slowly began to drop down from the sky, John could see that the building was a mansion, complete with a helipad on the roof, a perfectly landscaped lawn, a gigantic garage, and a couple of luxury cars scattered about the enormous parking area.

“This is it?” asked John. His mom nodded her head solemnly to him, and he stared down more closely at the Ludling Estate.

There was a small stairway entrance to the side of the roof, and standing in front of it was a short young woman dressed in the easily identifiable black and white outfit of a French maid. The dress that she had on was low cut in the bust, and high hanging on her thighs, showing off the woman’s nice breasts and curvy hips magnificently.

Natalie noticed her son staring at the woman and let out a disapproving cough. John looked at his mom and felt his cheeks heat up a little.

“My father usually only had one or two maids on staff in the mansion, at least back when I lived there,” she said. “I don’t think we’ll have much need for them in our stay, so try not to pay them too much mind.”

John nodded, but knew that it would be impossible. He could see the woman clearly now as the helicopter settled down on the pad, and next to his mom, she was one of the most beautiful women he’d ever had the pleasure of laying eyes on. She looked to be a little older than him, maybe in her mid-twenties, and had a welcoming smile on her face.

“Well, here you go,” said the pilot. “I live in the town, but Olivia has my number on file, for when the two of you decide that you’re ready to return to the mainland.”

“Thank you,” said John. He reached to unbuckle his seat belt, and found that his mom was already reaching over to do it for him. It almost felt as though her reaction to the whole situation was to just treat him like he was a child again.

The pilot climbed out of the helicopter and quickly headed over and down the stairs. The maid waiting for them slowly made her way over, arms folded across her lap, and stood to greet them on the helipad.

“Hello!” Her voice was clear and musical, like a bell. “My name is Olivia, sir. I’m here to help you in any way that I can.”

The girl had a youthful face with strikingly attractive features. John found himself thinking that her looks were wasted on the job of a maid, when they could easily buy her a comfortable life as a supermodel or actress.

“That won’t be necessary,” said Natalie, stepping in front of her son as though to shield him from the maid. “As soon as the affairs of Ludling Estate are put into order, we will be leaving, and most likely the property will be sold. You might want to consider looking for alternative employment, young lady.”

“Mom!” John gave her an exasperated look, and then turned to Olivia. “I’m sorry, she has… bad memories of this place. We haven’t decided what we’re going to do with the estate yet.”

Olivia bowed slightly and smiled.

“Of course, sir,” she said. “You are Marcus van Ludling’s named heir, and that makes you the current Count Ludling. The decision is entirely in your hands.”

Natalie looked as though she wanted to chew Olivia out, but John smiled at both of them, and began walking toward the stairs before the tension could mount.

“Please, allow me to give you a tour, Count Ludling,” said Olivia.

“That… sounds weird.” John scratched his head and turned abruptly as he was walking through the entrance of the stairs. Olivia had been following close and quickly behind him, and she didn’t stop in time. She let out a little squeal as she tripped forward, falling right into John’s arms.

“Just call me John.” He held her for a second and stared at her pretty face, feeling her big boobs pushing against his chest. Natalie stomped over and cleared her throat, her arms crossed and a very disapproving look in her eyes.

“Can we get on with this?” she asked. “I would like my son to see this place for what it is.”

“Yes, of course, my lady,” said Olivia. She turned back to John and flashed him a smile that was secretive and suggestive in a way that only a flirty woman in her prime could effectively pull off.  “John, let me show you your new estate.”

“Lead the way,” he replied.

Olivia walked with cute, concise steps, her butt wiggling from side to side in the maid outfit with every movement. She led John down a flight of stairs, which spilled out into an open third floor balcony area.

The carpets were a shade of opulent maroon, and all of the surfaces were polished wood, with gold trim. There was a chandelier hanging from the roof, and down below John could see the second floor balcony, with the entrance hall on the first floor being at the very bottom. Two huge wooden doors were at the front of the house, which he presumed would lead to the front yard.

“The third floor is the primary residential area,” said Olivia. “Both the Lord’s and Lady’s rooms are on this floor, along with two guest bedrooms, each with a bathroom of their own.”

She stopped in front of a door at the top of the stairs and opened it. The room on the other side was huge and spotless, with a gigantic bed at the center that had a large screen hanging from the roof concealing it. There was also a masterfully built desk, a bookshelf, and a large full length mirror.

“Is this… my room?” asked John. Natalie scowled.

“It’s the Count’s room, whatever that means for us now,” she said. “Come on, let’s get this tour over with so we can talk about what needs to be done.”

Olivia led them around the edge of the balcony, pointing out the guest bedrooms, and then stopping outside a room similar to John’s own. She looked at Natalie expectantly, but said nothing.

“This is… my mom’s old room,” she said in a quiet voice. “I… I’d like to stay the night in this one, if that’s alright with you, John.”

“Of course, mom,” he said. “Anything you want.”

Olivia brought them down a gigantic staircase to the second floor, and led them through that as well. There was a large library, bigger than the public one in John’s hometown, stocked with more books than he could imagine reading in a lifetime. Next to it was a private movie theater with a digital projector loaded with classic movies, and next to that was a large study with several very modern looking computers. Olivia explained to him that it was where the old Count had done most of his work.

“Work?” asked John. “Why would someone this rich ever need to work?”

Olivia smiled at him gently.

“The old Count was a very kind and determined man,” she said. “He did a lot for the local community, investing in many businesses, and helping out with charitable donations. I’ve never known anyone quite like him before.”

The way she looked at John, as though she was sizing him up in character, made him feel almost naked in her eyes. She continued leading him across the second floor, showing him a game room with a pool table, darts, and a number of board games, and then bringing them down to the first floor.

“And the ground floor, as you might expect, has all of the major necessities for a household of this size,” said Olivia. “There is a kitchen, a dining room, a sauna and hot bath, a small gym, the wine cellar down below, and of course, the servant’s quarters.”

“How many servants, I mean, staff, does the mansion employ?” asked John.

“It’s just me,” said Olivia. There was something very lonely about the statement, but the maid’s cheery and confident disposition made it sound like something she was proud of.

“That will be all, Olivia, you are dismissed.” Natalie spoke in a tone of authority, one that hinted at the years she had spent living in the estate and learning how to be a proper lady. Olivia bowed to the two of them, and then turned to leave.

“John, if there is anything that you need, don’t hesitate to ask.” Olivia stared directly into his eyes and enunciated each word with a very open, feminine tone. She had a smile on her face that made John feel excited, and a little embarrassed. “Anything at all. I am here to serve.”

“That will be all!” Natalie cut her off and waved to the servant’s quarters, and Olivia left without looking back.

Neither of them spoke for a moment. Natalie slowly walked up behind her son and wrapped him into a tight, tender, reverse hug.

“I know this is a lot to take in, sweetie,” she whispered. “It’s up to you what happens now. Personally, I think we should sell the place and return to our old lives, but I’m going to be here for you, as your mother, regardless of what you decide.”

Her breath was hot against his neck, and he could feel her big, soft boobs pressed against him. John sighed, and then turned around in her arms. For a moment, the two of them were in a lover’s embrace, and it took them a second to realize how inappropriate it was and back away from each other.

“I just need to think for a little bit, mom,” said John. “You’re right… this is a lot to take in.”


CHAPTER 3

John began to wander around the mansion, not so much intentionally as out of necessity. He felt tiny and lost in the gigantic estate, with all of the open space becoming a symbol for how much he didn’t know about his grandfather, and the life his mother ran away from.

Natalie had left to find the belongings that she had abandoned in her original escape from Blackthorn Isle, almost two decades earlier. The way she talked about it to John, the tone of voice and words she used to describe it, made him feel very wary of the entire situation.

John wondered just why it was that he had been named as the heir, and not his mother. It was clear enough that his mom would have refused the honor if it were to have been given to her, by why would his grandfather assume that it would be any different for him?’

And why did he never go about doing the obvious thing after Natalie’s flight from home, and just have another child? None of it was adding up, and his confusion made the mansion feel like an oppressive cage, rather than the personal palace that it was.

John made his way to the far corner of the ground floor, where the sauna and hot bath were located. Olivia must have prepared all of the rooms specifically for his arrival, he realized, as he found several large towels and a fluffy bath robe in his size hanging from the wall that connected the two facilities.

With gentle, deliberate slowness, John stripped out of his clothes. He headed into the bath, figuring that he could give the sauna a try once he got a little more comfortable.

The room on the other side of the heavy polished door was unlike anything that John had ever seen before. A large in ground hot tub, almost the size of a small pool, was bubbling in the center of the room.

In each corner were smaller baths sunken into the floor, and along the two side walls and the back were continuously flowing hot showers that dripped water down into them. They looked more like warm waterfalls than regular showers, and gave the room a decidedly tropical feel.

John walked over to one of the baths, setting his towel on a small free standing rack to the side of it, and then climbed in. It was the perfect temperature, and red lights glowed in the floor underneath it. There was a sliding cabinet flush against the wall with an almost impossibly wide selection of soap and shampoo, and John pulled out a bottle and set it aside for later.

He leaned back and let his head slip into the warm water as he rinsed his hair. John had never been a big fan of baths back home. In fact, they didn’t really have one in the tiny house that he and his mom shared. It was something that he never knew he’d even wanted, at least up until that moment.

A noise from the entrance of room perked his ears up. John ignored it for a second, and then finally turned and looked as it drew closer. Olivia was walking towards him, and his mouth fell open in shock at the sight of her, immediately followed by an embarrassed, futile attempt at covering his crotch underneath the water.

“Olivia!” cried John. “What are you doing?”

She was wearing a relatively modest black bikini, which for all that it covered, still made her look incredibly sexy and seductive. Her skin was clear and perfect, and the tight fabric of the two piece clung to her big breasts and butt, showing off her perfect curves. Olivia was smiling as though she had a secret, and wanted to share it with him.

“I’m here to help you get clean.” She giggled, and then gestured to her swimsuit. “This, sir, is just so I don’t have to worry about getting wet.”

John felt mortified as the pretty young woman walked over to his bath and confidentially began to lower herself in. There was just enough room for two people, and John continued covering himself, red faced and embarrassed, as she joined him. One of her legs brushed against his, and he felt his cock springing to life underneath his hands.

“I, I can wash myself,” said John. “This really isn’t necessary.”

For a moment, he thought Olivia had ignored him. She slid through the bath, over to the soap cabinet, and pulled out a few different bottles. Then, she turned to him and smiled with gentle eyes, slowly squirting a drop of shampoo in her hand and bringing it to his head.

“Sir,” she said. “John. I realize this is a lot to take in, but you don’t have to shy away from it.”

It was hard for him to ignore Olivia, her breasts and her body, and the closeness of it. The warm bath water was nothing compared to the heat that felt as though it was coming off of her, and John had to work overtime to not stare at her breasts as she leaned forward and lathered up his hair. She caught him peeking, and licked her lips.

“Close your eyes.” She lifted one eyebrow at him. “So the soap doesn’t get into them, of course.”

John obeyed. He wondered what his mom would think if she walked in on the scene, and then thought better of it. She understood this life better than he did, full of willing, obedient servants, and the trappings of money and power.

Olivia’s hands felt good on his head. She massaged the soap into his scalp slowly and steadily, and John began to wonder about her, as a girl, and not a servant.

“So… have you been a servant, or uh, have you worked here for long?” he asked, feeling about twice as awkward as he should have. Olivia didn’t say anything for a moment, and then spoke slowly.

“The old count, your grandfather, hired me several years ago,” she said. “I originally served the countess, but she passed shortly after I entered the household.”

John felt an unidentifiable emotion stab into his chest. He hadn’t even thought about his grandmother before, let alone her death. Olivia was silent, and he could tell that she was reading his emotions, and probably interpreting them better than he was.

“She was a good woman,” said Olivia. “And the Count was a good man. And you, young master, are as well.”

There was a tense, almost expectant pause, and John felt his cock slowly hardening underneath the water as Olivia’s hands drifted down to his neck. He coughed, and then desperately tried to think of something else to say.

“So do you work here full time, or do you go to school, or…?” The question felt very foolish even as it was leaving his mouth. Olivia laughed and slid in even closer to him, letting her boobs push against his arm, and slipping one of her hands down onto his chest.

“I’m 25, John. I mean, sir. This is my full time job, and the former Count gave me a generous contract to do it to the best of my abilities.” She had a wicked smile on her face, and her hand began to maneuver lower, across John’s stomach.

“What… what are you doing?” John felt his face heating up, and his heart began to knock with furious intensity against his ribcage. His cock was fully erect, and he almost jumped out of the water as he felt the tips of Olivia’s fingers graze across it.

“I am here to help you, sir,” she whispered. “With whatever it is that you need.”

John stared at her, mouth agape, as he felt her gently grip her hand around his cock. He let out a moan and felt pleasure shoot through his body in an intense wave.

“Oh wow, Olivia.” John was breathing quickly. He was totally inexperienced when it came to anything related to sex, and wanted to tell her, but somehow he wasn’t sure if he should. There was a strange balance of power between him as the new Count, and her as his servant, and it was already confusing enough trying to figure out who stood where.

“Just lean back, and let me take care of you, Count Ludling.” She winked at him as she used his title, as though she had a perfect understanding of how awkward and uncomfortable it made him.

Olivia slowly began to stroke her hand up and down John’s cock, barely applying enough pressure. Any touch from a woman was enough to make John ache for release, and he knew that it would be impossible for him to hold out for very long, especially seeing the look in Olivia’s eye, and the way she acted as though she was enjoying every second of what she was doing.

“Oh man…” John moaned and leaned back in the hot tub. The room was full of the sounds of the waterfalls running, the water filters and jets in the tub turning over, and now Olivia’s hand slowly creating tiny waves as she pumped it up and down.

“The old Count never let me do this for him,” whispered Olivia. “But you’re so young, and so eager. I can do this for you, anytime you need me to, sir. It can be part of my job.”

She cupped John’s hand in her cheek, and turned his face toward hers. He felt a little shy as he looked at her, his cock throbbing with pleasure as she jerked him off underneath the surface of the water. Olivia made him look into her eyes, so full of mischief, and hidden intensity.

“Olivia, I… I…” John began to buck his hips up slightly as she increased her pace. He had come to an orgasm many times before at the touch of his own hand, but never from someone else, never from a woman. It felt fantastic, beyond anything he could have imagined, and his body began to tense up as he began to get closer, and closer.

“You are so young, John,” whispered Olivia. “It’s going to be my pleasure serving you in any way that I can.”

Her hand was pumping with speed and enthusiasm now, and water splashed up each time her arm shifted back and forth. John reached out, grabbing her shoulder with one hand and one of her big, soft breasts with the other, and then lurched his hips up, pushing his cock just above the water.

He began to cum, and his seed spurted up into the air as though his dick was an erupting geyser. One of the spurts shot into Olivia’s hair, and she smiled with pleasant, understanding humor at it. The pleasure of the orgasm was only amplified by the warm, flowing bath water, bringing John to a place that felt almost like being a baby in a womb of sexual pleasure.

Olivia ducked her head under the water, and then slowly rose back up, facing John closer than she had before. She pushed her wet hair around behind her, and then lightly kissed John on the cheek.

“I realize that all of… this.” She paused, and then gestured to her, and to everything around. “It must be new for you. But you are going to make a good Count if you choose to stay John, one day. And a good man, at that.”

She tussled his hair in a way that felt slightly patronizing, and then climbed out of the bath. John leaned up and stared at her as she walked towards the exit.

“Wait!” John looked at her, and felt himself wanting, needing to ask her what it all meant. She had done something for him that he had never experienced before, almost as though it was the first part of a ritual designed to prepare him for adulthood, for the responsibilities that now lay on his shoulder. He wanted to know who she was, and what she was going to be to him. Olivia locked eyes with him, and smiled coyly.

“I’m your maid and servant, sir,” she said. “I have responsibilities to take care of elsewhere in the estate.”

She continued walking to the door, and this time, John didn’t stop her. He slid lower in the tub, feeling his entire body glowing with pleasure, and thought about just how much his life had changed.


CHAPTER 4

Apparently, one of the responsibilities that Olivia had been referring to involved laying out clothes for him. When John climbed out of the tub and dried off, he found that an ironed blue dress shirt, a pair of soft tan slacks, black socks and underwear, and dress shoes had replaced the dirty clothes he’d taken off in the dressing room.

He pulled all of them on, surprised by how nicely they fit him, and looked at himself in the mirror. It was almost as though he was staring into the eyes of a different person, similar looking physically, but with a completely altered style and air about him.

John headed back into the mansion, walking slowly and still looking around at the unfamiliar surroundings. It was quiet, a little too quiet for how much space there was. Every step he took echoed throughout the wide walls and high ceiling of the lobby, and he felt as though there should be music playing, or a crowd of people milling about, putting the place to use.

He made his way to the stairs, and slowly walked up them. He thought for a moment about how if the mansion had been a floor higher, it probably would have needed an elevator, which made him wonder if maybe it did have one and he just hadn’t seen it on the tour that Olivia had given him.

John found himself hoping that he could avoid his newly inherited maid, at least for a bit. The way she acted around him, so willing and eager to serve, was a contrast to the intelligence and confidence he could see in her eyes, almost hidden away. Talking with her made him feel as though she knew something that he didn’t, a certain something related to her radiantly feminine sexuality.

The library was right off the stairs on the second floor, and John ducked into it. He saw his mom sitting on a comfortable looking couch along the side wall, silently reading a book and looking much more serene than he would have expected her to.

“I guess I should have known that you’d make yourself right at home,” he said. Natalie jumped slightly in her seat, slamming the book shut and exhaling in surprise.

“Jeez! I didn’t realize that you were there…” She looked at her son for a moment, and noticed him glance down at the volume in her hands. “This book… it was one of my favorites back when I was a teenager. Never managed to find another copy of it, after I’d left.”

“Well, I guess it’s a good thing you got to come back.” John smiled at his mom, but she frowned back at him.

“Sweetie, I know what you’re thinking, and it’s not a good idea. All we have to do, all we should do here, is hire a caretaker and put the estate on the market.”

“We’re on a relatively secluded island, and this mansion is worth millions,” said John. “It’s not as though it’s going to sell overnight. And besides…”

His mom set the book down and crossed her arms, waiting for him to continue before preparing the protest that she was dying to mount.

“Mom, I kind of like it here,” he said. “I don’t think it would be such a bad thing if we stayed for a few days. We can take a little vacation, and you-”

“I have work to do!” Natalie stood up from the couch and brushed off her hands on her blouse. “John, I was in the middle of closing a deal on a house before we left. I can’t just…”

“You don’t have to work anymore,” said John. “I haven’t seen the numbers on how much grandfather left me, but you should know better than anyone that it will be enough.”

Natalie didn’t say anything. John slowly walked over and set his hand on his mother’s shoulder, feeling the softness and warmth of her skin through the thin fabric of her shirt.

“Let’s just stay for a few days and feel it out,” said John. He had on the same face that he had used on her so many times growing up, whenever he’d wanted a new toy or an advance on his allowance. He could see her resolve slowly giving way, her love for him outweighing her own desires.

“Count John, shall I begin preparing dinner?” Olivia had snuck up to the edge of the library, just as he had. She smiled her secretive, coy smile at him, and then saw Natalie and shifted back into a neutral, professional expression. “Oh, Lady Natalie, I didn’t see you there.”

Natalie shot daggers with her eyes at the young maid. She looked at John, and then began walking out of the library.

“You should start dinner immediately,” she said to Olivia. “Come on John, let’s talk more about this outside. I want to show you a bit of Blackthorn before you make up your mind.”

He nodded, smiled at Olivia, and then hurried after his mom. She was already halfway down the stairs by the time he’d caught up with her. Compared to how unfamiliar the mansion was to him, his mom acted like she was right at home, which made sense to him and made him feel a little uneasy. He wondered just why she was so reluctant to return, even just for a few nights.

The polished oak doors swung open surprisingly easy for their size. It was only as John and his mom walked down the front steps that he really began to get a sense of just how big the property was.

The mansion looked huge behind them, and the front lawn was the size of what a decently big park had been in his old city. There were sprinklers gently flicking water across the grass, and John could smell the faintly humid scent of sea salt on the air.

“This is unbelievable…” John looked over at his mom and saw that she wasn’t even close to being as entranced as he was, and moved forward across the paved front walkway without looking around.

“Come on then,” she said. “Let’s get going.”

“Aren’t we going to take a car, or be driven in?” asked John. Natalie shook her head.

“It’s only just a short walk into town, and I am sick of all of…” She gestured around her. “This. It’s a double edged sword John, trust me.”

He wasn’t sure if he felt the same way, but he nodded, and increased his pace until he matched his mom’s stride.

The Ludling Estate was on the coast of Blackthorn Isle, only a couple minutes’ walk from the town proper. The road leading away from the mansion had a small walking path next to it that led along the high, downward sloping cliff that the estate was situated on the cusp of.

Below the jagged wall of rocks, John could see a rather luxurious looking beach, at least fifty or sixty feet wide, stretching along the coast towards the town. Natalie noticed the attention he was paying to it and nodded.

“My father employs the lighthouse keeper to watch over the beach and make sure it’s always spotless.” She smiled at him, and then lifted her eyebrows. “Well I guess he’s your employee now.”

John didn’t say anything. Instead, he looked ahead towards the town and tried to get a sense of what it must be like for the people there. He followed his mom as the two of them walked past the first few houses of the village, looking around and expecting to see more people than he did.

“During the summer, Blackthorn Isle gets a number of tourists, but usually not too many throughout the rest of the year,” she said. “And during the day, the people here are still in their shops, and going about business as usual. Not much happens that’s eventful.”

John nodded, and watched a small trolley cross by an intersection up ahead. There were a couple of older, but well maintained cars waiting at the intersection, and when the light turned green, they slowly rolled forward.

There wasn’t much of a true downtown area, but he could pick out a couple of stores, a movie theater, a bar, and all of the other town essentials. All of the nearby houses were smaller than the Ludling Estate, but he could see a few off in the distance, apart from the rest, that approached or even matched the size of it.

The main thing John took from looking at the town of Blackthorn was its upscale, gentrified nature. It was a small village, but it was clear that his grandfather, or possibly other wealthy community members, had poured money into every corner of every building, creating a tiny little rustic paradise for the people there.

“This is pretty much all there is,” said Natalie. She looked at him expectantly for a moment, and then glanced around at a few of the people traveling by on the sidewalk.

“I still don’t understand why this place is so threatening to you.” John spoke the words, and then instantly wish that he hadn’t as he saw his mother’s reaction. She folded her arms and glared at him, with emotion in her eyes that looked like it was older than he was.

“It’s not for you to know, John,” she said slowly. “Not yet.”

It was late in the afternoon, and John felt his stomach growling. He turned towards his mom and started to suggest that they stop at a café for a snack, when her eyes locked onto something behind him with full intensity.

There was another estate down a long driveway, right off the main part of the town of Blackthorn. Coming out of it was an older man, maybe in his late forties or early fifties, with a much younger woman in tow.

“That’s Erik van Katho,” said Natalie. “His father and family were close to mine, back before I left the island.”

John smiled at her.

“So he’s a friend, then?”

The cold look his mom gave him told him everything he needed to know. He looked back towards the man, and took a moment to admire the girl walking with him.

She was about the same age as him, with ravishingly intelligent, beautiful eyes. She had a thin, petite frame, medium sized breasts, and walked with an elegance that suggested that she’d never worked a day or struggled in her entire life. The long, expensive dress that she had on gave her a radiant air, and John almost felt like he couldn’t look away from her.

“Natalie… my god.” Erik van Katho shook his head and stared at John’s mom with an expression that was a mixture of elation and disbelief. “It’s so good to see you. After what happened to your father, I could only hope that some good might come out of the tragedy. That you might come back here, to this fair island.”

“That’s Lady Ludling to you, Erik,” she said curtly. “I’m only on Blackthorn until my son and I have taken care of the future of the estate.”

“It’s been so long,” said Erik. “But I see the time away hasn’t softened your disposition.”

“To you, Erik, no amount of time ever could.” She glared at him, and John found himself wondering just where her vehemence was coming from.

There was a tense, silent second that felt like it stretched on for an eternity. Finally, Erik van Katho placed one arm around the younger woman and gestured to her.

“This is my daughter, Kari,” he said. “Natalie… I hope that we don’t let our past come between the future of our children. From the looks of it, John and Kari are about the same age.”

Kari smiled at John, but he heard his mom scowl before he could say anything on his own behalf.

“Erik, your ceaseless opportunism will never fail to disgust me.” The words left Natalie’s mouth with a cold, cutting edge, and John watched as Erik van Katho’s face shifted into an angry, offended expression.

“Well you certainly haven’t changed, Natalie.” Erik practically spat out the words, and then turned sharply on his heels and walked back up the driveway of his estate, without looking back.

Kari held out for a moment, and John felt a spark pass between them as he held her gaze. She was beautiful, and indeed, she was around his age. There was also something in her eyes, something that suggested that she might not be quite as innocent as she seemed.

John felt Natalie’s fingers dig into his shoulder, and he turned to look back at her, not sure whether to be frustrated with his mother or just plain confused. Kari followed her father back inside, and John followed his mother back down the road into town.

She was walking fast, and had a bit of a head start on him. Instead of rushing to catch up with her, John let his steps slow, deliberately letting her head back to the mansion before him, and giving himself a chance to take a look at Blackthorn on his own, lit by the glow of the beautiful orange setting sun.


CHAPTER 5

There was a little more activity on the streets as John made his way deeper into the town. He and his mom had already walked down the main short stretch of road that the town was organized around, and he was now exploring the side streets, seeing what he could find of interest and just getting a general feel for the place.

A couple of pedestrians gave him an odd glance as he passed by them on the sidewalk. John wasn’t sure if it was because they didn’t recognize him, or because they thought he was a tourist. He kept walking, all the way down to where the waterfront began.

John made his way across it, and towards the beach. He stepped across the wooden boardwalk, down to where a small set of stairs spilled out onto the sand, and walked down them. He took off his sneakers and socks, and then walked barefoot across the sand, feeling the warm grains lace themselves between his toes.

He still felt as though he was struggling to take all of his new situation in. It was so strange to think about, and the fact that he’d gone from living in a city with his mom, working to get by, to something so radically different, something that was almost the complete opposite of that, was hard for his brain to process.

A big part of his confusion and struggle came from the way his mom was so opposed to sticking around, or really anything related to engaging with the inheritance and Blackthorn Isle. John had never seen her like this before, and as much as he wanted to ask her for the truth behind her reluctance, it felt almost like he’d be probing at an old wound, stirring up old memories.

There was a small rock by one of his feet, and he picked it up and tried to skip it along the water. The waves weren’t that big, but the rock still caught on the first one it encountered, and sank silently to the ocean floor.

“John van Ludling!” A voice, loud and deep, bellowed at him from down the shore. “You are John van Ludling, are you not?”

John turned and saw a large man walking towards him, his face barely managing to contain the huge smile that spread from ear to ear.

“Yeah, that’s me.” John felt like his voice was a little quiet, but anything would have sounded that way in comparison to the vocal cords of the man heading towards him.

He was close to seven feet tall, with broad shoulders and a light, wild looking beard. For a moment it looked as though he was going to clap John on the shoulder, but then he stopped, and scratched his head warily.

“I was uh… friend of your grandfather,” he said. “You’re the new count now, so that makes me your friend.”

“…Okay.” John wasn’t really sure what to say, but the man continued to look at him expectantly, so he stuck out his hand. “Nice to meet you…”

“Chad Dorsky, sir.” The man took John’s hand into his own, and John felt as though he was shaking hands with a giant. He wasn’t sure exactly what to say, or how to act, but it was becoming increasingly clear from the man’s behavior that there was something he wanted.

“Count John, sir,” said Chad. “It would do my business dishonor if I didn’t invite you back to the tavern for a celebratory drink. It’s on me, just as a way of welcoming you to the island.”

“You know I’m only…” John trailed off in midsentence, wondering if there was any point in telling the man that he was only 18, or if it would only undermine his new position. “Hmm… Okay, I don’t see why not. But I can’t stay for very long.”

“I won’t keep you for very long, sir!” said Chad.

The big man’s stride was long, but John could see the effort he putting into walking at a pace that he could easily keep up with. He talked a bit of his family’s history as they went, first generation immigrants from southern Canada, who had been running the same bar for over a hundred years.

They traveled back up into the main town area, and then through the side streets that John had taken to get down to the beach. Chad was looking ahead, towards one of the bars that John’s mom had pointed out to him before, a small building with a large sign out front that said “Red Thorn Tavern”. The two of them stopped in front of it, and Chad flashed him another broad smile.

“Here we are,” said Chad, leading John in through a thick wooden door that swung freely on its hinges. “It’s still early in the evening, so I doubt if they’ll be any other patrons inside yet.”

There was one person in the tavern, and when John saw her, he felt blood instantly rush to his cock. A busty blond woman was standing behind the bar counter, polishing a glass with a clean white cloth. She was wearing a very low cut green and white blouse that looked as though it was from another century, and her cleavage was popping out of it in a way that made John want to stare at her for as long as he could.

“Who is this, honey?” asked the woman.

“Sorry. Count John, this is my wife, Amelia. Amelia, this is the new Count of Ludling Estate, John Ludling.”

John watched as the woman’s eyes opened a little bit. She smiled at him in a way that was anything but innocent, and stood up a little straighter.

“Oh my, you certainly are young…” she said. “And so very… handsome.”

Chad took a seat at the bar and gestured for John to sit next to him. He did, and then watched as Amelia bent low to fill two mugs with beer. He couldn’t help but stare at her butt, which poked out a little from underneath her skirt. Amelia glanced back over her shoulder at him and caught him peeking, a seductive gleam in her eye.

“Amelia, mind yourself,” said Chad. “We don’t want to go making Count John feel too out of sorts on his first day of the job.”

“Of course.” Amelia set the mugs down slowly, leaning forward and angling her cleavage so that it was directly within John’s line of sight. He felt his cock hardening in his pants, along with a growing sense of uneasy confusion. He took a sip of the beer, which was strong and heavy.

“Your grandfather was a kind man, John,” said Chad. “He did me more favors over the years than I can count. You’ll always be welcome at the Red Thorn Tavern, isn’t that right Amelia?”

“Oh yes…” Amelia walked around to their side of the bar and leaned up against it on the other side of John, close to him. “You are welcome to whatever you need here, John.”

Out of sight of Chad’s gaze, John felt Amelia’s hand begin to slide up his leg. He looked at her with disbelief, and picked up on the eager, horny look in her eyes. John glanced back at Chad, and saw that he was too preoccupied with his beer to pay them any attention. Amelia’s hand continued sliding, coming to a rest on his hard bulge, and then quickly jerked back as Chad finally looked back over.

“Me and you will have to talk business sometime soon I suppose, Count John.” He clapped John on the back, and then let out a slightly forced laugh. John took another swig of his beer, feeling a buzz begin to descend on him, and then looked at Amelia, whose face was the perfect image of innocence.

“He’s still just getting adjusted to the island, dear,” said Amelia. “You should give him some time to get comfortable.”

“You’re right, you’re right,” said Chad. “Actually, wait right here, Count John. I’m going to find some of the good cigars upstairs, and we can celebrate your arrival good and proper.”

Amelia was already licking her lips before her husband had even made it to the door in the back of the bar. The second he was out of eyesight, she pulled her breasts out of the top of her blouse, which were big and dotted with large pink nipples, and pushed them into John’s face.

“Such a handsome Count, indeed,” she whispered, running her hand back onto John’s bulge. “Your grandfather was a kind man, but you… you are my kind of man, Count John.”

She moved fast, unzipping his jeans and working his cock out through his boxers with quick, practiced movements. John was shocked and overwhelmed, and just stared at her as he felt her soft breasts push against his face, his arousal shooting through the roof.

“But… your husband,” he managed. Amelia just smiled at him, and then kissed him passionately on the lips.

“He wants to be your friend, Count John,” she whispered. “And I want to be your friend, too. Is there a problem with that?”

John felt guilty, but he didn’t stop her as she dropped down to her knees. Amelia glanced up at him with wicked eyes, pushed her long blond hair back behind her head, and then brought his lips to the tip of his cock.

“He’ll never know, John,” she whispered. “And this way, we can all be good friends.”

John had to stifle a moan of pleasure as Amelia moved her lips forward, bringing his cock into her warm, wet mouth, and drowning him with intense pleasure. He jerked his hips forward slightly and felt her begin to bob back and forth, taking more of him beyond her lips, and sucking him off with sensual, seductive precision.

“Oh man,” moaned John. He glanced back at the door, feeling his heart race at the possibility of Chad coming back and catching them, and then felt his mind fog over with lust. It felt so good, far better than it had any right to for how wrong it was.

Amelia had her hands on his thighs, and was pushing her mouth forward and back while twisting her head slightly, which managed to completely and effectively pleasure every inch of John’s cock. She moved fast and with a sense of urgency, as though she was just as worried about her husband coming back as he was.

John watched as she pulled her mouth back and looked up at him, her eyes full of a seductive, almost evil looking horniness. She licked the tip of his cock slowly, gripped it with her hand and jerked it back and forth a few times, and then moved her mouth forward again.

This time, she kept her lips as open as she could. All John could feel at first was the heat of her humid breath. She moved further forward, until he could feel the head of his cock pushing against the back of her throat, and her tongue occasionally skimming across the bottom of his member, and then wrapped her lips around it.

“Sorry it’s taking so long, I’m just looking for the matches!” Chad yelled to them from what sounded like a room above the bar. Amelia quickly pulled back, her lips gliding across John’s cock as she did.

“It’s fine sweetie, I’m just getting to know the new Count a little better.” Her voice was sweet, and sickeningly convincing, and something about it turned John on even more.

She went back to blowing him with even more lustful intensity, and John felt himself quickly approaching his limit. He reached his hand down to tap on the back of her head, to warn her, but Amelia didn’t let up. John jerked his hips forward and began to shoot his hot cum load into her mouth, overwhelmed with pleasure and a little impressed by the way the bar maid drank down every drop.

“Found it!” Chad’s footsteps were headed down the stairs towards them. Amelia moved with catlike dexterity, tucking John’s cock away, zipping his pants up, and then wiping her lips up and moving to the back of the bar just as her husband walked through the door.

“That’s great, darling,” she said. “I’m sure that John could go for a smoke right about now.”

John opened his mouth to say something, but before he could, the bar door whipped open. Standing in the doorframe was Olivia, dressed in a regular looking maroon sweater and jeans, rather than her maid’s uniform. She walked over to him and set her hand on his shoulder.

“Sorry, but I’ll be taking the young Count back to the mansion,” she said. “Dinner is waiting, and his mother is worried about him.”

“Is that so?” said Amelia. John couldn’t help but pick up on the slight edge to her voice, as though she was a little peeved at the other, younger woman.

“Indeed, it is so,” said Olivia, matching a bit of the cattiness in her own tone. “Come on John, let’s go.”

John smiled at Chad and tried to avoid Amelia’s gaze as he followed his maid out the front of the bar.

“So long, Count John,” said Chad. “Come back anytime!”

“Yes,” said Amelia. “You’re always welcome to whatever you need, here.”

John was a little put off by the speed at which Olivia was intent on getting him back to the mansion. She was shorter than him, but somehow she was walking at a much faster, much more determined speed.

“Count John, I realize that you’re new to this island, but you need to start using your head when it comes to how you interact with the locals.”

John sped up so that he was walking next to Olivia and raised an eyebrow at her.

“What do you mean?” he asked. Olivia let out a sigh, and then glanced over her shoulder, back towards the bar.

“The Red Thorn Tavern was in deep debt to your grandfather,” she said. “You essentially own the establishment, all but in name.”

“Oh.” John scratched his head. “Well, shouldn’t I be on friendly terms with the staff, then?”

“I was watching from the door, Count John.” Olivia’s tone was sharp and accusatory. “It looks more like that woman was getting on friendly terms with your staff, so to speak.”

John blushed, and couldn’t think of anything to say in response. Surprisingly, Olivia put one of her hands on his shoulder and rubbed it encouragingly.

“I am at your disposal, Count John,” she said. “I won’t tell your mom what happened, don’t worry.”

John froze. He hadn’t even thought about that possibility, and hearing Olivia suggest it caused his mind to jump off the tracks. His maid just watched him, and waited for a moment before speaking again.

“I will help you become the type of Count that your grandfather was. And if there is anything you need for me to do in order to help you get up to that level, anything at all, I am at your service.”

She smiled at him, and John saw something that looked almost like affection on her face, and in her eyes. He nodded to her, and began to feel the heaviness of his new responsibilities weigh down on his shoulders.

“Thank you, Olivia,” he said.

The rest of the walk back to the mansion was silent, but comfortable. John was beginning to understand what his mom meant when she talked about how different things would be for them on Blackthorn Isle.


CHAPTER 6

By the time they’d gotten back to the estate, the sun had set and darkness was quickly spreading across the sky. As they entered through the mansion’s front door, Olivia bowed slightly to him and then gestured to the dining hall.

“The food should be ready,” she said. “Go on ahead. I’ll let your mother know to join you there after I’ve changed back into my uniform.”

John looked at her curiously.

“You do all the cooking here yourself, Olivia?”

She nodded, and John could see a small glimmer of pride on her face.

“I’ve been trained to take care of almost everything in the mansion myself,” she said. “Occasionally, outside contractors are needed for repairs, and I do hire caterers for larger meals and banquets, but other than that, I am the sole caretaker.”

John nodded, and watched as she walked off. He couldn’t help but notice just how different she looked when wearing regular clothes, and made a mental note to let her know that it was okay to completely forego the uniform, if she wanted to.

The smells coming from the dining room were amazing. John saw that Olivia had already laid out roasted duck, a delicious looking vegetable stew, homemade bread, a number of sauces and garnishes, and a variety of drinks.

He took a seat at one side of the long, immaculately set, rectangular table, and then thought better of it and moved to the host’s seat, all the way at the end. He was the Count, he reminded himself. It was something that would take some getting used to, for sure, and John was beginning to understand that it meant more than just having the title.

“He was at the bar?” Natalie’s voice echoed through the lobby and into the dining room. John shifted in his seat, turning so he could face his mom and Olivia as they came in.

“Lady Ludling, I don’t know why he was there,” said Olivia.

“The owner of it is a seedy man, and he’d do just about anything to get on the good side of the Ludling family!” Natalie’s voice was upset, and a little angry. “Olivia, you need to keep him away from places like that!”

“Yes of course, milady.”

John wanted to point out that it had been her that had left him on his own in the town, and Olivia had come and gotten him out of the Red Thorn Tavern, but it felt unwise to butt in. The two of them walked into the dining room together and smiled at him, and then took the two nearest seats to his side of the table, across from each other.

Olivia was back to wearing her maid uniform, and began serving food from the platters without being asked. Natalie smiled at her son, and John could detect a hint of tension behind it. He thought back to what they had talked about earlier that day, and could instantly tell from her expression that she was about to bring it up.

“John, sweetie,” she said. “Have you come to a decision yet? About what, exactly, we’re going to do with the estate?”

John sighed. His mom’s voice was gentle, but also very hopeful. He could tell that she wanted him to say that he hated the island, and wanted his own life back, but it was anything but the truth. Olivia cut a piece of roasted duck and set it on his plate, along with a small bowl of the vegetable soup.

“I haven’t mom,” he said. “I’m sorry. I think we should stay here for the next couple of days. I’m sure that it will be easy enough for me to decide after that. And it’s up to both of us, isn’t it?”

Olivia glanced at Natalie, who looked like she was struggling to hold her tongue, and then at John, as she dropped a slice of bread down next to his duck.

“Count John, the will was explicit,” said the maid. “The entirety of the estate has been left to you. Your mother…” She glanced at Natalie again, looking as though she was choosing her words carefully, as not to offend her. “She is Lady Ludling, but it’s more of a ceremonial title, if you excuse me saying so.”

“Oh…” John stared ahead blankly, feeling the eyes of both of the beautiful women locked onto his face.

“Sir, the two of us are at your disposal,” said Olivia. “I don’t mean to speak for you mother, but regardless of what you decide, I’m sure we will both abide by your decision, and be here for you in any way you need.”

It was one of the only things that Olivia had said since their arrival that Natalie didn’t look like she objected to. She nodded slowly, and then smiled at her son.

“We can talk about it more later,” she said. “But it’s as your maid says, John. The decision is yours to make.”

There was another tense, awkward silence. John felt his cock stirring in his pants, and was a little taken aback by his body’s inappropriate, uncalled for reaction. He looked down at his plate and began cutting into the meat.

“Anyway, let’s just talk about something else,” said Natalie. “Tell me what you think of the island, sweetie. I have mixed memories of this place, but as far as the actual landscape goes, I know that it’s quite impressive.”

“It’s amazing, mom,” he said.

The rest of the meal went by in relatively good spirits. The food was delicious, and John hadn’t realized how hungry he was. He laughed and joked with his mom about the bar owner, Chad, keeping to himself what had happened with the man’s wife, and talked about the beach and the nice view form the cliffs. Olivia joined in, and even managed to step out of her formal manner of speech, for a minute or two.

“I took out a special bottle of wine from the old count’s wine cellar for the occasion,” said the maid. “I guess technically it’s yours now, John… I mean, Count John.”

John held up his hand and smiled at her.

“Enough with that, Olivia, you can call me whatever you like.”

She nodded in a way that he still found a little too obedient, but then flashed him a feisty, flirty smile, and reached for the bottle across the table.

“That is assuming that your mother lets you drink it,” she said. “You aren’t 21 yet, of course.”

Natalie opened her mouth in mock exasperation, and then shook her head and waved her hand.

“He’s the Count, and this is his castle,” she said. “I’m not sure of normal laws even apply here. But that doesn’t go for everything, sweetie. I want you to always ask me, or at least check with Olivia, before doing something that you think might be suspect.”

John nodded, and watched as Olivia twirled in a cork screw and then pulled it out. She looked happy and full of fun, which contrasted sharply against her maid uniform, even with the low cut blouse and short skirt. She poured a bit of the red wine into three glasses, and handed John and his mom one.

“Cheers,” said John. Olivia and Natalie responded in kind, and after clinking their glasses, they drank together merrily.

It was late in the evening when the meal finally came to an end. Olivia bid John and Natalie good night, and the two of them left and walked up to the third floor on slightly tipsy legs. Natalie stopped outside of the Lady’s room, her new room, and turned to her son.

“I’m going to change into some more comfortable sleeping attire,” she said. “Don’t fall asleep right away John, I’d like to talk to you a little more before you do.”

He nodded.

“Okay mom,” he said. “I… guess I’ll wait up for you in my room, then.”

John had only taken a brief look at the Count’s room during the tour that Olivia had given him, and it shocked him a little to see up close just how big it was. He walked across the floor of it, staring at the huge curtained bed, the desk that looked like it was more expensive than everything he had formally owned, and wondered how he could possibly fill such a space.

Olivia had set out a set of fine, silk pajamas on top of the wardrobe next to his bed, and John changed into them. The fabric was soft and smooth, and it made him feel as though he was being caressed just by wearing them.

He sat down on his bed, and wondered about how many people it would take to really fill it up. It was at least twice the size of his bed back home, and that one had never been too small for him.

There was a soft knock on the door, and he was drawn out of his thoughts.

“John? Can I come in?” It was his mom, but her voice sounded distant from all the way across the room.

“Of course,” he said. “Go right ahead.”

The door opened, and Natalie stepped through it. She was wearing a tiny silk nightgown that was almost sheer, and bordered on the verge of being lingerie. John blushed as he realized that he could see a lot of his mom’s cleavage, and blushed a little more when he noticed how short the garment was.

“I just wanted to make sure I touched base with you about your decision, sweetie.” She walked across the room as she spoke, each step taken with graceful elegance.

“Mom, I haven’t decided anything,” said John. “Just because we’re here now, it doesn’t mean we’ll always be here.”

His mom reached the bed, and slowly took a seat next to him on it, sitting close enough to make his heart race in his chest, close enough so that he could feel the warmth of her body, and smell the gentle scent of perfume, the same one he’d always known her to wear, ever since he’d been a child.

“The mansion, the maid, all of the money, the lifestyle, John, it has a way of seducing people, whether they like it or not.” Natalie put a hand down on his thigh, and John felt his cock being to stir indiscriminately in his pants. He was nervous, and a little aroused, and ashamed of himself for being so responsive to her presence, his own mother’s presence.

“I… I’m not going to be seduced, mom.” John wasn’t sure of the words even as he spoke them with all of the confidence he could muster. He felt his mom’s hand slide a little bit along his leg, up and down, and felt his cock harden even more. An erection would be impossible to hide in the thin fabric of the pajama pants, and he was mortified of the possibility.

“I think you already have been, to a certain extent.” Natalie gave him a knowing smile, and John began to worry that she knew about what had happened between him and Olivia, or even about what had happened at the bar in town.

“Mom, I’m sorry, I don’t know what to say.” John shifted his legs, and without realizing it or even meaning to, spread them open further, pushing his mom’s hand closer to forbidden territory and giving her much better, much less appropriate access to his cock.

“You don’t have to say anything, honey,” she whispered. “I’ll be here for you, either way, whether we stay or whether we go.”

Natalie’s hand drifted further up, and John felt his breath catch in his throat. He couldn’t believe that she was doing what he thought she was doing, what he felt her doing, even as her fingers made it all the way up his thigh and came to a rest right at the base of his shaft.

“Mom,” whispered John. He felt like a kid again as he stared right into her eyes, a young, confused child in desperate need of his mother’s intimacy after entering a new grade in school or going on an overnight trip without her, or facing some other new challenge that not even she could directly help him with.

“John.” Natalie ran her hand lightly across his hard shaft, tickling him with pleasure. “I’ll always be here to support you, in any way you need, whatever you decide.”

“Oh god, mom.” John stared in disbelief as his mom leaned in closer to him, her hand closing around his cock through his pants. She moved slowly, but everything was happening so fast. Her cute lips were turned up into a smile, and John could feel her hot, sweet breath against his neck. He thought she was going to kiss him, but instead she brought her mouth right up to his ear, and whispered.

“Do you want mommy to help you, honey?”

John swallowed hard and slowly nodded, staring into her eyes and the forbidden consequences of what was about to happen. Natalie leaned against him, brushing her big breasts along his chest, and then slowly leaned him back on the bed and slid her fingers down his waistband.

“How is this even-“

“Shhhhh…” Natalie cut him off in midsentence, and slipped his pajama bottoms down his legs. John wasn’t wearing any underwear, and the next thing he felt was a soft, unbelievably warm hand wrapping around his hard, sensitive cock. He let out a gasp and blinked a couple times fast, as though he was expecting to wake up, or snap out of a daydream.

“Just let mommy take care of you, John.” Natalie stroked him slowly, ever so slowly, paying attention to his reactions and breathing. “I’ll do whatever it takes to take care of you, sweetie.”

He moaned, and felt pre-cum dribble out of the head of his erection. Natalie rubbed her thumb over it, and then slid her other hand up his shirt, against his chest. It felt so good, and yet so wrong, and John found himself remembering all of the backrubs he’d gotten as a kid, the way they had felt like they’d pushed to the very limits of the intimacy they could share.

His mom was jerking him off, and pleasure was pulsing through his body, more than John had ever known before, enough to make him shiver and gasp involuntarily with delight. His mom was smiling at him, and he could feel her warm hands, both the one on his chest and on his cock.

They had cuddled together under blankets when he’d been younger, and it had been warm there as well. John imagined them cuddling together now, imagined them doing more, and felt embarrassment and shame course through him.

“It’s okay, honey,” whispered Natalie, as though reading his mind. “This will be our little secret.”

She pumped faster, and her breathing intensified, too. John wondered what it must be like for her to be actively crossing the line, and then realized that he already knew. He was a willing participant just as much as she was, though the act had been instigated through no fault of his own.

John reached up, his hand moving to take his mom’s breast as though it was drawn to it by sexual magnetism. His fingers made brief contact before Natalie pulled back slightly, shaking it loose. She gave him a slightly embarrassed, knowing smile.

“Those are still off limits, sweetie,” she whispered. John nodded slowly, and then jumped with pleasure as she gave his cock and affectionate little squeeze. “This, and just this, is what mommy can help you with.”

John’s cock was overflowing with pre-cum, and his mom took it with her hand and rubbed it around the skin of his cock until it was lightly lubricated. Then, she began to jerk him off faster, more lewdly, but still with the same motherly care and tenderness. John groaned, and felt his heart begin to beat at speeds that he hadn’t known that it could. It felt so good, and yet every fiber of him knew that it was wrong.

“Mom…” he whispered. “I, I’m going to-“

“I know, honey,” whispered Natalie. “It’s okay.”

She pumped faster, and brought her head closer down, her mouth so close to the head of John’s cock that he could feel her hot breath landing on it. The intense sensation of pleasure was building up like a soda bottle, shaken to the point of exploding. He could feel his crotch filling with erotic intention, which spread to his chest and the rest of his body, until every ounce of him was glowing with an intense need to cum.

“Mom!” John cried out and thrust his hips forward, towards her, as his cock began to explode. Natalie was ready, and tilted his cock up and away from her. His seed blasted out, each spurt of white hot cum sending erotic bliss raging through his body. One of the lines landed across his mom’s hand, and the rest splashed harmlessly onto his pajama shirt. His mom continued jerking until every drop had been milked out of him, and then ran her clean hand through his hair.

“I love you, sweetie,” she whispered. “I’ll do whatever I can for you. This will be our little secret.”

John was too awash with feverish pleasure to even so much as nod. He blinked a couple of times, and realized that minutes had gone by in what felt like seconds. His pajama bottoms had been pulled back up, and his mom was standing by the door.

“You should get changed before you head to bed,” she said. “Leave your dirty clothes in your closet, and I’ll wash them for you tomorrow. We wouldn’t want Olivia to get a look at those, now would we?”

John shook his head, feeling incredibly guilty all of the sudden.

“Goodnight, John,” she said. “I love you.”

“I… I love you too, mom.”

She walked through the door and shut it behind her. John did as she’d suggested and changed into another pair of pajamas in the wardrobe, putting the dirty ones in the closet. He climbed under the covers, and slowly willed himself to sleep, feeling confused and more than a little ashamed.

But it was okay. Somehow, he knew that things were going to be okay. He had a new life, with new secrets, new desire, and new challenges, and he was going to live it to the fullest.


CHAPTER 7

John was in the center square of the town of Blackthorn. There were people around, and he could tell without even glancing around that most of them were looking at him. He vaguely recalled something about becoming the Count, and inheriting his grandfather’s estate, but the memories felt foggy and far off.

“Hello,” said John. “I’m John Ludling. My grandfather used to live here on the island, until he passed away.”

The only reply to his introduction was raucous laughter. A small crowd had formed all around him, and he could see familiar faces in it. There was Chad, the bar owner, and on the other side was Erik van Katho, both of them looking fit to burst from their amusement.

“What is it?” asked John. “What’s so funny?”

He glanced down at himself, and realized in an instant what it was. He was naked, from head to toe. Of course he was, John thought. He’d forgotten to put his clothes on that morning. It was just an accident.

“It was just an accident!” He found that he was yelling his thoughts out loud to the crowd, and set one of his hands over his mouth, followed by one over his crotch. He had never been so embarrassed in his life. Several of the people had cameras, or phones, or camera phones, and were gleefully documenting the spectacle.

“No, just leave me be!” yelled John. “I just want to be left alone!”

A small throng of women, all of them faceless, generic, and dazzlingly attractive, moved in and surrounded him. He felt hands grabbing at his body, pushing and prodding him all over, and pulling him forward along with them.

“We’ll take care of you, John,” whispered the women, all together. “And you’ll take care of us!”

At least one of them had her hand on his cock, and was stroking it to its full length. John felt wet warmness, and knew without looking that he was being sucked off. He wanted it to go further, but at the same time, it terrified him, and made him feel powerless.

“John?” His adoptive mother’s voice, clear as a bell, rang out from above him. He turned his head towards the sky, and saw her floating down towards him, clad in the same tiny, insubstantial nightgown that she’d had on the night before.

“Mom!” John reached his hand up, and she took it, pulling him up to the cloud she was balanced on as though gravity didn’t exist.

She looked at him with understanding, judgment free eyes, and caressed one of his cheeks in her hand. John smiled and felt tears of happiness threatening to crest in the corners of his eyes. He leaned into her, felt himself being pulled into a caring, motherly embrace, and bizarrely, felt his erection growing even harder.

And then, like a short internet video with an abrupt end, it was over. His eyes were closed, and he could feel soft sheets on top of him and a mattress underneath him. There was something else though, something that made his body tingle with pleasure, and a small moan escape his lips.

“It’s time for you to get up, Count John,” whispered Olivia. “Though I thought you wouldn’t mind that too much with this being the replacement for your alarm clock.

John felt one of her soft, tender hands running up and down the length of his shaft. He moaned again, and slowly opened his eyes, the morning sun streaming in from his windows feeling much harsher and brighter than usual.

“Oh man… Olivia.” His voice was laden with sleep and arousal. His servant was smiling in him, dressed in another set of her sexy maid clothing, and slowly working her arm up and down underneath his blankets. The sight would have been almost comical if he hadn’t been on the receiving end, like a joke out of a sketch comedy show, except with real contact and real sexual pleasure.

“Again, this is another one of those things that the old Count never wanted for himself.” Olivia had a dreamy, far off look in her eyes. “But if you like it, I can do this for you every morning.”

“Oh, oh man!” John began to writhe in anxious ecstasy underneath the sheets. It felt so good, but it was so sudden, and so unexpected. He wanted to cum, but his mind worried about pointless things like the mess it would make, and how weird, or guilty it might make him feel. Olivia looked as though she was picking up on his conflict, and leaned in close to him, smiling like an understanding older sister.

“Just let it go, John,” she whispered. “Please. You can let you guard down around me, and give into what feels good.”

John locked eyes with her and saw something real in what was staring back at him. It was a mixture of responsibility, tenderness, respect, and possibly even a little love. He didn’t understand it, but he didn’t question it either, and felt his body accepting her words as fact.

Olivia’s hand pumped faster, but with the same gentle softness that she’d started with. There was something insanely girlish about the way she stroked him off, as though she had very little practice at it, but somehow still managed to get all of the major points right.

John bucked his hips up into the air once, twice, and then felt his body flush with intense bliss as his cock began to release its hot, sticky load. His cum blasted up into the sheets, but he didn’t care, and from Olivia’s easygoing smile, neither did she.

“I thought that you’d enjoy having a special wake up for your first official morning here at the mansion,” said the maid. John nodded, and smiled at her, wishing that he could go back to sleep.

“Thank you Olivia,” he said. She stood up and took a single step back.

“You’ll have just enough time to take a shower and have a quick breakfast before you head out,” she said. “I’ll lay some clothes out for you, and take care of your… dirty laundry, and sheets.”

John nodded, and then scratched his head.

“Just enough time?” he asked. “What exactly do I have to run off to?”

Olivia blinked a couple of times, and then let an amused smile spread across her face.

“The same place as most 18 year olds, John,” she said. “Just because your the Count doesn’t mean you get to neglect your education.”

She turned and left the room, and John pushed through his grogginess and climbed out of bed. The idea of going to school still felt like one of those things that he’d left behind when he’d started his new life on the island, but apparently it wasn’t. He yawned, and then pulled up his pajama bottoms and walked across his spacious bedroom and into his private bath.

He was unsure whether or not he liked the idea of going to school on Blackthorn. Sure, it would add a nice dose of normalcy back into his life, but he was Count John now, and the other teenagers would know it.

John flicked on the shower, played around with the fancy digital temperature display for the water, and then climbed in. It felt good, and pulled him into a proper state of wakefulness. He soaped his hair and body and had a moment of zen, a moment where the only thing that mattered was getting good and clean.

He thought about Olivia, and the way she’d woken him up. He thought about his mom, and the way she’d put him to bed. John couldn’t help but smile. Maybe school, in all its uncomplicated, regular glory, was exactly what he needed in his newly confusing life.

It only took him a couple of minutes to dry off and get dressed. The clothes that Olivia had set out for him were similar to the ones he’d worn the day before, a nice dress shirt with dark blue slacks, a leather belt with a polished belt buckle, and black socks and underwear.

Two flights of stairs separated him from the kitchen on the ground floor, and by the time he made it down, he was totally awake and ready to face the day. Olivia had already set a breakfast plate out for him, and was standing next to it, waiting.

“Is my mom still asleep?” John asked, glancing around.

“No,” said Olivia. “Lady Natalie has business to attend to in town.”

“Business?” John slowed as he lowered himself into his seat. “What business?”

“She didn’t say,” said Olivia. “And trust me, I asked.”

The maid smiled wryly and John turned his attention to his food. It made sense that his mom would have business on the island, she grew up on it, and there were probably loose ends that she never tied up from her hasty departure as a teenager. But still, something about it nagged at him in the back of his head.

“John…” Olivia took a seat next to him, and he felt as though she had slipped out of her formal nature for a moment. “Can I talk to you about something?”

“Of course, anything.” John took a bite out of his waffles and let her continue.

“It’s about what happened yesterday.”

John froze. Had she seen him and his mom last night? Had she been outside his room, watching from the open crack of his door? If so, then it was over for him and his mom on Blackthorn, if Olivia decided so.

“In the Red Thorn Tavern,” said Olivia. John let out a hidden sigh of relief, and nodded.

“I’m sorry for that, really,” he said. “It won’t happen again Olivia, I’ve learned my lesson.”

“John, that’s just it.” There was urgency in Olivia’s voice, enough to make her words sound a little sharp, and pressing. “It will happen again. And again, and again.”

“What do you-“ Before John could finish his question, he felt Olivia’s hand come to a rest on his cock. Even though he’d been woken up not a half hour earlier by her touch, he felt his lower half growing excited.

“There’s temptation on this island, Count John.” Her eyes were serious, and something about that was unbelievably hot to him. “There’s temptation on the island, and if you give into it, you’ll be ruined.”

John nodded slowly. The room was tense for a moment. Olivia’s hand worked his cock up and down through his slacks, and he thought for a second that she might continue until he’d gotten off again.

A clock began to sound off the hour from the lobby, and it was as though the pretty maid had been snapped out of a trance. She pulled back from him, stood up, and bowed slightly with an awkward smile on her face.

“Sorry, Count John,” she said. “I apologize if that was a little too forward, and if my… method, for waking you up was, as well.”

“It’s fine, really,” said John. “You understand better than most people what I’m supposed to be doing on this island. Better than I do, that’s for sure.”

He looked at her for a moment without saying anything. Olivia was his maid, but above that, she was a beautiful, living, breathing person, and John found himself wanting to know her better. Her motivations were still hidden from him, and he knew that it would take some time to get to the point where she really let her guard down, but John was willing to wait it out.

“If you’re finished with your breakfast, we should head out,” said Olivia. “It would not do for you to be late on your first day of school, here on Blackthorn.”

John chuckled.

“No, that wouldn’t do at all,” he replied.


CHAPTER 8

It was sunny outside, with a gentle breeze in the air. Olivia led John outside the mansion. He started to walk down the path towards the town, the way he had the day before with his mom, but the maid veered off to the side, towards the garage.

“We aren’t walking?” John watched as Olivia cheerfully shook her head.

“Of course not,” she said. “That wouldn’t do for the Count, not when you’re headed into town in official capacity.”

“Official capacity?” John scratched his head as he followed her towards the garage, which was bigger than his mom’s old house had been in its entirety. “I thought I was just headed to school.”

“You are heading to your formal instruction for the day,” said Olivia. “It’s more like a very small, very intensive private school. I don’t think there will be many students other than you.”

There were a number of cars inside the cavernous garage, including a limousine, a motorcycle, and an enticing red sports car. Olivia walked by them and came to a stop in front of a slightly tamer looking Mercedes Benz.

“Count John,” she said. “Please, we don’t want to be late.”

John managed to tear himself away from all of the toys, and climbed into the passenger seat. The windows had a dark tint to them, and he felt strangely cut off from the world inside of it.

“Next time, I’m driving,” he said. Olivia smiled at him, and rubbed his knee.

“Of course.”

They drove through the town slowly, and John was again surprised by how few other cars were on the road. Other than them, they saw only one or two other vehicles, and waiting at stop lights felt like it was more out of course of habit than anything.

“Are cars more expensive here, or something?” asked John.

“Yes.” Olivia turned down a road that was new to John, and he saw a couple of unrecognizable buildings ahead. “The cost of shipping them across the ocean is tacked onto their purchase price. Combined with the expense of gas here, and the fact that Blackthorn Isle is small enough for walking to be an effective option, it makes cars more of a status symbol to own, than anything.”

She pulled over to the side of the road in front of a small, old looking building, and then turned to John.

“This is it,” she said. “Your teacher is a woman named Emily Willis. She doesn’t put up with any funny business, so don’t give her any trouble.”

“Yeah, of course not,” said John. “Do you think I’m not taking this seriously, or something.”

“No, I’m just letting you know.” She smiled at him, and then unlocked the doors. “You’ll be in class until about one in the afternoon. I can stop by then and pick you up, if you’d like.”

John shook his head.

“No, I’m good,” he said. “Thanks Olivia.”

“It’s no problem, sir.”

He climbed out of the car, feeling the sun’s rays on his face and smelling the sea salt in the air, and headed for the entrance of the building. It looked like a very old fashioned school that had been renovated for the modern age. Olivia drove off, and John made his way inside.

There was a short hallway, and at the end of it were two doors. Behind the first was a bathroom, and when John opened the second he found himself staring into a one room school house, with a teacher in front of a blackboard and a single student seated at a desk.

John recognized the younger of the two immediately. It was Kari van Katho, who he had briefly met in passing the day before. She was smiling at him, her eyes full of interest and curiosity.

“Hello there,” said the teacher. “My name is Ms. Willis. You must be John Ludling.”

He nodded, and reached out to shake her hand. Ms. Willis was a gorgeous woman, in her mid-thirties or so, with big breasts, medium length blond hair, and a trim figure. She was wearing a white blouse with the top few buttons either undone on purpose or out of necessity to better accommodate her generous bust, a tight black pencil skirt, and a very bookish looking pair of glasses.

“Uh, yeah, I am,” said John. “It’s nice to meet you.”

Her hand felt warm and slightly electric in his, and the look Ms. Willis gave him made him remember his dream that morning, and being naked in public. She gestured to Kari and took a step back.

“This is-“

“We’ve met before,” interrupted Kari. “Just barely. It’ll be nice to have a classmate, finally.”

John smiled sheepishly, and walked into the room.

“Have a seat next to Ms. van Katho, John,” said Ms. Willis. “We were just getting started.”

He nodded, and found his way over to his desk. It gave him a chance to get a better look at Kari, who was dressed in a tight pair of jeans and loose sweater that was stylish enough to hint at her being a typical fashion conscious teenage girl. She caught his gaze, and John found himself wishing that the two of them could talk on their own, even for just a minute.

“Alright, since John is new to the island, we’re going to start off today with a bit of Blackthorn history. If you have any questions, raise your hand. I’m going to be moving through this at a rather brisk pace.”

Ms. Willis bent over her desk in the front of the room and flipped through a notebook. John’s eyes were instantly drawn to a bit of exposed bra sticking out from the top of her blouse. She had gorgeous breasts, and he felt his cock slowly hardening in his pants, much to the displeasure of his logical mind.

She began putting up dates on the board, and explaining them in her authoritative, and yet somehow utterly seductive, voice. John listened as close as he could, but it felt like all of the information was pooling in the air. All he could think about was Ms. Willis’s amazing breasts, the way her shirt had been left open at the top, as though just for him, and her tight skirt.

“John, do you have any questions?” Ms. Willis stopped instructing for a moment and turned towards him. John had to blink himself out of a trance. He realized, embarrassingly, that he was sporting an erection underneath his desk.

“Uh, no,” said John. “”No questions.”

His teacher flashed him a double edged smile, and then slowly walked over to his desk.

“Would you mind explaining to me a bit of what I just talked about?” Ms. Willis leaned in close to him, close enough to make John even more aware of her sexual power. Her breasts were hanging in front of his face, and a devilish voice in the back of his head was begging him to lean forward and make contact with them.

“I uh, that is to say, well…” He was coming up blank. John felt as though he may as well have been divining fortunes.

“Blackthorn was founded in 1759 by Lars Blackthorn and Rick van Ludling.” Kari chimed in from her seat in a soft voice, sure of herself but lacking in volume. “The two of them were shipwrecked on the island for almost a year before a rescue reached them, and the people on the rescue ship ended up staying on the island due to Blackthorn’s natural fertility.”

Ms. Willis smiled, and then brought her face down close to John’s. It took all of his confidence to meet her gaze at that distance, and her luscious lips looked almost like weapons, to reward or destroy him, if she decided to.

“Good, Kari,” said the teacher. She stood up and returned herself to an appropriate distance from John, leaning back on the front of her desk and carefully putting one leg over the other. “It’s good to see that at least one of my students has a head on her shoulders.”

Kari glanced over at John apologetically, but he just smiled back at her. It wasn’t anyone’s fault but his own, and if anything, she’d been trying to save him.

“Now, the Blackthorn Covenant was signed in April, 1761, and it denoted the island to be a sovereign state, under the influence of the two Counts, Blackthorn and Ludling.” She paused, and looked at John. This time, it was a little easier for him to meet his teacher’s eyes, though he was still humbled by the power, but as an authority figure and as something else, that she wielded over him.

“Now, since then, Blackthorn has been through many reforms. We are a territorial possession of Canada, for instance, and the main governing body is the town council-“

“Which is funded mostly by donations from the Count Ludling and the van Kathos.” Kari interrupted her teacher, and then immediately sat back in her chair and began blushing. “Sorry.”

“It’s quite alright.” The look in Ms. Willis’s eyes contradicted her words a little. “I was just getting to that. The van Katho family, the indirect successors to the Blackthorns, never inherited the title of Count due to a dispute with the town council at the time.”

“Wait, what do you mean?” asked John.

“Foul play was suspected in the death of the last Count Blackthorn,” said Ms. Willis. She saw the embarrassed, somewhat guilty look on Kari’s face, and then added “This happened over a hundred years ago, mind you. The van Kathos were cousins of the Blackthorns, and inherited the estate in wealth, but not in name.”

John glanced over at Kari, and felt the weight of history weighing down on him. It was ridiculous, but something about the new knowledge made the girl sitting next to him, with her long hair, regal appearance, and thin waist, much more intriguing.

Ms. Willis continued onto another lesson. History was only a small part of what she was there to teach, and John ended up getting a basic review of all of the essential subjects, from math, to science, to literature.

It was nearing 1 PM, and John was surprised by just how out of shape his brain was. He’d only been out of school for a couple of days, but it was enough to make him feel like he was thinking with a bowl of oatmeal.

His original plan had been to leave for college in the fall. He supposed that he could still do that, if he really wanted, but it felt as though the new life that he’d discovered, or rather, the life that had discovered him, had a gravity to it of its own.

“Alright, we are just about finished for today,” said Ms. Willis. “We’ll wrap up with a short quiz that I’ve prepared to test your understanding. This is school, mind you, and even if it’s just the three of us in here, you’ll still have grades to keep up.”

John stifled a groan as Ms. Willis set a piece of paper in front of him. He stared at the paper for at least a minute, pencil in hand, slowly realizing that he knew too few of the answers to be able to scrape by.

Kari, on the other hand, had been writing away with her pencil since that quiz had been set in front of her. John glanced up at Ms. Willis, who was packing her stuff away into a black suitcase, and then carefully leaned over, towards the other girl’s desk.

She noticed what he was doing, and blushed. John looked at her apologetically, and after a moment, Kari relented, and slid her paper over to the side of her desk, closer to John. It felt as though she was doing something for him that was almost intimate, exposing her paper as though she were secretly flashing him an off limits part of her boy.

“Excuse me, but I will not tolerate cheating in my classroom.” Ms. Willis snapped her suit case shut and then stormed over, each of her footsteps clacking in high heeled echoes on the tile floor.

“We uh, we weren’t.” John’s denial was unconvincing, and he knew it. Ms. Willis leaned over his desk with a grave look on her face. The posture also had the unintended effect of giving John a perfect look down her cleavage, which he tried to resist giving into.

“John, I understand that lot of the material we cover here is new to you.” His teacher’s voice was soft, almost seductive, and it caught him off guard. “If you need to brush up on it, just give me a go.”

John stared at her, and felt his cock rapidly hardening in his pants. She had moved in close to him, and he was becoming almost uncontrollably aroused.

“I’m serious. I can give you additional lessons, in private, and we can work on this, along with other things.”

She put one of her hand’s on John’s thigh, and for a moment, he felt as though he was about to cum in his pants, even with just that very slight touch.

“Ms. Willis,” he said. “I think I might like that.”

“I think you’d be surprised by just how fun private lessons with me can be, John,” she said softly. “I’ll make sure you understand the material, and teach you all that you need to know.”

Kari cleared her throat loudly from beside the two of them.

“Ms. Willis, I’m done with my quiz!”

Finally, John’s teacher pulled back. She took his quiz, along with Kari’s, and moved back to the front of the room.

“John I’ll let you retake this quiz at the start of our next lesson,” she said. “You’d best find the answers out on your own.”

“Of course,” said John.

“That will be all for today. Enjoy the rest of your afternoon.”

John looked over at Kari, who was tucking a few books away into a cute pink knapsack. He waited for her to finish, and then they exited the classroom at the same time.

“Thanks,” he said. “For, you know.”

Kari’s expression was bright enough to light up the entire hallway. She opened the door to the outside and held it open for him.

“Anytime, John,” she said. “Hey… Do you, uh, do you have plans?”

“What?” John looked at her curiously. Kari was blushing profusely, and let out a small, embarrassed laugh.

“I mean, well, I don’t have any plans for the afternoon …” Her voice was small again, and the way she kept her gaze down into the ground made her look especially girlish, like a nine year old asking for an early desert. John scratched his head with one finger, and decided to save her from her predicament.

“Do you want to hang out for a bit, Kari?”

She smiled at him, and nodded slightly.

“Cool,” said John, and then quickly added as he thought about it further. “We should go to your place, though. It’s a little… complicated for me, at the Ludling Mansion.”

“Of course!” said Kari. John could tell that she was excited, from her voice tone and then again after from the way she walked next to him, so close and reactive.

“It’s over this way,” said Kari. “My dad might be home, but I’m sure that he will leave us alone.”

John thought back to the day before, and how he had met Kari’s father outside when he was with his mom. Strangely, the lesson that Ms. Willis had taught that day began to turn around in his head, pulsing as though it was just as relevant in that moment as it had ever been.


CHAPTER 9

Immediately after John agreed to head over to Kari’s house with her, as if on cue, his phone rang. He took it out of his pocket and saw that it was his mom calling him.

“Just a sec,” he said, smiling at Kari. “Hello?”

“Hey sweetie!” said Natalie. “How did your class go this morning?”

“It was… good.” John felt a little strange, almost awkward, talking to her over the phone. The last time he’d seen her had been the night before, and hearing her voice, even over a tiny speaker, was enough to bring back the illicit memory of what had happened between them.

“Was old Mrs. Hawking strict with you?” asked his mom. “I had a rough time with her back when I was your age.”

“Uh, no,” said John. “The teacher was a younger woman, Ms. Willis. She’s very… thorough in her instruction.”

“Ms…. Willis?” Natalie’s voice was full of bewilderment. “Emily Willis?”

“Yeah, that’s her,” said John. “Why do you ask? Did you used to know her, or something?”

His mom was silent for a moment on the other line. John took it to mean that she had, but didn’t think anything of it.

“Anyway, what have you been up to all day, mom?” he asked. “You weren’t around when I got up…”

“Oh you know, just running errands, honey,” she said. “Checking the accounts, talking to my lawyer on the phone, that sort of thing.”

Something about her tone of voice made John feel strangely suspicious. It was only their second day on Blackthorn Isle, and he felt as though his mom’s history with the place had added an unpredictable flair to her behavior.

“Alright, well I’m heading over to Kari’s house for a little bit,” he said. “I’ll be back later in the afternoon, in case you get home before I do.”

“Kari van Katho?” For the second time in the conversation, Natalie went silent. John sighed, and felt as though there were a number of things he’d have his ears talked off about the next time he saw his mom.

“Yes mom, that Kari,” he said. “She was really nice to me in the classroom today, and…”

John paused, and glanced over at Kari, who was looking at her own phone a polite distance away.

“She’s nice, mom. I think you’d like her if you got to know her.”

There was another moment of silence, and then John heard his mother let out a sigh.

“Alright sweetie, just be careful,” she said. “There is a lot more going on than what you can see on the surface. You can be as friendly as you want to be, but remember that you are the Count now, John.”

“I know, mom,” he replied.

“I love you, honey,” she said. “I’ll see you tonight.”

“Love you too mom, I’ll see you then.”

John tapped off his phone, and offered an apologetic glance in Kari’s direction.

“Sorry about that,” he said. “My mom has gotten a lot more protective since we moved here.”

“I totally understand,” said Kari. “Just wait until you’ve talked to my dad a little…”

The two of them walked together through the town. There were more people out than John had seen the day before, and it felt like every few steps, they would stop so that Kari could wave or exchange pleasantries with someone. John figured that it was just an aspect of life on such a small island, where everyone knows everyone.

They stopped in front of the same mansion that John had seen her and her father outside of the day before. Kari opened the gate and gestured up the driveway.

“Come on, let’s go,” she said. “Don’t worry, my dad can be a bit… eccentric, but he doesn’t bite.”

“I’m not worried.” John wasn’t sure if the words were true or not, even as he spoke them, but he walked along with Kari up to the front door, which was just as huge and imposing as the door of the Ludling Estate. She opened the door without any hesitation, and John followed after her.

“Dad, I’m home!” Kari called into the lobby of the mansion, her voice echoing a little through the space. “I brought John with me, the new Count Ludling.”

“Did you, know?” Erik van Katho’s voice was deep, and laced with sophistication. Kari led John into a large, old style living room, where the man was sitting in a big, throne like chair, staring into an unlit fireplace.

“Yeah. We’ll be upstairs.” Kari turned to leave, but her father held up one of his hands, and like a good girl, she stopped in her tracks.

“Tell me about yourself, John,” he said. “Make a case for why I should let you be upstairs alone with my daughter.”

John opened his mouth in surprise, and glanced over at Kari. She looked frustrated and flustered, but didn’t say anything.

“Well…” John said, slowly. “There really isn’t much to tell. I’m new to this island, and this life. I didn’t even know that I had a grandfather a couple of days ago.”

“We were friends of a sort, you know.” Erik van Katho turned his head over his shoulder ever so slightly, and spoke to John in a far off voice. “He was a mentor to me. A father figure, you might even say, after my own passed away.”

Erik reached down to the ground and picked up a glass full of clear brown liquid and ice, and then took a sip of it. He was drunk, John realized. He glanced over at Kari again and saw a bit of concern on her face.

“Dad, we have company,” she said quietly. “Maybe you should take a nap.”

“Anastasia!” yelled Erik. “Anastasia, get in here!”

A maid came running in from another part of the house. She bowed to Erik and then waited, watching as he drained the glass in his hand and then passed it to her.

“Make me another drink,” he said. “Make it bourbon this time.”

Erik stood up from his chair and turned so that he was facing John. He wasn’t that old of a man, maybe in his early fifties, but something about the way he carried himself made him seem much older, as though he was carrying a great weight on his shoulders.

“John van Ludling,” he said. “The new Count.”

John was expecting him to lash out, or possibly even spit on the floor in front of him, but instead Erik broke into a laugh. He walked over and clapped John on the back, a gesture that John found surprising and deeply unnerving.

“It’s an honor to have you here, young man,” he said. “I hope our families can continue the close relationship that they’ve shared for so many years.”

Erik smiled in a curious way at his daughter, and then nodded to John.

“I will be in the study if you need me, dear,” said Erik, as he walked away from them. “Anastasia, hurry up with my bloody drink!”

“Yes, of course, sir,” said a distant, quiet voice.

Kari looked at John apologetically, and then took his hand into hers and tugged it towards the stairs.

“Come on,” she said. “Let’s head up to my room and relax.”

The van Katho Mansion looked to John almost as though it had been designed with competing with the Ludling Mansion in mind. Everything was a little bigger, or a little more expensive, but in a way that felt a little uninspired to him. John wondered if that was just his own ego talking, having already attached his identity to his new home.

Kari’s room, like his in his own mansion, was on the third floor. She led him into it, and the differences between the way she lived and the way John was used to living became immediately apparent.

There were a variety of mirrors scattered about the room, along with gigantic, expensive looking stuff animals and bean bag chairs. Against the back wall, John could see and open door that spilled out into a gigantic wardrobe packed full of hanging outfits.

“It’s a little messy, I hope you don’t mind.” Kari had doubled around behind him and shut the door with a soft click.

“It’s totally fine,” said John. “The only reason my room isn’t is because I just moved in.”

She smiled at him, a beautiful, girlish, flirty smile that made John acutely aware of the fact that it was just the two of them there, and they were in her bedroom. Kari looked as though she was coming to the same conclusion, her cheeks reddening slightly, and she skipped over to one of the bean bag chairs and collapsed down into it.

“Come on, have a seat,” she said. “I have the best seats in the house over here.”

John walked over slowly, admiring Kari as much as he could without being too direct. She was so pretty, and so regal, one of those girls that appears to the outside world to be fortunate beyond all good measure. With her family’s money, and her thin, attractive body, John wondered if there was anything that could possibly be denied to her.

“Thanks,” said John. “For inviting me over, I mean. I’m still adjusting to life here on Blackthorn, to say the least.”

“It’s my pleasure, John.” Kari locked eyes with him as she spoke, and a strange heat felt like it was brimming in the air between them. “There aren’t many boys my age on the island. I mean, there aren’t many other teenagers in general, ha ha.”

She was a little nervous, and noticing it made John feel a little nervous, too. Her bean bag chair was right next to his, and he inched a little closer to her, feeling his heart beat faster in his chest as he did.

“So what was life like for you, before all this?” Kari twirled a lock of her hair in her fingers as she asked the question. John wrinkled his brow at her, and tried to tear his focus away from her face and her body to think about the question.

“It was alright, normal, I guess,” said John. “But things have been much more exciting here on the island. There is a whole new world of possibility, and pleasure for me here.”

He hadn’t met his answer to sound so suggestive, but the way Kari nodded and stared into his eyes as he gave it told him that she took it that way, and took it well.

“What about you, what’s life like here?” he asked her.

“It’s boring, John,” she said softly. “And I don’t want it to be.”

“You want it to be… interesting?” He’d moved to the very edge of his bean bag, and was leaning towards Kari, whose gaze had been on him for a minute. She nodded her head at his question.

“I do.”

John felt his body lean forward, pushing his lips into hers, without even truly realizing that he was doing it. It felt like he had to kiss her, as though there was no other proper course of action in the moment, even though they’d only known each other for such a short amount of time.

Kari, for her part, kissed him back enthusiastically. She ran one of her hands through John’s hair, rubbing it into a wild tangle that would suggest to anyone with a keen eye that something had taken place.

They parted for a moment, stared at each other with a shared mixture of surprise and teenage hormones, and then pushed forward against each other again. This time, John slipped his tongue ever so slightly into Kari’s mouth, and she leaned back and pulled him onto her bean bag and onto her.

“Kari?” The sound of Erik van Katho’s voice echoed from the hallway. “I need your opinion on something.”

John pulled himself off of her slightly, and saw the frustrated, worried expression on her face. His cock was poking against his slacks, and against her thigh, from how he was on top of her, and he wanted so badly to find release for it.

“The door is locked, Kari.” Erik van Katho knocked loudly. “What’s going on in there?”

Kari sighed, and moved John off her. She stood up, straightened out her clothes and hair a little bit, and then hurried over.

“Nothing, daddy,” she said. “Me and John just wanted some privacy.”

She opened the door, and Erik van Katho walked into the room, swaying ever so slightly.

“What…” He looked at John, and then his daughter, catching enough of the tiny details from their expressions for it to click in his head. “Oh!”

John watched a battle of conflicting emotions take place on Erik van Ludling’s face. He was expecting to immediately be ejected from Kari’s home, given what her father had walked in on, but it looked as though the man’s paternal protectiveness was being subdued by… something else. He rubbed his forehead, and John stood up and walked over to the door.

“Sweetie, don’t you think that you and John should go for a walk, or maybe play some billiards in the game room, to get to know each other?” Erik van Katho spoke slowly, and with forced control.

“Dad, we were just talking.” Kari used her sweetest voice, but it was clear to John that her dad wasn’t buying it.

“John, I quite approve of the budding… friendship, between you and my daughter,” said Erik. “But I think it would behoove you to be mindful of your new status. The old Count was… similarly inclined at times, to my dismay and that of many others.”

His words were slurred enough by the bourbon to make the conversation even more uncomfortable for John than it should have been. He nodded, and then looked at Kari, who looked as though she was on the verge of dying with embarrassment.

“Yes, of course,” said John. He glanced at Kari and smiled. “I should probably get going.”

“Here!” Kari skipped over to a desk in the room and pulled out a sticky note, scribbling something onto it with a pen. “My number. Just in case you… need help with your homework.”

John took it with a smile, and saw from the mixed expression on her father’s face that it was time for him to be going.

“It was good seeing you, Mr. van Katho,” he said.

“Of course John, you as well. Tell your mother I said hello.” He smirked at John in a way that made him feel a little uncomfortable as he spoke the last sentence.

“Uh, yeah, I will.” John looked at Kari one last time, and then turned and headed out of the stairs, and then out of the van Katho mansion.


CHAPTER 10

John walked slowly through the town after leaving. The sun was dropping towards the horizon, and the sky was clear. Most of the street was empty of people, all of them either busying themselves with work or shopping for dinner.

He turned a corner, and walked a couple of blocks into one of the town’s older sections. The houses there were rustic, and looked as though they had been standing without much interference since the original founding.

His mind repeated the encounter between him and Kari, over and over again. Truthfully, John was attracted to her, but what he felt like he really needed on the island wasn’t a lover, but a friend. One that was living a life similar to the one that had been dropped onto him would have been even more perfect, and that described Kari perfectly.

He looked up towards the Ludling Estate as he closed in on the long driveway. John wasn’t sure if he was ready to retire to the mansion just yet, but he didn’t know the town well enough to be able to think of anything else to do. As he glanced up at his new home, his eyes were drawn to the other side of it, where cliffs inclined upwards into a rocky plateau, the same way they sloped down to the beach towards the town.

That was where he needed to be. The idea of getting close to a bird’s eye view of Blackthorn Isle and his new home was irresistibly appealing. It felt like it would give him a sense of control even if it was only illusory, and so he started off towards the craggy rock wall, which had a small, foot worn path running up along a curve in it.

John realized that he had come to a decision. He was going to stay on Blackthorn Isle, even if it wasn’t exactly what his mom wanted for him, and for herself. He wondered how he was going to break the news to her, and just how she would react.

He knew how much she loved him, and remembered the promise she’d made to stick with him as a mother regardless of which life he chose, but worry and doubt were creative emotions, able to work their way into the cracks of his mind.

There was a noise behind him, from around the street corner he’d just taken. Nothing unusual about that, but for some reason he couldn’t stop himself from glancing back at it. The road and sidewalk was empty, but John began to get the strangest feeling that there had been someone there.

He stopped walking for a second, and looked closely. There was nothing there, and John began to feel foolish and paranoid. He shook his head, smiled at himself, and continued toward the cliffs.

The feeling of being followed, of being watched, stuck with him. He was glancing over his shoulder every few minutes or so, and every time, there was nothing. John passed by a group of people that were standing outside of a café right on the edge of town. One of them whispered to another, and somehow, he knew he was the subject of the remark. He took a deep breath, and tried to break himself out of the strange mode of thinking that he’d been stricken with.

A grassy hill led up to the cliffs, which started as a series of jagged, jutting rocks, each at least as tall as him, and all of them pushing up at odd angles. This would be exactly what he needed, John realized. He could see the town, and see the lack of anything in it for him to be paranoid about.

There was another noise. He turned, expecting to see the group of people outside the café in the distance and nothing more. Instead, he caught sight of a woman wearing a black sweater and black sunglasses. Her body language was strong, almost arrogant, and threatening. John flinched as their eyes met, and glanced back in time to see her walk over to a table outside of the café and sit down at it.

Something about her unnerved John to the core. She picked up a newspaper on the table and began reading it, not looking as though she was paying him any attention. He knew that she was, though. There was something hanging from her hip, poking out ever so slightly from underneath his sweater, and John was pretty sure that he knew what it was.

He felt vindicated, but the feeling only lasted for a moment. His heart began to beat harder in his chest, and he started up the path leading up the cliff much faster than he should have, almost tripping over a stray rock on the ground.

John wondered why she was there, and more importantly, why she had a gun. He tried to convince himself that it was just a misreading of the situation on his part, and she wasn’t really following him, but couldn’t bring himself to look back towards the café and get any sort of confirmation from seeing whether she’d gotten up or not.

She could be there to kill him. The thought felt ridiculous as it went through his mind, but it carried with it a strange, fearful power. The woman was tall, and very fit looking, with long black hair and a pale face. If that was why she’d been sent, outside of being a woman, which really made no difference, she fit the bill of an assassin perfectly.

Instead of lending any more time to his worries, John doubled over and hurried up the cliff path with desperate speed, using his hands to pull himself up when he reached the steeper sections. The ground below him was growing further distant by the second, and a near slip as he rounded a sharp corner caused his heart to wrench inside his chest.

He didn’t let himself slow down, and after ten or so minutes of fast hiking, he’d reached the end of the trail. There was a thick wall of rock in front of him that led up to the top cliff, and John stared at it, contemplating whether or not it was riskier to stay where he was or attempt the climb.

In the end, he chose the active option, searching for starting hand holds to lift himself up the beginning of the rock wall. John had never been a climber, and was of merely average height, but the cliff wasn’t overly hard to climb, and a couple of spray painted dots pointed out a simple route for him to take, most likely left there by a local adventurer.

The wind picked up as he made it higher, and it took more effort for him to focus on keeping tight against the wall. Nevertheless, it only took him another few minutes to make it up to the top. Lungs lacking breath, he hoisted his chest onto the final ledge and then rolled to safety.

It took him a minute or two before he had recovered enough to stand and look down on the island. True to what he’d wanted originally, the view was amazing, but the one thing he wanted to see had vanished from where it had last been.

The woman was gone, and John didn’t know if that was a good thing, or a bad thing. He thought of his mom, and Olivia, and the undefended mansion. If his deepest fears were even partially close to the truth, they were just as much at risk as he was.

From his vantage point high in the cliff, John began to get a sense of how small the island really was. There was nowhere on it that could hide him from his problems, not even the estate that his grandfather had left to him. He would have to face the world and all of the challenges in it, head on.

He  spent a couple of minutes enjoying the day, feeling the gentle breeze on his skin, and then moved to head back down the cliff. John had just begun to lower himself over the edge, still scraping his feet in an attempt to find the footholds he’d used coming up, when he heard a branch crack in the distance.

It was a small, singular noise, but it told him all that he needed to know. He was still being followed. If it was an assassin after him, this would be the best opportunity they’d ever had at killing him and making it look like an accident.

It would make for a perfect front page story, a two part affair tying the tragedy of his grandfather’s death, to him being named as the heir, and then finally, to the horrible climbing accident that had led to his own demise.

John felt his palms begin to sweat, and focused all his attention on slowly moving down the wall, keeping himself as anchored as he could. The woman he’d seen before didn’t appear over the top edge, as he’d half been expecting her to, and he made it to the ground safely.

She’d been attractive, in a sharp, cold way, John realized. He pictured her in a bikini for a moment, and the comedy of the mental image was only outweighed by his growing sense of unease.

He hurried down the path, faster than he should have, given how steep it was. The town and all of its buildings were still right where he’d left them, and John continued on to them as he stepped off the trail, nervously glancing over his shoulder and feeling as though his paranoia was taking over his mind.


CHAPTER 11

The sun was setting in the distance, hanging just above the horizon like a fire burning down to its last embers. That, along with the relatively empty town streets, gave the place a sullen, depressing feel. John walked along, frustrated at how exposed and helpless the situation was making him feel.

He hadn’t seen the woman since he’d gotten down from the cliffs, but somehow, he could feel her eyes on him, watching every move he made and boring into the back of his head. John was fed up with it, but for some reason, the idea of heading directly back to the mansion made him feel angry. The woman was his problem, and as much as he could, as the new Count Ludling, he wanted to deal with it on his own, without having to rely on Olivia or his mom.

So instead, he headed into town, moving slowly, and acting as though nothing was amiss. He stopped at the same café that he’d seen the woman at, and walked inside. It had been one that he’d been interested in checking out, regardless, and a plan formed in his mind as he walked up to the counter.

“What can I get you?” The employee watching the shop was an older man, maybe in his mid-twenties, with a broad smile and a pudgy belly.

“I’ll just have a coffee, thanks,” said John. The man nodded, and then filled up a cup for him. He paid for it and spent a minute adding in cream and sugar, trying to sense if the woman was still watching him, without having to turn and look for her.

“Can I get you anything else today?” asked the man.

“Yeah… Is there a back door out to the street?” John saw the man’s surprised expression, and leaned in closer. “I just broke up with my girlfriend, and I think she might be waiting to confront me outside.”

The employee gave him and understanding nod, and then gestured to a hallway over to the side of the shop.

“Good luck, man,” he said. “She sounds like a crazy one.”

“Yeah, I’m only just starting to see that for myself.”

John hurried down the hallway, and pushed out through a door underneath a red exit sign. He took a big sip of the coffee, tossed it in a nearby trash can, and then broke into a run. There was an alleyway that spilled out to another road ahead of him, and he sprinted down it without stopping.

He continued running for what felt like an eternity, but was only a couple of minutes, in reality. As he ran out of breath, he glanced around and behind him, and didn’t see any sign of his pursuer. That didn’t mean anything, he told himself. She could still be after him, hiding in the shadows.

“Count John! Good to see you again!” Chad’s voice, loud and deep, boomed from the edge of the street corner. John looked up and realized that he’d run all the way to the Red Thorn Tavern, and the jovial bar owner that he’d met the day before was standing outside of it, grinning at him.

“Oh… Yeah, good to see you too, Chad,” he said. “I was just out for a run.”

Chad was leaning against the entrance of his tavern with his arms crossed. A young couple walked up, and he carded both of them and then let them inside.

“You should come on in, and have a drink,” he said. “There are a number of fine ladies within, tourists here on an engagement celebration trip.”

Chad smiled slyly at him and winked. John considered his options for a moment, and then headed for the door. If nothing else, the tavern would give him cover from the woman who was after him, and he could hide out until he was sure that he’d lost her.

“Alright,” said John. “Is your wife around?”

The question felt odd, and inappropriate. He had no reason to care about Amelia or her whereabouts, especially not after the stunt she had pulled on him the day before. Chad didn’t look as though his asking suggested anything out of the ordinary, though, and clapped John on the back as he walked through the doorway.

“She has one of the barmaids manning the counter, but if you find her, I’m sure she’d hook you up with a free drink or two,” said Chad. “You’re the Count, a little special treatment here or there comes with the territory.”

Hearing Chad say it out loud reminded him of it, not that he had really forgotten. He was the Count, and according to Olivia, Chad was in debt to him. The Red Thorn Tavern was technically his through the accumulated debts of the owner, and something about that made him feel a little inflated as he walked inside.

True to what Chad had said, there was a group of women sitting at the bar and at tables nearby it, loud in celebration, taking shots and teasing each other. John walked over slowly, picking a barstool to the side of them, and waved the barmaid, a girl a little older than him that he’d never seen before, over to where he was.

“Hey there,” she said. “What can I get you?”

“His drinks are on the house.” Amelia materialized from the group of women and made her way over to John. She was wearing a pair of denim cutoff shorts along with a tied off flannel shirt that did little more but cover the erotic areas of her big breasts.

“Oh, hey.” John wasn’t sure what to say to her, after what had happened between them the day before. “I’m just stopping in for a drink, buying some time before going home.”

He tried to convey another meaning to Amelia with his tone of voice. He was just there for his own business, and wasn’t interested in taking things any further than they had already gone. Amelia smiled at him with her flirty, seductive lips, and then sat down on the barstool next to him.

“John, you’ll have to join us,” she said. “One of my girlfriends is getting married, and I insisted that she and her friends come out to Blackthorn for the engagement celebration.”

John wrinkled his forehead at her and shook his head. The bar maid set a beer in front of him, and he took a long sip of it before turning back to Amelia.

“I’m just here for a beer, Amelia,” he said. “I have… Business to take care of. Estate running stuff, Count stuff, that kind of thing.”

Amelia just laughed and grabbed his hand, pulling him over to the group of women as though his objections were amusing to her. There were about seven or eight of them, and they were all attractive, dressed in well to do clothing, and very, very drunk.

“Everyone, this is Count John Ludling! He’s our special guest for tonight!” Amelia laughed and pushed John into the center of the group. He tripped over the leg of a chair as he went forward and practically fell onto one of the women, whose breasts pushed against his chest and under one of his hands as though they were there to break his fall.

“Sorry!” said John. “I’m really not, I’m just here because-“

“Ooooh!” The woman in front of him smiled, fascinated by him, and then kissed him on the cheek. “Do you live up in that big mansion, up on the cliffs?”

“Yes, I uh…” John trailed off as a couple of the women began drunkenly pawing at him. A hand came to a rest on his crotch and began massaging with gentle movements. He glanced at Amelia and saw her smiling from ear to ear.

“I’m going to put some music on the speakers,” she said. “I think a dance party is exactly what you need for your hen night, Jacqueline.”

“Oh, that would be perfect!” One of the women to the side of John giggled, and then all of them broke into laughter. He felt another hand on his cock, and this time his tool was hard enough for the woman to be able to stroke him off a little through his pants.

“Watch out you guys, the Count’s packing!” laughed one of them.

“I really should be getting going…” John started for a gap in between the group, but several of the women rubbed their hands on his chest.

“You can’t leave yet!” the woman behind him whispered in his ear. “I want to dance with you, the dirty kind of dancing.”

John was well aware of just how drunk the women were, and felt like the best thing for him to do, the smart thing, would be to extricate himself from the situation. Unfortunately, one of the women was still rubbing his cock gently, and the feeling was intoxicating, enough to keep his legs parked right where they were.

Loud pop music began to play in the bar. It had filled up a little since John had first arrived, and even though it was still relatively early in the night, the place was surprisingly full. Amelia made her way back over to the group and pushed herself by a couple of the women, pushed herself forward until she was right up against John.

“I only just met John yesterday, but he’s already proven himself to be a strapping young lad.” Amelia spoke in a flirtatious voice, one that caused her friends to break into girlish giggles.

“You are evil, Amelia,” laughed one of them. “You can’t have him all to yourself, though!”

The group moved together, away from the bar and table and towards the clear floor section that had apparently been designated as a dance floor. John moved with them, smiling and beginning to feel a light buzz from the beer.

He was deep in the middle of the sexy women. One of them was keen on grinding her butt into his cock, an action that made his entire body pulse with pleasure. Without really thinking about it, John reached his hands around to the front of her and slid them up her stomach, coming to a rest just underneath her boobs.

“There you go, Mr. Count,” the woman whispered. “You know how to dance dirty, after all.”

John felt a hand reach out and caress his cheek, turning his face to the side. It was Amelia’s, and a moment later he felt her lips on his. She pushed her tongue deep into his mouth, and then pulled back, standing on her tip toes and pushing her cleavage into his face.

“I need to get a keg out of the backroom,” she said. “John, can you help me move it with your big, strong, muscles. You could get the job done, couldn’t you?”

John opened his mouth blankly, not sure of how to respond, or what to say. The woman in front of him was competing for his attention, running one of her hands through his hair and encouraging him to take things further with her.

“I.;. don’t think that would be a good idea,” said John.

“Are you sure?” Amelia pushed up against his side, and moved one of his hands from the woman in front of him onto one of her own boobs. “I’ll make it worth your while.”

A look suddenly came over Amelia’s face, and she jerked back. John looked in the direction of her gaze, and saw Chad on his way into the bar. Amelia smiled reassuringly at him, and then leaned in and gave him a friendly kiss on the cheek.

“What’s this all about then?” asked Chad, as he approached the group of them. “I thought I saw-“

“It’s a girls night out, Chad!” cried Amelia. “You can’t be here.”

The bar owner smiled, and then nodded to John.

“You heard the lady, Count John,” he said. “Let’s go.”

John followed him to the bar, harboring a strange mixture of anger and gratitude towards his new friend. The two of them sat side by side on bar stools, and Chad waved over the bar maid.

“Two shots of whiskey, for me and my friend, if you don’t mind,” he said.

“Of course, Mr. Dorsky.”

Chad clapped John on the back and then gestured to all of the people around him.

“You know John, on Blackthorn Isle, we’re a very close knit community.”

John nodded, feeling a little anxious about what was coming.

“Yeah, I’m really starting to get a sense of that,” he replied.

“Which is why I want you to know that I will always have your back.” The shots of whiskey arrived, and Chad picked up his between two fingers and gestured for John to do the same.

“That’s… good to know,” said John. The two of them clinked the tiny shot glasses together, and he tasted the bitter alcohol as he poured it back. Chad slammed his down hard on the counter once it was empty, and then shuddered slightly.

“I’m sure you’ve taken a look at the old Count’s finances by now, and know what’s what,” he said. “It’s only because of you and your family’s generosity that my tavern is still standing. If you ever need anything, or want anything, just ask me and I’ll let you have it.”

John nodded again, noticing a curious look spreading across the man’s face.

“I uh, appreciate that, Chad,” he said. He glanced over towards the door, and saw that it was dark outside. Realizing what time it was, he stood up from his seat, and reached his hand out to shake the bar owner’s hand.

“I’m serious,” he said. “Anything you want. Just take it.”

John paused, and said nothing for a moment.

“Okay, I’ll keep that in mind. Goodnight, Chad.”

“Goodnight, Count John.”

The darkness outside swallowed John as he stepped into the street. The town was equipped with streetlights, just not enough for them. Somehow, John was glad for it, as though the shadows gave him plausible deniability for what had almost happened. With it, he moved forward, headed for the mansion.


CHAPTER 12

John didn’t catch sight of his follower on the trip back. He felt better, less paranoid and more level headed, but he wasn’t sure if that was from his mind relaxing on its own, or the alcohol.

He got his answer just a short while later. Olivia was vacuuming one of the lobby carpets when he stumbled through the doors, and the look she gave was one of amusement, and slight concern.

“Are you okay, John?” She flicked off the vacuum, and started over to him. John held up his hand and gestured for her not to worry, but she was at his side before he could stop her, gently pulling him to his feet with her warm, silky soft hands.

“Yeah, I’m fine, I just…” He sighed, and realized that he’d have to do a lot of explaining. “I stopped by the Red Thorn Tavern, and had a couple of drinks.”

“Again?” Olivia looked at him as though she couldn’t believe it. “John, you’re only 18! Drinking every night isn’t good for you, not for your body or your appearance as the Count.”

“I know, I know, I’m sorry. There’s more to it than that, though.”

John walked over to the stairs and sat down on them, and Olivia joined him, flattening her maid’s skirt underneath her as she lowered down in a practiced, dutiful manner. She was sitting really close to him, but John tried to ignore it and focus on all of what he needed to tell her.

“Olivia… I think someone was following me today.”

The maid stared at him, mouth falling open slightly, and flickers of fear and anger in her eyes.

“What? That’s insane!” She stood up and quickly jogged over to the polished wood double door. There was a small lock on the wall near the top, and Olivia stood on her tippy toes trying to reach it, pushing her butt out in a way that was accidentally cute, and failing to even come close to getting a finger on it.

“We need to lock the door. John!” She beckoned him over with her hand. “Come on, lift me up!”

John sighed, by decided it was probably best to indulge her. He had felt the same way when he’d noticed his stalker, and the paranoia alone had done a number on him.

“Alright, hold still.” It wasn’t until John was right behind Olivia, and had wrapped his arms around her and lifted, that he realized just how soft, warm, and sexually compelling her body was.

She swatted her hand at the lock, still not coming quite close enough, and then slipped back down, her butt grinding against John’s rapidly hardening cock as she did.

“Oops,” she said. “Usually I grab one of the step ladders to do this. Can you put me up, one more time?”

John nodded, and leaned forward into her. He moved his hands around her abdomen to get a grip, and was tempted, so tempted, by the idea of sneaking a grope of her breasts, but she was his maid, and he didn’t want to make things any weirder than they already were.

“Alright, I got you.” He lifted her up, as high as he could, and this time Olivia switched the lock over to where it needed to be. She let out a jubilant cheer, and twisted in a way that made it impossible for John to keep steady, sending the two of them falling to the ground in a tangled heap.

“Oh, sorry.” Olivia was straddling him, and her breasts were thrust directly into his face. John had a full blown erection, and he could feel it pushing against his pants, into the maid’s soft, warm thighs.

“Don’t be,” said John. He slipped up a little, his cock rubbing along the maid’s body, and his heart pounding out of his chest. “We got the door locked, that’s really all that matters.”

Olivia stood up, and made an attempt at smoothing out her clothes. She turned to John, and snapped back to the topic at hand.

“Anyway, all of the other doors are locked,” she said. “If there really is someone out there that’s after you, they won’t be able to get at you tonight. Your has her key, so she should be all set to get in when she arrives home.”

John looked at Olivia curiously, and scratched his head.

“Wait, my mom still isn’t home?” he asked. “It’s almost 8… that’s a little weird, isn’t it?”

There was a look in Olivia’s eyes as she smiled at him that John had seen before. It was a little secretive, as though she had something that she couldn’t tell him, and enjoyed it a little.

“She said that she was just checking in with the bankers and lawyers, handling the administrative side of the inheritance.” Olivia coughed, and then continued. “She’s probably just out late, trying to get that done.”

John nodded slowly.

“Alright.”

There was a tense, engaging pause. Olivia smiled again, and this time it was secretive in a different way, almost flirty, borderline seductive. Natalie wasn’t there, and it was just the two of them. What could a powerful man, and his attractive maid possibly think of to do to pass the time?

John felt his cock hardening to an iron bar in his pants. Even with what had already happened, he still wasn’t sure if it was right for him to do anything with Olivia, given the strange power dynamic between the two of them. But something about the way she looked at him, and the way she carried herself, made him think that maybe the imbalance it was not quite as slanted as it looked on paper.

“Why don’t you head up to your room for a bit?” asked Olivia, softly. “I set a couple of messages for you from the locals on your desk, and I can bring you up a plate of food in a few minutes, and help you with anything else that you need…”

John paused for a moment, and felt his heart begin to race even faster.

“Okay,” he said. “That sounds good.”

Olivia walked over to him and set her hand on her shoulder. Her touch sent fireworks erupting through John’s body, and all he could do was stare at her. It was so clear from the way that she smiled at him, and the gleam in her eyes, that she was very aware of the effect she was having on him.

She walked towards the kitchen, and John slowly started up the stairs. He was the Count, he reminded himself. It meant that he had a number of new responsibilities, and along with them came new boundaries, and new standards of behavior. Whatever had been going on between him and Olivia, he had to put a stop to it, before it got out of hand and started effecting his judgement.

True to her word, John’s desk was stacked with letters and papers. He cleared his throat as he sat down in his chair, as though getting ready to address a crowd, and then tore one of the envelopes open and took a look at its contents.

Count John,

I bid you a fare welcome to the Isle of Blackthorn, and send my best wishes to you and yours during this time of grief. The old Count was beloved by all, and we hope that you follow in his stead in your dealings on the island.

Sincerely,

Mr. Weston, owner of the Sudston Brewery

The vast majority of the letters were just variations on the same theme as the first one that John had opened. He was taken aback by how formally written they were, as though they all had been time warped in from another century, and again by how many of them there were. It was becoming clear to him that the position of the Count was not quite as ceremonial as he had initially assumed.

“Count John? May I come in?” Olivia’s voice drifted in from the hallway.

“Yes, of course, Olivia,” said John. The door opened, and the maid entered, pushing a small cart with a covered plate on top of it.

“How did you get that up here?” he asked.

“There is a servant’s elevator for transporting things upstairs,” she said. “It connects from the kitchen to the hallways on the second and third floor.”

John nodded, and then reached for his food. Olivia touched his hand as it reached the plate, and smiled at him.

“Before you start eating, I thought maybe I could… take a look at the messages you’ve received?”

John nodded. There was something about the way Olivia spoke and carried herself that made her look and sound extra feminine, like a woman with enough sexuality for two or three. She slowly bent over him at his desk, her breasts dangling in his face, only held back by the fabric of her uniform.

“Hmmm… Yes. Most of these are pretty standard.” As she spoke, Olivia’s hand dropped down to John’s thigh, and began rubbing further up, and further up.

“Olivia…” he said softly.

“Yes?” Her voice was so beautiful, like a church bell chiming out on a Sunday morning, and so dutiful and obedient. John wanted to set things straight, and figure out where the boundaries lie between them in the strange master/servant relationship they shared. But she looked like she already knew, and was trying to show him, explain to him, that there weren’t any.

She took his silence as though it was an instruction of its own, and dropped to her knees, crawling underneath the roomy desk. John felt his slacks being unzipped as his maid began to do for him, again, what she had already done that morning.

Her lips were soft and wet on his cock, and it felt as though he was receiving an immensely pleasurable kiss from an old friend. John felt her tongue curling around the head of it, and heard the cute, tiny sucking noises as she began to work her mouth up and down.

“Oh man…” moaned John. The letters and notes were still in front of him, and it felt a little weird looking at papers full of thank yous and condolences while Olivia sucked him off with soft, blissful precision. She pulled her mouth back for a second, and whispered up to him.

“Count John? Would you like to… lie down with me?”

There was a strange, presumptuous confidence in her voice, as though she knew he was going to say yes. And John was on the verge of saying yes, the word on the very tip of his tongue, as the door opened.

“Hello, sweetie.” Natalie was standing in the hallway, looking into John’s room. “Why was the door locked downstairs?”

John tried to keep his surprise and embarrassment from showing on his face, and felt himself failing. There was no way that his mom could see Olivia, or how his pants were pulled down, not from the angle that she was at, but his cheeks were so flushed, and his breathing so heavy, that he wondered if there were already enough hints to give him away.

“Uh… I had Olivia lock it before,” said John. The same Olivia whose breath was hot on the skin of his cock, and lips were mere inches away from his rock hard member.

“Yeah, I figured, but why?” asked his mom. “And speaking of Olivia, where is she? I want to eat dinner soon.”

John opened his mouth to speak, and felt soft lips brush against the head of his cock. He wasn’t sure if his maid had done it accidentally or intentionally, but the pleasure flooded through his body, all the same.

“I’ll… tell you about it after,” he managed. “I’m looking over some of the letters that I’ve received… as the new Count.”

“Oh? Let me take a look.” She walked over to him, and John felt his heart begin to pound harder, and faster. His cock throbbed, free of any direct stimulation other than Olivia’s warm exhalations, but still right on the verge of going off, from the illicit excitement of what was going on.

“It’s just… pretty much what you would expect,” said John. His mom bent over him, and just like before with Olivia, her breasts hung right where he could do little else but stare at them.

“Hmmm… It’s mostly just small talk. You should get Olivia to write your responses, she’d be glad to do it for you.”

John smiled at his mom, and felt a powerful sexual impulse began to overtake him.

“Yeah… I, I’m sure she would.” With one hand, he reached under the desk and slowly pulled his maid’s head against his cock. Her lips were pursed, but after keeping her in the position for a moment, she opened them and began to suck him off, with John’s mom close enough to reach out and touch her.

“Honey, I want to talk to you after I eat,” said Natalie. “Just you, alone.”

“Yeah, sure, anything, mom.” His breathing became labored as Olivia began to suck faster, intent on getting him off as soon as possible and getting it over with.

“Are you okay, John?” she asked. “You sound a little feverish.”

His mother pulled him into a side hug with one arm, and set the other on his forehead. Olivia sucked faster, and John worried that the barely audible slurping noises might give them away.

“I, I’m fine, mom,” John was beyond fine. A strange shame took hold of him as he realized that the intense sexual pleasure he was getting from the hidden blowjob was only amplified by his mother’s warm touch, and her soft body leaning against him. Olivia ran her lips up and down, up and down, faster and faster, until John couldn’t hold out any longer.

“I love you, sweetie,” said Natalie. John leaned closer against her suddenly, right as his cock began to explode cum into Olivia’s mouth. Pleasure shot through him like a torpedo in the ocean, and he buried his head against his mom’s chest.

“I… I love you too, mom,” he said. Natalie looked at him strangely, and then kissed him on the head and stepped away.

“I’m going to find Olivia and get some food,” she said. “Come find me once you’re done eating.”

“O-okay,” said John. “I will.”

The orgasm had taken an almost physical toll on John, and when his mom had left the room and shut the door behind her, all he wanted to do was collapse forward onto the desk. But there was Olivia, he remembered.

The maid forcefully pushed the chair back and slipped out from under the desk, fixing her clothes and wiping a dribble of cum from her chin. She glared at John, and then slapped him across the face, hard.

All he could do was watch as she stormed out of the room without a glance back at him, stunned by the blow. It took him a minute to realize just how terrible what he had done must have been for her. It was different from enjoying her touch, enjoying what she offered him, when it was on her terms. Lines did exist between the two of them, and John had just crossed one.


CHAPTER 13

John spent a couple of silent, shameful minutes eating his dinner, his face still smarting from Olivia’s blow. There was a part of himself, dark and a little cruel, that he didn’t want to face. Becoming Count had presented him with too many opportunities to act in a way that was unbecoming of the regular 18 year old he’d been just a few weeks prior.

After he finished, he pushed the cart outside his room and down the hallway. The mansion was silent, and John wondered if Olivia had gone home, and then if she even had a home other than the Ludling Estate to go to. The thought made him feel even more ashamed of what he’d done, and he tried to shake it from his mind.

The servant’s elevator was right where Olivia had told him it would be. John pushed the cart up to it, and thought about sending it down on the tiny little machine. He thought better of it, embarrassed by the possibility of Olivia being disturbed in the kitchen, and forced to clean the plate of the man who had just…

“Sweetie, perfect timing,” said Natalie. “I just finished eating.”

She was walking down the hall towards him, wearing a black skirt with a black sweater. They were mourning clothes, John realized.

“Yeah, so did I,” said John. “I was just-“

“Oh, just have Olivia handle it after,” she said. “Something had made her pretty upset when I saw her earlier.”

John didn’t say anything. His mom’s words hadn’t been accusatory, but he was guilty, and knew that it was written all over his face. He waited for her to continue.

“Anyway, I need to talk to you about some things,” she said. “Come on, we need to go somewhere private.”

She took him by the hand and pulled him down the third floor hallway, her high heels clacking on the floor with each step. Her hand was soft, and she had her hair down. John realized, absurdly, that the sensation of being pulled forward by her like this made him feel a little excited, as though anything could happen. He pushed a couple of sick ideas out of his mind and reminded himself that she was his mother.

“We’re aren’t going to talk in your room?” asked John, as they passed by the door of it. Natalie shook her head, and then pulled him in close to her, close enough for him to smell her perfume and feel her sensual body heat.

“I have to talk to you about something that nobody else can know about,” she whispered slowly. “John… it might not be safe for us to talk freely inside the mansion. I… I’m not sure, but we need to be as careful as we can be.”

John felt a chill run down his spine. He nodded, and continued following after his mom as she led him over to the stairs and up to the roof.

The full moon was high in the sky, lighting the night with ghostly intensity. Natalie walked over to the helicopter pad, flicking her hair up and out of her sweater, and looking seductively beautiful.

“John, I checked in with my contacts on the island, today,” she said.

“That’s what Olivia told me. You know, I can help with that stuff if you’re feeling overwhelmed. I am the Count now, I should starts making more of an appearance of being involved in the island’s community.”

“No John, you shouldn’t.” His mom walked over to him and grabbed him by the shoulders. She brought her face in close to his, a closeness that people other than lovers rarely share.

“John, we need to leave this island as soon as we possibly can.” Her eyes were serious, but also filled with love, and the same need to care and protect that all dutiful parents have.

John wrinkled his brow, and shook his head slightly.

“Mom, we can’t,” he said. “I… life here is good. And the people of this island need a Count. There is so much that I can do for the people here, all the money I inherited is just going to sit around, otherwise.”

Natalie pulled him into a tight hug against her. John could feel her body through her clothes, so supple, and full of perfect, illicit curves. He felt his cock getting a little excited, and tried to force thoughts of what had happened the night before out of his mind.

“My father may have been killed, John,” whispered Natalie.

“…What?” John pulled back from her a little, and his mom leveled a serious stare at him, setting one of her hands on his chest.

“All of the people who worked closely with him, and the few friends that he had, they all said that he was in perfect health, right up until the day he died.” Natalie ran a hand through her hair. “He died of a heart attack, but no autopsy was ever performed. Nobody thought there was any need, and conveniently, he was cremated and buried within a week.”

“Mom…” said John. “I, I’m so sorry.”

“Don’t be sorry, I didn’t love him,” said Natalie. “But John… I love you. And I want you to listen to me. I know I said that I’d stand by your decision if you really wanted to be on Blackthorn, but if it isn’t safe here, if the only way that I can protect you is to convince you to leave, then...”

His mom slowly led him over to the side wall of the roof, where a couple of lawn chairs were set up. She sat down in one and let him take the other, the cold plastic frame sending chills through his body as it touched the exposed skin of his arms.

“Honey… I’ll do whatever it takes,” whispered Natalie. “For you. For us.”

She leaned forward over him and ran her hands through John’s hair, pushing his head up into her bosom. John wanted to bury his face into her breasts, but forced his body into restraint, even as his cock was hardening in his pants.

The two of them locked eyes, the moonlight reflecting off of them. Natalie kissed John softly on the cheek, and then ran one of her hands down his chest, and to his thigh.

“Mom…” John felt so much conflict welling up inside of him, but his mother’s touch was like sexual fire on his body, even through his clothes. Natalie smiled at him, rubbing his knee and lower thigh for a moment, and he wondered if she knew just how hard she was making him.

Slowly, with a slight hesitation, she began to inch her hand further and further up his leg. Finally, it was right at the edge of touching his bulge, and Natalie nudged the tips of her fingers onto it, testing out the boundaries of the taboo like a woman dipping her toes into a cold lake.

John was ready and eager, or at least his body was. His mind was making connections, reminding him of what had happened with Olivia, and cheating with the bar owner’s wife. And now it was his own mother, even if through no fault of his own, that was going to feed the needs of his dark side.

His mom let her palm come down on his stiff erection, and John had to stifle a moan. She smiled at him, and began rubbing it up and down, all along the shaft.

“Does that feel good, sweetie?” she whispered. “I’ll help you, just like I did before. You liked it so much last time, didn’t you?”

John nodded, and tried to not feel ashamed and embarrassed as his mom unzipped his slacks and pulled his cock out through his boxers. Her hand was hot and soft, and each fingertip sent pleasure pulsing through his body.

“Oh god, mom,” he moaned.

“Shhh… Don’t say anything, honey,” whispered his mom. “I just love you so much, honey. I’m doing this out of love, for you, because I know how much you need it.”

She let her hand wrap around his cock and began softly pumping it, up and down. John stared at his mother, gorgeous in the light of the moon, crouched down in front of him, jerking him off. He could see the outline of her breasts in her sweater, and found himself wanting so much more.

For a second, it looked as though Natalie was going to indulge him. She brought her face in close to his cock, still stroking it with light movements, pleasuring him with her gentle, illicit touch. He felt her breath tickling the head of his member, which was dripping with sticky pre-cum, and wanted to feel even more.

“That’s it, baby,” said his mom. “I want you to just relax. Pretend that it’s not me doing it. Pretend that it’s not your mom.”

John wanted to shake his head and scream about how it was impossible. He wasn’t sure if he even wanted to pretend it was someone else. On the inside, he felt terrible and guilty, but his physical, flesh and blood body was writhing with pleasure, beyond anything he’d known before.

This was the power she had over him. John felt his hips moving in time with his mom’s jerking, following her hand as though it was giving him orders. He wanted to cum, needed to cum, and would go right along with however she wanted to lead him into doing it.

“Many of the girls in the town are already smitten with you,” whispered Natalie. “But none of them will ever love you like I do, or care about you like I do, John.”

Natalie began to pump faster, as though to accentuate her point. It felt so incredibly, terribly good, and John wanted to yell out, yell for his mom. He wanted to grab her, and hug her. He wanted to take their hugs further, and bring them into a place that was so off the regular tracks of where a mother and son should be going that the two of them would die of shame.

He was a child again at her touch, but one with distinctly adult cravings and desires. John felt like his mom was giving him a hand job in the same way that she’d taken care of him when he’d been sick as a kid, or helped him with his homework. But this was an act far outside the realm of either of those things, even though the same love was behind it. This felt different, totally different, and so much more intense.

John began pushing his hips up faster, and faster, still right in time with her strokes. He could feel the pressure building up in his crotch, and knew that he couldn’t hold out for much longer. Natalie slipped a hand up his shirt and gently rubbed his chest.

“Yeah, that’s it, John,” whispered his mom. “Go ahead. Let it all out.”

It was more than John could take. With a groan, he pushed his hips forward and felt his cock begin to explode with cum. This time, his mom’s face was too close for her to get out of the way completely. The first spurt just barely flicked across the edge of her cheek, while the rest splashed harmlessly onto her sweater. Natalie had a tiny smile on her face, that nobody other than John would have ever been able to notice.

He was still breathing heavy and recovering from the orgasm when he saw her. To the side of the mansion, down in a patch of trees, with a perfect, unobstructed view of him and his mom, was the woman who had been stalking him for most of the day. In her hands was something that looked a lot like a camera.

“No!” John leapt out of his chair, pushing his mom back slightly.

“What is it John?”

He was already halfway across the roof, pulling his pants up as he went. There was a fire escape ladder that went down the side of the building, and John pulled himself over the edge of the roof and slipped down it with the kind of reckless speed that only shows itself in emergencies.

“John!” Natalie yelled after him, bewildered and frightened at her son’s sudden behavior.

“She saw us!” John yelled back. “I, I have to stop her.”

By the time he’d made his way to the trees, the woman was long gone. John felt his heart sink in his chest, all the way down to his stomach, and form a pit there. Disgusting feelings washed over him, guilt, shame, embarrassment, and a body consuming fear.

The woman had taken photos, or possibly even filmed the two of them. There was evidence of what he and his mom had done, and he didn’t even know so much as the name of the person who had it.

“Sweetie, what happened?” Natalie had followed him down the ladder, and was gently tugging on his arm. John felt like burying his face into her shoulder, but resisted the impulse.

“Mom…” he said slowly. “We can’t leave the island. I have to find that woman, before she…”

Natalie looked at him with a mother’s eyes, and then rubbed her hand across one of his cheeks.

“We’ll figure it out, honey,” she said. “Don’t worry. Everything will be okay.”


CHAPTER 14

John was not in a bed when he woke up, still dressed in his clothes from the night before. He was in the mansion’s computer room, slumped forward across one of the keyboards of the many machines it contained.

The night before had been filled with panic in the place of sleep. The computer monitor in front of him had the town’s tourism website pulled up, along with a number of random Facebook profiles of Blackthorn residents. None of it had led anywhere, and he hadn’t expected it to. John had just needed to do something, anything, to make him feel as though he had control over the situation.

But he didn’t, and it didn’t look like there was any obvious way for him to be. The mystery woman, his personal stalker, had seen what happened on the roof the night before. She’d gotten evidence him in the midst of giving into his forbidden desires, and now it was a problem that he had to deal with.

The situation was a scandal waiting to happen, like a powder keg with a lit fuse, just moments from going off. He was the Count, and his illicit secrets would become a media circus if they were ever given the chance to get out. John felt like he would be lucky if the story only ended up on the front page of the local paper and didn’t go national.

“Count John?” Olivia’s voice called from upstairs, followed by a knock on his currently empty bedchamber. John stood up from the computer, feeling his bones creak and the blood rush down into his sleeping feet. He hobbled out into the hallway, and then up the stairs.

“Down here, Olivia,” he said. “I had… business to take care of, in the computer room.”

She turned to face him, and the forced, polite smile on her face told John everything he needed to know. Their strange relationship was just as complicated and confusing as anything else in his life. After what had happened the day before, he was a little surprised that she was even talking to him.

“It’s almost eight o’clock,” said Olivia. “You need to be getting ready for school.”

Her voice was level and steady, laden with the type of professional politeness that takes years to develop. John wanted her to yell at him or at the very least hold him accountable. Instead, it was as though she had decided to pretend that it had never happened.

“Olivia, there’s no way I can go today,” said John, shaking his head. “I… I have to…”

He fumbled for an excuse, but it felt as though his mind was reluctant to give him one. The last thing that could possibly work was the truth. Things between him and Olivia were a still mess, and he also had to think about protecting his adoptive mom and how the maid would react if she knew what was really going on.

“You are not above normal expectations, Count John.” Her voice was just as neutral and unassuming as it had been before, but John could pick up on her meaning well enough. She was mad at him, mad that he had treated her like a woman there solely for his pleasure, and mad that she couldn’t express her feelings to him honestly without fear or repercussions.

“Olivia, I’m sorry,” said John. “But I can’t go to school today. I uh, I have to help my mom with something important.”

“Lady Natalie left for the pool at the Blackthorn Fitness Center just before you awoke,” said Olivia. “Whatever it is, I’m sure it can wait until after your studies.”

John opened his mouth only to find that he was past the point of having any convincing objections left to offer. Olivia was looking at him with her head slightly bowed, and it only reminded him of what he’d done to her, and the shame he’d felt after she’d slapped him. He sighed, and then nodded.

“Alright, Olivia,” he said. “You win.”

The young maid turned away from without another glance.

“I’ll be waiting out in the yard,” she said. “I’ve prepared you breakfast in the dining room, and clothes have been laid out in the hamper outside of your door. We don’t have a lot of time, so please be quick about it.”

John rushed upstairs and into his private bathroom. His clothes felt stale and sticky, and taking them off felt like he was shedding a bit of the weight of his problems along with them. He played around with the shower water until it was just the right temperature, and then climbed on in.

Surprisingly, his thoughts turned not to his problems and what he’d need to do in order to face them, but his predecessor, Marcus van Ludling. He’d only seen a couple of photos of the man around the mansion, and heard tidbits of what the townspeople had to say about him.

He wondered about what his grandfather would say or think if he could see him now. The thought was actually a discouraging one, especially when he began to consider all of the strange affairs he was caught up in, and the carefree way he was approaching his new responsibilities as Count.

Strangely, the old man’s face was vivid in his head as he showered, and he saw a smile on it.  There was no disapproval in his eyes. It was as though the old Count was talking to him from beyond the grave, and reassuring him. John found himself wishing that he had known him better in life, or even at all.

“Count Ludling, you need to hurry!” shouted Olivia from downstairs. “We don’t have time to waste.”

“I know, I’m coming.”

John dried himself off and changed in a rapid series of uncoordinated movements, almost tripping to the floor as he rushed to pull on his underwear and pants. He rushed downstairs, and only just had enough time to grab the sausage and egg sandwich that Olivia had dutifully put her emotions aside to make for him as he made his way to the door.

The car was parked in the driveway, already running. Olivia was standing beside the driver’s door and climbed in when she saw him. John jogged over in got into the passenger’s seat, and then was a little taken aback by how quickly the maid shot the sedan down the road.

Olivia didn’t say anything to him, and John began to feel uncomfortable and awkward, searching his mind for something, anything that he could toss out to break the tension. Nothing came to mind, and he hated himself for having created the situation in which the two of them were now trapped in. The silence continued all the way up to the moment when the maid pulled the car over in front of the one-room schoolhouse.

“I have housekeeping duties to attend to, so you’ll have to walk home after.” Olivia didn’t speak directly to him, but rather, into the windshield. For the first time that morning, John could hear a little bit of emotion in her voice. There was a tremor of pain in it, as though she was struggling under the same tension and frustrated distance that he felt so plagued by.

“Thank you, Olivia,” said John. “I want to talk with you… when I get back.”

She didn’t reply. John felt like he was taking the coward’s way out, pushing the difficult task of making amends and reconnecting with her off into the distance. He waited for a second that felt like it lasted an eternity, and then climbed out of the car, shutting the door behind him with a firmness that was forced rather than felt.

Olivia drove off, and John tried to focus his mind on the task at hand. He wanted to immediately set out and begin the search, but first, he needed to deal with his teacher, Ms. Willis, a formidable foe in her own right.

He knew that if he left without checking in with her, as a responsible, intelligent woman, her first reaction would be to call the Ludling Estate. That would result in Olivia finding out that he had ditched for the day, and only compound her frustration with him. Instead, John put on his most formal air and walked down the hallway to the classroom with a confidence that required every ounce of his being to sustain.

“John,” Ms. Willis turned from the blackboard to the door as he entered, as did Kari. “You’re late.”

“I’m sorry Ms. Willis, I’m not going to be able to sit in for my lesson today. There are some pressing issues that I must attend to as the new Count. Perhaps I can schedule a private lesson to get caught up over the weekend?”

John’s tone of voice was nuanced, professional, and laden with a deep respect for his teacher. He could tell from the look on her face that it had worked. The same couldn’t be said for Kari van Katho, who smiled at him with a teenage knowledge that saw through his ruse with a natural ease.

“Oh, come on, John,” said Kari. “Count business? Is that the best you could come up with?”

John glared at her, more out of necessity than anger. She was smart, sexy, the same age as him, and so many other things that he found attractive, but he found himself hoping that she’d also be intuitive and tactful enough to get the message he was trying to give her with his gaze.

She apparently was.

“Kari, John has a lot on his shoulders at the moment,” said Ms. Willis. “Broad as they may be, I get the feeling he might be a little overwhelmed having to contend with school at the same time.”

She walked over to him and set a hand on one of his aforementioned broad shoulders and smiled at him. There was kindness in her expression, along with something else, something that made John’s heart speed up and his lower half fill with excitement.

“I will drop in this weekend for a private lesson, John,” said Ms. Willis. “First thing tomorrow morning. And I expect to see you on Monday, absolutely no excuses to the contrary.”

John nodded slowly, meeting the older woman’s gaze and feeling a strange, forbidden heat fill the space in between them.

“Of course, Ms. Willis,” said John. “Anything you need.”

She licked her lips and then walked back over to the blackboard. This time, it was Kari who was glaring at the two of them as he made his way back towards the door. John understood the message, loud and clear. She was there in the classroom, and he was leaving. On the surface, it was blatantly unfair.

But John didn’t have time to make it better, or explain why it had to be. The evidence from the night before was out there, somewhere in the world, and it was up to him to find it before it was too late.


CHAPTER 15

John headed deeper into the town, thinking with intent, desperate focus about the best way to proceed. He still had no clue where to start, not a single real idea to work from. He’d known the woman by her face alone. It felt like it was impossible to track someone down based off so little, and when he found her, he’d still have to figure out a way to get her to give up the evidence.

He had his cell phone in his pocket, and it suddenly dawned on him that there was one other person who could help him out. His mom had been there with him, been the entire reason that he had to begin his search in the first place. He ignored the memory of what had happened, and focused instead on what he needed to do in order to fix it.

“Hello?” Natalie didn’t answer until the phone had been ringing for a while, and her voice echoed around wherever she was in the background.

“Hey mom,” said John. “I’m trying to sort out what’s going on with what happened last night.”

“John, I told you not to worry about that.” His mom’s tone was reassuring and a little dismissive. “Besides, you’re supposed to be in school.”

John sighed, and tried to keep his frustration in check.

“If I don’t get this figured out, I’ll never be able to go to school again,” he said. “Mom, this will destroy us! I’m the Count, and well…”

He paused and looked around the area as he walked down the sidewalk.

“What happened last night… nobody can know about it.”

There was silence at the other end for a moment, and then John heard his mom clear her throat in a manner that was both cute and a little awkward.

“Alright, fine,” she said. “I’m at the swimming pool in the Blackthorn Fitness Center right now. Come join me for a swim and we can talk some more.”

John shook his head, a useless gesture over the phone.

“Mom, I don’t have my swimsuit with me,” he said. “Besides, this is a pressing issue. I can’t-“

“I won’t take no for an answer,” said Natalie. “I brought one for you in my bag. I got a feeling that you might be joining me sometime today.”

“… Alright.” With a word, John relented. He didn’t want to, but he had no other leads to go on. His mother knew Blackthorn better than he did, and her hunches would be worth following through on.

It took him about ten minutes of walking to get there. He stopped to ask for directions outside of the grocery store and discovered that the Blackthorn Fitness Center was on the far edge of town, in the opposite direction of Ludling Mansion.

It was a large building, made of cement and heavy brick. It was only two floors high, but it extended a fair way out to the back and sides. There were a number of cars parked in the lot outside, more than John would have expected.

He made his way up the front stairs and inside, and was greeted by a very cute, very bored looking girl behind the front desk. She was reading a magazine and didn’t look up as he approached.

“Hi there,” said John. “I’m looking to get a day pass to go swimming. I think my mom is a member here.”

“The day pass fee for nonmembers is fifteen…” The girl looked up and trailed off in surprise, her eyes blinking as though she couldn’t believe what she was seeing. “Dollars. Do you, uh, do you have a swimsuit?”

“What is it?” asked John. The girl smiled politely and then pointed over to a newspaper on the desk. His mouth did an imitation of hers when he saw it, falling open in surprise.

The headline read “THE NEW YOUNG COUNT LUDLING”. With it, was a photo of him standing up on the cliff, taken the day before. John felt a strange mix of emotions as his mind began to put things together.

His stalker had taken that photo. His stalker worked for the newspaper. John wanted to throw up. It was worse than he could have imagined. He reached for the newspaper, intent on tearing it up, and then stopped himself, forcing his anger back under control.

“I think it’s a nice photo,” said the girl. “You look totally hot in it.”

“Uh… Thanks, I guess?” John took a deep breath, and then pulled out his wallet and paid her the money.

“The locker rooms are over that way,” said the girl, smiling and pointing to a hallway behind her. “There is a door in the back that leads to the pool. Let me know if there is anything that you need…”

She slid her hand over his as she said the last few words, but John was too focused on what needed to be done to react or care. He hurried down the hallway and into the locker room, feeling as though he was running out of time.

His mom had sent him a text letting him know that she’d left his swimsuit in locker 658. John found it and quickly changed into it. The suit wasn’t one of his and looked a little old fashioned, clinging more tightly to his skin than he would have liked and showing an outline of his package. He realized with a bit of a start that it probably had belonged to the old Count.

When John walked out into the main pool area, what he saw made him stop dead in his tracks. His mom was lying on a lounge chair, reading a magazine, waiting for him. There were about a half dozen men in the room, and every single one of them was either blatantly checking her out or at the very least stealing glances in her direction.

And John could see exactly why. She was wearing a tiny blue bikini, one that barely managed to contain her big breasts and perfect butt underneath sheer scraps of fabric and thin strings. The material of her suit was so insubstantial that it looked like it would have fit more appropriately as lingerie than as swimwear.

John felt his mouth drop open and tried to contain himself as he walked over to her, the blood rushing straight to his cock. It was hard for him to think of anything but her body in the moment, not about where he was or the fact that she was his mother.

“Mom.” John came to a stop right in front of her, his cock half erect and poking out against his swimsuit in an embarrassing manner. “What in god’s name are you wearing?”

Natalie smiled at him, set her magazine aside, and then stood up. She presented herself as though she was a model standing in front of a beauty pageant judge, complete with a broad, oblivious smile.

“Do you like it? It’s one of my old bikinis from when I was in high school!” His mom slowly turned in a circle, running her hands along her body as though inspecting herself. “It’s a little small for me, but this used to be my favorite one back when I was 17.”

John could feel the eyes of all of the men in the room on the two of them. He found himself feeling strangely protective of his mom and almost wanted to usher her off to the locker room, force her to change back into her regular clothes, but he knew that she wouldn’t listen to him.

On top of that, a small part of him felt just like all of the other guys ogling her did and wanted to just stare. He wanted to watch her move, watch the water run down her perfect curves and burn the image of her bodacious cleavage into his mind forever.

“Mom…” John tried to remember why he had come to the pool in the first place. “I uh, I think we should talk in private.”

“Nonsense, honey!” Natalie smiled and stepped closer to him. “You just got here! Let’s get in the water and do some swimming.”

John opened his mouth to object, but before he could his mom had wrapped him into a tight, soft hug. He could feel so much of her flesh against his body, even the shape of her nipples through the thin fabric of the bikini, and it drove him wild with emotions that he didn’t understand enough to be properly ashamed of.

“I’m going to throw you in if you won’t go willingly!” Suddenly, Natalie was wrestling him towards the pool. Her breasts rubbed against him, and John felt one of her thighs push into his cock as she grabbed his arms and tried to twist him into the water. He let out a small, involuntary laugh and began fighting back, very aware of how close his mom was to twisting out of her bikini top.

She let go, relenting for a moment so she could lean over and splash water from the pool onto him. John let her, his eyes focused on nothing other than the beautiful bouncing of her boobs. The water was cold, but not as cold as he’d expected, and a second later, Natalie had slipped into it.

“Catch me, John!” she yelled.

He was making his way over to the ladder to slip easily down into the pool when a couple of guys that looked to be in their mid-twenties started splashing her.

“Hey can we play too?” asked one of them. John could tell from the looks on their faces exactly what they had in mind.

“It’s a two person game, sorry!” he replied.

“John, that’s ridiculous,” said Natalie. “Of course you can play!”

John glared at them as he entered the water, and swam over as quickly as he could. The game, if it could be called that, was simple. They were splashing his mom, and swimming as close to her as they could, trying to grab onto her and get her to “give up” to score points.

John found that he had to play defense as much as offense. One of the guys was a little shorter than him, but with quick swimming abilities. He put them to good use, sneaking up behind John’s mom and surfacing near her. John took one look at his crotch and saw that he was hard as a rock. The next thing he knew, the guy had closed in on her, grabbing her around the waist, grinding himself into her.

“Ooh, I’ll never give up!” yelled his mom. One of the guy’s hands began to drift up to her breast, and John breathed a sigh of relief as she slapped it away.

“I, I’ll wrestle you under!” yelled the man unconvincingly. He pushed his crotch forward into Natalie’s butt, and John saw the look on her face shift. She slipped out of his grasp, dove underwater, and then resurfaced right in front of him.

“Not so fast, mom!” yelled John. He lunged forward at her and pulled her into a bear hug. Natalie laughed and leaned back, her legs opening and wrapping around him. John managed to hook his arms around her shoulders, trapping her in place against him as she laughed and shimmied from side to side.

His mom’s crotch was pushed up against his cock, pinning it against his groin and flooding it with pleasure. Natalie was laughing, but all John could do was stare at her boobs as they hung forward and bounced in front of him. It was as though he was getting a private lap dance from a laughing, somewhat unwilling stripper, except that stripper… was his mom.

Strangely, John heard splashing from over in the corner of the pool. Most of the people had left since he’d gotten there, and it was now only him, his mom, and the shorter man in the pool. John glanced over at the noise and did a double take at what he saw.

The man was leaning against the side wall, one of his hands moving slowly back and forth inside of his swimsuit. John realized that he was masturbating and felt a strange mixture of disgust and arousal. The man was pleasuring himself to the sight of John’s gorgeous mom, and somehow, he couldn’t fault him for it.

Natalie kicked away from John, laughing. He turned towards her and saw that one of the cups of her bikini had almost come loose, her boob pushing at an angle that suggested that one of her nipples was about to pop out. She glanced at John and the other man, as though daring them both to come get her.

John shot the man a look that told him exactly what was going to happen. She was his mother, and hot as she was, he wasn’t going to allow a teenage pervert in the midst of getting off to close in on her, to touch her body. He saw a kind of shame in the man’s face that was strangely familiar to him, and then John pushed off the pool wall and closed the distance to his mom.

“Not this time, John!” said Natalie. She turned away from him to swim away a moment too late. John grabbed his mom by the waist and pulled her into him, his cock sliding into a perfect equilibrium in between her bikini bottom covered buttocks.

It felt amazing. His mom was laughing and trying her best to swim away, an action that only made her vibrate and grind against his cock with even more inappropriate movements. John was free to slowly run his hands up her half naked body, which he couldn’t stop himself from doing, not even as his finger grazed across the bottoms of her breasts.

“Whoa there,” said Natalie. She stopped struggling for a moment, John’s meandering touch having flipped a sensitive, erotic switch inside of her. John could see out of the corner of his eye that the man in the corner was pumping his cock faster, and faster.

“You aren’t getting away this time, mom.” John let his palms cup her boobs as he said the last word and began blatantly dry humping her, fighting his own shame as he enjoyed the forbidden pleasure racing through his crotch.

“Oh no!” yelled his mom. “I, I won’t let you catch me!”

Contrary to her words, John continued for another few seconds, rubbing his cock against his mom’s butt and thighs and aching to do more. He heard an embarrassed grunt from over where the short guy was, and Natalie finally twisted away. She swam over to the side of the pool and pulled herself up onto the edge, and John felt sanity, and shame, come back to him in a wave.

“That was fun, but I think we should take a break.” His mom said the words gently, with an embarrassed tone of understanding that made John’s cheeks flush with red.

“Uh, yeah,” he said. “You’re right, we should.”

Compared to him, the other guy looked as though he was about to die of guilt. He slinked around the far wall of the pool, towards the locker rooms, and John shot him a knowing smile. He understood just how hot his mom was, and couldn’t blame anyone for anything when it came to her.

John pulled himself out of the pool and walked over to his mom, who was adjusting her bikini and smiling. She sat down on one of the lounge chairs, crossed her legs, and patted the seat behind her, which John lowered himself down into.

“Now,” she said. “What was it that you wanted to talk to me about?”

John swallowed silently and collected his thoughts.

“The photo, mom,” he whispered. “From last night. On the roof.”

He watched as she blushed a little, and then shook her head.

“Sweetie, I was just… helping you out.” She put her hand down on his thigh as he spoke, which was torture to John’s still erect cock.

“If people see a photo of us…” He trailed off, not sure what words to use. “Well, if they see it, they might think differently. I need to track this stalker down.”

Natalie nodded solemnly and then thought for a moment.

“There is a private investigator on the island, you know,” she said. “One of my old friends mentioned it to me yesterday when I was looking into how my father… what happened to him.”

“That’s perfect!” John gave her a quick hug, her breasts pushing against him and threatening to ignite his illicit lust all over again. “What’s his name?”

“It’s actually a woman, John,” said his mom. “Her name is Alison Orton. She has an office on the east side of town, on top of the hill.”

“Perfect, that’s perfect!” John stood up and started towards the locker room. Before he could take more than a step or two, Natalie grabbed his hand.

“John… Be careful,” she said. “Don’t… say anything, beyond what you need to. Nothing happened last night up on the roof, nothing for the private investigator or anyone else to be concerned about.”

The look in her eyes was full of motherly love, and for some reason, it turned John on. He nodded slowly and then continued on his way as she let his hand drop.

“I will, mom,” he said. “See you tonight.”


CHAPTER 16

John dried off and changed back into his clothes quickly, and headed out of the fitness center. It was a bit of a walk to the address that his mom had given him, and he hurried along as quickly as he could.

The sky had shifted, and it was now overcast, and bleak. John could taste something in the air that was new to him, and he wondered if it was a preemptive marker of an ocean storm. The wind was picking up as well, to the point where he had to adjust his footing or be knocked slightly off balance with each step.

The hill that his mom had been talking about was high, but not nearly as high as the cliffs that led up to Ludling Mansion. A couple of buildings sat on the slope of it and at the top, but John saw the one she had been talking about.

It was small, with an outer paint job and décor that differentiated it from a family home. It could have just as easily have been the office of a lawyer or accountant, but the sign out front said “Alison Orton, Private Investigator” in neat, black letters.

John walked over to the front door, smoothed the lightly wrinkled gray shirt he had on out, and then gently knocked on it three times.

“Come in,” called a confident female voice.

John opened the door and slipped in through it. There was a bathroom to his left, a closed door with a single window that looked like storage to his right, and the main office room straight ahead of him. He walked forward into it and immediately did a double take.

The woman sitting behind the desk facing him was Alison Orton, and he recognized her instantly as the woman who had followed him for most of the day before. John felt his muscles tense up, and his eyes narrowed into a glare. Comparatively, the woman just smiled at him and gestured to a chair in front of him.

“Count Ludling, what a surprise to see you here,” she said. “Why don’t you take a seat over there?”

“What… the fuck?” It took all of John’s restraint not to throw himself at the woman, to demand that she tell him where her camera was. “What’s going on here?”

Alison Orton continued smiling at him, blinking slower than anyone John had ever seen before. She was an attractive woman, skinny and athletic looking, with medium length hair pulled back into a ponytail. She was wearing jeans and a white blouse, and a black, medium length overcoat was hanging from a hook behind her.

“John, relax,” she said. “There are some things I can tell you, and some things that I can’t. If you’d just have a seat, we can talk it out.”

John felt deeply suspicious of the woman. Every confrontation similar to this that he’d seen in action movies or video games always ended with either violence or a long chase scene. Adrenaline was pumping through his veins, and his reason for being there bounced around in his head like an ancient prophecy.

“Fine,” he said, after taking several long seconds to consider his options. He sat down, and then favored the woman with a cool look. “Start talking.”

“Well, you probably know most of what I have to tell you,” she said. “My name is Alison Orton. I’m the only real private investigator on Blackthorn Isle. I doubt this really merits explaining, but that means that people pay me money, and I check into people for them.”

“Check into people?” John resisted the urge to slam his fist down on his desk. “You spent all of yesterday stalking me. I thought… well, let’s just say that it’s not nearly as innocent as you’re making it out to be. Not from my perspective.”

“Oh, come now, I wasn’t trying to scare you!” The PI leaned back in her chair and kicked her feet up on her desk It was a distinctly boyish gesture that was only feminized by the way her blouse was unbuttoned slightly at the top, revealing a tantalizing glimpse of cleavage.

John waited for her to continue, and when it became clear that she didn’t intend to, he began cracking his knuckles and glancing around the room.

“Are you going to get to the point, now?” he asked. “You know what I need to know.”

“I’m a private investigator, John,” she said. “There is a certain level of professional courtesy that comes with that. Note the word private in the name.”

John laughed angrily and then pointed to the newspaper that she had on a table in the corner. It was the same one that he had seen the girl behind the front desk reading at the fitness center, with a picture of him climbing the cliffs on the front page.

“That doesn’t seem very private, Ms. Orton.” There was a certain level of derision that John couldn’t help but let spill over into his voice. “If anything, I can’t imagine a photo like that was taken by anything other than a glorified paparazzi.”

That did manage to get a reaction out of her. She closed her eyes and grimaced, as though the words had stung her physically, and then flicked her head back up at John.

“I take a lot of photos, John,” she said. “Some of them are much, much more interesting than that one.”

John’s heart began to knock against the front of his ribcage. She was playing a dangerous game, and he had no choice other than to play it with her, defending his own goal and those of the people he loved.

“What is it then, blackmail? What do you want from me?”

A curious look came over Alison Orton’s eyes, as though she was considering the proposition. John’s curiosity was eating him alive. She had been there the night before, but what had she seen? How much of it was captured by her camera? It was like playing a game of poker against a player who could be pushing him all in on a bluff.

After a moment, Alison Orton shook her head and shot him a resigned smile.

“I don’t want anything from you, John,” she said softly. “The person who hired me, on the other hand.”

It finally became too much for John to keep his anger contained. He slapped both of his hands down on the polished, word desk, hard. The sound was loud, and the action caused his palms to sting, but Alison Orton didn’t even flinch.

“Who hired you?” John all but shouted the words, his voice remaining conversational in volume only. “Ms. Orton, I need to know.”

The private investigator opened her mouth and held up one hand. John was surprised. It looked as though she really wanted to tell him, but something, her professional ethics, most probably, was holding her back.

“John, I’m sorry, I really am,” she said. “Count Ludling, I mean. I’m a professional, I work for money, and I do whatever a client asks of me, to a word.”

John didn’t say anything for a moment. His mind was racing, and suddenly he knew exactly what he needed to do.

“Then consider yourself hired.” He leaned back in his chair and smiled at Alison Orton with friendly ease.

“What?” she asked, with a surprised laugh.

“You’re a mercenary, you’ve made it very clear that you’ll do whatever a client pays you to do. I need a private investigator like that in my life right now.”

Alison Orton shook her head. She looked dumbfounded, as though this was the last thing she’d expected from him.

“Count Ludling, you must understand that it’s not something that I can do,” she said. “There is a conflict of interest, here. I can’t tell you anything about another one of my clients.”

“And if I hire you, then you can’t tell them anything about me, either?”

The private investigator shook her head.

“It’s not that simple, I’ve already…” She blushed, as though it was embarrassing for her to admit directly. “I’ve already started investigating you. I have to tell them what I’ve found out.”

“Have you checked in with your client since last night?” John felt his heart pounding in his chest. This was the question that made all the difference in the world.

Alison Orton shook her head.

“No. I’m scheduled to meet with them tonight and go over my findings.”

John smiled.

“Well, it just so happens that an emergency case has come up for you,” said John. “And unfortunately for your client, you’ve had to put their case, and all of the others excepting mine, on indefinite hold.”

“Count Ludling, there’s no way-“

“I’ll double whatever your other client is paying you,” said John. “I’m not actually asking you to do anything, other than sit on your investigation of me. It will mean less work, for more money.”

He saw instantly that it was the right approach to take as the private investigator’s eyes lit up slightly. She brought her feet down, slid her chair back slightly from her desk, and leaned forward over it, giving John an unobstructed view of her cleavage.

“Triple it,” she said. John wrinkled his brow and shook his head.

“I’m not asking you to do all that much,” said John. “Just because you’re the only PI in town doesn’t mean that you can take advantage of me.”

The private investigator stood up from her chair and walked around to the other side of the desk. She sat back against it and slowly crossed her legs, smiling seductively at John as she did.

“I’m a people person, John,” she said softly. “When my clients pay me, I do whatever it takes to make them happy.”

Something about the woman’s assertiveness, along with the way she looked at him, was incredibly sexy to John. He felt his cock hardening in his slacks as though she’d cast a spell on it. Logically, he knew that it was all a game to her to get more money from him, but he found himself not caring. He wasn’t paying her for this, not directly, and either way, he’d have to play her game to get her to do what was required.

John met her gaze and nodded. Allison Orton moved slowly, running her hand along his thigh as she dropped down in front of him. John’s cock was bulging out against his slacks, and at the touch of her hand it hardened even further.

She unbuttoned and unzipped his pants. John didn’t say anything as she began to rub his member through his boxers. There was something that felt deeply satisfying at having turned the tables on the woman that he had been so cautious of the day before. He leaned his head back in the chair and gave into the pleasure as the private investigator slowly worked his cock out into the open.

“I don’t do this for all of my clients, though,” she said, her breath tickling John’s cock head as she brought her mouth in close to it. He looked at her and lifted one eyebrow.

“Why me?”

Alison Orton gave the underside of his cock a long lick, all the way from the base to the tip. Her tongue was incredibly soft, and dripping with hot saliva. John shuddered with intense pleasure and became incredibly grateful that he’d listened to his mom when she’d told him to check this woman out.

“I get the feeling we’re going to have a very long and productive working relationship, Count Ludling.” Alison smiled at him, kissed the head of his cock gently, and then went to work sucking it like a woman possessed.

John’s hips jerked forward out of the chair in surprise. The private investigator was not holding back, and she sucked on his cock with lips that gripped it with a vacuum seal. Her tongue moved against the sensitive skin of his prick, and she slurped up and down with quick, dedicated movements.

His entire body was shivering with pleasure. It felt so good that for a moment, John felt as though he couldn’t remember where he was, or why he was there. All he knew was that the woman in front of him could give an amazing blowjob, and he’d been pulled into a world of pleasure that was threatening to short-circuit his mind.

“Oh god,” moaned John.

Alison flicked her eyes up at him, and then pushed her mouth even further forward. He felt his dick slip into somewhere tighter and more restrictive than her mouth and realized that she was deep throating him. It looked as though the skill came easily to her. She pushed her head back and forward a few times, as though using the entrance of her throat to give the tip of his member an extra few squeezes.

Suddenly, she pulled back. John felt a little disappointed as the cool air hit his cock, as though he’d just stepped out of a warm shower in the middle of winter. The private investigator still held his dick in one of her hands and looked up at him with a flirty, teasing look in her eye.

“Just how old are you, anyway?” she asked him. Instead of answering her, he reached out and pulled her head forward, pushing her lips against his cock. The private investigator resisted ever so briefly, and then went back to work, sucking with the same intensity that he had before.

For the first time since coming to Blackthorn Isle, John felt like he was beginning to understand what it meant to be Count. It was about his interactions with the people on the island, the way they saw him, and the power that he had over them. He found himself wondering if he was using it correctly, or just taking advantage of it. Part of him felt as though he needed to put a stop to what Allison Orton was doing, and set a professional boundary that would make things far less complicated in the future.

But she was swirling her tongue around the head of his cock, and stroking him off with her lips, and it felt so good. John felt the pleasure began to build in his crotch, and involuntarily tightened his hold on the private investigator’s head. His cock had reached its limit, and he began to shoot his white, sticky load deep into her mouth. He saw her give a frustrated look up at him as she, with no other choice, began to swallow it.

After a couple of spurts, John collapsed back into his chair. Alison stood up and wiped her mouth off, and then pruned her clothing as though she was trying to regain her dignity as she walked back over to her side of the desk.

“I’m working for you now, Count Ludling,” she said with a sigh. “Don’t worry, I won’t tell anyone about this.”

“Good,” replied John. He zipped up his pants and stood up from his chair, wondering if he should shake her hand or not.

“You know, that’s one thing that you and the old Count have in common.” Alison Orton looked at him sharply.

“What?” asked John.

“Secrets,” she said. “The two of you are the same. Both just walking piles of secrets.”

John didn’t say anything. He was done, and from the looks of it, so was the private investigator. He slowly turned away from her and left the office.


CHAPTER 17

The words echoed in John’s head as he made his way out of the private investigator’s office. He was keeping secrets. It felt as though every day that went by left him with more of them, whether it was the evolving relationship between him in his mother, an unwanted affair with the wife of the tavern owner, or the way he treated his own maid.

John wondered if it was just part of what money and prestige did to a person. He was living a normal life a week ago, with few if any complications worked into the mix. And now, it felt as though that life was only a distant memory, a series of events that had happened to someone else, an old collection of habits and routines that he could never return to.

He sighed and began to walk along the road that led back into town. The hill was steep, and heading down it at a normal pace made each step feel awkward, as though he was about to lose his footing.

The dark gray clouds overhead had begun to shift and move across the sky quickly. John had only made it a couple of hundred feet before gentle drops of rain began to drop down on him, leaving tiny wet circles on the shoulders and back of his exposed dress shirt.

There was something else about what Alison Orton had said that he couldn’t let go. Like just about everyone on the island, she had a better idea and picture of who his grandfather had been than he did. Up until that moment, John had mostly heard about what a great person Marcus van Ludling had been, equal parts kindness and generosity.

To hear that the man kept secrets made him feel as though he understood the situation even less than he had thought. Any sense of control that John might have had was quickly evaporating. He wanted to know more, about his grandfather, about how and why he had died, and especially about why the private investigator had been after him in the first place. All of it felt as though it was tied together, somehow.

John suddenly felt an urgent need to check in with his mother. She was just is entwined in the situation on the island as he was. The only way he would get the answers that he needed would be to talk with her and try to get any clues that he could as to what was going on from her old memories of growing up on Blackthorn.

He started walking faster down the sidewalk, feeling the rain pick up as he passed through the main section of the town. An umbrella would be nice, he thought to himself. As if on cue, one was pushed over his head, the skin of it white with pink flowers adorning it.

“I take it you didn’t read the weather report this morning, John?” Kari van Katho was smiling, her arm with the umbrella extended up, and her face pushed forward girlishly towards him. John smiled, and then was caught a little off guard as he saw Ms. Willis walk up behind her, an umbrella of her own in her hand.

“Hello John,” said the teacher. “We just finished up the lesson for today. Did you manage to take care of your pressing business?”

The question was laden with a bid of skepticism, as though she was on the verge of writing his reason off as an excuse. John opened his mouth to answer but felt his eyes being distractedly drawn to the older woman’s bosom first.

She was wearing a white blouse, and enough rain had apparently snuck around the edges of her umbrella to turn the garment virtually sheer. The bra that she had on behind it was either red or pink, and probably a half size smaller than it should have been. Ms. Willis caught his eye after a second and blushed.

“Uh, sorry, Ms. Willis, but I really did have something that I needed to do.” John scratched his head and stepped in closer to Kari to get out of the rain. “But yes, it’s been totally taken care of.”

“Good,” said his teacher. She had a funny look in his eye, as though she wanted to reprimand him as though he were a boy, but somehow couldn’t stop herself from seeing him as a man. “I expect you to come in a little early on Monday. And I will be stopping in at the Ludling Estate sometime over the weekend to give you a little bit of extra instruction.”

“That’s fine,” said John. “I’ll have Olivia set something up.”

John stared into his teacher’s eyes, and she stared back into his, as a silent moment passed between the two of them. It felt as though there was something boiling under the surface of the interaction, but just before it could turn to steam, Kari cleared her throat and then looped her arm through his.

“John, do you want to head over to my place for a little bit? Like you did yesterday?” Kari spoke not just to John, but to Ms. Willis, too, as though it was information that she wanted the teacher to know. Ms. Willis took a step back and turned to leave.

“I hope the two of you will keep your studies in mind,” said Ms. Willis. “I must be going. Goodbye.”

“Bye…” John met eyes with her one more time before she turned and walked away. Kari tugged on his arm and started pulling him in another direction.

“Come on,” she said. “You’re going to end up soaking wet if we don’t get moving.”

“Right, let’s go.” John’s attention turned back towards Kari. She was wearing a cute light pink colored zip down sweater that looked like it was brand new, and her breasts pushed out against the fabric. John could smell the light scent of shampoo that she had used on her hair, apple scented and sweet. She glanced over at him and caught his eyes checking her out, smiling back.

“See something you like, John?” she asked. His smile broadened.

“Yeah,” he said. “I do.”

A group of guys looking a little bit younger than John were headed down the sidewalk in the opposite direction. He subtly shifted Kari over to the side as they moved by and noticed the glances that they shot in her direction. It made him feel strange to know that they wanted her, almost as though Kari had become even more attractive than she already was.

“So what was the pressing business that you had to take care of today, John?” Kari leaned her head onto his shoulder and whispered gently into his ear.

“Oh that,” said John. “It was nothing, really. Just some lawyer, uh, or I mean, bank stuff.”

“You’re a terrible liar.” Kari slid one of her hands across John’s dress shirt covered chest. It felt warm and soft, and made him acutely aware of the fact that it was just the two of them, and they were headed for her house.

“No, really,” said John. “It’s nothing that would interest you.”

“You can open up to me you know, John.” She stared at him as she spoke, almost as though she could see right through to his soul, or as though he were naked. “We have more in common than I think you realize.”

John didn’t say anything, but he felt Kari’s hand rubbing lower, and his cock instinctively hardening in response.

“If you open up to me…” Her voice was the merest whisper in his ear, breath hot, tickling his neck. “I can open up, for you.”

Her hand came to a rest on John’s quickly rising erection. The two of them had passed under a small sidewalk awning, and John took the opportunity to pull her in closer, and kiss her. Their lips pushed together, finding each other’s easily, with inexperienced, teenage eagerness that was mirrored in each other.

John took the umbrella from her, and Kari wrapped her arms around his neck. He felt her breasts, so soft against his chest and began to feel like they needed to start walking to her place in a hurry.

“For the last time, I’m not interested in what you were going to do!” A familiar voice pulled both of their attention down to the end of the street, right outside of the Redthorn Tavern. John turned to look and saw Chad, the owner, arguing with someone he did not expect to see.

“Aw, damn it,” said Kari, recognizing the second man as her father. Erik van Katho was pointing an accusatory finger at Chad, who had both hands up in what was clearly a defensive posture.

“Please, Mr. van Katho, can we talk inside?” asked Chad. John started walking over towards the tavern, tugging a reluctant Kari along with him.

“You had better start telling me what I want to hear!” Erik van Katho’s voice was rife with anger, but he followed the bar owner inside. John wanted to get a sense of what was going on and headed for the tavern. Kari had stopped moving behind him and hissed in his ear.

“Come on, let’s just go to my place,” she said. “This is none of our business.”

John smiled at her.

“I’m actually an investor in the tavern,” he said. “Besides, I’ll buy you a drink.”

Kari rolled her eyes and sighed, but reluctantly followed him as he made his way forward.

John had been expecting the tavern to be empty, but there were a decent number of people inside, all of them apparently out late for lunch or getting drinks. He walked over to the bar with Kari and smiled awkwardly at Amelia, who was manning the counter.

“John…” She smiled at him and then shot Kari with a comparatively colder look. “And you brought a friend with you, how nice.”

“I’ll have whatever is on tap, Amelia,” he said. “And uh, she’ll have-“

“Just water, thanks.”

John lifted an eyebrow at Kari and watched as she pinched his shoulder, more irritated than playful.

“My dad is going to walk out and see me here any second, dummy,” she said.

“Oh come on, lighten up,” said John. “I’m sure he won’t mind that much.”

Kari pinched him again and then climbed onto a bar stool.

“I’d be more than happy to drink with you some other time,” she said. “Maybe if we’d gone back to my place, like we’d been planning to…”

“Just be reasonable!” Over the activity of the bar, John could hear Chad’s voice coming from the back, low and defensive. A moment later, the door in the back of the bar slammed open, and Erik van Katho strode out of it, anger and mounting frustration all over his face. He noticed Kari and John as he walked over and his expression shifted strangely.

“Sweetheart, did you just finish with your studies for the day?” he asked.

Kari nodded, and John watched as his cheeks flushed slightly red.

“Good, good.” He looked over at John for several long, silent seconds. John finally cleared his throat after a bit.

“We just dropped in for a drink,” he said to Erik. “It’s a Friday afternoon, I didn’t see any harm in-“

“There is no harm in it.” Erik van Katho spoke with a strange cadence, as though it pained him to get the words out. “I’m glad to see you and my daughter are getting along so warmly.”

The man was brimming with emotion, and John felt like he understood none of it. Kari glanced over at him after a minute and set one of her hands on his shoulder.

“John, sorry, I should probably get going,” she said. “Daddy, why don’t we head home, okay?”

Erik van Katho fixed his cold gaze on his daughter, and then looked back at John.

“Yes…” he finally said. “Good day, Count Ludling. Please, tell Natalie that I send my best wishes.”

John nodded to him, noticing a strange conflict in the man’s voice. Kari leaned over and kissed him chastely on the cheek, and then John watched as she left the bar with her father. He felt a little disappointed, but the feeling did not last long.

“Is she your new girlfriend, John?” Amelia had taken the bar stool next to him and set one of her hands down on his thigh. “I’m sure that there must be so many women that just throw themselves at you, being the Count and all.”

John opened his mouth to answer her, but before he could, Chad came out from the back room, his eyes full of distress and his hand clutching a bottle. John stood up from his stool and walked over to him.

“Hey, what’s going on?” he asked. “Anything I need to know about?”

Chad held up one of his fingers and took a long, exaggerated swig from the bottle before answering.

“That bastard van Katho is just mad that he’s not getting his way.” Chad shook his head and leaned against the bar counter, looking as though he was quickly on his way to being drunk.

“What do you mean?”

Chad sighed, and then looked around the bar. Most of the people who were there for lunch were on the way out. He walked over to an empty table, and John sat down at it with him.

“Right after Count Ludling… I mean, the old Count Ludling, died, nobody ever thought his successor was going to be found. He named his long lost grandson, for god sakes! Most of the people here didn’t even think Natalie was still alive, it had been so long since they’d seen her!”

John scratched his head.

“What does that have to do with anything?” he asked.

“If someone dies without passing down their property to an heir, here in Blackthorn the estate is auctioned by the town council after six months. The money goes to the town, and the property goes to whoever places the highest bid.”

“Oh…” John thought about what the man was saying for a second. “Oh!”

“Exactly. You coming around through a wrench into things. That bastard van Katho was planning on buying up everything he could, including the investments that your granddad had in the various businesses of Blackthorn. Now that he can’t, he’s taking it out on me, on all of us.”

John shook his head.

“That’s really weird,” he said. “It doesn’t make sense though, you’d think that I’d been the one he’d have a problem with.”

Chad just shrugged and took another sip from his bottle. He offered it to John afterward and John accepted, tasting the strong, bitter alcoholic beverage as he took a small swig.

“It beats me,” said Chad. “If I were you, I’d be careful around him. It feels like everyone’s got secrets on this island, John, and people like him most of all.”

John nodded slowly.

“Yeah,” he said. “Just walking piles of secrets.”


CHAPTER 18

John spent a little while more at the tavern, talking with Chad. Amelia circled around them the entire time, as though waiting for any opportunity she could get to swoop in on him while her husband wasn’t looking. John shot her a couple of glares, feeling like the situation was already complicated enough without her stirring the pot further.

Eventually, as the afternoon wore on, more people began to drop in, and Chad was forced to attend to them. John left and headed home slowly, wishing that he could get out of the habit of drinking so much every time he was there.

The rain had died down while he’d been inside the tavern, but as he began to make his way across the town and up the cliff side road, the crack of thunder announced that it was only a momentary reprieve. John began walking faster, and as if in response, thick sheets of rain began dropping from the sky, soaking him to the bone in seconds.

He finished the last few hundred feet up to the mansion’s double doors in a dead sprint. Panting, dripping with water, and a little drunk, John pushed inside, shutting the rain out behind him and slipping off his shoes.

“Count John.” Olivia was waiting in the front lobby, wearing her maid outfit along with a mild look of disapproval. “Is it raining outside?”

John nodded. Her voice was professional, but he could detect a slight hint of passive aggressiveness that instantly brought him back to what had happened the day before. The feeling of her hand slapping his face was vivid in his mind, and it made him angry, at her and himself, and his situation.

“Please, just get me a towel,” said John. Olivia bowed slightly to him and started towards the laundry room. For some reason, it made John feel even angrier.

“Wait.” He watched as the maid stopped in her tracks and turned towards him. “Olivia, I think we should talk about what happened last night.”

“There’s nothing to… talk about.” Olivia paused slightly as she watched John unbutton and pull his soaking wet dress shirt up and over his head.

“Enough,” he said. “I’m not interested in talking to my maid. I’m interested in talking to Olivia.”

She didn’t say anything. John couldn’t contain his frustration any longer.

“Do you think I wanted any of this?” he shouted. “Do you think I was prepared to suddenly go from being a dumb teenager to the Count of a billion dollar estate, overnight? This isn’t easy for me! I make mistakes, Olivia!”

“We all have our own burdens to bear, sir,” said Olivia, in her most professional, unemotional voice.

“Olivia, stop it!” shouted John. “Stop with this nonsense, and talk to me!”

Suddenly, the maid’s expression shifted into a harsh, emotional glare. She walked over to John with quick steps, and for a moment, he thought that she was going to slap him again.

“Do you think I ever thought, as a little girl, that someday I’d want to grow up and be a maid? Do you really think that?” With every word she spoke, Olivia’s voice began to sound more furious and less controlled. John opened his mouth to reply, but she cut him off before he could.

“I lost my entire family, John!” she screamed. “If you’re wondering how I became a maid, that’s how. My family’s house caught fire, and I came home to find that I’d lost everything, and everyone!”

“I… I’m sorry.” John felt his heart begin to ache for her. He took a step towards her, but it was clear from her body language that she didn’t want him close.

“I had nothing, John.” She blinked a couple times quickly. “I jumped from foster home to foster home. Nobody cared about me. It was that way for years, John, until Count Ludling… the former Count Ludling.”

“Olivia, I didn’t know…”

“Because you never asked!” Olivia yelled at him with a vehemence that suggested days, weeks, of buried emotional turmoil. “You didn’t ask about me, and you didn’t ask about him. He was a great man, John. He was like a father to me, and I lost that, while you gained his entire life, without ever even knowing him.”

John shook his head, feeling a strange sadness and guilt sweep over him. Olivia was breathing heavily, and tears began to streak down her face.

“I’m sorry.” John closed the distance between the two of them, pushing through her objections to pull the older girl into an embrace.

“No, no!” said Olivia. “I don’t need you! I don’t… care about you.”

She tried to push him away for a moment. John’s eyes met hers, and he watched as she saw something in them. An instant later, their lips were together, kissing each other passionately as their bodies entwined into an embrace.

John could feel the emotion in Olivia’s movements, as though a dam had burst within her. She ran her hands along his bare chest, still damp from the rain outside, and rubbed on John as though she needed him inside of her, right then and right there.

John was willing to oblige her. He continued kissing her and maneuvered the two of them over to a coat closet next to the front door. He wasn’t sure if his mom was home or not, but his room upstairs felt as though it was just a bit too far away to meet his and Olivia’s pressing, urgent needs.

The closet door opened easily, and after pushing Olivia inside, John shut it behind them. They kissed in the dark, and John felt as though he was playing some type of party game, locked in an enclosed space with a member of the opposite sex. Except this wasn’t a game, and emotion and seduction were in the air. The two of them were going to take it further than anyone playing a teenager’s party game would ever dare to.

John pulled at Olivia’s maid uniform roughly, accidentally tearing one of the stitches as he untied the back. His shirt was already off, and Olivia made short work of his pants. The two pulled together in just their underwear, bumping against each other like the horny, fresh lovers that they were.

John could feel Olivia’s big breasts against his chest, held back only by her silky soft bra. His cock was hard and aching for attention, and he let out a small moan as Olivia ran one of her hands across it.

The only sound in the closet was of their breathing and movements. John was afraid that if he said anything, the moment would be lost. He kissed Olivia and pushed her back through a curtain of coats, against the wall. He slipped his boxers down and felt the head of his member rub against the fabric of her panties as he began to prod into new territory.

Olivia was breathing fast. John thought that she might come to her senses and stop him. He almost wanted her to. There was something a little unfair in what he was doing. She was his maid, and he was her Count. The power balance between the two of them would always be weighted towards him.

Olivia lifted one of her legs up, and John felt her bra pop off and drop to the floor. He gently pulled her panties to one side and slipped his cock forward, letting it push up ever so slightly into her wet, waiting cunt.

She still didn’t say anything. John didn’t either, and instead began to give in to the pleasure that was pulsing through his cock. He hooked one of his arms under her leg and shifted her angle so that he could spear a little deeper up into her.

Her pussy was tight and constrictive. John was about halfway in, and it felt as though his dick was being squeezed by a wet, bliss-inducing hand. His hips wanted to push in deeper, to push his cock into her as deep as it would go, and he obliged them.

John began to fuck Olivia. He went slowly, but with a deliberate confidence that felt as though it came to him out of thin air. With every thrust, he went a little deeper up into her. Olivia was silent at first, bust as he began to slip his full length in, and push his crotch up against hers, she began to let out tiny squeals and lusty moans.

If his mom happened to walk down into the lobby on them, the exact same thing that had happened the night before would repeat itself. John wondered if maybe a part of Olivia’s anger had been due to that, the fact that their relationship would always have to stay hidden. It was an illicit affair, one that was just a little to inconvenient to be acknowledged directly.

John began to push into her harder, knocking her back against the closet door with every forward thrust. His cock was dancing with pleasure, and Olivia’s cunt was so tight that he found himself being surprised that he’d managed to push into it to begin with.

Olivia wrapped her other leg up and around John, and she grabbed onto his shoulders with her hands. John hadn’t realized just how light the maid was. It was easy for him to reach down and grab her by the buttocks, bouncing her on his cock like some type of human sexual plaything.

The maid began to tense up a little, and John heard an intense, pleasured moan escape her lips. He pushed her back up against the wall and buried his face in her bosom before intensifying his assault, pushing his cock into her as deep as it would go and making the closet shake from the movement.

Lewd slapping noises were hot on the air, the sound of the type of animalistic sex that just happens to people, rather than being an intentional act. John was pounding her pussy as hard as he could, and he felt himself reaching his limit. He hugged Olivia close as his cock began to blast out its load, his hot, sticky seed shooting deep into her cunt.

The pleasure was indescribable. John felt a strange emotion welling up inside his heart, but much like he’d seen Olivia do before, he buried it away, keeping it from rising to the surface. He enjoyed the afterglow of his orgasm for a moment, still pushed up against Olivia in the closet, and then began to awkwardly look for his clothes in the dark as she did the same.

He listened at the door for a moment, trying to discern whether or not the coast was clear, and then he opened it. John was sure that Olivia was going to say something to him, chastise him for taking such a stupid risk, or tell him that he should have used a condom. Instead, the maid just smiled politely at him, her face a little more flushed, and her hair wild and unruly.

“Is there anything else you’ll be needing right now, sir?” Olivia’s voice was professional and neutral, and somehow, it cut John deeper than any of her words and accusations had before.

“… No,” he said, after a moment. “I’m fine. I don’t need anything.”

“Dinner will be ready in about an hour. Your mother has requested that the two of you eat together, tonight.”

“Thank you.” John watched as the maid turned to walk away, feeling a strange remorse budding in his chest. “Olivia.”

Olivia stopped dead in her tracks. She turned back towards John, and waited for him to continue. John knew what he wanted to say, but it felt as though it was hard to get the words out, as though he could tell that they would be deflected by the shell that she had put up.

“I am sorry.” He let the words hang on the air for a moment, and then continued. “You’re right. I never knew my grandfather. But I have to follow after him and be the Count now. I’m going to do the best that I can and be true to his memory.”

Olivia didn’t reply, but John could see a slight tremor spread through her shoulders and down to the tips of her fingers. She turned her head slightly back towards him for a moment, and then continued out of the lobby.

John sighed. He was tired.


CHAPTER 19

John thought about heading up to his bedchamber or heading into the game room for a bit, but neither option appealed to him all that much. He felt emotionally wound up, as though the roller coaster of events he had been on for the past few days had left him with psychic baggage that was near to impossible to discard.

John walked through the lobby, headed for the stairs. When he reached them, his gaze lingered for a moment on a tiny door against the wall that he hadn’t really noticed before. Olivia had told him that it led to the wine cellar. In his short time at the mansion, John still hadn’t gotten a chance to actually go down there.

He walked over to the door slowly. There was something unassuming about it that pulled him in. He wondered for a moment if it was just his mind’s subtle, roundabout way of telling him that he should go grab a bottle of wine, and then opened the door and headed through it.

It was dark inside, and John fumbled for a moment until he found a light switch against the wall. He flicked it up, and then set his gaze towards the bottom of a long series of stairs. Like everything in the mansion, the basement was clean and nicely maintained. Even the steps leading downward felt and looked as though they were made of expensive wood, none of them so much as creaking underneath John’s feet as he went.

The wine cellar looked normal and unremarkable. John walked into the center of it and glanced around, seeing shelves and crates full of wine bottles. Most of them were covered with a thin layer of dust, and all of them were old, expensive vintages.

There was one thing about the basement that caught his attention and felt out of place. One of the walls in the back corner was clear of any shelves or furniture, which stood out to John, given how crowded the rest of the room was.

He began weaving through all of the storage shelves towards it, accidentally knocking one bottle of wine down that thankfully, had the grace to not crack or shatter. As he got closer, he saw something else that made him feel as though there was definitely more to the basement than met the eye.

The empty wall was covered with dust, save for a single spot on a brick on the right side of it. The spot looked almost as though it was in the shape of a handprint, or many handprints, left over many touches. John reached his palm out and set it against the wall, right on top of the spot.

Nothing happened. He laughed, at himself and at his over active imagination, and then wiped his hand off on his pants. John knew that it was ridiculous and that he was looking for a mystery where there was no need for one.

It was more than that, though. John felt as though if he were the type of person that his grandfather was, and if he had been in the old man’s shoes in the days leading up to his death, he would have left something for the new heir. It could be a note, a letter, or anything, but it had to be around somewhere.

The two of them had never met, and it felt strange to John that the old man would trust him that much, to not leave any instructions, or give him any advice from the afterlife. It felt strange enough to him to make him do strange things of his own, like searching for hidden secrets in wine cellars.

John suddenly felt very frustrated and unleashed it in a swift kick to one of the bottom bricks of the wall. Surprisingly, his foot bounced back almost as though the collision had never happened, leaving his toes feeling little more than a glancing blow from the impact.

He dropped to the ground and felt the brick that he had just kicked. It felt normal, at first, but as he pushed his hand harder against it, the material gave way as though it was made of some type of rubber or plastic material. It wasn’t as cold as real brick, either, but at a glance there was no discerning it from the rest of the wall.

Running his fingers over the wall carefully, as though reading gigantic braille letters, John managed to find the outline of something in the wall. His heart began to race, and in a state of near disbelief, he put his hand back on the spot that was clear of dust and pushed.

A sound came from behind the wall, similar to a train switching tracks. The segment that he had identified moved back, and then slowly slid over to the side, leaving a neat entranceway in the shape of a sharp-edged jigsaw piece in the wall.

John stepped forward into a tiny room. A motion activated light flicked on, revealing what looked like a room in a bachelor pad. There was a desk in the center of the room with a computer and a monitor on it. The floor was covered in a green carpet with a couple of stains and bits of paper scattered across it.

In the corner was a small mini fridge with an ornate wooden keepsake box on top of it. The fridge was empty, but the box had, to John’s surprise, rolling papers and a green baggy full of what he could only assume to be marijuana. He made a mental note of it and then turned towards the rest of the space.

There was a small bookshelf along the other wall. It looked almost like the shared collection of a horny 15 year old and a wizened scholar, with volumes of literary classics tucked in with erotica and men’s magazines.

One of the shelves was empty, save for a single photo album. John opened it and felt his jaw drop. The photos in it were of a woman in various stages of undress. She looked exactly like his mom, but she was older in some of the photos than his mom was now.

“My… grandmother?” whispered John. He blushed as he turned the page and stumbled onto a photo of her wearing an old fashioned set of lingerie, complete with long stockings. The cleavage of her fairly nicely sized breasts was pushing out against her bra, and John couldn’t help but admire it.

With a strange mixture of hesitation and arousal, John flipped to the next page. It was filled with more pictures of his beautiful grandmother, at a young age, and completely, utterly, naked. She was gorgeous and as much as it made John feel like a pervert and a voyeur, he couldn’t help but gawk at her elegant curves, perfect boobs, and the seductive smile that her mouth curled up into.

“This is so wrong…” John’s cock was rock hard, but through the sheer force of his will, he managed to shut the photo album. There was an evil voice in the back of his head that told him that he would look at it again when he had more time on his hands, and enjoy the photos properly. John knew that it was true, as confused as it made him feel.

He tried to clear his mind and walked over to the laptop, sitting down in the well-worn chair in front of it. He booted it up and was surprised by the speed it shot through the startup screens. There was no password, and within seconds John was staring at the desktop of one of his grandfather’s personal computers, the only one that he’d found so far.

There was only a single file that he could see, all of the other icons having been apparently removed. When John read the file’s name, he understood why, instantly.

“FOR JOHN. WATCH IN PRIVATE.”

He glanced over his shoulder at the door behind him. It was still open, and even though it made him feel a little claustrophobic, John took a second to slide it shut, leaving him hidden in the tiny, secret room. Then, he sat back down and double clicked on it.

“Hello, John. My name is Marcus van Ludling.” An older man’s face, wrinkled and clean shaven, with only tufts of white and gray hair left on his head, filled the screen. John had never heard the voice before, but somehow, it was familiar to him.

“If you are watching this, I have passed on. I never knew you, and now I never will, but there are some things that you should know.”

John leaned forward in his chair, getting as close to the laptop as he could. He waited for the man to continue, anticipating every word as his mind raced to process the message from beyond the grave.

“For starters, you need to listen to your mother.” The old man smiled. “I’m sure that’s not what you’d expect me to say. I have no idea what she’s told you, but we did have a bit of a falling out. However, she is my daughter. She was intuitively brilliant as a teenager and understood people in a way that made my own interactions look clumsy, by comparison.”

The old man paused, glancing to his side for a moment, and then looked back at the screen.

“I suppose you’re wondering why I didn’t just name her my heir, then.”

John nodded, as though he was having an actual conversation with his grandfather.

“It’s quite simple, really. I want her to be able to live a life free of the responsibility, and free of the… pressure… that being Count or Countess entails.”

He smiled remorsefully.

“Yes, that’s why I named you my heir, and I do apologize for it, John. But in your case, it will be a little easier for you to traverse the terrain, due to your age, the fact that you have your mother to advise and help you in any way you can, and one other thing. Listen very carefully to what I’m about to tell you.”

John fumbled for the volume control on the laptop, turning it up as high as it would go.

“You must keep Erik van Katho from marrying your mother, at any cost.”

John blinked in surprise. That had not been what he was expecting to hear.

“I cannot explain everything to you, for I fear that it would create a burden of its own, too heavy for you to carry or handle by yourself. Instead, you just need to know that he is the greatest threat to your existence, the only person on the island who will plot to gain what you have, with the means to see it through. That’s why you have to marry his youngest daughter.”

John reached for the touchpad to skip the video back a few paces, sure that his ears had just failed him. Before he could, his grandfather continued on.

“I repeat. John, you must marry Kari van Katho. As soon as possible. Her father will let you and if you have even half the charm that I could manage when I was your age, she will also be willing and eager. You must marry her, and then remain cautious even after.”

Totally and utterly dumbfounded by what he was hearing, John put a hand on his head and leaned back in the chair.

“I’m sorry, I wish I had a better solution for you, but short of stooping to his level and operating on threats and plotting, there is no way for you to live a safe life as the Count. I fear that your mother may have made the right decision by leaving the island. If it weren’t for my concern for the people here, for my own selfish desire to know that they’ll be dealt with fairly after my death, I never would have summoned the two of you back.”

John focused on his breathing, slowly willing his heart back to its resting rate. It was too much for him to take in, too much for him to be caught up in, so suddenly.

“Also, one more thing.” Marcus van Ludling glanced over his shoulder, and then looked back into the camera with a dirty old man’s grin on his face. “I’m sure if you’re down here in the secret room, you probably found my secret photo stash. Your grandmother looked even better in person, kiddo, and man, the things she could do with her tongue…”

John blushed and squirmed a little in his seat, though his grandfather’s words only made him even more curious about the photo album.

“Anyway, that’s all for now… or really, forever, I guess.” The old Count smiled at John, and even though John knew that he wasn’t really there, he smiled back. “Don’t tell your mother about any of this, please. When I recorded this message, you were 18. Hopefully, you’ve grown a bit more in the meantime, but regardless, you’re the man of the mansion now, John. I leave the responsibilities of it to you, in good faith. Take care of Olivia, if she’s still in your employ, and watch out for my daughter. You have my love and respect. Never forget that.”

The video cut off, and John continued staring into the default background of the media player for a moment longer. If felt as though the message had left him with more questions than answers, along with a sinking feeling of needing to be so much more than he currently was.


CHAPTER 20

John stood outside the closed door of his mom’s room. He’d taken a bottle of interesting looking wine up with him from the cellar on his way out of the secret room, and was cradling it under one arm. It made him feel almost like he was picking her up for a date, which made his face blush and heat up from the absurdity. She was his mother, he reminded himself.

Before he could reach for the knob, the door swung inward. Natalie stood behind it, wearing a long, elegant evening gown, her hair pulled up and twisted into a Chinese braid with little wooden sticks. Her bust was pushed up into the gown’s open upper chest, and a look of surprise quickly spread across her face.

“John…” She smiled at him and rubbed his elbow. “I was just on my way to look for you.”

“Well, here I am.” John suddenly felt a little awkward in front of her. She was looking at him with eyes that saw him for who he really was, eyes that understood him and loved him like no other. It made John want to cuddle up against her and feel her body against his, and his lower half responded to the urge in a way that felt inappropriate, as her son.

“I set a special dinner up for us, tonight,” said Natalie. “Olivia helped slightly with the preparations, but most of the cooking, and the selection of the ingredients, was me.”

John smiled as his mom sidled up against him, looping her arm through his and leading him towards the staircase.

“See, she’s not all bad, mom,” he said. Natalie made a noise at him that sounded half in agreement, and half in disapproval.

The dining room had also been arranged differently, with the largest of the tables moved off to the side and replaced with a much more intimate, small, two person sized one. The only lights that John could see were the long white candles on the table and as they walked in, his mom shut the door behind him.

“I want us to have a nice family dinner,” she said softly. “Like we used to.”

John nodded and remembered. Back in their old place, the two of them would eat at the table together at least once or twice a week. It gave them a chance to talk, to really talk, and do the bonding of an entire domestic unit with just the two of them.

His mother led him over to the table, and John took a seat across from her, setting his bottle of wine down next to another that she had prepared. There was grilled salmon, mixed vegetables, salad, baked potatoes, and a number of other dishes that John recognized as being some of his mom’s specialties.

“This looks great, mom,” he said. “Thank you.”

Natalie stared at him with her motherly loving eyes, only moving to eat her own food after John had begun to dig in.

“John, I wanted to talk to you about what I said last night,” said Natalie.

John nodded and felt all of his fears and worries begin to flood back. He did his best to focus on the flavor of the fish as he waited for his mom to continue.

“I think I may have just been… unwilling to accept what really happened,” said Natalie. “They say that people have trouble coming to terms with death when it seems to just happen, without a reason. My father… well, he was old. Maybe it was just his time.”

She shrugged her shoulders and then leaned forward over her plate, bringing her face closer to John’s across the small table.

“Anyway, it’s not something I should have worried you about,” she said. “You’re a fully grown man now, John, and I know you can take care of yourself, but you’ll always be my baby boy.”

John smiled at her and felt one of her feet rub up against the inside of his leg underneath the table. It was such a soft, sensual form of touch that his entire body felt like it was being gently caressed, and warmth flooded through him.

“Did you have any luck with the… other thing that happened last night?” asked his mom.

John blinked a couple of times and looked at her seriously. For some reason, his mom didn’t look worried at all. He’d noticed it earlier at the pool as well, and couldn’t help but find it a little strange.

“It’s taken care of, mom,” he said. “The private investigator you sent me to and the stalker I was after were actually the same person. We… came to an understanding.”

Natalie gave him a suspicious look, and John felt his cheeks heating up.

“Well, I’m glad. I wouldn’t want anybody to see a photo like that and get the wrong idea.” Her foot slipped further up John’s leg, the silky stockings covering it feeling soft and feathery against his thigh.

“No, of course not mom,” said John, a little more quickly than he needed to. Natalie laughed, and then picked up the bottle of wine and poured them each some more of it.

Three glasses later, the two of them had finished eating, and were both more than a little drunk. Natalie laughed as her son helped her up and out of her chair at the table, and then fell onto him, rubbing her hand along his chest and kissing his neck playfully.

“John…” she whispered. “You’ve gotten so big.”

One of her hands slipped down to his stomach, and John felt his cock jumping to life. Throughout the entire meal, his mother had been teasing the inside of his thigh with her foot, never making contact with his sensitive crotch, but doing just enough to keep him excited, and ready.

“Mom,” John whispered. He felt her boobs pressing against him through her dress. She was so unbelievably sexy, and it almost felt unfair that she was his mother.

“I think we should have one more glass of wine in my room,” said Natalie. Her words were a little bit slurred, but the look in her eye was unmistakable. It made John feel embarrassed and confused, as though just by going along with her he was committing an act of conspiracy.

“…Okay, mom,” he said. As much as he felt as though he should just go to his own room, play it safe, and get to sleep, his cock was tenting his pants visibly. There was no way anything would happen, not after the close call they’d had the night before. Still, the alcohol was affecting his judgement, and making him desperately want to be alone with her for a little while longer.

On drunken, unsteady legs, the two of them walked up to the third floor and towards Natalie’s room. John didn’t see Olivia around the mansion anywhere and was beyond glad for it. Laughing, his mom pushed her way into her bedchamber and sat on her bed as he followed, closing the door behind him.

“Have a seat, sweetie,” she said, patting the spot on the bed right next to her.

John walked over and sat down. Suddenly, the air in the room felt tense. It had been a while since he’d felt so nervous around any girl before, even in a situation like this. She was his mom, he reminded himself. They were just going to have one last glass of wine, and the fact that they were alone in her room together was totally happenstance, irrelevant to the situation.

The silence went on for another awkward moment. His mother continued to rub his shoulder gently, her face turned toward him, and her breath hot on his neck. John was afraid to turn to meet her gaze, afraid of what he would, or wouldn’t, see in it.

“What’s wrong, honey?”

“Oh… it’s nothing.” John finally forced himself to turn her way. She was smiling at him gently.  Though he could see the drunkenness in her eyes, along with the strangely seductive feistiness it brought out in her, behind it was the same motherly, loving look that she always had.

“I’m always here for you, John,” she whispered. “You should always know that. I can help you out… with whatever you need.”

Guilt began to form in John’s stomach like an anvil as his mom’s finger brushed across his pants, across the sensitive surface of his erect cock. John opened his mouth to reply, and then paused, taking a second before finding the words.

“I thought… after last night,” he said. “Mom, I-“

“Shhhhh.” Natalie leaned in closer to him and wrapped her hand around his cock, silencing him and pushing her glorious cleavage into his face at the same time. “I’m your mother, John. I’m just helping you out with what you need. It’s like a massage, or cuddling together.”

It was more than that, far more than that, thought John. He was confused, but deeply and intensely aroused, and as his mother began to stroke her hands up and down and push her breasts even more onto him, he found his resolve giving way.

“Oh…. That, that feels good,” he whispered.

John began to feel really, really drunk. Drunk enough to put his emotions and all of the holdups he had over what was going on aside. His mom looked like she was right there with him and stared down at his cock as she touched it through his pants as though he were a child, and she was rubbing his back lovingly.

“My sweet little boy,” she whispered. “You know that mommy just wants to take care of you.”

John felt arousal begin to pulse through him, starting in his dick and spreading through the rest of his body like an infection. He felt like he had at the pool earlier that day, watching the other boy with his mom, and then pushing up against her like a horny animal. It had all just been a fun game, or at least felt like one, then, but now…

He pushed his hips closer to his mom and grabbed onto one of her big boobs, feeling its softness in his hand. Natalie let out a small gasp and looked at him the same way that she had when he’d been younger, and he’d say or do something a little too cheeky.

“John… Oh,” she said softly.

“You’re right mom,” said John. “I like it when you take care of me.”

The room was spinning a little, but even in his drunkenness, John was aware of the fact that he’d begun to dry hump his mom. The two of them began rolling around on the bed, grinding against each other as though they couldn’t decide if they wanted to wrestle or have sex.

Their lips were the one thing that remained apart. John wasn’t thinking about why that was, not consciously, but it felt as though that was just another thing that still remained embarrassingly off limits. It was fine for his mom to rub his cock, to massage it, and make him cum hit her hands, but for him to kiss her on the lips just felt wrong.

“Oh, sweetie,” whispered Natalie. The way she said it, the tone of voice she used, pulled John back into reality for a brief moment. What they were doing was wrong, and sick, and forbidden, but it felt so incredibly good. His mom had unzipped his pants and slipped them down, and her gown had seemingly been slid up by their movements on the bed.

His cock was rock hard, harder than it had ever been before, and aching for release. He could feel his mom breathing faster as he pushed it forward into her thighs, only his boxers and her panties preventing the contact from being truly illicit and taboo.

John had never been so horny in his life. He felt his mom’s legs wrap around him, and the two of them bumped and grinded together faster, in a perfect imitation of sex. It wasn’t sex, he told himself. The two of them were just playing around. It felt good, but it was just a game, nothing for either of them to be concerned about.

Natalie squirmed underneath him as he thrust his crotch forward, rubbing his underwear covered dick up against her inner and upper thighs. She rolled so that she was facing away from him, and then pushed her butt into his cock. John leaned over her and grabbed onto her tits through her gown.

Natalie let out a moan as John began to move, sliding his cock back and forth between her thighs. She pushed both of her legs together, massaging his member in between her perfect thighs, and then when he thrust higher, between her buttocks.

It felt incredible. John felt like he’d never been closer to his mom in his life. He pinched one of her nipples through her gown and heard her let out a squeal.

“Careful, honey,” she whispered in a labored, seductive voice. “You can’t do that when you’re wrestling with mommy.”

Was that what they were doing, John wondered. He set his hands on her waist and began to bump into her faster, feeling himself closing in on that special moment of release. It was so different with his mom, different from how it felt with any of the other women in his life.

Natalie rolled away from him, and then reached her hands over and pulled his cock out of his boxers. She looked right into his eyes as she began to stroke him off, John still thrusting his hips forward at the same speed he had been against her.

Before he knew what he was doing, he was on top of her again. Natalie continued stroking, and he felt his body fill up with orgasmic bliss as his cock began to explode. His hot, sticky load sprayed out onto her evening gown, a bit of it managing to splatter onto the milky upper flesh of one of his mom’s big breasts.

“Shhhh,  it’s okay.” Natalie continued rubbing his cock, milking every drop of his cum out. She ran her other hand through his hair and pulled him into an embrace that almost felt like he was being cradled.

“Mom…” John felt his guilt and shame catching up with him, and began to wonder just what it was that was going on between them, and how it could happen through seemingly no fault of his own.

“You had a long day, baby,” whispered his mom. “And a lot of wine to drink. I’m just helping you blow off some steam and get some sleep. It’s what moms are for.”

John felt his cheeks flush red with embarrassment. He couldn’t resolve how good it felt to have her do what she’d done for him with how terribly wrong it felt, but somehow, it was okay. She was his mom, and he loved her, and she loved him.

“I… should go to bed,” said John, after a couple more minutes.

“Alright, sweetie,” she said. “Drink some water before you go to sleep.”

“I will, mom,” said John. “Goodnight.”

“Goodnight, John.”

So many thoughts were rushing through John’s head as he walked back to his room. He wondered if Alison Orton would hold up her end of the deal. He thought about whether his mom’s fears concerning the old Count’s death were justified, or baseless. He thought about Olivia, and Kari, and the cryptic message he’d found in the basement.

He thought about getting some sleep, and as soon as his head touched the pillow of his bed, that was exactly what he did.


CHAPTER 21

Soft footsteps drew John out of his sleep and let him know that he wasn’t alone in his room.

“Count John? Sir? Are you awake?”

He was, but only just barely, and unwilling to let it show. It was a Saturday, and as the Count of a billion dollar estate, John felt as though he deserved some extra rest.

Rather than being dissuaded, Olivia moved in closer to the bed. John had slept naked the night before, encouraged by the warming spring weather. He was on his back with a couple of thin sheets over his body, none of them thick enough to obscure the obvious tent his morning wood had created above his crotch.

John felt a rustle from the bottom of the bed and figured that Olivia had moved on to more drastic measures, probably preparing to whip the sheets right off him. That thought never became anything more than a kernel in his mind before a set of soft lips lowered themselves down onto his achingly hard cock.

“Uhhh…” A soft moan escaped John’s lips as insane pleasure washed over him, warm and welcoming. Morning head was a beautiful thing, and if he had been just a little more awake, he would have smiled.

Olivia sucked his cock dutifully, with wet, gentle care, giving it the same attention that she gave all of the other matters she handled in his life. The young maid used her lips and tongue in unison, bringing her mouth up and down his rod as though she was using them to apply a coat of varnish.

John felt her softly cup his balls in on hand, and then give the tip of his cock a soft kiss and a lick. Suddenly he was back in her mouth, and she was sucking with even more determination, pulling with her lips and wrapping his dick in pleasure.

It was just another task on her to do list, John realized. Olivia took her job, which was essentially running his life, very seriously. It was her responsibility to cook for him, drive him around, and set his schedule. In the same right, if he woke up with morning wood, it was her job to see to it, regardless of what would be involved.

John was properly awake, and the maid was still sucking. He began to feel as though he’d crossed over some kind of invisible threshold of horniness. Before he knew what he was doing, he had taken Olivia by the shoulders and lifted her until the two of them were face to face.

“Count John?” asked Olivia. “Was it-“

“Shhhh…” John kissed her on the neck and snuck one of his hands up her skirt, which was short enough to make it easy. He rubbed on her panties gently a couple of times, and then slipped them down.

“Count John, you should just let me use my mouth,” Olivia whispered. She was blushing a little bit, and wouldn’t make eye contact with him, as though he was crossing into territory too intimate for her to be comfortable with.

John slowly turned her face back toward his, smiled at her, and then slipped his cock into the entrance of her warm, wet cunt. Olivia bit her lip and tensed up a little, and John groped at her breasts, feeling his body pulse in time with hers.

Slowly, he began to move. Something very surprising began to happen as he did. John could see it in Olivia’s face as she accepted what was happening, and then began to not only enjoy it, but become empowered. She could sense the effect that her gorgeous, busty figure was having on him, the sexy maid in the sexy outfit, and she began to leverage her erotic power. She rolled and flipped him over so that John was underneath her, for a change.

John lied back on the bed as Olivia set her hands down on his chest. She leaned forward like a minx and kissed his neck, and then slowly, but with a deep confidence, began to ride him. The upper part of her outfit had been pulled down, letting her breasts spill out into John’s field of view. Her skirt was still on and it covered her crotch, hiding what was happening underneath.

“Oh man, Olivia…” moaned John.”

“Shhhh…” She gyrated her crotch on his cock, sending pleasure rushing through him and letting him know that she had taken control.

The bed creaked a little underneath them as Olivia bounced up and down. John set his hands on her waist and helped lift and drop her, but it was clear that she was leading and he was reacting. The dynamic between him and Olivia was strange and sexual, and at least for the moment, John knew that she had taken control.

“Oh!” cried Olivia. “Oh god!”

Her breasts, nicely sized and well-formed as they were, bounced with purpose as the maid intensified her speed. John felt like his cock was going to be pulled off by the pleasure. He reached up and groped at Olivia’s chest, and felt himself passing into ecstasy just as she was.

“Olivia!” John thrust his cock up into her as deep as it would go as his seed began to spill out. The maid collapsed on top of him, and the two of them hugged each other for a minute, overcome by soft, sexual bliss.

She climbed off of him and found her shoes at the end of the bed. John felt an almost overwhelming urge to head back to sleep, but sunlight was streaming in through his windows, and he knew he wouldn’t be able to stay in bed for much longer. Olivia was waiting for something and cleared her throat politely to get his attention.

“I believe Lady Ludling wishes to see you downstairs in the living room, Count John.” She spoke very formally, but John was used to it by now. The glimpses he caught of the real Olivia only came when they were having sex, or occasionally when she was overwhelmed with emotion. Otherwise, she dutifully insisted on keeping he demeanor professional.

“Thank you, Olivia. I’ll be down right after I take a shower,” said John.

“Of course. I’ll have breakfast waiting for you.”

She left, and John climbed out of bed. If felt as though all of his responsibilities began to weigh down on him as soon as he stood to his feet, but he was getting used to it. Being the Count was much more demanding than he had ever expected it to be, and John wondered if the old Count van Ludling had ever felt the same way.

He remembered the message from the old Count, his grandfather, as he made his way into the shower. The situation on Blackthorn was already complicated enough with the man’s mysterious death to be concerned about. Now John was forced into a position where he had to be mindful of the politics of the upper class, along with knowing who to trust and who not to.

The shower water was warm, and exactly what John needed. He took his time, letting the stream wash over him and cleanse him of his sins. John’s head felt a little heavy, and he vaguely remembered getting drunk the night before with the lady of the house, his adoptive mother, Natalie.

Flashes of what had happened came back to him, but it was hard for him to get a detailed picture of events. Had he really been that drunk? He remembered being with her on the bed in her room, and he remembered the two of them playfully wrestling around.

His body tingled as the image of her laughing came back to him, but no further memories appeared out of the mental ether. John sighed, hoped that he hadn’t done anything too stupid, and then climbed out of the shower.

He dried off and quickly changed into the clothes that Olivia had left for him, a nice pair of jeans and a casual long sleeve shirt. The maid was beginning to pick up on his style, and he was grateful for it. Slacks and dress shirts were comfortable enough but still so different from what he was used to.

Natalie was waiting for him downstairs, standing in the doorway between the lobby and the living room. She had her arms folded and looked like she was deep in thought.

“Good morning,” said John. “Hey… how much of last night can you remember?”

Natalie looked up at him as he made his way down the last staircase and shook her head.

“Enough. We just drank some wine in my room and then went to bed.” There was something about the terseness of her answer that made John feel a little bit suspicious.

“Oh,” he said. “Good.”

She pulled him into a hug as he approached her. John felt the softness of her breasts and body for only a moment before she stepped back, looking into his face at arm’s length.

“John.” She gave him a serious look. “Erik van Katho has invited me to his mansion, tonight. To have dinner with him.”

John blinked, and felt his heart sink to the bottom of his stomach. This was exactly what the message from his grandfather had warned about, but if he didn’t handle it with tact, it would blow up in his face.

“That guy? I thought you hated him?” There was a real hint of jealousy in John’s voice as he spoke, furrowing his brow and scrutinizing her.

“I do,” said Natalie. “But I also think that, if we are going to stay here on Blackthorn, we need to start considering our position on the island. John, there are a lot of different interests at play here, and if we aren’t getting involved actively, we’re going to end up getting shorted.”

John stared into her eyes. Natalie’s cheeks were a little flushed, and when John noticed he suddenly became even more horrified of the prospect of her eating dinner and going on a date with Erik van Katho. It wasn’t just about what the message had warned against, it was more than that.

“But, there have got to be other ways that we can do that,” said John. He scratched his head and tried to think of some, none coming to mind.

“There aren’t, honey,” she said. “It will be okay, don’t worry.”

“How will it be okay?” John felt his voice betraying his emotions. “You’re going to have dinner with him? At his mansion? I don’t even remember the last time you went on a date!”

Natalie sighed, and then smiled weakly at him.

“It will be okay because…” She trailed off, and it looked like she was forcing the last of her words out. “John, you’re going to be there, too.”

John stared at her blankly.

“Kari is going to be your date for the night. We… are going on a double date.”

“What?” John blinked a couple of times, his mouth hanging open in disbelief.

“I think it actually may have been her idea,” said Natalie. “I know Erik well enough to know that this isn’t really his style. But, regardless, he pitched the idea to me, and I agreed to it, even though I loathe the man. It’s important for us to at least make friends with them, John.”

John took a deep breath, feeling his heart threatening to beat right out of his chest. It felt like an impossible situation, a conflict of major interests for him. How was he supposed to enjoy his date with Kari and deal with the schemes of Erik van Katho at the same time?

“We’re meeting them at the van Katho mansion at 7 pm,” she said. “Have Olivia pick out some nice semi-formal dress clothes for you to wear.”

It took John another few seconds for him to find his voice.

“Okay,” he said. “I will.”

“Great! Thank you, honey!” Natalie pulled him in close and kissed him on the cheek, her breasts pushing up against his arm.

John was a little surprised by how happy she looked. If felt weird, and made him a little uncomfortable to think about being on a date with Kari, with his mother and Erik along with them, on a date with each other. The feeling only grew worse as he began to consider just how far things might go, and where the night might end up after a couple of bottles of wine.

He tried to clear his head, walked into the living room, and took a seat on the couch. The mansion had a large flat screen TV that he hadn’t so much as turned on since moving in, and the remote for it was lying on an end table next to where he was sitting. He picked it up and powered the display on.

There was a news anchor behind a desk and a picture of Alison Orton in the top right corner of the screen. John almost dropped the remote in surprise.

“For more on the story, let’s go to Alex Langdon, who is reporting live from outside the office where the victim was found. Alex?”

The image cut to an outside shot of the private investigator’s office, the very same one that John had been in the day before. John stood up from the couch and walked over to the TV, watching in shock as a new reporter began to speak.

“Thank you, Lisa. The victim was Alison Orton, a thirty-four year old resident of Blackthorn Isle who ran a private investigation office here on the island. The police have not yet released any further details other than that they’re suspicious that they death may have been from unnatural causes. As soon as we get more information, we will give you an update.”

The screen cut back to the other anchor. John tapped on the remote until the TV was off, and fell back into a seated position on the couch as his legs gave out. She was dead. All of the concerns that John had been harboring about the potential dangers contained in navigating the power structure of the island had been realized in an instant.

John had no idea what to do, or how to protect himself. It was impossible for him to know about the private investigator’s death and draw any conclusion from it that didn’t involve him getting her killed. He’d made a foolish attempt at convincing her be a double agent for him, and it had blown up in his face.

Strangely, instead of being overcome with paranoia or fear, John began to smile. This was the reality that Marcus van Ludling, his grandfather, had lived and died in. This was John’s life now and whether he liked it or not, he was going to have to figure out how to swim in the deep end, and fast.


CHAPTER 22

John was up and moving across the lobby only seconds after watching the broadcast. Natalie saw him and flashed a curious, disapproving look.

“Where are you off to walking so fast?” she asked.

“Mom, the private investigator is dead,” said John. “Alison Orton.”

Natalie looked at him blankly, the information taking a second to soak in. When it finally did, she shook her head and walked over to him.

“Honey, that’s got nothing to do with you,” she said. “Absolutely nothing. If you head out to the crime scene, it’s only going to give the investigators the wrong idea.”

John shook his head and pushed the front door open.

“I have to go.” John smiled solemnly at her. “I am one of the investigators.”

He thought for a moment about taking one of the cars to cut down his travel time, but it was a nice day outside, and he felt as though it would draw even more unneeded attention. So instead, John walked, but quickly. Quick enough that by the time he had made it to the base of the hill that the private investigator’s office was on, his calves were threatening to cramp up and fail him.

The office was cordoned off by yellow tape along with the area twentyish feet out around it. John paused when he got to the police tape and looked around. There was a man standing by a police car that could have only been a sheriff, with a brown uniform and flat circle brim hat. Next to him was a woman in a soft-looking white blouse wearing a long black overcoat who appeared to be speaking into a handheld recorder.

Neither of them noticed John right away. It was a fact that he used to his advantage, taking his time to examine the scene from where he stood and think through the possibilities in his head. The front door leading into the office looked to be intact, with no visible damage. It had been unlocked when John had stopped by to see her, but that had been during the day. Slowly, he began to piece the facts together.

“John van Ludling…” The sheriff had finally noticed him and made his way over. “We haven’t met yet. I’m Sheriff Amos, the lawman here on Blackthorn.”

John nodded and extended your hand.

“It’s nice to meet you,” said John. “It would seem that you already know who I am.”

Surprisingly, the sheriff let out a laugh that sounded kinder than John had been expecting.

“That I do,” he said. “I knew your grandfather before he passed. He was truly a hell of a guy and did more for this community than all the other residents twice put together. It was… a damn shame, what happened to him.”

John could hear genuine sorrow in the man’s voice, and began to mirror it in his heart. There were so many people on Blackthorn Isle who had told him similar things that part of him felt as though he should be used to it by now. But he wasn’t, and all he could do was wonder about his grandfather and mourn the fact that he never got a chance to know him.

“Thank you, sheriff,” said John. “I appreciate that.”

The sheriff leaned in close to him and put a hand on his shoulder. John was a little taken aback by the familiarity of the gesture, almost as though the two of them were drinking together at a bar, and not standing in front of a fresh crime scene.

“John, it’s not my proper place to give you advice, I must concede.” The sheriff looked at him seriously. “But if you do anything as the new Count Ludling, it should be to honor Marcus’s memory. His shoes are big ones to fill, but if you even manage a halfway decent try, you’ll earn my respect and that of the townspeople.”

John didn’t say anything. The sheriff had an intense look in his eyes, and his words reverberated in his head.

“Sheriff Amos, I’d appreciate it if you’d do your job, which at the moment, is to help me do mine.” The woman in black spoke in a cold voice as she slowly walked over to them. She was tall, with jet black hair and eyes that suggested a vaguely Asiatic ancestry. The overcoat she wore obscured most of her figure, but John could still see a hint of an ample bosom pushing out.

“Er… sorry.” Sheriff Amos took a step back from John and smiled ruefully. “John, you being here is actually somewhat convenient for us. We’d like to ask you a few questions.”

John looked from the sheriff to the woman. Her eyes were locked onto him, sharp and observant.

“John, my name is Detective Wilkins. I’m from the mainland, and I’m here to help provide an impartial investigation into the death of Ms. Orton.”

“It’s nice to meet you,” said John. There was a momentary silence on the air that told him everything he needed to know. His mom had been right.

“John, is there anyone who can collaborate your whereabouts last night from about six until midnight?” Detective Wilkins’ face was full of suspicion. John thought carefully for a moment before answering.

“I was at Ludling Mansion, in my room.” It was a lie, but it was close enough to the truth. The last thing John wanted to do was involve his mom in the investigation if it could be avoided.

“So there isn’t anybody that could vouch for you, then?” asked Detective Wilkins. John shook his head and watched as the detective and the sheriff exchanged a glance.

“John, we know that you met with Alison Orton yesterday,” said the woman. “Do you want to tell us a little about what happened during that meeting?”

John didn’t say anything. His mom had been right, and he was becoming increasingly aware of just how hard it would be for him to be honest without giving the detective the wrong impression. It was almost as though Wilkins could read his mind. She smiled and pushed a couple of strands of hair out of her face.

“Several of Ms. Orton’s cameras were missing, the only things stolen from her office,” said the detective. “You wouldn’t know anything about that either, would you?”

It took every ounce of control that John had to keep his emotions from showing on his face. Alison Orton was dead, and the secrets she had discovered about him and his mom had been passed on to someone else, like a cursed inheritance.

“Am I under arrest, Ms. Wilkins?” asked John.

“That’s Detective Wilkins.” The woman corrected him coldly, but there was a touch of something that sounded almost like respect in her voice. “And no, Count Ludling, you are not under arrest.”

John nodded to her and to Sheriff Amos, who looked like he was conflicted by his current assignment.

“Alright, then,” said John. “Have a nice day.”

He turned and walked away from them, away from the office of the private investigator, and away from the chaos that the problem represented in his life.

It was hard for John to process Alison’s death, even without taking the police and their questions into the equation. She had been so vibrant and confident when he’d seen her, and now she was dead. She was dead because of him.

John had paid her to stop investigating him, and apparently whoever she had been working for wasn’t happy about it. That was the only explanation he could come up with that made any sense.

The obvious thing to do would be to tell the police, and let them in on everything. Unfortunately, it was impossible with the secret that Alison had unknowingly discovered. He wasn’t willing to consider the possibility of his mom getting dragged into it, not under any circumstance.

“John? Are you okay?” Chad’s loud voice was in his ear, and John realized that the man had been calling out to him for a minute. He’d been walking in a trance, too caught up in his own thoughts and problems for the outside world to be able to reach him.

“Oh… sorry.” John stopped and walked over to the entrance of the Red Thorn Tavern, where Chad was standing. He saw the worried look on the man’s face, and forced himself to smile.

“It’s been a confusing morning,” said John. “And I didn’t get much sleep last night.”

“John, you don’t have to beat around the truth with me,” said Chad. “I’m here if you need advice, or an ear to shout into.”

John smiled, for real this time.

“Thanks, Chad,” he said. “I’ve… got myself into a bit of trouble.”

Part of John wanted to leave it just at that. Part of him didn’t want the friendly tavern owner to push it any further, to ask him to explain, and try to help.

Chad nodded, a strange gleam showing in his eyes. He brought one of his massive hands down on John’s shoulder, and then gestured to the door.

“Come on inside, young Count,” he said. “I’ll have Amelia fix us some coffee.”

A couple of minutes later, the two were sitting at the bar counter with a steaming mug in front of each of them. As always, Amelia had greeted John warmly, but he had brushed her off, and for once, it looked like she’d listened to him.

“Now tell me,” said Chad. “Does you being out walking around town looking so miserable this morning have anything to do with the woman I saw on the news?”

John was a stunned by the man’s perceptiveness. He slowly nodded.

“Yeah, it does,” he said. “But Chad, you have to listen to me, I-“

“You had nothing to do with it.” Chad smiled at him. “I know you didn’t, John. I knew your grandfather, and trust me, that’s more than enough for me to base your innocence off of.”

There it was again. Marcus van Ludling had a way of guiding and protecting John, even from beyond the grave. Whatever the man had done to deserve his reputation must have been incredible, John silently mused.

“I can’t explain any of it, Chad.” John sighed and looked down into his cup. “I am innocent. But the way that the chips are falling, I’m not sure if I’ll be able to prove it.”

Chad clapped him on the back, and John was knocked forward far enough to make him almost spill his coffee.

“You’re still new to this island, so it’s up to me to let you in on this.” Chad glanced over at the bar, making sure Amelia was preoccupied with some dishes in the back. “That woman, Alison Orton… She was investigating a lot of people in town. It’s no surprise to me that someone paid her to have you on her hit list. Everyone important in Blackthorn is on that list.”

John furrowed his brow. He hadn’t thought of that. Chad paused, looked over at Amelia again, and then leaned in even closer.

“There is something else on top of that, John.” Chad grimaced, and then blushed slightly. “Alison Orton… I’m not quite sure how to say, or uh, admit this, but… Well, let’s just say that she is a very open, friendly woman.”

John scratched his head, unsure of whether or not Chad was saying what he thought he was saying.

“On one such occasion, she was investigating one of my neighbors and came to talk to me, and well, see, here’s the thing…” The shame was readily visible on Chad’s face, almost painful for John to see, all things considered. “We uh, talked for a good, long time. I get the feeling that the fancy city detective will be by sometime today to chat to me, as well. Let’s just hope I get to her before Amelia does.”

John couldn’t stop himself from laughing. Chad sighed and looked like he wanted to sink through the floor.

“How is your coffee treating you, John?” Amelia had snuck over to the side of him while he’d been talking to the tavern owner, and set her hand down on his shoulder.

“It’s perfect, Amelia,” said John. “Just perfect.”

“Would you like me to put some more sugar in?” she asked. “Or maybe help you with something else?”

“You know, that would be great.” John locked eyes with her and felt an illicit shiver run through his crotch.

After a second, Chad cleared his throat loudly and slid his cup over to his wife.

“Mine too, if you don’t mind,” he said. “So like I was saying John, it will be fine. Trust me.”

John nodded and then stood up from the counter.

“I appreciate that, Chad,” he said. “I should get going. I’ve got a long day ahead of me.”

Amelia touched his hand as she smiled her goodbye, and the tavern owner clapped him on the back. John left, feeling a mixture of relief and excitement in his pounding, anxious heart.


CHAPTER 23

John half expected the detective to be following him on the way back to the mansion, taking Alison Orton’s place in the pursuit of justice for her death. But he was alone and walked slowly to make sure of it, passing by unconcerned pedestrians.

The sky was netted with scattered clouds, and a surprising amount of wind swept through the air. The walk up the hill to Ludling mansion made John feel almost as though he could have taken off into the air if he jumped up and spread his arms.

At the top, in the driveway, was a car that John didn’t recognize. He scratched his head as he made his way in through the front door, trying to figure out who it might be. Waiting for him in the lobby was Olivia, along with somebody that John had forgotten would be there.

“Hello, Count John,” said Ms. Willis. “You didn’t forget about your private lesson today, did you?”

John nodded and smiled, trying to play it off.

“Of course not,” he said. “I uh, I was just…”

No excuse came to him, and for a second he just suffered in awkward silence. Finally, Olivia cleared her throat and stepped over to him.

“I was discussing with… Ms. Willis, what the two of you are going to be working on today,” said Olivia. “I don’t mind taking a minute or two out of my day to help you if need be.”

Something about the way she put forward her suggestion made John smile. The maid was looking at him with eyes that, despite being professional and polite, contained hints of protectiveness. There was even a little jealousy in them, though he couldn’t understand why she’d feel that way over Ms. Willis, attractive as she might be.

“I think the two of us will be fine working on our own.” Ms. Willis walked over to the other side of John and set a soft hand on his arm. “Ready, John?”

John turned towards her, and really saw her for the first time since walking in the door. She was wearing the same sort of white blouse and black skirt combo that she usually taught in, complete with one of the front buttons left undone, her generous breasts pushing the fabric tight to its limit.

“Yeah, of course,” said John. “Let’s go.”

“I can prepare a space for the two of you in the library,” said Olivia.

“Nonsense. John, you have a study in your room, right?” She paused, and waited for him to nod before continuing. “That will work fine, and with the door closed it will be quiet enough to simulate a classroom.

Olivia stared at the other woman, her mouth hanging slightly open, as though she wasn’t sure what to make of her. John smiled at her and tried to let her know with her eyes that it was okay and that she was just being silly.

“Alright, let me show you to my room, Ms. Willis.” John began walking up the center staircase, and his teacher followed behind, her heels making muffled noises on the carpeted ground.

John felt a little nervous as he walked into his bedchamber, with Ms. Willis following after and closing the door behind her. He pulled an extra chair over from another table and set it next to his desk before taking his own seat.

“Excellent, John,” said Ms. Willis. “Let me get out the lesson plan, and then we can get started.”

There was an unexpected layer of tension in the room. It was so quiet and secluded, and John was feeling more and more aware of the effect that Ms. Willis had on men. It was different in the real classroom, when Kari was there with him. All bets were off, and John felt as though he just wanted to make it through the lesson in one piece, without falling over himself for her.

“Okay,” said John. “I have pencils, paper, pens, whatever we need.”

He felt as though he’d never said anything dumber before in his life, but Ms. Willis just smiled, amused by his flustered state rather than annoyed. She walked to the desk and set the briefcase she was carrying on top of it, leaning forward to take out her materials in a way that pushed her chest directly into the path of John’s eager eyes.

“We’ll start with a lesson in math, to brush up your skills.” Ms. Willis spoke in a soft, gentle voice, one that was just loud enough to carry to John’s ears. “This will just be a review, so I can get an idea of exactly what it is that you need to be taught.”

“Okay.” John felt his heart beating faster. He realized, shamefully, that his cock was slowly growing more excited, reacting to Ms. Willis with a will of its own. He was suddenly very glad that the desk covered his legs.

“This is a basic quiz that covers most of what you probably worked on at your old school,” said Ms. Willis. “Why don’t you take your pencil, and give it your best shot?”

She slid a piece of paper across the desk and over to John. Her hand brushed against his as he went to take it and lingered for a moment longer than he expected it to. John was aware of his every movement, every breath, and intense, beating heart. He wondered how he was going to learn anything, distracted as he was.

Ms. Willis stood next his desk, still leaned over. John wanted, more than anything, to turn and look up at her breasts, and drink the sight of them in. But she was watching his every move, like a teacher and disciplinarian rolled into one.

She was close enough to him that he could smell the subtle scent of her perfume and hear every breath she took on the silent air. It was just the two of them, and they were in John’s room. Even though she was his teacher, there was still a hidden implication in that, and try as he might, John couldn’t tear himself away from it.

“John, are you stuck on a question?” Ms. Willis leaned further down, bringing her face in close to his as she whispered the words. John felt as though he could cum just from meeting her gaze, so seductively beautiful even though it wasn’t intended to be.

“Uh, no,” he whispered back. “I can do it.”

Ms. Willis smiled at him and placed her hand on his shoulder for the briefest second.

“Good,” she said. “Go ahead then. I want you to finish as soon as you can.”

John nodded enthusiastically and began scribbling in answers as fast as his pencil would allow. There was something about the nervous, charged potential in the air that didn’t feel like it was normal for a private lesson. He trusted his teacher, but at the same time, a kernel of possibility was forming in the back of his head, whispering ideas to him.

“There,” said John, after a couple of minutes. “I’m done. I was confused by a few of them, but most of them were pretty standard.”

“Great, John,” said Ms. Willis. “Let me take a look and see what you need to be taught.”

She pulled out the chair that John had brought over before, and after smoothing her skirt underneath her, slowly sat down in it. The desk was small, and for her to look at his paper required her to get even closer to him than she had been before, when she’d been standing.

John was hyper aware of their bodies. Ms. Willis’s shoulder brushed up against his, and his entire body tickled with electricity. She had a small smile on her face as she read through his answers, and set the sheet down and turned to him after much less time than it had taken him to work through them.

“It’s good, very good,” she said. “John, you are an intelligent young man. Sorry, I mean, Count John.”

The way she said his name, along with his title, sounded unusually respectful. Ms. Willis was looking at him with a serious look on her face and appeared to be thinking about something.

“Thanks, Ms. Willis,” said John. “Is there… something else?”

His teacher nodded slowly and solemnly.

“John, I wanted to wait until the end of your lesson to ask you this, but I need you to do something for me.”

John’s heart began to beat out of his chest.

“Sorry, I mean, the school needs you to do something for it.” The teacher’s clarification calmed him down, but only just a little. “The school needs a favor.”

“What is it?” asked John.

Ms. Willis flicked her head back, sending her medium length blond hair fluttering back into order behind her.

“The town council has cut our funding for next year. Usually, we rely on private donors to make up for the shortfall. Your grandfather, the old Count, was a major one of those donors.”

John didn’t say anything. He knew what she was asking, and was, of course, willing to help her out. But his teacher had a strange glimmer in her eye, and he wanted to hear her talk more, hear her give him a taste of what was behind it.

“It would mean a lot to the school, and to me, if you made a donation in his place, Count John.” Ms. Willis licked her lips. “I think it would help improve the quality of your private lessons, and expand the nature of what subjects I could teach you.”

She had a dangerous smile on her face, one full of feisty, flirty possibility. John blinked, almost sure that he was misreading her, but as she leaned in closer to him, her body language told him everything he needed to know.

“Ms. Willis…” John’s mind was blank, and he was at a loss for how to react. His cock throbbed underneath the desk, and as he felt his teacher’s hand slowly run up his arm, across his shoulder, and onto his cheek, he almost came.

“John.” She was whispering, and there was a tremor of hot emotion in her voice. “We’ll never have a normal student-teacher relationship. You must have sensed it from the beginning.”

She leaned even closer to him and let her lips rub against his neck. Her breath felt hot, and John could feel her big breasts pushing against his chest.

“You are the Count,” said Ms. Willis. “You are going to grow up to be a very powerful man. There is a lot I can teach you, but it’s going to go beyond what you might have been expecting.”

Her hand ran down his body to his crotch, where it found his already rock hard cock. John gasped as she grabbed it with her fingers and slowly began to rub.

“Oh, oh wow…” John was in shock and felt as though his heart had never beat so fast in his life. “Ms. Willis, I-“

“Let me see if I can show you what I mean, John.” Ms. Willis unbuttoned her blouse a little further, bringing her cleavage and bra into view. “I need something from you, John. It’s for a good cause, but there are plenty of women on Blackthorn Isle who will be after your money for their own purposes.”

She let her boobs run down John’s chest as she slid his chair back and dropped to her knees in front of him. John almost felt like he needed to pinch himself. In his wildest dreams, he had never even dared to imagine his teacher like this.

“Would you be able to resist, John?” she asked. John shook his head, unsure of what she was getting at, or trying to teach him.

“Exactly. This time, it’s already too late.” Ms. Willis unzipped his pants with deft, quick movements. John’s cock was eager to be free, and when she pulled his boxers down it practically snapped out and into his face.

“I don’t believe..;” John trailed off in midsentence as his teacher wrapped her soft, warm hand around his aching member. She was smiling a siren’s smile up at him, as though she was well aware that she had ensnared him and held all of the power.

“So what do you think, John?” asked Ms. Willis, as she slowly began to stroke him off with tantalizingly pleasurable movements. “Do you think the school and what it has to offer would be worth a modest donation?”

John could barely think straight, let alone answer her. His teacher was giving him a soft, tender hand job, which still somehow carried all of her authority along with it. She was in control, and could give John exactly what he wanted, exactly what he needed, at that moment.

Ms. Willis watched John’s face for a moment. It looked like she enjoyed the effect she was having on him immensely and was still looking to take it further. With a measured slowness, she brought her face closer to John’s dick, licking her lips and then bringing them into gentle contact with the head of his penis.

“Oh god!” moaned John. His teacher flicked her tongue out and licked a small pearl of pre-cum off the tip as though it were a melting popsicle. He wanted to grab onto the back of Ms. Willis’s head and force his member inside of her mouth, but she had a way of controlling the situation without words, even in the moment.

“That’s right, John,” whispered Ms. Willis. “I’ve seen how you look at me. Now, do you want to see what I can do with my big, soft, lips?”

She let her tongue run from the base of John’s cock all the way up to the tip, watching as he writhed with pleasure. The teacher pulled back for a second and undid the last of the buttons on her shirt, letting the garment drop harmlessly to the ground.

“Or maybe you want to see what’s underneath my bra?” Ms. Willis unhooked the tiny lace top and then held her hands over the cups of it, staring into John’s eyes as though she was giving a strip tease. John nodded slightly, and she pulled it down.

Her breasts were large enough to suggest that she had once been a slightly plumper woman. They hung nicely on her frame, and John instinctively reached one of his hands out to grab one. Ms. Willis swatted it away, and then gave him a kiss on the head of his cock, sending an explosion of pleasure through his crotch.

“I am your teacher, John!” giggled Ms. Willis. “That is so… inappropriate.”

She moved forward quickly and suddenly, bringing John’s cock into her mouth and giving it a few quick sucks. Then she slowed down again, pulling her lips off of his tool with a pop and rubbing it against her cheek. It was erotic torture for John, of a kind that he had never experienced before.

“All you have to do is help me out with my favor, John,” whispered Ms. Willis. “And I can do this, and so much more for you.”

She had just begun to bring John’s cock back into her mouth when there was a knock at the door.

“Honey, I just wanted to check and see if you and your teacher could use a snack…” Natalie called from the hallway in a sweet, doting voice. John shot Ms. Willis a worried look, but she ignored it and began sucking him off even more enthusiastically, as though she took a deep pleasure in torturing him.

“Uh, no mom, oh man, we’re busy right now.” It was hard for John to speak without his words betraying what was going on. Ms. Willis bobbed her head back and forth, her eyes staring up at him with an evil gleam.

“Are you okay?” asked Natalie. “You sound a little sick.”

“I, I’m fine mom,” managed John. “It’s just, I, I’m working so hard.”

Ms. Willis had pushed her breasts together on either side of his cock. She used them to massage his tool while she continued to lick and suck at the head of it, giving him something that felt unlike anything he’d experienced before.

“You don’t sound okay.” The doorknob turned, or tried to. Ms. Willis had apparently locked it on the way in. “Why is the door locked, John?”

“We’re just, we’re so…focused!” John was practically panting as Ms. Willis began to suck again with full force, using her tongue to give him pleasure beyond words. “I, I, I’m in the middle of a…test!”

John couldn’t hold out any longer, and began to blast his hot, sticky load deep into his pretty teacher’s mouth. Ms. Willis didn’t miss a drop, sucking it all down and looking like she actually enjoyed the taste.

“…Alright, fine,” said Natalie. “I have to head out for a bit to get ready for tonight. Ask Olivia to make you some lunch if you or your teacher get hungry.”

“I’m not hungry,” said John.

“And I just ate,” said Ms. Willis.

John listened as his mom’s footsteps disappeared down the hall, and then stared at Ms. Willis, dumbfounded. She smiled at him as she put her bra and shirt back on, and then leaned back on her desk.

“John, that was your first lesson,” said Ms. Willis. “Never let yourself get into a situation where you’re alone with an attractive woman who might want something from you.”

She finished buttoning up her shirt, and then smoothed out her skirt and started for the door.

“I’ll expect a check from you when you come to class on Monday. If you speak with your cute little maid, I’m sure she can instruct you in what would be an appropriate amount.”

John nodded and watched her leave, feeling as though there was still so much for him to learn.


CHAPTER 24

John spent the next half hour in his room, at his desk. He wasn’t doing any work, at least not the kind with a pen and paper. Instead, he was thinking, seeing how different ideas fit together in his head as though he was switching out gears in a giant, steam-powered machine.

Everything that was going on in Blackthorn felt like it linked back to him, in some way. The responsibility on his shoulders felt enormous, but also a little confusing. How was he supposed to do his job when he still wasn’t sure just what exactly it was? And how could he put aside the threat to him in his mom that still lay hidden in the shadows?

His phone rang, jerking him out of his trance and back into reality after a couple of rings. John pulled it out of his pocket and saw that it was Kari.

“Hey,” he answered. “What’s up?”

“Oh, nothing…” Kari’s voice was vibrant and clear over the phone, like a softly ringing bell. “I’m sure you’ve heard from your mom about the whole double date thing, by now.”

John chewed his lip. He’d almost forgotten.

“Yeah, what’s up with that?” he asked. “Couldn’t you have, you now, talked to me about it first?”

“But then you never would have said yes!” Kari laughed as she spoke. It was impossible for John to be frustrated with her for long.

“It’s going to be stressful and awkward,” said John. “I hate to be negative, but come on… Your dad is going to be there and my, uh, mom, is going to be there.”

Two thoughts popped into his head at once. It was weird for him to think about being on a double date with his mom, after all of what had happened between the two of them. And then, on the other side of the equation was the message from his grandfather, urging him to marry Kari… and to keep Erik van Katho away from his mom.

“I’m going to make sure it ends up being fun,” said Kari. “I picked out six nice looking bottles of wine. Six! Anything will seem fun with that much alcohol on hand.”

John chuckled, feeling a strange mixture of emotions in his chest.

“Is your dad even going to let you drink?” he asked. “I thought you said that-“

“Oh, he won’t even care, not if your mom’s there,” said Kari. “He gets a little weird whenever he talks about her. I think he might have a little crush on her.”

John blinked a couple of times and stared at the phone. Was it jealousy, that he was feeling, or raw bewilderment, or some bizarre combination of both?

“I really don’t know about this,” said John. “What happens if the two of them…” He paused, having trouble seriously considering the ramifications of the possibility. “What happens if they really hit it off?”

This time, it was Kari who went silent, and John completely understood why. The idea was horrifying, and at the end of it was a potential future of twisted family dynamics and broken relationships.

“They won’t,” Kari finally said. “Or at least, they won’t have a better time than us. That’s all that matters.”

“But how do you know?” Even as John asked the question, he remembered the way his mom had acted the first time he’d seen Erik van Katho interact with her, so defiant and rude.

“I know,” said Kari. “Besides, we have some control over it, now don’t we?”

John smiled.

“Yeah, I guess we do,” he said.

“I’m looking forward to tonight, John,” said Kari. “It might not be the first date I imagined, but if it’s the only way my dad will sanction me getting together with you for a night, I’ll take it.”

“Yeah, same here.”

“I have to get going, there’s a lot of stuff I have to do to get ready,” said Kari. “I’ll see you later.”

“Yeah, see you.”

John hung up the phone. His heart was beating fast, much faster than it should have been. What was it about being the Count that made his life so strange?

He climbed off his bed and headed out into the hall. The mansion was silent, but John had grown used to it over the past few days. It was a comforting silence now, the sound of his home.

Olivia was sweeping in front of the lobby’s door, and John walked down the stairs and over to her. She looked cute in her maid uniform, all of her curves threatening to pop out on either end, and surprisingly, she had a smile on her face.

“I’m headed out for a walk, Olivia,” said John. “I need some time to clear my head a bit.”

The maid looked up at him. Her eyes were warm and understanding. Things were starting to calm down between the two of them and return to how they should be.

“Do you want me to come with you, sir?” asked Olivia. She blinked, and then looked as though she had dropped out of maid mode for a moment. “John…”

John stared at her briefly, feeling as though his heart was beating a little faster, and a little hotter.

“Yes,” he said. “I think I’d like that.”

The two of them walked outside the mansion together. John started to head down, towards the road but veered off to the side of the house instead. He hadn’t taken a close look at the lawn before and noticed for the first time the amount of work that had gone into mowing and caring for it.

“Does the mansion have a gardener?” he asked. Olivia shook her head.

“No, we contract most of that work out to a private business.” She was smiling, and her face was glowing. John was a little curious as to why she was so happy, but the feeling was infectious enough to make him not especially care.

“I’ve never been in the backyard before,” said John. “Let’s go check it out.”

He stuck out his arm, and Olivia looped hers around it, her eyes beaming at him with joy and other emotions that John didn’t recognize. He began to skip across the lawn with her, feeling ridiculous, but also as though it was exactly what he needed.

The mansion’s backyard was gigantic. It consisted of a number of perfectly manicured privacy bushes, a large fountain with a statue of a swordsman in the middle, a gazebo, and an outdoor eating area attached to the mansion. At the very edge of it, where the lawn was swallowed by forest, there was a tiny little trail cutting through the center.

“I want to check out that trail,” said John. Olivia nodded, and the two of them skipped over to it.

The trail was bordered by tall, branching trees on either side, giving it the atmosphere of being a tunnel through nature. The sun was out, but underneath the canopy of leaves, there was enough shade to make it feel like evening.

“John, what’s on your mind?” asked Olivia. “I can tell that something’s bothering you…”

She leaned in close to him and squeezed herself against his arm. She was so warm and soft, and John felt like he would prefer to just spend the night with her, rather than having to jump through hoops with his mom and the van Kathos.

“I’ve just been thinking a lot, about everything here on the island.” He paused, and then remembered what had happened that morning. “Olivia, did you hear about the death of that private investigator.”

Olivia nodded, her smile fading a bit.

“Yes, I did,” she said. “It’s terrible.”

John looked at the maid carefully. He trusted her, more than he trusted almost anybody else on the island.

“Olivia, this is going to sound a little crazy, but I think it may be linked to another recent death,” said John. “My grandfather’s.”

Olivia didn’t say anything for a long moment. Finally, she looked at John, one of her eyebrows raised and a serious expression on her face.

“I didn’t want to worry you, John, but I know that Count van Ludling didn’t die of natural causes, as much as I can know anything.”

John was a little startled by the confidence in her voice.

“You knew? But why didn’t you say anything?”

Olivia sighed and looked at him very carefully.

“Because I didn’t trust you, not at first,” she said. “I thought… I briefly suspected that you may have been involved, somehow.”

John flinched back and felt his mouth drop open.

“Are you kidding? Me?”

Olivia rubbed his arm gently.

“I don’t think that anymore,” she said. “It was just that at the time of his death, it looked as though you were one of the few people with anything to gain from it.”

John took a deep breath. He’d wanted to clear his mind by going for a walk, and it felt as though it’d had the exact opposite effect, in the end.

“Look, I think that someone else did have something to gain, Olivia,” said John. “And whoever it was is still playing a very dangerous game, against me now. I had spoken with Alison Orton the day before her death, and she told me that she was investigating me.”

Olivia didn’t look very surprised.

“She investigates everyone, John,” she said. “I would be more concerned if she hadn’t been investigating you.”

John had no reply. Olivia was watching him carefully, and after a moment she ran her hand along his back.

“John, your grandfather made enemies during his life, without ever meaning to.”

“What do you mean?” John watched as Olivia leaned in closer to him and dropped her voice to a whisper.

“Your grandmother, Julia, was a very popular woman in Blackthorn before she married your grandfather,” she said. “Or at least, from what I’ve heard.”

John nodded and waited for her to continue.

“One of her suitors was the young Erik van Katho.” She smiled at the look of curious surprise that appeared on John’s face. “He was almost twenty years her junior, but he was rich, and it tore him apart when she chose your grandfather over him.”

“But that doesn’t sound right,” said John. “I thought that they were friends after that, my grandfather and Erik van Katho.”

Olivia nodded.

“Count van Ludling wanted to stay friendly with Erik van Katho. That’s why he tried o marry his daughter, your mom, off to him.” Olivia smiled grimly. “But, of course, that never materialized, in the end.”

Rather than clearing things up for him, the new information only made John feel more confused. He shook his head and was struck by a quickly growing desire to have a strong drink.

“My mom and I are going over to the van Katho’s tonight,” said John. “She’s going to be there with Erik, and I’m going to… well, I’m going to be on a date with Kari.”

“Oh.” Olivia paused and blinked at him a couple of times, looking taken aback. “Oh wow. That’s nice, I hope you have a lot of fun, sir.”

John could hear the jealousy in her voice even as she shifted back into her neutral, professional mannerisms.

“Olivia, it wasn’t my idea. I heard about it from my mom, and Kari was the one who arranged it.” John took her by both shoulders and stared into her eyes, dead set on getting her to understand. “If it goes well, maybe our families can go back to being friends. If Erik van Katho does have something to do with anything that’s happened, this might be a chance for things to be smoothed out.”

Olivia forced a smile at him.

“Of course, sir,” she said. “I hope things go well. I’m happy for you, really.”

John sighed. He really needed that drink.

The two of them spent a couple more silent minutes out in the forest before heading back. John held Olivia’s hand and tried to get her to soften and go back to the happy mood she’d been in before. She didn’t give in, though he could sense that she appreciated his effort.

She left to work on chores once they had reentered the Ludling estate, and John headed upstairs. It was late in the afternoon, and he only had a little while to prepare for the night. He headed towards his room, and then stopped in front of his mom’s bedchamber, noticing that the door was left open a crack.

He couldn’t resist peering in, and what he saw on the other side made his heart skip a beat. His mother was sitting in front of a wide mirror, putting on her makeup. She was wearing a white strapless evening gown, and her hair had been twisted up into a bun.

“Mom…” John tried to pick his jaw up from the floor as he ogled her. Natalie smiled at him in the mirror and then turned to face him.

“You should start getting ready, sweetie,” she said. “We’ll be leaving in a little less than an hour.”

“Uh, yeah, of course.” John couldn’t take his eyes off of her. Her gown pushed her breasts together in a way that showed them of perfectly, turning them into a banquet of seduction. Around her neck, his mom had on an expensive looking pearl necklace, but he only barely noticed it, her boobs drawing most of his attention.

“Is something wrong, honey?” Natalie set her makeup wand down and stood up, taking a few steps towards him. The gown clung to the rest of her body tightly and shimmered with sparkles. Every curve and contour of her butt was perfectly visible in the back. John couldn’t believe how attractive she looked, and suddenly felt his palms get a little sweaty at the idea of her being dressed like that around Erik van Katho.

“Wow, you’re not holding back tonight,” he said.

“Do you like it?” Natalie did a pirouette, and John felt his cock hardening in his pants as his mom’s boobs jiggled slightly. “I want us to make a good impression tonight, and change the dynamic between our two families.”

“Well, this will certainly change things, that’s for sure.”

There was a loaded, silent moment between them. John was still staring, and Natalie was watching him and blushing slightly, clearly enjoying the attention.

“Come here,” she said. “Give me a hug.”

John walked over to her and slowly wrapped his arms around her. His erection poked awkwardly into her stomach, impossible to hide. It felt so good to have her against him, her breasts so soft and tempting, and terrible ideas began to run through his head.

“I should… probably go and start getting ready,” he said.

“Yeah, you should.”

They continued hugging for a moment longer, and John thought he could feel his mom rubbing against him with tiny, subtle movements. He began to push back a little, letting his cock rub on her, grinding against her soft, busty body.

Finally, after what felt like an illicit, unspoken eternity, John managed to pull back. He hunched over, suddenly very self-conscious of his boner, and turned to leave.

“Sweetie, I love you,” said his mom. “Don’t stress out about tonight. It’s all just good fun.”

“I know mom,” said John. “I love you too.”

He took one last look at her as he stepped out the door, feeling a little confused and guilty about just how undeniably turned on he was by her body and then headed for his own room.


CHAPTER 25

It only took John a couple of minutes to pick out a nice combination of dress clothes to wear. There were a number of outfits hanging up in his closet, and he ended up picking out a dark blue dress shirt with black pants, which fit him surprisingly well.

He headed downstairs and found that his mom and Olivia were already waiting for him in the lobby. Seeing Natalie with her outfit and makeup complete, smiling patiently at him, made him feel strangely nervous. This was a first date for the both of them, and it somehow felt as though there was more on the line than just a kiss at the end of the night.

“Ready, honey?” she asked him.

“Yeah mom, I’m ready.” John leaned in towards her and gave her a soft peck on the cheek. He’d meant it as a friendly, platonic gesture, but the second his lips made contact, he felt a strange heat begin to spread across his face.

“It’s just going to be a fun night, for us and the van Katho’s,” said Natalie. “We’re getting to know them a little better, that’s all.”

John shrugged.

“If that’s all, why do we even need to get all dressed up?”

Natalie set her hands on his shoulders and looked directly into his eyes. John felt his face heating up even more as he struggled to meet her gorgeous gaze.

“Trust me, sweetie,” she said. “Everything that happens tonight is for the good of our family.”

John nodded, but on the inside a sickening pit was forming inside of his stomach. The front door opened, and before he could analyze his emotions any further, Olivia had stepped back into the lobby.

“I’ve brought the car out front. We can leave whenever the two of you are ready.” There was a strange tremor of emotion in the maid’s voice, almost as though she wanted to say something that she knew she shouldn’t.

“Excellent. Thank you, Olivia, we’ll get going right now.” Natalie smiled at her, and then looped her arm through John’s and led him out to the car.

The stars and moon were out overhead, and even John couldn’t deny the romantic effect they gave the night. He climbed into the backseat of the car next to his mom and then waited as Olivia chauffeured them across the island.

He was still nervous, and there was no real hiding it. Erik van Katho was not somebody he would or could ever trust. If it were just John and the other man, on their own, the situation would be manageable, or at the very least, straightforward. But with his mom and Kari thrown into the mix, they were playing a very different game.

“Sweetie, don’t be nervous.” His mom smiled at him and rubbed his knee encouragingly. “I wouldn’t have agreed to this if I didn’t know what I was doing.”

John sighed.

“Well, I’m glad that at least one of us does.”

Erik van Katho was waiting with his daughter in front of the door to their mansion. He was dressed much like John, except his dress shirt was red, and he’d included an expensive looking watch on one wrist.

Kari, on the other hand, looked like a promiscuous princess, her expensive black evening gown showing off more cleavage and thigh than John ever would have thought her father would let her get away with.

Having the two of them wait outside felt like an overly formal gesture, but then again, John didn’t really have a good sense of what was appropriate in the world of old money he found himself suddenly caught up in. When the car stopped in the circular driveway, Erik walked down the steps to it, opening the door for John’s mom with a small smile on his face.

“Natalie,” said Erik. “I am so glad that you and John decided to accept our invitation. You look amazing.”

John watched his mom in disbelief as she took the hand Erik van Katho offered to help her out of the car.

“Yes,” she said. “I believe we got off on the wrong foot when I returned, you and I.”

Her smile was warm and friendly, and John could tell that it delighted the man. His heart felt like it was beating violently, and he wished that he’d tried harder to talk his mom out of the night.

“John,” Kari called to him from where she was standing, at the top of the steps. “Aren’t you going to greet your date for the night, and kiss her hand?”

The smile she gave him was laced with sarcasm, and John laughed, despite himself. He looked back over at his mom, who was whispering with Erik about something, the two of them close to each other but far enough apart to keep his mind at ease.

“Of course, Princess van Katho.” John bowed mockingly. “It would be my divine pleasure to kiss your dainty hand on this beautiful night of nights.”

His mom shot him a disapproving look, but Kari laughed and blew him a kiss. John jogged up the steps to her, feeling much more optimistic at his prospects for having a fun night.

“Don’t worry, there are bottles and bottles of wine waiting for us on the dining room table,” whispered Kari. “You aren’t the only one feeling a little nervous.”

“Let’s head inside, shall we?” Erik van Katho had put his arm around Natalie’s waist. John felt strangely protective of his mom, but she had a smile on his face, and there was nothing he could object with that sounded reasonable.

“Yeah, come on John.” Kari eased against his side, pushing her breasts against him and getting even closer than his mom had been with her father.

The four of them walked into the lobby of the van Katho estate. John had forgotten just how big it was, as though it was specifically designed to outsize the Ludling mansion.

“My cooks have been slaving away at dinner for the entire day,” said Erik. “We’ll have the full range of their cooking arsenal to choose from, steaks, roasted pheasant, fish, whatever suits your fancy.”

“That all sounds lovely, Erik, thank you,” said Natalie.

“My dad is totally into your mom.” Kari whispered in John’s ear, sounding as though she’d already had a couple of glasses of wine. He blushed at the implications of what she was telling him and tried not to take it too seriously.

“Nothing is going to happen,” John whispered back. “How could it? The four of us are here together.”

Kari just smiled at him, and then the two followed their parents into the dining room. True to what Erik had said, an enormous amount of food had been set out on an oval table that looked like it was just the right size to seat four people.

John took a seat next to Kari, with Erik van Katho and his mom sitting across from them. There was a moment of awkward silence in which nobody said anything, and John asked himself again, just how the night had come to be.

“So John, how have you been adjusting to life here on Blackthorn Isle?” Erik van Katho addressed him surprisingly casually, which caught him a little off guard, given how odd the man had acted the last time they’d spoken.

“It’s been nice. The people here have been really welcoming.” John smiled and glanced over at Kari, who blushed and looked down at her plate.

“Is that so?” Erik van Katho’s voice had a small hint of hidden emotion in it, and John realized that he wasn’t the only one feeling protective of a family member that night.

“He’s adjusted quite well, Erik,” said his mom. “He is the Count now, and the townspeople have been quite accepting of him taking over the role.”

“Yes, of course,” said Erik. “And I guess, considering his bachelor status, that makes you Lady Ludling, doesn’t it, Natalie?”

John couldn’t tell from the angle that he was sitting at, but it looked as though Erik had set one of his hands down on his mom’s thigh. Rage flooded through his body as he watched his mom blush slightly and smile at him.

“Bachelor status, indeed.” Kari winked at John and almost mimicked her father’s power play exactly, setting her hand down high on his thigh, close to his crotch. “John, you do realize that you’re probably the heartthrob of every eligible woman on Blackthorn Isle. If you wanted to, you could make a cheesy TV show out of your experience here.”

John couldn’t stifle a laugh.

“Every eligible woman on Blackthorn Isle?” he asked. “Does that include you too, Kari?”

Their eyes met, and she smiled at John and slid her hand a little further up.

Erik van Katho cleared his throat loudly and deliberately from across the table.

“I think some wine is in order,” he said. “And we should start eating before the food gets cold.”

“Yeah, that sounds great.” John smiled at Erik van Katho, feeling Kari’s fingertips graze across the tip of his cock through his pants. “I’ll take a glass.”

The wine was good, and the food was delicious. John could not fault Erik for that. As the four of them ate, they made polite small talk about the town and the weather. John watched every move that Erik made towards his mother and was relieved by the way that she kept a polite distance from him.

“The island has always been quite a peaceful place,” said Erik. “Excepting that recent… unpleasantness, with the private investigator.”

John’s ears perked up. He would have let the mention of Alison go if it wasn’t for the strong wine he’d been sipping on.

“Yeah, it’s an interesting case,” he said. “I wonder what to make of it.”

“John, I’m not sure if somebody’s murder is really an appropriate topic for discussion at the dinner table.” Natalie gave him a motherly smile as she spoke, but Erik set one of his hands on her shoulder and shook his head.

“Nonsense, I think it’s as topical as anything,” he said. “What I make of it, John, is that she was most likely killed by the obvious party. A scorned ex-lover, from the sounds of it, she was quite a promiscuous woman.”

John took a sip of his wine.

“I’m surprised the police came to question you, daddy,” said Kari. “It’s ridiculous that you’d even be considered as a person of interest.”

John felt his jaw drop open. He looked at Kari, who was clearly unaware of how much she had just revealed, and then at Erik, who was glaring at his daughter.

“Yes, well, they have a lot of free time on their hands, here on Blackthorn Isle.” Erik spoke slowly and deliberately, with a voice full of cold, contained anger.

“I actually talked to one of the detectives working on the case, too.” John felt just drunk enough to take a risk, despite the look of abject disapproval that his mom was sending him from the other side of the table. “He mentioned that Ms. Orton may have actually run into some trouble with one of her current clients.”

Erik van Katho picked up a napkin and wiped his mouth.

“That may be the case, but my theory seems more likely, to me.” He paused and then smiled. “Or perhaps she was killed by someone she was investigating. Someone with a deep, dark secret that would have destroyed them if it got out.”

John felt his heart skip a beat. If they were playing chess at the dinner table, Erik had just moved John into check. Several tense, silent seconds went by, in which John felt like anything could happen.

“I need some more wine!” Kari smiled and reached for the bottle. “And I think you do, too!”

She slipped her hand back down to John’s thigh as she poured the glasses, this time letting it slide all the way up to his crotch and play around a little. John almost didn’t feel it at first, but when he caught sight of the flustered, protective look on Erik van Katho’s face, the sensation became much more vivid and erotic in nature.

He still had cards left up his sleeve. He was still in the game.

“Thank you Kari.” John took a sip from his newly refilled glass, and then leaned in close to her neck. “I think this will be a fun night, after all.”

He whispered so only she could hear him, and it had the desired effect. Kari began to blush, and Erik van Katho seethed in his chair.


CHAPTER 26

By the time dinner came to an end, plenty of wine had been shared between the four of them. John and Kari had grown bolder with every glass, playfully grabbing and groping at each other’s bodies underneath the table, and when their parents weren’t looking, above it, too.

Natalie and Erik shot them plenty of disapproving looks, but the wine was having its effect on them as well. Erik wasn’t quite as brazen as John and kept his touching to a more respectful level. Instead, he began to make an attempt at wooing Natalie that was almost unseemly to watch, bragging about everything he could think of and showering her with compliments.

“Erik, you are a very sweet man,” said Natalie, smiling. John squirmed a little in his seat but was brought back to his own date by a quick, sneaky kiss on his cheek from Kari.

“There is everything a person could possibly need here in my estate!” Erik’s voice had grown louder over the course of the night, and he was practically shouting, much to the displeasure of everyone else at the table.

“Yes, I’m sure there is,” said Natalie. “It’s a very nice place.”

“I can give you a tour! Do you want a tour?” Erik leaned in close to Natalie, who giggled and pushed him away.

“I saw it when we were kids, Erik,” she said. “Back when you and my father were working together.”

Erik paused, suddenly knocked out of his jovial state by the weight of memories. John was watching, curious and a little worried about what might happen between his mom and Kari’s dad, when he felt a hand glide up his leg and cup his package.

“Daddy, why don’t we go watch a movie in the private theater?” asked Kari. “We’ve finished eating, and it would be a great way for us to end the night.”

John thought about being in a dark movie room, with the privacy offered by the shadows, and got a little excited. His thoughts shifted to his mom and Erik having the same opportunity and felt a strange, uncomfortable feeling fill his stomach.

“Yes! That’s a lovely idea!” bellowed Erik. “What do you say, Natalie?”

She looked over at John before answering and blushed as she met his gaze. The same emotions that he was feeling were reflected in her eyes, but there was nothing that either of them could do.

“…Alright,” said Natalie. “It would be nice, right John?”

John nodded.

“Yeah, okay,” he said. “Let’s… all watch a movie together.”

Kari led the four of them into the downstairs movie room. It was dark, and though it wasn’t quite the size of a real theater, it was still a very large room.

“Don’t feel bad just because my private theater is bigger than your private theater, John,” Erik said, drunkenly.

“I’m sure you wish that everything of yours was bigger than mine, don’t you?” laughed John. Kari elbowed him gently in the ribs, and Natalie shot him a disapproving look from across the room.

In the place of regular theater chairs, the room had four large, comfortable looking couches. John and Kari sat down at the one in the front left of the theater, and Natalie and Erik took the one across from them.

“How do we put the movie on?” asked John. Kari picked up a remote from a small table off to the side and booted up the digital projector.

“I picked out a movie already,” she said. “It’s a romantic comedy, I hope you don’t mind.”

“No, of course not,” said John, his sarcasm blunt and obvious.

He found it a little hard to get comfortable, even as the movie started playing and everyone else’s attention was on the screen. The only light in the room came from what was left over from the projection, and it was only enough for him to make out the silhouettes of his mom and Erik van Katho.

This, more than anything, was what he had been the most worried about when his mom had pitched the idea of the double date to him. Anything could happen in the dark of the theater, and though he knew it was weird and totally inappropriate for him to be feeling jealous over his own mother, the feeling was strong within him.

One of the characters on the screen said a joke and Kari laughed and leaned in closer to him. He could feel her breath tickling his neck, and her soft hair as she pushed it out of her face and glided it by his shoulder.

“Is this your first time taking a girl to the movies, John?” she whispered. “I would have thought you’d at least have your arm around me by now…”

John was pulled back into the moment and turned to look at what he could see of Kari in the dim light. She was leaned towards him in a way that was suggestive, as if she was offering up her body for him to touch and play with as he pleased. The words of the old Count echoed in John’s head, and he remembered why he was there.

John put his arm around her, and then kissed her softly on the lips. There was music playing during the current scene in the movie and it made the moment feel even more intimate than it would have normally. He was still worried about his mom and wondered if the same thing that was happening between him and Kari was happening across the aisle. Bizarrely, the thought caused his cock to begin to harden as though a spell had been cast on it.

Kari moved closer in to him, pushing her big boobs against him and turning John on even more. He kissed her again and felt her kiss back passionately, pushing her tongue into his mouth and rubbing his cock through his pants at the same time.

The sound of his mom giggling from across the aisle made John’s heart skip a beat. He turned to look, but could see nothing other than that the two of them had also moved in close together. He felt confused, jealous, angry, and a dozen other emotions at the same time.

“Hey,” whispered Kari. “Don’t get distracted. We only have so much time before the movie ends.”

John nodded and tried to take her advice. She was rubbing her hand on his cock, and John let his own hand began to play with her breasts. It felt as though he was back to being a normal teenager, fooling around with a girl his age in the classic location for pubescent horseplay.

The action in the theater continued throughout the movie, which John and Kari paid little attention to. John managed to get his hand underneath her dress and bra and felt immensely turned on by having her naked breast in his hand. Kari continued rubbing his package, not daring to go as far as unzipping his pants, but teasing him with her touch all the same.

John could occasionally hear Erik whispering something, or his mom giggling, and was convinced by the midpoint of the movie that his fears were justified. He could only hope that the two of them weren’t drunk enough to take it any further than he and Kari had, and did his best to quell his raging emotions.

“After this,” whispered Kari. “I want you to come up to my room. To listen to some music.”

John kissed her passionately, feeling his hips buck towards her as though trying to answer her question on their own. He pulled back and forced himself to say the opposite of what he really felt he wanted.

“We can’t,” he whispered. “We shouldn’t. Our parents would-“

“They’ll be distracted by each other,” said Kari. John shook his head. That was exactly what he was worried about.

“John, come on.” Kari pulled her dress open further and presented her cleavage to him. “Let’s try to make the best of a weird situation.”

The credits began to roll on the screen, and after fixing her hair and smoothing out the wrinkles in her dress, Kari pressed a button on the remote that caused the lights to slowly turn on. John’s eyes were locked onto the shapes of his mom and Erik van Katho, who both appeared to be separating from each other much the same as they had done.

Natalie looked no worse for wear. She looked a little embarrassed, her cheeks were a little flushed, and her hair was slightly tangled, but her dress was exactly how it looked before. Erik, on the other hand, had a smile on his face that made John want to punch him in the face.

“Daddy, I’m going to take John up to my room,” said Kari. “To listen to a new album I downloaded.”

Erik looked a little conflicted, but after glancing over at Natalie, he slowly nodded.

“Alright,” he said. “Natalie, would you care to join me in my study? I can show you the book I was talking about before.”

John met his mom’s eyes. He felt as though he was silently pleading with her, begging her to pull back from the edge of the strangeness that the two of them were about to step into. Was it strangeness, John suddenly wondered. Or was it the way that things were supposed to be?

“Yes, that would be nice,” said Natalie. “John, we’re going to head home in about an hour. “

“That should be more than enough time,” laughed Erik. John gritted his teeth and felt Kari run her hand through his hair. He was slightly surprised and amused by the fact that his mom looked to be having a similar reaction to the way Kari was closing in on him.

“Let’s go, John.” Kari took him by the hand gently and led him forward, out of the theater. She moved as though she was in a rush, hurrying upstairs and leading him into her bedchamber, fully intent on making good use of the time they had.

The second the door to her room was closed, Kari threw herself onto John. He kissed her passionately and felt his primal instincts taking over as he ground his crotch into her. She was so young and so perfect for him in every way. But she wasn’t his mother, whatever that meant, in the end.

Kari grabbed him roughly by the shirt and pulled him over to the bed. She turned away from him for a moment, and slowly slipped her dress off, the garment falling to the floor gracefully. Her bra and panties came off next, and then she slowly turned back towards him, covering her breasts with one arm and her pussy with one hand.

“Is this what you want, John?” she whispered. “Is this enough to make you forget about your mom?”

John felt his mouth drop open and shook his head.

“I’m not in, I mean, I’m not thinking about my mom.”

Kari dropped her arms to her side, revealing herself to him. Her boobs were dotted with tiny, cute nipples that looked like they were begging to be touched. She was shaved down below, and everything about her naked body looked fresh and nubile.

“Then show me,” she said.

John practically ripped his clothes off his body as he hurtled forward into her. He only bothered to undo a couple of the buttons on his dress shirt before giving up and pulling it over his head. He jumped out of his pants and then tripped as he tried to do the same with his boxers, falling into Kari as he pulled off his socks and the last bit of his clothing.

The two of them rolled around on his bed, making out like the young, eager lovers that they were and wrestling for control. She was a van Katho, and he was a Ludling. Lining every interaction between the two of them was an implied struggle for power, and with sex, it was no different.

John kissed her neck and pinned her underneath him, listening to her moan as he began to run his hands across her body. He pulled her legs apart, and then slid his cock in between her thighs with horny enthusiasm.

Her pussy was tight, and at first, even though she was dripping wet, he could only get the head of his cock inside without it being painful for both of them. John began to wonder if she’d ever had sex before, but the thought was cut off as Kari took him by the back of his head and pulled his face down into her breasts.

“Suck on them,” she whispered. “Suck on my nipples, John.”

He brought his mouth to one of the perfect little nubs and gave it a lick. Kari shuddered with pleasure, and John felt the sensation through the tip of his cock. He pushed forward again, this time a little harder, and managed to get about half of his shaft inside of her.

“Oh god, yeah!” cried Kari. John wondered just how sound proof the walls were. He actually felt like he wanted Erik to hear, to fully understand what he was doing to his daughter. On the other hand, the idea of his mom knowing what was going on inside the room made him worried and a little guilty.

His cock was in control of him, however, and it led him forward. John pulled back a little, and then thrust deeper into Kari, listening to the girl make cute noises underneath him.

“That’s right,” John said. “Yeah, that’s right.”

“Oh, John!” Kari buried her face in his shoulder as he began to fuck her harder, letting his cock push deeper and deeper inside until she had taken all of him.

John began to slam his dick into her like a possessed man. She felt so good, but that wasn’t all. For him to fuck her felt like revenge, a way of striking at Erik van Katho that was close to the core. He was going to tame the man’s daughter and turn her into a little slut, eager for his cock, and willing to do anything for him.

A strange thought took hold of his mind. Erik and his grandfather had been enemies, just the same. And now Erik was on a date, in a room alone with Marcus van Ludling’s daughter. Was his motivation the same? Was he fucking John’s mom at that moment, and reveling in the glory of striking at his hated foe in a manner that was so cruel, and so indecent?

John pictured his mom, naked and with her legs spread, taking the man inside of her. The thought made him feel sick, but it also made his cock ache, and he began to pump himself into Kari even faster.

“Oh John, yes!” cried Kari. John brought his face back down to her breasts and began to suck on one of her nipples. He wasn’t sure just who it was underneath him anymore, his mind caught in a drunken fog of fantasy and fear.

“Oh fuck!” John let his hips slam into her, the impact almost painful, and Kari’s screaming reaching a fevered pitch. “Oh god!”

“Yes, don’t stop John!” yelled Kari.

John’s mind was racing with images of his mom, of her in various stages of undress, of her smiling at him, and teasing him with her body. He mouthed the word “mother”, and then felt an intense shame begin to wash over him.

Kari began to orgasm, melting into the bed underneath him. Now, it was impossible for anything to distract John from his overactive imagination. He was sure that his mom was being used by that evil man, being used as a slut just like he was using the sweet girl that was so eager to be his.

John grabbed onto Kari’s breasts, which were not quite as big as Natalie’s, and then pumped into her a few last times. His cock went off, and he spurted cum into her. The pleasure of the orgasm was intense, and he collapsed on top of her, feeling both intense bliss and defeat.

Before either of them could catch their breath, there was a knock at the door. John glanced down at Kari, who looked like she was on the verge of passing out, and then got up and quickly pulled his clothes on. She climbed underneath the sheets of her bed just as he made it to the door and opened it.

“Hey sweetie,” said Natalie. “We have to leave a little… early?”

She glanced at him, noticing the sweat on his forehead and flushed cheeks, and then looked deeper into the room, seeing Kari in the bed. Natalie’s expression shifted, and even though John could tell she was trying to keep her emotions suppressed, he could see the anger, the frustration, and the hurt.

“Mom, I…” John wanted to explain, but he didn’t know how.

“It’s time for us to go, John.” She turned away from him and started walking down the hall. “Olivia’s already outside. I’ll be waiting in the car.”

John turned back toward Kari, who was looking at him with a slightly confused expression on her face. He walked over to her and kneeled down in front of the bed.

“I want to see you again soon, John,” she said softly. “I had a really great time tonight. Even if it was weird.”

John smiled, feeling more conflicted than he ever had before in his life.

“Goodnight, Kari.” He placed a gentle kiss on her forehead and then turned and hurried after his mother.


CHAPTER 27

The walk out to the car was silent and strange. John desperately wanted to ask his mom what had happened between her and Erik van Katho, but at the same time, he was afraid of hearing her answer.

He stared at her as she walked down the steps, moving quickly and not looking back. John couldn’t tell if she was mad at him for doing something she perceived as wrong or working through something that she had done on her own. The two of them were greeted by Olivia as they climbed into the backseat.

“I trust the two of you had a fun night?” she asked them. She sounded much cheerier than John felt.

“Just bring us home, Olivia.” Natalie’s voice was cold and emotionless, and the maid took the hint.

John could only take the silence for another couple of seconds before it became too much for him to bear.

“Mom… Why did you agree to this?” The question was hollow on the air as it left his throat, almost rhetorical. His mother didn’t answer.

“I thought you hated Erik van Katho, and suddenly you’re eager to make nice with him over dinner and a movie?” John paused and glared at the empty air in front of him. “I saw how handsy he was with you… And then he whisks you off to be alone with him in his study?”

Finally, Natalie turned to her son, her eyes full of anger and pain.

“John, this may be hard for you to understand, but there is more going on than what you can see on the surface.” Natalie’s gaze never left him as she spoke, not for a single syllable. “And beyond him groping me a couple of times, against my will, nothing happened between the two of us.”

John opened his mouth to respond, and then thought better of it. He could tell that his mom was speaking the truth. In an instant, the situation flipped on him, and instead of feeling jealous or frustrated at his mom’s behavior, he began to feel deeply ashamed of his own.

“Mom, I, I didn’t know,” he managed.

“No. You didn’t.” Natalie smiled sarcastically at him. “But it was nice to see just how well you and Erik’s daughter were getting along in her room. I’m glad at least one of us got what they wanted out of the night.”

John noticed that Olivia glanced back over her shoulder briefly from where she was in the front seat at the mention of Kari. He winced, and tried to think of something, anything, that he could say in his defense.

“I thought that... I thought that was why we were there,” he said. “And besides, why do you care what I do, or who I do it with?”

Natalie crossed her arms and looked at him seriously. John could see the familiar look of motherly protectiveness in her eyes, so different from his own jealousy and selfishness.

“Sweetie, there is more going on here than I think you know,” she said. “I don’t care. I really don’t. But I’m not sure if you’re making properly informed decisions.”

The car came to a stop in the driveway of the Ludling mansion. Natalie got out first and hurried up the steps before John could say anything to her. He sighed, and reached for the car’s inner door handle.

“Is what she said true?” Olivia had turned around in her seat and was looking at him with eyes that were somehow both piercing and vulnerable. “You and the van Katho girl, did you…?”

John couldn’t lie to her.

“Yeah. It’s true.” Saying the words caused a painful lump to form in his throat, one that no amount of coughing or drinking water could cure him of.

“Oh,” said Olivia. “Okay then. You should head inside and get ready for bed, sir. It’s quite late.”

John wished that he could punch himself squarely in the face.

Inside his bedchamber, John stripped out of his clothes and began running the water for a shower. It had been a long day, just like so many of the recent ones, and again he found himself at the end of it, tired and confused.

He was beginning to get the feeling that he was in over his head. Alison Orton had been killed, probably by Erik van Katho, and he had to sit across the dinner table from the man and act as though he had no idea.

Whatever evidence that Alison Orton had uncovered was more than likely in his hands. John wondered why he didn’t just go public with it, and reveal to the world what he and his mom had done, and been caught doing.

And then there was his mom, and whatever lot she was undertaking behind his back. He wondered if she had something to do with it, if there was something she had over Erik, be it blackmail material or even her own sexuality.

There was a noise from the door to his room. John turned and wasn’t surprised to see Natalie walking over to the entrance of the bathroom, wearing her nightgown and nothing else. John was still naked, and only just barely concealed from view by the steam of the shower. He made no move to cover himself and stood exposed in front of her, feeling almost as though he wanted her to be offended.

“John…” she whispered. “I’m your mother.”

“I know that,” he replied.

Natalie walked closer towards him, stepping into the bathroom. Every step closer to him that she took felt almost like a miniature seduction of its own. John felt more confused by it that he had been all day, and at the same time wanted her to come closer and to leave.

“I’m just trying to protect you, John,” she said. “To keep you safe from the island, to keep it from taking you, and drawing you in.”

“I know.”

Natalie stepped in even closer, close enough that John could make out the outline of her nipples pushing against the nightgown, and savor the sight of her big breasts, so perfect and sexual. His mom looked just as conflicted as he felt, and the sight of her made his cock harden and ache in anticipation.

“We can’t let other people on the island get between us, John,” whispered his mom. “But we still have to do the things we have to do. You understand that, right?”

John nodded, and could see from the look on his mom’s beautiful face that she was speaking as much for herself as she was for him. She took the final step forward, bringing herself into his personal space, and then set one of her soft hands on his chest.

“Mom…” John didn’t know what to say. He stared into her eyes and felt as though his gaze was asking her if what was happening was really happening. Her eyes looked as though they were asking the same thing, leaving no answer to be found between the two of them.

“John…” whispered Natalie. “Honey…”

Slowly, but with the loving elegance and calm of a doting mother, she let her hand slide down to John’s cock. He flinched as her fingers made hot contact with it and felt fireworks of pleasure begin to explode in his crotch, and shoot all the way up to his chest and head.

Natalie kissed his shoulder, and his chest. She hugged him against her for a moment, letting his cheek rub across her big, soft boobs, and then slowly began to sink into the ground in front of him. John’s cock throbbed excitedly. As he felt his mom’s hand begin slide back and forth, jerking him off as her hot breath tickled the sensitive skin of his member, he had to lean back against the wall of the bathroom.

“Sweetie, I’ll always love you, not matter what,” whispered his mom. She kissed his upper thigh, right next to his crotch. John knew what was coming next, but still couldn’t believe it when it happened.

His mother gave him another kiss, this time right on the tip of his hard on. John gasped and arched his hips forward, accidentally pushing the head of his cock in between his mother’s lips, and into the realm of intense, forbidden pleasure.

Natalie pulled back and let out a very cute cough. She smiled up at him, her cheeks red with embarrassment, and then leaned forward and started over. This time, she started at the base of his dick, planting soft kisses all the way up the shaft, and then licking a dot of pre-cum off the tip.

She stopped for a moment and stared at his member. John couldn’t believe what was happening. He didn’t know what to think, or what to do. He desperately wanted her to suck his cock but knew that she couldn’t, and that she shouldn’t. She was his mother, and he was her son. There were some things that were just wrong in every context, and some lines that could never be crossed.

He watched as she slowly moved her mouth forward, and then after glancing up at him with eyes full of tender, motherly love, let her lips slide against the head of his cock, slowly slipping down the top of his shaft. John groaned and felt impossible amounts of pleasure begin to resonate inside of him.

His mom just worked the very tip of it, as though it was somehow less lewd, and more appropriate, for her to not give him a blowjob outright. She kissed it, and gently licked it, and sucked on it, almost as though it were an ice cream cone that she was carefully sculpting the tip of with her tongue.

John’s breathing was ragged and wild. All of the muscles in his body were brimming with electricity, and he wanted to jump in the air and roll on the ground from the overwhelming sensations that were pulsing through him.

It felt so good, and somehow, it only made him feel more ashamed and more guilty. His mom was licking and sucking on the head of his cock, making cute little slurping noises as she went, and he never wanted it to end.

Her breasts were hanging against the top of her gown, and John stared down at them, wondering what it would feel like to push his cock in between them. He banished the thought from his mind but found it impossible to escape, not with his mom’s lips rubbing back and forth on his cock head, massaging it with such care and love.

It was too much pleasure. John leaned back on the wall of the bathroom, the steam from the shower having filled the room and given the atmosphere an even more illicit air, and felt himself cross over the line.

“Mom!” he said, urgently. “I, I’m going to…”

She pulled her lips together tight against the head of his cock and sucked hard, holding it in perfect, pleasured place as he began to cum. Not a single drop escaped her seal, even though John was shuddering with pleasure as his dick began to spurt.

After what felt like a heavenly, blissful eternity, John’s orgasm faded. He had slid down to the floor without realizing it, too fogged out by the pleasure to even notice, and was sitting across from his mom.

“You should head to bed, sweetie,” said Natalie. “You have a long day ahead of you tomorrow.”

He nodded and watched as she stood up, fixed her nightgown, and then left the room. John wanted to say something, but he didn’t know what.

“I love you, mom.” He said it after she’d already left and was out of earshot, but that was okay. It was as much for him to say as it was for her to hear, and John knew in his heart that she loved him too.


CHAPTER 28

“John, sweetie, you need to wake up!”

John was unwillingly pulled out of his warm, welcoming dreamscape and into reality. It was early in the morning, on a Sunday. Natalie was standing by his bed, but it took him a moment to feel awake enough to keep his eyes open and turn his head up towards her.

“Huh, what time is it…?” he muttered. Natalie grabbed onto his shoulder and shook it roughly, wiping a bit of the fog of sleep from his mind.

“John, you have to get dressed and come downstairs with me,” she whispered. “Something terrible has happened.”

That was enough to get John’s attention. He had never known her to exaggerate when it came to bad news, and the tone of her voice was serious enough to let him know that he needed to be prepared for the worst.

“Wait, what is it?” John used all of the little energy he had at such an early time to force himself out of bed and pull on a pair of jeans and a t-shirt. Natalie was wearing a small blue sweater and a pair of black yoga pants, and she shook her head when John met her eye.

“Erik van Katho died last night,” she whispered. “They… suspect foul play.”

John blinked at her a couple of times, blank and expressionless, before the weight of what she’d said crashed down on him.

“What? But we just saw him…” John trailed off, watching her nod slowly as understanding dawned on his face. “Last night.”

Natalie stepped in close to John and pulled him into a soft, nonjudgmental hug. It was exactly what he needed at that moment, but also reminded him of the hard case of morning wood that he was still sporting from having been woken up so suddenly. His entire body felt like it was throbbing and aching as he felt her soft breasts against him, and ground his hardness into her stomach.

“John, honey,” whispered Natalie. “There is a detective and a police officer downstairs. They want to talk to us.”

John smiled grimly and pulled back from her.

“Then we have to go and talk to them,” he said. “Neither of us has anything to hide. If we cooperate, they can catch whoever did this faster.”

Natalie didn’t say anything for a moment, and then slowly nodded.

“You’re right.” She smiled at him and rubbed his shoulder. “I’m sorry, John. If I hadn’t agreed to that silly dinner, this probably would never have -“

“Stop it, that had nothing to do with it, and you know it.” John pulled her back into a hug and became even more acutely aware of just how good her body felt against his, almost as though they had been designed like puzzle pieces, meant to lock in together.

“You’re right, sweetie,” whispered Natalie. “Thank you.”

The hug continued on, for one second, and then two, until it had gone on for much longer than it should have. John had pushed his crotch against her and was subtly rocking his hips forward and back. Natalie was doing something similar with her breasts, and rubbing her cheek across his neck.

“We only ever hug like this when something happens,” she whispered.

‘”Yeah… I know.” John was breathing heavy and dry humping her, and he began to get the feeling that if he kept going, he might have an accident.

“I love you, John,” she said. “And I wouldn’t trade the time we spend together, the things we do, for anything in the world.”

Natalie finally parted from him, brushing her hair out of her face and smoothing out her sweater. She then turned to the door of his room and John followed after her as she headed downstairs. Sure enough, there were two law enforcement agents waiting for them in the lobby, one that John recognized as Detective Wilkins, the woman who’d been investigating Alison Orton’s case the day before.

“Count John is not available for your questions!” Olivia was facing off with them, speaking with an intensity that John had only rarely heard in her voice before. “I will let him know that you stopped by as soon as he-“

“It looks like he’s already awake,” said Detective Wilkins. “So if you don’t mind, I’m going to ask him some questions.”

Olivia looked like she was about to explode. Surprisingly, Natalie stepped over to her quickly and began whispering something in her ear. John made his way down the last few stairs and slowly stepped up to where the Detective was standing, uneasy at the expression on her face.

“Hello, detective,” said John. “I have already been informed of what’s happened.”

“It’s quite the coincidence, don’t you think?” Detective Wilkins was an attractive woman, but her smile was ice cold, even on her pretty, relatively youthful face. John didn’t say anything, not until several seconds had passed, and it was clear that she wasn’t going to move on until he answered.

“I think that it’s a tragedy,” he said. “And I think it’s pretty clear that something is going on here.”

“I couldn’t agree more, John,” said Detective Wilkins. “So, I got a tip that you were at Erik van Katho’s mansion last night. That’s even more of a coincidence, isn’t it?”

John gritted his teeth and tried to keep his expression neutral. Before he could answer, Natalie stepped up behind him and set her hand on his shoulder.

“Yes,” she said. “The two of us were there. And we came straight back here afterward.”

Detective Wilkins looked at Natalie with a patronizing smile on her face.

“As convincing as your alibi is, it’s totally irrelevant to this case. In court, testimony from someone so closely linked would be worthless, borderline inadmissible.”

“I drove both of them back!” Olivia stepped over to where they were, speaking with more emotion than John had ever heard her speak with. “They were here at the mansion.”

The detective sighed, and shook her head.

“Mr. van Katho’s daughter, herself, told us that the two of you had been verbally sparring with each other all throughout the night.” She paused and then shrugged her shoulders at Natalie and Olivia. “Nobody knows what happened. With that said, if John were willing to come down to the sheriff’s office with us and talk one on one, we’d be able to get it cleared up a lot quicker.”

John saw that Natalie was about to explode and held his hand up.

“It’s okay,” he said. “I’ll go.”

“John, you can’t! You didn’t-“

“You know that I didn’t do it,” he said, cutting her off. “Now I need to convince the rest of the world, starting with the investigators.”

He glanced over at Olivia, who was reacting similarly.

“It’s okay,” he said. “I’ll be back before lunch.”

“You aren’t under arrest, John,” said Detective Wilkins. “As I said before, we just want to ask you some questions and get the situation sorted out.”

John nodded to the detective and then followed her and the other officer out of the mansion, all the while wondering if he’d just made a terrible mistake.

An older looking police cruiser was parked in the front driveway of the Ludling estate. John felt a little weird as Defective Wilkins led him up to the back door and opened it for him, as though his guilt had been presupposed.

“It’s standard procedure,” said Detective Wilkins. “Nobody rides in the front except for law enforcement.”

John nodded and then climbed in. He was a little surprised to find that somebody was already in the back of it, an attractive woman in her mid-forties wearing clothes that managed to be both elegant and seductive.

“This is Madame Karina,” said the detective, as she climbed into the front. “She actually is under arrest.”

“For trumped up charges,” said the woman.

“For running a brothel,” countered the detective.

The woman smiled at John. There was something in her body language that gave her a subtle kind of control over him, as though he had to watch every slow movement she made.

“Nonsense. My establishment is merely a gentleman’s club.” She looked directly at John as she continued. “The good detective is unfortunately mistaken.”

Detective Wilkins chuckled, glanced over at the other officer, and then started the car up. Madame Karina continued to look at John with her piercing blue eyes until he finally couldn’t take it.

“Can I help you with something?” he whispered. Madame Karina slowly crossed her legs, and it was only at that moment that John noticed that her hands were cuffed.

“Perhaps you can, young Count Ludling,” she whispered, smiling. “Perhaps you can, indeed.”

John swallowed hard and tried to look away from her. He felt nervous and hot, and very conscious of his own body and movements.

Madame Karina did not look at all like the type of woman who would run a brothel. She was beautiful and yet unassuming, the type of gorgeous woman that John might pass by on the street and wonder about the life and background of.

The woman looked as though she understood every single one of the thoughts going through John’s mind. As he glanced back over at her, she smiled even more suggestively at him and leaned so that her breasts were oriented his way, as though she was presenting herself to him.

“We’re getting some coffee,” said Detective Wilkins, as she let the squad car roll to a stop outside a café. “Do either of you want anything?”

The other officer laughed raucously at the detective’s joke, and then the two of them climbed out of the car and shut the doors behind them. John tried the handle of his own door, just to confirm what he already suspected. It didn’t open from the inside, and combined with the cage separator in between the front and back seats, it meant that he was locked in.

“It looks like we have a private moment,” whispered Madame Karina. “How about we have a nice talk with each other?”

The woman’s words were heavy and laden with innuendo and sexuality. John turned towards her and found that she had moved even closer to him, her face just inches away from his own.

“What do you want?” he asked. “I’m in the back of a squad car, just like you.”

“You’re Count Ludling,” said the woman. “Even behind bars, you would still be more powerful and influential than the rest of the men on this island combined. I just want you to do one thing for me, John.”

She spoke into his neck, her hot breath tickling the tiny hairs there, and then kissed him. John shuddered with pleasure and found that he was unable to move away, almost as though a siren song had been cast over him.

“In the future…” As she spoke, Karina began nuzzling her face against his chest, and then his stomach. “Look kindly on Karina’s House of Earthly Delights.”

Amazingly, even handcuffed, the woman was able to use her mouth and lips to unbutton and then unzip John’s pants. He wanted to reach down, but he wasn’t sure if his hands would stop her or take things even further. Instead, he just watched, his cock eagerly hardening as Karina slowly slipped her tongue in through the flap of his boxers.

“Oh man,” John moaned. He knew that he shouldn’t be letting it happened, but it felt incredibly good. Karina couldn’t quite get his cock out of his boxers, so instead she pushed her tongue in and licked at it, fishing around for what she wanted.

John was worried that the Detective and the other officer would arrive back before too long, but he couldn’t resist taking advantage of the situation. As his cock grew into its fully hard state from the soft, wet licks of Karina’s tongue, he reached down and slipped it out of his boxers, and then guided her mouth down onto it.

“You are lucky,” whispered Karina. “Out of all the women at my establishment, I am the only one who does not work with the men anymore. I am off-limits, you-“

John pushed his cock in between her lips and cut her off in mid-sentence. She was handcuffed, and could do nothing about it other than suck. And she knew how to do that with far more skill than John had been expecting.

She bobbed her mouth up and down, sucking hard, keeping a tight seal with her lips, and rubbing his shaft with her tongue. The combination was like erotic kryptonite to John. He arched his hips up and closed his eyes, listening to the slurping sounds as the elegant woman sucked his cock like the high class whore she was.

“Oh, man…” moaned John. He looked down to see Madame Karina’s pretty blue eyes gazing up at him. She increased her pace, sucking his cock deeper and deeper, and then turned her mouth to the side on it.

She began to slowly move her lips and tongue across it, almost as though she was trying to lick the seal on a letter. She turned her mouth when she got to the tip of his cock and sucked on it like a straw, gently at first, and then with increasing force, all the while bobbing her head slightly back and forth.

“Fuck!” John couldn’t hold out any longer against the woman’s professional technique. He blew his load in several white hot spurts, most of it ending up in Karina’s mouth, but a few strings of it splattering her cheeks and upper lip.

They had finished just in time. The Detective and the other officer were just leaving the café, and John only just barely had enough time to tuck his cock away and zip up his pants. Karina used her tongue to lick as much of his cum off her face as she could, and then wiped her cheek on her shoulder for the rest.

“You two didn’t make any trouble out here, did you?” Detective Wilkins laughed as she climbed into the driver’s seat. John shook his head and then looked over to Madame Karina.

She had a confident, self-assured smile on her face, like a banker that had just closed a deal.


CHAPTER 29

Like almost everything on Blackthorn Isle, the police station was smaller and drabber than what John had been expecting. Detective Wilkins and the second officer brought Karina in first, and then slowly walked him inside, one of them on each shoulder.

There was a woman sitting behind the front desk, a few more officers scattered about in the wings, a small jail cell that Madame Karina was sitting in, and then a door in the back that the Detective led John in through. The room on the other side was bleak and empty of any furniture other than two chairs and a small table. John knew exactly what it was for, and what was going to happen.

“Have a seat, John.” Detective Wilkins gestured to the chairs and spoke more as though she was giving an order rather than a suggestion. John said nothing and sat down.

“Look, I went easy on you when we picked you up.” Detective Wilkins sat down across from him and leaned back in her chair. “I didn’t want to make a scene in front of your mom, not like that. John, we both know you did it. We don’t have to play games anymore.”

John opened his mouth to retort, but then thought better of it, and swallowed his words.

“Why did you do it, John? We had our own file open on van Katho, trust me, the man is no saint.” Wilkins paused and ran her finger across her lips. “If he was threatening you, or if he instigated something, I could understand it. Nobody would blame you.”

John shrugged his shoulders and sighed.

“I don’t know what you want, Detective,” he said. “I didn’t kill Erik van Katho.”

Detective Wilkins suddenly slammed her hand down on the desk with a decent amount of force.

“Bullshit!” She shook her head back and forth and glared at him. “John, that is bullshit, and everybody in this room knows it.”

She stood up and knocked her chair across the room. John blinked a couple of times and did his best to keep a straight face. He was sure that if he actually had killed Erik, the display would have been intimidating, maybe even frightening. But as it stood, it all just felt inappropriate, like running into a stranger on the street that was sure that you were a friend of theirs.

“John, it’s got to be hard for you to keep a secret like this.” The detective walked over to the table and leaned on it, looking into his eyes. She had on a white blouse with a black suit jacket over it, but John could still see her breasts poking out and hanging in front of his face.

“I talked to your mom and I talked to your maid. They are good people, and when I think about it like that, it all makes sense to me.” Detective Wilkins leaned in closer, until her face was near John’s. “You were just trying to protect them. Erik van Katho, what, did he make threats? Was he the real aggressor?”

“Detective, I appreciate that you’re doing your job right now,” said John. “But you have the wrong person. Whoever killed Erik van Katho is still out there. By wasting your time on me, you’re letting them get away.”

“Who killed him then, John?” asked Detective Wilkins. “If you know so much, why don’t you illuminate me?”

With slow, deliberate steps, she walked over to John’s side of the table and leaned her body even closer to him. John could smell her perfume, which was surprisingly flowery and feminine.

“I don’t know,” said John. “But it wasn’t me.”

“Tell me what you know, John.” Wilkins slipped in even closer to him, bringing her breasts up close to his face. She opened up her legs and almost moved as though she was getting ready to sit down in his lap.

“I don’t know, Detective,” whispered John. “But I’ll tell you anything that I find out.”

“We don’t have to be enemies, John,” said Wilkins. “We can work together. Close… together.”

She slowly lowered herself down into John’s lap, bringing one of her legs over him so that she was straddling him. John couldn’t believe it, but his cock responded to her as though he was fresh and eager. She was sexy, not just for a cop, but for a woman, but John couldn’t shake the feeling that he was walking into a trap.

“I’m sorry, Detective,” he whispered. “But for now I-“

Wilkins undid the top few buttons of her blouse and then pulled John’s face into it, gyrating her hips on his quickly hardening cock as she did. John began to kiss her upper chest and felt the woman shiver in a way that couldn’t have been faked. His hands ran up the side of her body, and then…

“Wilkins!” The door was thrown open by the other officer. Detective Wilkins jumped out of John’s lap and faced the back of the room, hiding her face and open chest from the man.

“What? Can’t you see I’m in the middle of-“

“The kid’s maid is here, making a fuss,” he said. “She’s threatening to file a civil complaint if we don’t have any charges.”

Detective Wilkins sighed, and then waved her hand at John.

“This isn’t over, Count Ludling,” she said. “I will find out what happened here.”

John nodded.

“I’m innocent, Detective,” he said. “In fact, I need this case solved just as much as you do.”

He walked over to the door and followed the other officer out of the room. Olivia was standing over by the front desk talking to the woman behind it, still dressed in her skimpy black and white maid outfit. She had a concerned look on her face and pulled John into a hug when she saw him walking over.

“I’m okay,” said John. “It’s okay. We’ll figure this out.”

“Count Ludling,” she said. “John. I need to bring you back to the mansion. Your adoptive mother is worried sick about you.”

John shook his head and followed her out of the station.

“I can’t,” he said. “This might be hard on us, but it didn’t really happen to just us. I need to see Kari and do what I can for her.”

Olivia’s face was a mixture of worry and jealousy, but she slowly nodded.

“If you absolutely must, then I can’t stop you.” She paused, and then pulled him in close and kissed him gently on the lips. “John, things can’t go on like this forever, you know.”

John nodded.

“I know.”

“Please, be careful,” said the maid. “We’re making arrangements to better protect you and the estate, but for now, just be safe. If Erik van Katho’s death had something to do with his money or the power balance on the island, you are in just as much danger as he ever was.”

John took a deep breath, and then set one of his hands on Olivia’s shoulder.

“I will be. Now get going. Make sure my mom knows that I’m okay and that I’ll be home soon.”

Olivia forced a smile, and then turned and walked over to the car. Everything that she had said to him felt like it was bouncing around in John’s head, worried echoes of what might happen. He was in danger, but from whom?

John walked quickly, not bothering to slow down, even as his legs began to cramp up and ache from the way he relentlessly pushed on. He had to see Kari, to talk to her, to do anything he could to make things easier for her. The two of them had become so much closer the night before, and now he felt a responsibility to help her through what had to be an unimaginably painful experience.

He had broken into a slight jog for the last couple hundred feet up the van Katho estate driveway and panted as he stood in front of the door. He caught his breath and then stood up and lifted the heavy copper door knocker, letting it bang a couple of times against the wood.

John did a double take when the door opened. He’d been expecting one of the staff members of the estate to open it, or possibly nobody, and for it to just remain closed. Instead, a woman he didn’t recognize stood in the doorframe and smiled at him gently, a woman who bore an uncanny resemblance to Kari.

“Hello there,” said the woman. “You must be John.”

She was older than him, in her mid to late twenties, and tall, almost at eye level with John. She was wearing casual clothing, a tight pair of gray yoga pants, a white t-shirt, and a long black button up sweater. She had bigger breasts than Kari, and there was a gleam in her eye that screamed of flirtatious experience and made John instantly feel as though she was the one in control.

“Uh, yeah,” he said. “I’m here to see-“

“I’m Kari’s older sister, Elsa.” She smiled at him, never letting her eyes leave his. “It’s so nice to meet you. My sister has told me a lot about you.”

John took her hand into his as she presented it to him and felt her shake it with a soft firmness. He wanted to say something more, but no words came to him. Her beauty was striking, and suddenly the moment passed from being a simple meeting of two people into something with more tension and heat.

“I’m sorry,” said John. “For your loss.”

Elsa shook her head and then leaned against the side of the doorframe with her arms crossed.

“I appreciate your concern, Count John.” She had a smile on her face, as though to her, the entire interaction was some kind of game. John didn’t know what to make of her, but his lower half tingled with illicit excitement.

“I… I came to see Kari,” John finally said.

“Of course. She’s upstairs, John. Why don’t you come on in, and have a talk with her?”

Elsa moved so that he could enter, but only by sliding by her in the door frame. John felt his heart race as he did and caught the sweet scent of her perfume, which was intoxicating to his senses.

“I’m only going to be in town for a little bit, while the succession of the estate is settled,” said Elsa. “I’m sure that’s something that you understand all too well.”

“Yeah, it is.” John spoke carefully, so incredibly engaged by Elsa’s demeanor that he felt like anything could happen. She was standing a little too close to him, and another silent moment dragged on for what felt like an eternity as the two of them continued to stare at each other.

“I would love to get your thoughts on the matter, if you have the time,” she said softly, setting one of her soft hands on his shoulder. “There are a lot of details that I’m sure you could help me work out.”

John felt a little guilty as he slowly nodded, unsure of just what exactly he was agreeing to, and what he wanted.

“Alright,” he said. “That sounds-“

Footsteps interrupted John in midsentence. He turned and saw Kari walking down the lobby stairs, favoring both of them with a slightly suspicious look.

“John…” she said softly. “I see you’ve met Elsa.”

“Yes, uh…” John felt his cheeks heat up a little, as though he’d been caught doing something against the rules.

“He was just offering his condolences, Kari,” said Elsa. “I think John understands what we’re going through better than just about anybody else.”

She rubbed John’s shoulder, and he watched as Kari shot her a frustrated, jealous look.

“Come on John,” said Kari. “I need to talk to you alone for a bit, if you don’t mind.”

“Yeah, of course.” John stepped away from Elsa and hurried up the stairs towards Kari. It was only when he drew closer to her that the barely contained pain on her face became truly apparent.

The two of them hurried into her room. John shut the door and then followed her over to her bed, taking a seat next to her. Kari took a deep breath, and then began to softly cry.

“John, I’m so scared.” She leaned against him and buried her face into his chest, and John felt his heart ache as he empathized with her.

“Kari, I’m so sorry,” he whispered. “I’ll do anything I can for you, whatever you need.”

“Nothing seemed unusual,” said Kari. “You left, and it was fine. Elsa got here early this morning to visit for the weekend. I thought it was weird that my dad wasn’t up, and we went and checked his room, and…”

John felt a tingle go down his spine as he heard Kari’s sobbed recount of the story. Her older sister arrived back in town on the day of her father’s murder. He wondered if he was doing the same thing that the detective had done with him, and feeling suspicious over low hanging explanations.

“It’s okay, Kari,” he whispered. “It’s going to be okay.”

“John… My father never left a will, or any instructions about who was to succeed him.” Kari sat up and stared into John’s eyes. “I don’t know what’s going to happen. Elsa… she hasn’t really said anything. I don’t know if she wants all of the estate, or if she thinks I want all of it, or…”

John shook his head and then hugged her tight.

“None of that matters right now, Kari,” he said. “Your sister is here to look out for you, and I’m looking out for you, too.”

Even as he said the words, John felt deeply unsure of them. Just who was Elsa, and how was it that her arrival so neatly coincided with the death of the man he considered to be his foremost enemy?

John held Kari for a long time, until her tears began to dry up and her breathing returned to normal. She sat up again and looked him in the eyes. The pain that John saw staring back at him was enormous, but there was something else along with it, gratitude, and love.

“John,” whispered Kari. “Thank you.”

She leaned forward and kissed him intensely. John felt her pushing her body forward and against him. He kissed her back, and hugged her tight, but did nothing beyond that. Her grief was wild and erratic, and he didn’t want to do anything to needlessly exacerbate it.

There was a soft knock at the door, and then Elsa came in. She lifted one of her eyebrows at the sight of the two of them on the bed, and then slowly walked over.

“Kari, we need to make arrangements for our father…” She spoke in a soft voice, confident and resolute, but still intensely sad. “For what happens next, I mean.”

Kari nodded and then looked at John.

“Sorry, I think I should handle this with my sister,” said Kari. John smiled solemnly and stood up to leave.

“Alright. Call me if anything comes up.” He kissed Kari one last time on the cheek and walked across the room towards the door. Elsa stared at him with those same mischievous eyes, the eyes of a temptress, of a little girl who covets one of her sister’s toys.

“Bye, John,” said Elsa as he walked out into the hallway. He met her gaze and instantly felt bad for doing so, the electrified air in between them crackling with possibility.

“I… should get going,” said John. He stepped outside the bedchamber and shut the door behind him, feeling as though his situation had somehow become even more complicated.


CHAPTER 30

John headed straight back to the mansion, feeling as though he still had one major fire to put out before he’d get a chance to relax. He’d seen his adoptive mom’s face as the detective had led him away, and knew just how anxious and upset it had made her.

When he was about halfway up the slope to the mansion, John spotted a new car in the driveway, one that he didn’t recognize. He paused for a moment, and then continued, worried that a second round of interrogation might be waiting for him inside.

Something was waiting for him, and it was actually outside, right in front of the door. A woman that John had never seen before was standing in his way. She was tall, with a tight blond ponytail, blackout sunglasses, and wearing a dark navy suit that looked much more feminine on her than it should have.

“Uh… hello?” He walked towards her slowly, bemused by her stiffness.

“John Ludling,” she said after a moment. “My name is Sam Kent. I will be acting as your chief of security from here on out.”

John shook his head. He almost wanted to laugh. The woman may as well have been a robot for all the emotion that showed on her face.

“I’m sorry, I haven’t been told about any of this,” said John. “Did my mom hire you, or Olivia?”

“Lady Ludling was the one that hired me,” said the woman. John almost felt like cringing at how empty and formal her voice sounded.

“Okay,” said John. “Let me go and have a talk with my mom and see what’s what. You just… stay right here, okay?”

“That’s a negative, Count Ludling,” said the woman. “My training entails that I stick close to you at all times.”

John sighed, and then pushed through the mansion’s doors and into the lobby. As she had said, Sam followed behind him, keeping a respectful distance but making it clear that she was suspicious of every room and every corner.

“Just how long have you been assigned to me for?” asked John. “We’ve been through most of the first floor, can’t you just wait by the door now, or something?”

“That’s a negative, Count Ludling,” said Sam. John crossed his arms and stared at her for a moment. She was attractive, in a fit, sporty kind of way. He started to wonder just what it would take to shake her off him when he heard the sound of footsteps headed across the hallway on the second floor.

“John!” Olivia rushed down the stairs to greet him, lifting her short maid’s skirt up slightly to move more quickly. “You took so long to get back here! I started to worry…”

The expression on her face was deeply concerned. John felt a little bad about putting her through so much nonsense over the past few days. Instinctively, he pulled her into a hug as she stepped in close to him. Olivia flinched nervously and then accepted his embrace and hugged him back tightly.

“I’m sorry, it took longer than I thought it would to, uh…” John trailed off, realizing that it probably was a bad idea to mention Kari. “Anyway, I see with have a new addition to the estate.”

He glanced over his shoulder at Sam, who was alternating between staring awkwardly at John and Olivia and scanning the room. She smiled at the maid.

“Your mother hired her,” she said. “Honestly… I don’t think it’s such a bad idea. With just the three of us here, we’re not safe, John. Whatever happened to Erik van Katho might-“

“Don’t worry about that,” said John. “We’re safe. I’ll keep us safe.”

Sam cleared her throat from behind them but didn’t say anything.

“Anyway, your mom is talking to a lawyer about your case, and then she said she wanted to check into getting a home security system,” said Olivia. “She’s really worried, John. I… I’m really worried.”

Without thinking, John leaned in and gave her a soft kiss on the lips. Olivia shuddered slightly and melted a little in his arms before coming to her senses and pulling back.

“Count Ludling,” she whispered. “I should… be getting to my duties. Is there anything that you need?”

John smiled at her.

“Yes, in fact. I’d like to wash up in one of the larger, downstairs baths. Can you prepare some clothes for me and then meet me in there?”

John remembered what had happened between him and Olivia on his first day in the mansion when he’d taken a bath. From the way she blushed ever so slightly, and her eyes flashed with excitement, so did she.

“Yes, of course,” she said. “Right away, John.”

She hurried off. John smiled to himself and then turned to Sam.

“Thank you, Ms. Kent,” he said. “That will be all.”

The woman shook her head from side to side in a barely discernable motion.

“Negative, Count Ludling,” she said. “Your mother gave me explicit orders to keep you within my sight as soon as I got back to the mansion, at least until she returned.”

John chuckled.

“Well, I’m on my way to take a bath with the help of my maid,” he said. “I guess how strictly you take your duties is up to you.”

Sure enough, Sam followed him into the changing room that connected to the large bath. Olivia wasn’t there yet, but John felt like he couldn’t wait to get cleaned up. He pulled off his shirt slowly, glancing over at his bodyguard as he did and watching her reaction.

“Have you been a bodyguard for very long, Ms. Kent?” he asked. From the look of her, she was a little older than him, maybe in her late twenties or early thirties. Old enough to have a decent amount of training and knowledge, but still young enough to be fit and athletic.

“Almost seven years now, sir,” said Sam.

She blushed as John began to pull down his pants, and a strange, erotic thrill shot through his body. He smiled and wondered if maybe having a security detail might not be all bad.

“Have you been assigned to a lot of men before, Kent?” John turned towards her, feeling his cock harden in his boxers as her eyes glanced at it.

“No sir,” she said, faintly. “You are actually the first man that I’ve been… assigned to.”

“Is that so?” John smiled as he spoke, and pulled his boxers down. His cock was fully erect and snapped out of the elastic waistband and into view, vibrating back and forth with excitement. Sam blushed even more deeply, and then swallowed hard.

“Sir, I uh…” The bodyguard had a cute, conflicted expression on her face. John nodded to her and then walked into the bath area.

“Come on Kent, who knows what could happen?” he asked, sarcastically. “I could drown, or be attacked by ninjas in the water.”

She followed behind him, taking off her glasses as she passed into the steamy, humid room. John felt the warmth on his naked body, and slowly lowered one of his feet into a medium sized hot tub, sunken into the floor.

“Oh man,” he moaned, feeling the water massage his body as he dropped down into it. “You’re welcome to join me if you’d like, Ms. Kent. I think you’d be able to do your job just as well in the water as you would out of it.”

The bodyguard looked mortified and deeply confused by his question.

“I, uh, well…” Before she could answer, Olivia’s form popped through the door, clad in a large, white bathrobe.

“Count John…” She saw Sam standing in the room along with him and hesitated slightly. “Sir, is she going to be…?”

“Yeah, she’s been assigned to watch my every move,” said John. “Just get in, and act like she’s not there.”

Olivia forced a smile and raised one of her eyebrows.

“Okay…” She walked over to the edge of the same bath that John was in, and then let her robe drop to the ground. The maid had on a blue bikini that was even smaller than the one he’d seen her in the other day and it only just barely managed to cover the edges of the nipples dotting her nicely sized breasts.

Surprisingly, Sam appeared to watch even more closely as Olivia climbed into the water. John was still rock hard, and though he hated to admit it, Sam being there definitely had something to do with it.

“Grab the soap, Olivia,” said John. “I didn’t get a chance to take a shower this morning, so I’m going to have to take my time and get nice and clean.”

“Yes, sir,” said Olivia. The hot tub was big enough to fit both of them, but only just barely. As Olivia moved by him to get the shampoo out of the cabinet near the wall, John felt her soft flesh rubbing against him.

He took a quick look at Sam, and could tell from the way she averted her eyes that the bodyguard didn’t really know what to make of the situation. He felt oddly turned on by it, as though an exhibitionist streak had taken hold of him.

“Olivia, can you soap up my chest?” John was still looking at Sam as he asked the question. The bodyguard met his gaze for a second and her lips opened slightly.

“John…” whispered Olivia. “I’m not sure that it’s such a good idea…”

“It’s fine.” He spoke quietly, so that the sound of the water jets kept his voice from carrying beyond the tub. “She’s a straight-laced employee. This will get her to stop taking her orders quite so seriously, and give me a little bit of privacy.”

Olivia nodded reluctantly, and then pushed through the water over to him with soaped up hands. Slowly, she began lathering his chest, her own boobs jiggling above the water and drawing John’s eyes as she did.

“Oh yeah, that’s perfect…” moaned John. He grabbed onto Olivia’s waist underneath the water and shifted, letting his cock slide right in between the crest of her thighs.

“John,” whispered Olivia, who was nervously glancing over to Sam. John shook his head.

“You have to focus on getting me clean,” he said. “We’ll be done here soon.”

Olivia nodded, but the look in her eyes was worried and unsure. John fully expected to get an earful for his behavior later, but his desire to make the new employee uncomfortable outweighed all else.

He slid back against the wall of the tub, and then stood up. His hard cock poked right in front of Olivia’s face. She looked almost like she was going to swat it away for a moment but managed to restrain herself and play nice.

“Sam, if this is making you uncomfortable, you can always just wait outside, you know.” John was smirking, and feeling more than a little self-satisfied. His expression shifted as the bodyguard came closer to the tub, still blushing furiously, but pushing through it.

“This is my job, Count Ludling,” said Sam. Her breathing was heavy and lusty, and she had undone the top two buttons of her blouse underneath her suit jacket. John looked at her, confused, and then felt Olivia’s hand come to a rest on his thigh, dangerously close to his cock.

“John, you should sit down,” she whispered. John glanced down at her in the water, and then nodded and dropped back in.

He scratched his head. Now Sam was the one smiling, and he felt his own cheeks beginning to redden. What was he trying to do anyway, he wondered. Sexually harass his new bodyguard into quitting her job?

“Are you going to take care of that, sir?” Sam’s voice was still level and professional, and at first John didn’t know what she meant.

“Excuse me?” He looked at her with a furrowed brow and watched as she nodded to his now underwater cock.

“That,” she said. “You should take care of it while you’re in the bath. It’s a safety liability that any woman trying to get close to you could use to her advantage.”

John blinked a couple of times in disbelief. He looked over at Olivia, who was on the other side of the tub, and appeared to be holding back laughter. Sam’s face was almost unreadable, with only the flushing of her cheeks hinting at the inappropriate territory she was veering into.

“You’re right.” John looked directly at her as he spoke, and then lifted his hips until his dick poked out of the water. He brought his hand down to it and wrapped his fingers around it, feeling as though he was calling her bluff.

It was such a weird situation, and the way Sam looked at him as he began stroking himself off only made it feel even weirder. Her expression was still neutral, but her eyes gleamed with voyeuristic thrill, and it made John feel oddly aroused to watch her watching him.

“Good,” said Sam. “Yes, that’s good.”

Olivia watched the scene, open mouthed and confused. John’s gaze was locked squarely on Sam, who continued to stare at his hand gliding up and down his wet, slippery cock.

“Keep going,” said Sam. “Don’t stop.”

John didn’t need to be told, but something about hearing her say it made him feel even more aroused. He’d never been so turned on by touching himself before, and it felt almost like he was the star of some perverted porn video that Sam and Olivia were watching, live.

“That’s right,” said John “You like watching this, don’t you.”

“Don’t slow down.” Sam walked in closer to him and came down on one knee. John thought that she might reach out and touch him for a moment, but she just continued looking, as a passive observer, a peeping bystander.

“I won’t,” said John. “And you keep watching. I know it makes you wonder, watching me do this.”

Sam didn’t say anything, but John could see that she was taking deeper and faster breaths. He glanced down and noticed that one of her hands was in between her thighs.

“You enjoy this kind of thing, don’t you, Sam?” asked John. “As a bodyguard, you must end up being the voyeur on occasion, just by the nature of the job, right?”

Sam didn’t answer him. She was sliding her hand faster in between her legs now, her eyes still glued to John’s big, achingly hard cock. He was pumping it faster, and couldn’t resist picturing what Sam would look like naked in his mind.

The two of them approached their climaxes at the same time, with Olivia watching on, just as guilty by association. John’s cock spurted cum up into the air that splashed down into the bath water. Sam tensed up and set one of her hands on the floor before sliding down to her butt and panting in pleasure.

A strange, satisfied bliss descended down on John. He wasn’t sure how what had just happened had begun, but in the end, it felt as though he could see his bodyguard a little more clearly. The two of them had bonded a little, over one of the strangest, most perverted activities imaginable.

Sam coughed, and then stood up, her face back to being chiseled stone. She looked at Olivia for a long moment, as though considering whether or not the maid’s reaction was something for her to be concerned with. Olivia, likewise, watched John, as though she was waiting for him to say something or set the tone with his interpretation of the events. After a moment, John finally did.

“I think you’ll fit right in here, Sam,” he said. “We’re all very close.”

Sam nodded ever so slightly, and then walked over to the wall and leaned against it, as though fading into the background. John looked over at Olivia and smiled at her.

“I still need to finish getting washed up, if you don’t mind helping.”


CHAPTER 31

The rest of the time that John spent in the bath went by rather uneventfully, and he was grateful for it. Olivia was the one person, other than his mother, that he really felt like he was beginning to understand and trust on the island. The two of them could talk and joke honestly with each other without having to endure anything more than a little bit of sexual tension.

John dried off in the changing room and switched into the new set of clothes that Olivia, like the amazing forward thinker she was, had laid out for him. They were different from anything he had worn before, a flashy red dress shirt and a pair of expensive looking black dress pants, but they fit him as though they’d been custom tailored.

It was late in the afternoon, and John made his way up to the mansion’s library, thumbing through books and trying to clear the confusion in his mind. So much was happening so fast, and it felt as though he was one of the primary players in it.

If he viewed what he was caught up in as a gigantic, island wide game of chess, then John was only just getting to the point where he understood which pieces were his and exactly how they moved. His opponent’s pieces, and even his opponent’s identity and motives, were still complete unknowns.

He sighed and slipped a thin book off one of the shelves that looked particularly enticing. When he saw the cover, nostalgia flooded over him like a wave. It was a picture book, one that he remembered his mom having a copy of when he was a child. He used to sit on the floor in front of her, sometimes on her lap, and read along. They would have so much fun, mother and son, both of them enjoying the silliness of the illustrations and each other’s familiar love and company.

“John, dinner’s ready!” Natalie’s voice cut into the library like a bell, and John felt his heart throb inside his chest. He wasn’t just playing the game for himself. There were other people he cared about, and other people he needed to protect.

“Alright, I’ll be right down.”

The dinner table had been filled with food that looked as though it went beyond what Olivia would usually prepare. His mom was sitting down at one end, and Olivia and Sam, the maid, and the bodyguard, were both standing to attention at either side.

“Please, sit down,” said John. “If we’re going to be at the table for dinner, I think we should all be at it together.”

Olivia smiled and started to take a seat. Sam’s neutral expression wavered for the briefest of moments, but she stayed right where she was.

“Sam,” said John. “Really, I insist.”

The bodyguard looked as though she was stifling a frown as she joined the others at the table. John found himself thinking about what else he could do to get her to loosen up, given that they’d already progressed beyond the typical employer-employee relationship.

“Honey, I hope you’re adjusting okay to having Sam around,” said Natalie. “I would have asked for your opinion on the new hire, but it was very spur of the moment.”

John nodded to his mom and smiled slightly at Sam.

“She is serious about her job,” he said. “I think she’ll fit right in, especially once she starts to get a sense of the way things are in the Ludling mansion.”

There was a brief awkward silence. John hadn’t been implying anything with the statement, at least not intentionally. He bit his lip a little and then started cutting into the steak on the plate in front of him. Natalie cleared her throat.

“Sweetie, I called the police station to follow up on what happened this morning,” she said. “They are not going to be investigating you any further, not if they want to keep their funding.”

John shook his head.

“Mom, you didn’t have to do that,” he said. “I mean, they are just doing their-“

Natalie slapped her hand down on the table.

“They ignored your alibi, just because it was from me!” She looked genuinely angry and upset. “From your mother!”

John realized that he hadn’t stopped and given much thought to just how scary it must have been for his mom to have her only son taken out of the house by the police, practically in handcuffs. He looked across the table at her and met her eye, intending to give her a reassuring look, but finding that it just made the air in between them feel hot and electrical.

“It’s okay mom,” said John. “We’re high profile people here on Blackthorn Isle. This is the kind of thing that we’ll have to get used to.”

Natalie sighed, and then nodded.

Dinner went on without a hitch. Natalie insisted on questioning Sam about every detail of her life and though the bodyguard was vague and restrained with her answers, she did manage to get a bit out of her, namely that she was a Blackthorn native and had family on the island.

A knock at the door stole John’s attention away from the table. He started to get up, but Sam leaped out of her chair before he could and motioned for him to stay seated.

“What, I can’t open the door for myself, now?” asked John.

“Count Ludling, please,” she said. “You weren’t expecting a visitor, were you?”

John shook his head and relented, following a short distance behind Sam as she made her way into the lobby. As she reached for one of the handles of the massive double wood doors, her free hand was tucked into her jacket. It was only then that John realized that she had a firearm hanging from her shoulder, just out of regular sight to anyone looking.

She swung the door open quickly, and a slightly confused looking Chad was standing on the other side. He scratched his head and smiled dumbly, clearly a little taken aback by the stiff expression on Sam’s face.

“Yes?” asked Sam.

“It’s alright, Sam, I know this guy.” John walked over and pushed the bodyguard out of the way. “Come on in Chad, we’re just sitting down to dinner.”

“Count John, my apologies for interrupting your meal,” said Chad. “I’m just dropping by to let you know that we’re holding the monthly Tavern Night celebration at Redthorn, and you’re more than welcome should you wish to attend.”

John nodded and watched as Chad continued scratching his head, still looking as though he had something to say.

“We’re holding it in honor of Erik van Katho, tonight,” said Chad, finally. “As a bit of a send off for the old guy.”

“I thought you and him weren’t on the best terms?” John raised one of his eyebrows at the bar owner.

“We weren’t. But that don’t change the fact that he was one of us.” Chad smiled warmly. “We honor our own here on Blackthorn, the best we know how.”

John nodded and met the man’s eye. It felt as though the more time he spent on the island, the more he began to get a sense of the rich culture and community that was hidden just beneath the surface.

“Sure, I’ll be there,” said John. “Just let me finish up with dinner, and I’ll head right out.”

“Thank you, Count John, sir,” said Chad. “The people there will be lifted by your presence.”

He shook John’s hand as a goodbye, nodded to Sam, who was lurking over John’s shoulder like an aggressive guard dog, and then hurried off down the driveway. John shut the door and had only taken one or two steps back towards the dining room when Sam offered her opinion.

“Sir, this is not a good idea,” she said. “The tavern is not a safe place for you to be at this time of night, especially not when it’s packed full of people.”

“I’m going, Sam,” said John. “Deal with it.”

Natalie’s ears perked up as John entered the dining room in midsentence.

“Going where?” she asked. John looked over at Sam, who had a neutral, obedient expression on her face.

“I’m going to head out for a walk around the neighborhood after dinner,” said John. “Just to clear my head, get some space.”

Natalie looked very suspicious.

“You can’t just go walking outside alone, it’s not-“

“Sam’s going to come with me, and hang back a bit,” said John. “Right Sam?”

His bodyguard nodded slowly and said nothing.

The four of them finished dinner shortly after, and then John excused Sam and himself from the table. She didn’t say anything as they made their way outside and just watched him with a curious look on her face.

“Why didn’t you tell your mom the truth?” she finally asked, as they started down the road towards the town.

“My mom worries,” said John. “It’s just what she does. It’s what all moms do. I was planning on heading down to the tavern regardless of what she said, so the only real question was whether or not I wanted to make her upset.”

The bodyguard favored him with her usual, stoic expression. John smiled. There was a lot going on inside the woman’s head that mirrored his own pragmatic way of thinking. She wasn’t objecting to his little white lie for the same reason why John had told it in the first place, because it made things easier.

“The bar is just up ahead,” said John. The two of them had walked quickly, almost as though they were trying to race the brilliant orange and red setting sun on the horizon. The sun had won, and it was dark by the time they reached the entrance of the Red Thorn Tavern.

“Stay close to me while we’re inside,” said Sam. John chuckled to himself and patted her on the shoulder.

“Just do your job, and it shouldn’t be a problem,” he replied.

There was a tall man out front taking people’s IDs. John worried for a second that he might be turned away, but when the bouncer saw him, a look of recognition came over his face and he waved him through.

“Thanks,” said John, with a nod.

The place was packed from wall to wall with people. There was music playing, and everyone looked to have a drink in their hand. John was a little surprised by just how infectious the positive atmosphere of the place was. A smile crept onto his face as he pushed his way into the mass of people, making his way over to the bar and losing Sam in the process.

The bartender was a girl that John had seen before, and she smiled at him as he made his way up to the counter. There was too much noise for John to tell whether or not she’d heard his drink order, but she brought him a beer, and that was what he had wanted.

“Hey, Count John.” Amelia’s voice whispered in his ear, sending a tingle of erotic potential through John’s body. He turned slowly, and somebody jostled him from behind as he did, pushing him into direct contact with the bar owner’s lusty wife.

“Amelia,” he said, practically crushed against her. “I’m just here because your husband asked me to come through. I’m paying my respects to Erik, just like everyone else.”

“Nobody liked him.” Amelia was wearing a hot pink t-shirt and a frilly black skirt, an outfit that looked phenomenal on her but was clearly intended for a girl a decade and a half younger.

“That doesn’t matter now,” replied John. Her breasts were mashed against his chest, and Amelia was looking up at him with expectant eyes, full of desire.

“Since you’re here anyway, would you mind helping me move out a keg from the backroom?” The way Amelia stared into his eyes intensely as she spoke, articulating each word with heavy seduction, John knew that she had something else planned. He wanted to say no, to play it safe, and to be responsible, but his cock ached, and it was suddenly hard to think straight.

“John!” Sam called to him from across the room. John glanced over his shoulder and saw the stone-faced bodyguard trying desperately to make it through a wall of patrons over to him. He knew that she would insist on them getting out of there as soon as possible, each person in the tavern viewed by her as a potential safety risk.

“Fine,” John said to Amelia. “But no funny business.”

“I wouldn’t dream of it.” As Amelia spoke, she cupped his quickly hardening cock in her hand and let one of her lips slide up his neck and to his cheek. John shivered with excited pleasure and had to grudgingly recognize that the woman knew how to seduce.


CHAPTER 32

Nobody paid John and Amelia more than a passing glance as she led him behind the bar and into the backroom. Her hand felt soft in John’s, and the way she gently and expectantly pulled him along with her felt like it was suggestive of what was to come.

John wondered for a moment where Chad was. He felt guilt flush through his chest as he thought about the man, who he considered to be a friend, and what he was doing. The confusion that was fogging over his mind became even more intense as he stepped into the back room, and Amelia shut the door behind him.

“Hey John,” said Chad. “I’m glad you decided to come out tonight.”

“Chad!” John felt his mouth fall open and glanced nervously over at Amelia, who looked a little surprised, but not the least bit guilty. “Amelia brought me to, uh, help move one of the kegs.”

The excuse felt lame even as it left his mouth. He looked into the bar owner’s eyes and felt like he couldn’t keep the truth hidden anymore.

“I’m sorry, Chad,” said John, softly. “I’ve been… a bad friend to you. Amelia and I, we’ve been-“

“I know.” Chad looked John square in the eyes and gave him a small nod. “I’ve known since the first time you were in the bar.”

John glanced over at Amelia, who looked as though she was totally un-phased by the revelation.

“But why…?” asked John. He was shaking his head and looking at the man in shock. Amelia stepped in closer to John and began softly kissing his neck and rubbing his bulge.

“I love my wife, John,” said Chad. “But you are the Count. I am more in debt to you than any man has a right to be to another, and yet you still treat me with decency and respect.”

Amelia was ready to go and had pulled her breasts out of her blouse and begun rubbing them on John’s chest.

“I don’t like it, John,” said Chad. “It kills me to know about, and hurts even worse to see happening in front of me. But I’ve come to terms with it. My wife wants what she wants, and you want what you want.”

“But Chad, I don’t need to…” John’s words trailed off as Amelia quickly pulled his cock out of his pants and dropped to her knees in front of him. She pulled the head of it into her mouth and began sucking with divine softness and warmth, and all John found himself able to do was lean back against the wall as the pleasure swept over him.

“Oh god!” John couldn’t stop himself from moaning. Chad was on the other side of the room, watching intently as his wife worked her mouth up and down another man’s cock.

“She’s talked about you, John,” Chad sad in a quiet, meek voice. “About the things the two of you have done. About how much it turns her on.”

Without realizing it, John had set his head on the back of Amelia’s head. He was bouncing her back and forth, face fucking his friend’s wife right in front of him and savoring every second of it. The bliss was mixed with a dirty, forbidden feeling, violating a woman’s marriage vows right under the gaze of the man that loved her most.

“Oh yeah,” moaned John. Amelia pulled back a little from sucking, and before she could move forward into position again, he had lowered himself on top of her.

It only took John a second to pull her panties aside, and then he was inside of her. Amelia’s pussy was tight, but wet and welcoming. The warmth of it made his cock feel as though it was buzzing with intense bliss, and John began to slam into her with all his energy.

“Oh my god!” moaned Amelia. Chad was still watching, and he had a strange, interested look in his eyes as John began to really let loose on his wife.

“Honey, just make him pull out at the end,” Chad said quietly. John wasn’t listening, and by Amelia’s moans, he was relatively certain that she wasn’t, either.

He groped at her breasts hard, almost as though he was trying to cause her pain. Amelia was the ultimate slut, doing something like this right in front of her husband without the slightest pang of guilt. She only cared about pleasure and getting fucked, and that was exactly what John had to offer.

“Yeah, that’s right,” John whispered in her ear in a voice too quiet for Chad to overhear. “Go ahead and scream, you dirty slut.”

Amelia screamed in ecstasy. John felt as though a demon had taken hold of him.

“Please, don’t,” moaned Amelia. “Don’t stop! Fuck me, Count John!”

John slammed into her a little faster. Chad coughed from where he was across the room.

“I… I don’t know,” he said. “I’m not sure if this was such a good idea.”

John didn’t stop. He sucked on Amelia's nipples and pulled her hair. She screamed underneath him and then began to practically convulse in an intense, body-wracking orgasm.

“Oh fuck!” moaned John. He pushed into her a couple more times and then felt his cock explode, spraying his load of hot, sticky cum deep inside Chad’s wife, while the bar owner watched on in a numb state of shock.

Reality came back to him in plumes, almost like smoke pouring out of a burning building. John climbed off Amelia and pulled his pants up. Her skirt was soaked with cum and sex fluids, and her hair was a mess. He had used her, and now he was done.

Chad had his arms crossed, a worried look stretched across his face. John could tell from looking at the man that he was glad that the ordeal was over. He wanted them to go back to normal and wanted to kick himself a little for risking their friendship for something so stupid.

“Thanks again for having me tonight, Chad,” said John. “It’s been a fun evening.”

“No problem, Count John.” Chad was helping his wife to her feet and brushing her skirt off. “I’m just glad that you… I’m glad that you’re the type of guy that you are.”

John didn’t know what to say. It was impossible for him to say anything more and not just twist the knife further, so instead of trying, he nodded once more to the bar owner and then turned and walked out of the back room.

The Red Thorn Tavern was still filled with people, but the crowd had opened up a bit. John walked back over to where he had left his beer and picked it up, sipping at it gingerly as he tried to decide whether to stick around or head straight back to the mansion.

“Hey, John!” A familiar voice came from behind him, and John glanced over his shoulder. At first, he thought it was Kari’s face that he was staring into, but after a second he realized that it was her older sister, Elsa.

“Elsa, hey,” said John. He paused, and then scratched his head. She wore a tight tan dress that showed off a bit of chest and all of the sexy curves of her body and had a smile on her face.

“I just couldn’t hang around the house all day,” she said, sliding in close to him. “I’m sure that you know how it is.”

“Uh… yeah.” John took a sip of his beer, feeling a little awkward. Elsa continued staring at him for a moment, as though she enjoyed watching him squirm and then leaned her face in close to his.

“Aren’t you going to offer to buy me a drink, John?” she asked. “That is what a man does for a pretty, single woman in a bar, isn’t it?”

“Elsa… are you sure you should be out tonight?” asked John. He felt a little nosy offering his opinion on her business, but something about the woman’s behavior made him feel weird, and a little exposed.

“Yeah, I’m sure, John,” she said, pulling in even closer to him and setting her hand on his face. Her lips drew near to his, but at the last second, John managed to pull back.

“Elsa, I’m sorry.” He shook his head and frowned. “I’ve gotten to know Kari pretty well over the past few days. I just don’t think this is a good idea.”

Elsa’s smile didn’t fade or even waver. She stepped back, and then grabbed onto one of John’s hands.

“I think I could use some fresh air, how about you, John?” She giggled and began pulling him towards the door. John let out a defeated sigh and went with her, wondering why it was that he had so much trouble saying no to a pretty woman.

“Elsa, I’m serious!”

The full moon hung high in the sky, giving off an intense glow with the slightest shade of orange in it. The streets were silent and empty except for the noise coming from the tavern, and Elsa skipped forward a little ways, leading John over to a grassy park area.

“You had fun tonight, didn’t you John?” Elsa put her hands on her hips and faced him as she asked the question.

“What…?” John scratched his head. “Yeah, I guess?”

“Was it the maid? Or no, that’s right, the bar owner’s wife!” Elsa laughed again and then sat down on the grass.

“Elsa, what are you-“

“My sister has told me a lot, John. Kari knows more about what’s going on with you than you think,” said Elsa. “And I know even more than she does.”

John froze. Elsa’s smile suddenly made perfect sense.

“What are you talking about?” he asked, slowly.

“Have you and your mom always been so close, or is that just a recent development since moving to Blackthorn Isle?” Elsa stared directly into John’s eyes as she spoke. “She really is a gorgeous, sexy woman, isn’t she? Even I have to give her respect for that.”

John took a deep breath, and then shook his head.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he finally said.

“I saw the photos, John,” Elsa said. “You can make out both your face and your mom’s face clearly, and it’s pretty easy to see what she’s doing. It looked like you were pretty into it, too. It must have felt sooooo good.”

John’s heart was threatening to explode inside his chest. He dropped down on one knee and met Elsa’s eyes, shaking his head back and forth.

“No…” he whispered. “How?”

Elsa stopped smiling at him.

“Since I know your secret, it’s only fair that you know mine,” she said softly. “I found the camera in my dad’s room. After I poisoned him.”

It was too much, too fast, for John. All he could do was shake his head and hope that it was all just a bad dream.

“John, he was an evil man. That’s just the truth.” Elsa paused and began running her hands through her hair. “It’s why I left the island in the first place. I hated him, and he hated me.”

“But… why?” asked John.

“You should be thanking me, to be honest.” Elsa slid in closer to him across the grass and put one of her hands on his chest. “My dad’s plan would have completely ruined your life. He wanted to either marry your mom and knock her up, or marry Kari off to you and then get her knocked up. After that was done, he would take control of your estate by blackmailing you with the photos.”

“But… he was your father…” John managed. Elsa brought her face in close to his. She smelled good, far better than she had any right to, and it only made the situation even more confusing for him.

“I had no love for him,” she whispered. “But that’s not what I want to talk about right now, John.”

She took his face in her hands, and then leaned in and kissed him. John couldn’t stop himself from kissing her back, even though his emotions raged against it. Their lips moved together for a long moment, and then she pulled back.

“You’re going to do whatever I say, John,” she said. “You’re going to be with me now. You’re going to marry me, and fuck me, and give me the heir that both of the old heads of our estate wanted so badly.”

John shook his head.

“But what about Kari!” he said. “And…”

And his mom, he wanted to say. His innocent, beautiful mom, who would be just as much at the mercy of the plotting temptress in front of him as he would be. Elsa pulled his face in close and pushed it into her breasts.

“Forget about anyone else, John,” she whispered. “Or else.”

A shape approached them from across the grass, and Elsa stood up. The form stepped into a beam of moonlight, and John saw that it was Kari. Her eyes looked red and sore from crying, and she had a worried expression on her face.

“Elsa… John?” She looked back and forth at the two of them for a moment.

“I ran into John in the tavern, Kari,” said Elsa. “We were just going for a walk, and getting to know each other a little better.”

John couldn’t meet Kari’s eyes as she turned to look at him. His heart hurt like nothing he’d ever felt before.

“Oh...” said Kari, confusion and hurt leaking out in her voice.

“I’m going to head back to the mansion,” said Elsa. “I’ll see you later, sis. Bye, John.”

John didn’t reply and waited for Elsa to disappear into the darkness before finally looking up at Kari.

“John, I just wanted to thank you for stopping by this morning.” Kari walked over to him and sat down next to him on the grass. After a moment, she wrapped her arms around him and buried her face into his chest.

“Kari,” John whispered. He felt as though he wanted to run away from his problems and disappear into nothingness.

“None of this makes any sense, John,” whispered Kari. “I’m so confused and so scared.”

John couldn’t stop himself from kissing her. Kari and Elsa were two sisters that looked so similar and yet were so completely different. John felt her soft mouth on his, their tongues meeting tenderly as they locked lips in passion. He wanted to tear his heart out and throw it on the ground.

“John,” Kari said, as they parted. “Thank you for being here for me.”

“I’m sorry, Kari.” John had no other words to offer.

The two of them sat on the grass with each other for a while. Finally, Kari kissed him once more on the cheek, and then left without a word. John knew he had to go back to the mansion, but the fear of what awaited him in the morning made every step towards home feel like an arduous ordeal.


CHAPTER 33

Sam had caught up to him before he’d made it more than halfway up the driveway to the mansion. The bodyguard had a look of mild disapproval on her face, though the combination of the low light of the night and her stoic nature made it hard to see at a glance.

“Count John, it’s not okay for you to wander off on your own,” she said. “The situation here on Blackthorn Isle is not currently safe. Something could have easily happened.”

John wasn’t listening. He didn’t even turn to acknowledge her, his mind still overwhelmed with thoughts of what had just happened. His safety didn’t matter anymore. Part of him thought that he’d be better off as a dead man, rather than being trapped in the situation that he was currently in.

“Sir, are you listening to me?” Sam grabbed his shoulder and held him in place. John stopped walking and finally looked over.

“I’m sorry, Sam,” he said. “A lot happened tonight. I won’t run off like that again, trust me.”

Sam was quiet, and with only the wind serving as ambient noise in the background, John could do little else but feel the emotions welling up in his chest. It was over for him and his mom. They would never be able to live a normal life again, and would have to bow down to the whims of a mad woman just to scrape by without being exposed.

“Count John, is everything okay?” Sam drew a little closer to him. John forced a smile and nodded.

“Yes, everything is fine, Sam,” he managed to say. “I’m just tired, that’s all.”

In a way, it was the truth. John was tired of feeling as though he was sneaking around with everything that he did. He was tired of feeling such raw, forbidden emotions for the people closest to him, and he was tired of having to maneuver and come up with rationalizations whenever he wanted to act on them.

“Let’s just get back to the mansion,” said John. “I need to go to sleep.”

He walked faster up the road and listened to Sam’s quick steps behind him. When the two of them started to head up the driveway, John noticed that Olivia was waiting for them on the front steps. He’d been gone for a while, and from the look on her face it was clear that she had been worried sick.

“Count John, where have you been?” The maid rushed off the steps with outstretched arms. John stood there limply as she pulled him into an embrace, too crestfallen and discouraged to give much back.

“Just out, walking,” he said. “I didn’t mean to scare you.”

“Sam! I expect better than this from you!” Olivia pulled back from John and set her hands on her hips, glaring at the bodyguard.

“Ma’am, I did my very best to keep him under control,” said Sam. “He’s just very-“

“That’s no excuse! I thought that something had happened.” Olivia’s voice was full of a protective, worried anger that John had never heard her embody before. “I can’t even imagine what his mother must have been thinking.”

John stopped for a moment and thought about his mom. He felt guilty, as though he had failed her. In a very real sense, he had. He didn’t manage to keep Alison Orton’s discovery from getting back to Erik van Katho and from there it had been passed down to his eldest daughter in much the same way he had inherited the estate from his grandfather.

“I’ll talk to her,” said John. “I… I need to talk with her.”

Olivia looked as though his words and the tortured emotions hidden with them had deflated her a little. She turned away from Sam and back towards him.

“Is everything okay, sir?” she asked. “Is there anything I can help with?”

“No, no, it’s fine,” said John. “I just need to get some sleep.”

John headed up the steps and past the maid. Both Olivia and Sam hung back in the lobby, giving him some much needed space as he headed up the main staircase. He stood in front of the door to his mother’s room for several seconds before finally knocking softly.

“Come in.” Her voice was clear and unaffected on the other side, almost musical.

John stepped through the door and closed it behind him. He blushed a little as his eyes locked onto his mom’s figure. She was barely dressed, wearing just a baggy t-shirt that looked like it was from the 80s over her underwear. John could still see a small flash of her black panties underneath, and it made him feel a little uncomfortable.

“What’s up, sweetie?” His mom turned and smiled at him as he walked over. John sighed, and tried to organize his thoughts well enough to know where to begin.

“Mom,” he finally said. “A lot has happened, today.”

Natalie nodded. There was a second chair next to the one she was sitting at in front of her dresser and mirror, and she patted it with her hand and smiled at him. John slowly took a seat, feeling his body react to the closeness of his mother’s presence.

“I know, honey,” said Natalie. “I know I haven’t been totally open with my feelings. But I’m as upset as anyone. Erik and I… we certainly had our differences. But we were just reaching a point where it looked like we could move past them.”

John nodded at her grimly. Telling her was beginning to feel like it would be even harder than he had expected.

“Mom, that’s not what I mean.” He pulled his chair in closer to hers and set his hand down on her knee. The touch almost backfired on him, and suddenly all he could look at was the outline of his mom’s gorgeous breasts under her shirt, and her sexy, exposed thighs.

“John, just tell me,” said his mom. “We’re in this together.”

John sighed. That was the problem, he thought to himself.

“Mom, Erik’s daughter, Elsa, is on Blackthorn Isle,” he said. Natalie nodded slightly.

“I had heard as much,” she said. “She was born out of wedlock, back when I was still on the island. She’s a sweet girl but was never really on the best terms with her father.”

John met his mother’s beautiful eyes. They had an enticing gleam to them, as though they were calling out to him to move in closer to her, and do terrible, terrible things. The last thing in the world he wanted was to worry her or tell her something that was going to upset her, but he knew that he had to.

“Mom, she knows.”

Natalie blinked a couple of times and looked at her son, confused.

“What?” she asked. “What do you-“

“She knows about us and has evidence,” said John. “The pictures that were taken that night on the roof. She has them.”

John’s mom leaned back in her chair and folded her arms. Her lips pulled together tight, and for a moment it looked as though her mind was moving a million miles a minute.

“How?” she asked.

“Mom…” John took a deep breath and prepared to tell her the rest. “She’s the one who did it. She killed her father, and Erik van Katho was the one who hired Alison Orton. She found the photos in his room.”

“Okay.” His mom’s response was much less panicked than what John had been expecting. “And what does she want?”

“She uh… she wants me to, well, be with her.”

Natalie watched his face for a moment.

“Be with her?” Her eyebrow was raised, and her mouth was turned into a tiny smile that John couldn’t read very well. “Do you mean… be with her, like a man would be with a woman?”

John nodded and felt his face heat up. This was the last thing he wanted to be talking about with his mom.

“Yeah,” he said. “She wants me to be with her like that. She wants me to marry her, and… to give her an heir.”

Natalie nodded. She looked crestfallen, but also as though she was doing her very best to contain it. John felt the same way. It was because of their own foolish desires and the way they’d let themselves be led around by them that they were even in the situation to begin with.

“Alright,” said Natalie. “Then that’s what you should do.”

John scratched his head and wondered if he’d heard her correctly.

“I’m sorry, what?” he asked. “Mom, she wants me to-“

“I know,” said his mom. “I heard you. But what other choice do you have, John? Surely she’s threatening to release the pictures if you don’t go along with it?”

John nodded.

“Then this is your only choice, sweetie,” she said. “I wish there was some other way. The image of you and… her, it’s enough to make me feel sick, and that’s not even considering the damage it will do to your friendship with Kari.”

“Then why?” asked John. “How can you ask me to just give up?”

“You aren’t going to give up, John.” His mom smiled at him. “We aren’t going to give up. You’ll be close to her, the closest person to her, most likely. She will slip up eventually, and say something, reveal something, that we can use to do to her what she’s doing to us.”

John thought for a moment about what she was saying. His heart was pounding against his ribcage, as though trying to physically demonstrate its distaste for the idea. But in his head, John knew that she was right, even if it meant that he had to lie and pretend to make it work.

“Mom…”

“I’m sorry, John,” she said. “I wish there was some other way.”

The room was silent for a moment. John suddenly became very aware of the intelligent, sexy woman sitting across from him. She was his mom, and she was solving his problems for him, yet again, as she had done so many times throughout his life. She was his mom, and she was sitting within arm’s reach, wearing the barest of clothes, and looking at him with suggestive eyes.

“I’ll still be here for you, sweetie,” whispered his mom. “I’ll always be here for you.”

Time felt like it was moving in slow motion as John watched his mother slip out of her chair and step over to him. His cock hardened as though a timer had gone off, and he felt his heart begin to beat feverishly as he stared at her sexy body.

“Mom…” he whispered. John felt a terrible conflict in his chest, worse than he ever had experienced before. The terrible urges that he felt pulsing through every inch of him were exactly what had gotten him into the situation in the first place. But his mom was right there in front of him, and John could only watch, his cock aching for her touch, as she pulled the baggy t-shirt up and over her head.

Natalie’s breasts were only contained by a tiny bra that matched the panties that she had on. Everything else John could see, the naked skin of her body calling to him as though she were a siren.

“John…” she whispered. “Honey, it’s okay. We haven’t done anything wrong.”

John shook his head slightly in dissent, even as his mom straddled him on the chair and pushed her boobs into his face. It was wrong, and sick, and twisted, and yet he still wanted it, so bad. His mother ran one of her hands through his hair and then pulled his head to her breast, as though coddling him like she would a young child.

“I’m just helping you out, sweetie,” she whispered. “If you need help…” She paused and grabbed his erect cock. “Then there isn’t any harm in giving it to you.”

John let out a soft moan. The way his mom was sitting in his lap trapped his erect cock against her crotch and his own stomach. She slowly began to move her hips, gyrating back and forth in a way that sent intense pleasure flooding through his body as his cock throbbed at the sensation.

“Shhhh…” whispered his mom. “That’s right. Just let mommy take care of you.”

John was pushing his own hips up in time with her movements. He was so confused by what they were doing, and what they had kept doing. It was an illicit routine, so terribly forbidden, and yet at the same time so unbelievably pleasurable.

John let one of his hands reach up and grab his mom’s breast through her bra. He wanted to pull it out, feel it naked under his hand, suck on her nipple, but something about the confident way his mom moved on top of him, fully in control, made him hesitate.

Natalie was breathing heavily as she moved. John realized that he wasn’t the only one getting pleasure out of the grinding and slid one of his hands down the side of her panties only to find that they were moist at the bottom.

The two of them were moving together in perfect unison, each of them correcting for the other’s rhythm in a way that maximized the pleasure they were both feeling. It felt like they were having sex, John realized. He tried to push the thought and all of the sickening implications of it out of his head, but before he could his mom tensed up and pulled his face even deeper into her bosom.

“Oh, John!” She let out a moan, and then shivered, her entire body melting into John’s for a moment. Then, after taking several deep breaths, she slid down to the floor in front of him.

“Mom…” John shook his head. He almost felt like he wanted to stop her, like it was too clear to him now that they were crossing a line that shouldn’t be crossed, for reasons that didn’t make sense to him.

Before he could, his mother had slid his pants down and worked his cock out into the open. She wrapped her fingers around it and then looked up at him with the eyes of a caring, doting mother.

“Just let me help you, honey,” she whispered. John didn’t say anything and then her lips were against the head of his member, teasing and sucking with such soft, blissful wetness that all John could do was lean back in the chair and moan.

“Oh god, mom,” he whispered. “That feels…”

He trailed off and just watched. Natalie was sucking him off as she never had before, using all of her mouth and tongue to pleasure him at a speed that was almost wild and frantic. It was as though she was trying to prove a point, trying to remind him that she was his mom and he was her son, and the special relationship they shared was not something that the blackmail of a single woman could tear apart.

“Yeah, that’s it,” moaned John. “Oh, god mom!”

Natalie pulled back for a second and let her tongue lick the tip of his dick, as though she was trying to clean it off. John felt his hips jerk forward involuntarily, and his mom turned as he did, letting his cock push briefly against her cheek. She grabbed it with her hand and held it tightly, held him tightly through it.

“John,” she whispered in her softest, most motherly voice.

She brought her lips forward and gave it a kiss that was full of pleasure and love. John pushed up and cried out as his dick began to blast its load, and his mom wrapped her lips tightly around it and took in every single drop.

“Oh god… mom.” John shook his head as he looked at her. He loved her so much, but the pleasure and afterglow of the orgasm only made him feel a strange, regretful confusion.

“It’s okay, John,” whispered Natalie. She stood up, and again pulled his head in close to her chest. “We’ll get through this, sweetie. Just trust me, and don’t worry.”

John nodded and let himself relax. She was right. She was his mom. She had to be right.

He left her room shortly after and returned to his own. Olivia was on the stairs with a broom, sweeping them off and looking busy.

“You were in there for a while,” said the maid. “John, what’s going on?”

John just smiled at her and shook his head.

“Don’t worry,” he said. “Everything is going to be okay.”

He hoped that it was true.


CHAPTER 34

It felt like the end. The thought entered John’s mind like a prophecy as he groggily began pulling himself up into a sitting position in bed. The morning sunlight was slipping in through his open window, and somehow it reminded him of the events of the day before. It felt like his world was over, and he’d lost any sense of control that he once might have had.

John rubbed his eyes and let out a long sigh. He had gone right to sleep after talking with his Natalie the night before and partaking in one of their forbidden meetings. Unfortunately, the situation still looked the same to him, unchanged even after eight hours of sound rest.

“Count John? Can I come in?” Olivia’s voice echoed in from the hallway. John turned so that his legs were hanging over the bed and coughed into his hand.

“Yes,” he called back. “Go ahead.”

The maid stepped in through the door. John looked at her out of the corner of his eye, the pressing weight of his thoughts preventing him from focusing directly on anything else.

“You should start getting ready for your morning instruction,” said Olivia. “I know things have been chaotic for the past few days, but it’s important for you to keep going.”

John wasn’t really listening to her. He stared forward at the wall, the same problem running through his head, along with his mother’s suggestion from the night before.

“John… is everything okay?” Olivia finally moved so that she was directly in front of him. She crouched so that their eyes could meet and took both of his hands in hers. John sighed and slowly lifted his head, still not looking at her, but at the wall.

“Yes, everything is fine, Olivia,” he said. “I’ll start getting ready.”

The look she returned was enough to let John know that she didn’t believe him. He felt Olivia squeeze tightly, a worried frown spreading across her face.

“I don’t believe you.” She set one of her hands on his thigh and leaned in closer. “Count John, please, tell me what’s bothering you.”

John shook his head. In that moment, as much as ever, the weight of his accumulated secrets felt as though it was taking a massive toll on his psyche. He finally managed to turn and meet Olivia’s gaze and instantly felt as though she was looking into his soul.

“Your grandfather was the same.” Olivia smiled slightly, and her eyes looked as though they were peering back into time. “Everything was always fine, but I could tell when he had something on his mind. I could always tell.”

It was silent for a moment. Olivia looked back at him, and then suddenly leaned in, pulling him into a soft, caring hug.

“John… Even when you have to face a problem on your own, I want you to remember that you’re not alone.” Olivia brought her hand up to his face and gently ran it across it, as though she was tracing scars or wrinkles that didn’t yet exist. “I’ll be here for you, and do whatever I can.”

Her words landed hotly and heavily on his ears. John didn’t know if it was a reaction to the stress or his typical morning condition, but he could feel her body against him vividly, and savored the sensation.

Olivia put her hand on his chest, and for a brief instant, both of them were listening to his breathing. John felt his lower half tensing up as the attractive maid slowly lowered her hand, watching him the entire time, as though trying to gauge if her approach was going to help him.

John felt the blood rushing to his cock. He was hard before she even touched it. The look she was giving him was full of concern and worry, but mixed with it was a strange sort of desire, the type that’s best cultivated through trying times.

He let out a small moan as he felt her grasp her fingers around his hard member. Thoughts of his Natalie, and the incident that had led to him being blackmailed in the first place rushed through his head. They were quickly replaced by the sensations of the moment, as Olivia slipped his cock out of his boxers and began to work it up and down with her soft, tiny hand.

“Olivia…” John almost felt as though he wanted to ask her to stop, to hold off and wait for him to be in a state where he was better able to appreciate and respond to what was happening.

“It’s okay, “ Olivia whispered back to him, as though insisting that it was all for him, part of her job and even more part of the feelings that she felt. The maid leaned in and gave John’s cock a soft, wet kiss, sending chills of pleasure through his body.

A knock at the door startled both of them and almost made John jump off where he was sitting on the bed. Olivia instantly switched back into maid mode, pulling away from John and heading to the door. She waited for him to make himself decent, and then opened it.

“Olivia…” said Natalie. “Assisting John with putting his clothes on, are you?”

The maid smiled and blushed slightly.

“I was just checking in,” she said. “I will make a quick breakfast and be downstairs for when you’re ready to head to your lesson, Count John.”

John smiled and watched her go. Natalie shut the door as the maid left and then walked over to him, glancing down at the bulge poking up against his boxers before sitting down on the bed.

“Sweetie, I just wanted to make sure you weren’t worrying too much after last night.”

“No, of course not.” It was a lie, and John could tell from the way she smiled knowingly at him that she wasn’t buying it. “I mean… what’s happened has happened. We just need to keep going and try to even the odds.”

Natalie reached over and rubbed his knee. John almost felt like he had to stifle his reaction, energized by her soft, loving touch, so full of potential and intention.

“Honey, it will be okay,” she whispered. “I don’t know Elsa as well as I knew her father, but if she is anything like him, she’ll act rationally and try to leverage what she has over us without taking it too far.”

“She killed her father,” said John. For a moment, neither of them spoke. Natalie looked much more worried than she had when she’d come into the room.

“In a way… even that was the rational move,” she said. “I’m sure what she wants more than anything is to marry you and then push us out of the picture after you give her an heir, by any means necessary.”

John nodded.

“So we only have a limited amount of time to figure this out,” he said. “Assuming that I’d ever even be able to go through a farce of a wedding like that in the first place.”

“Don’t worry, John, my plan will work.” She rubbed her hand up even higher on his thigh, brushing across the head of his cock. This time, John couldn’t help but moan slightly.

“How am I going to set it up, and get her to talk about that kind of thing, though?” asked John. “She isn’t just going to open up to me immediately.”

“You won’t have to.” Natalie was wearing a pair of tight jeans, and she reached into one of her tiny pockets and pulled out a little cylinder that looked like it belonged there. “I had a courier purchase this from the electronics store and bring it over. It’s an audio recorder that constantly records and transmits it wirelessly to a server that I set up in the computer room.”

John took it from her and furrowed his brow. He was a little surprised by how computer savvy his adoptive mom was.

“Okay, so I just put this in my pocket and…?”

“And you do nothing,” said Natalie. “Go along with whatever demands Elsa makes. Act as though you normally would, like you hate what she’s doing. And then slowly soften over time, and really begin to trust her.”

“Trust her?” John shook his head. “Why would I ever do that?”

“Because you have to,” said his mom, softly. “She isn’t going to trust you until she feels like you trust her.”

She ran her hand through his hair, and then leaned in close and kissed him on the forehead. John had felt a knot forming in his stomach ever since Elsa had made the threats the night before, but somehow his mother’s touch had a way of softening it.

“You can do this, sweetie,” she whispered. “I’ll help you through it as much as I can. And then it will be over.”

John nodded, unsure of whether or not he believed her.

“I guess it’s our only option,” he replied.

John met Olivia downstairs in the kitchen, where she was speaking to Sam in hushed tones. A couple of bagels were laid out, and after quickly downing one in a few bites, John stood up and nodded to her.

“Alright, I’m ready,” he said.

Olivia gave him a worried look, one that almost asked if he really was. Nevertheless, she brought him out to the car waiting in the garage. John let her climb into the driver’s seat, and then got in on the other side. The first portion of the short trip was silent. As they stopped in front of the one-room schoolhouse, Olivia turned to him before unlocking the doors.

“Count John,” she said. “You don’t have to be alone in this. Everyone has their own cross to bare. Including the people… the ones closest to you.”

John nodded. He wished that he could tell her more, that all the secrecy and lies could be thrown out the window. But for him to do that would mean telling her something that would destroy their relationship, and potentially her life, so rigidly guided by her sense of duty and love for him.

“Bye, Olivia,” John said. “I’m going to walk home afterward.”

He climbed out of the car and hurried inside.

John hadn’t been sure of what he’d been expecting to see that day in Ms. Willis’s classroom, but what he found made him almost stop in place with surprise. Kari was there, sitting in her usual seat, and looking very much like a vulnerable teenage girl who’d just lost her father, one that was trying desperately to put up a brave front.

“Kari…” John walked over to her and climbed into his own chair. “You should still be resting at home.”

Kari sighed and shook her head at him with a small, forced smile.

“He died in that mansion, John,” she said softly. “It’s not a place that I can rest, not really.”

John looked at her for several more moments and felt emotion welling up in his own chest. He opened his mouth to say something else, but Ms. Willis made a point of clearing her throat at the front of the room.

“We need to get started with our lesson today.” Her voice was still that of a teacher, but also very somber and resolved. “That’s why the two of you are here. I am sorry for all that’s happened over the past few days. But if you’re in my classroom, it’s my job to teach you, and try to keep things running as normally as possible.”

John looked up at her and met his teacher’s eyes for a moment. She appeared to exude confidence from every inch of her body. He remembered the private lesson she’d given him over the weekend, and the way she’d taken control of it. This was the same woman standing in front of him, just with a new focus, and an intense need to keep them learning.

The lesson moved at a brisk pace for the day. Ms. Willis moved from subject to subject, asking them questions that forced them to think and not pulling any punches out of sympathy. Ironically, it looked like Kari was able to forget, at least for the moment, about her father, her focus captured by Ms. Willis’s challenging instruction.

John, on the other hand, found it to be only another reminder of his own inadequate abilities. He struggled with making connections to the broader science questions she would ask and fumbled through math problems. When the hour hand of the clock was finally pointing to one, he let out a sigh of relief.

“That will be all for today.” Ms. Willis smiled at both of them, as though she was pleased just by their willingness to be there. John stood up to leave, along with Kari, but before they could, their teacher held her hand up for a moment.

“Go ahead, Ms. van Katho,” she said. “I need to speak with Mr. Ludling alone for a moment.”

Kari glanced over at John and smiled. It made his heart beat a little faster, to see that smile again after all the faces of sorrow. She gathered up her books and hurried out into the hallway, closing the door behind her and leaving only John and his confident, attractive teacher in the room.

“Your life is never going to be normal here on Blackthorn Isle, Count John.” Ms. Willis spoke in the same sharp, authoritative voice she’d used during the lesson as she walked over to where he sat in his desk. She leaned up on the one next to his, and slowly crossed her legs, and then her arms.

“I know that,” said John. “I’m… coming to terms with that.”

There was a silent, tense moment in which the two just looked at each other. The room felt hotter than it ever had before and full of something other than just air. John slowly stood up from his desk, and his teacher moved as though to stand between him and the door.

He was against her in a second. Ms. Willis pushed her lips against his and lifted one of her legs. John felt her big breasts on his chest through her shirt and pushed his crotch against hers.

Both of them pulled back from the embrace after just a second. John looked at his teacher, his eyes full of lust, and then forced himself to step by her towards the door.

“Kari’s waiting for me,” he said, his entire body throbbing with sexual desire.

“Of course.” Ms. Willis sat back on a desk and crossed her legs. “See you later, John.”

He took a second to compose himself after leaving the classroom and shutting the door behind him, leaning against the wall and breathing deeply. Finally, he walked down the hallway and out the entrance. As he expected, Kari was waiting for him, along with someone else.

“Hey there, John,” said Elsa. “How was your class?”


CHAPTER 35

John froze. The two sisters were standing together, both of them looking at him with almost the same expression. Somehow, John couldn’t help but interpret each of their looks completely differently.

“It was fine,” said John. “The lesson was just fine.”

Kari stepped a little closer to him. The sky was overcast above and it gave the afternoon a rather foreboding feel.

“I was just… going to head back to the mansion for the day.” Kari’s voice was still shaky and emotional, and it made John’s heart twist inside his chest. “Do you want to come and hang out for a bit?”

Elsa looked as though she was thrilled by her sister’s suggestion. Before John could think of an excuse, anything to keep him away from his blackmailer, she had stepped forward to back her sister up. She was wearing a loose summer skirt with a thin sweater over it, and both of them fit her sexy body perfectly.

“I think that’s a wonderful idea, Kari,” said Elsa. “Don’t you, John? We could both use the extra company.”

John forced himself to nod slowly. There was nothing else that he could do.

“Alright,” he said. “I guess I can come over for a little while.”

Kari smiled. Elsa had a different kind of look on her face, a cross between excitement and evil possibility.

“Awesome,” said Kari. “Come on, let’s get going.”

John walked in between the two girls. Kari’s hand bumped into his several times, and he took it into his own after taking a clumsy couple of moments to pick up on the hint.

“It was tough for me to show up today,” said Kari. “To really show up. This morning I just felt like… I wanted it all to go away.”

John opened his mouth to respond, but Elsa beat him to it.

“Nothing is going to go away, Kari,” she said. “There are certain tough realities that we all are going to have to face as we move forward. Right, John?”

She set her hand on his shoulder and smiled a secretive smile at him. John felt like he wanted to burn himself alive, to just turn into a pile of ashes.

“Yeah, that’s right,” he managed. Kari gave him a strange look, and he squeezed her hand.

The three of them made their way up the driveway towards the van Katho mansion. John tried to stay close to Kari and distance himself from her older sister, but Elsa moved in nearer to him as he did.

The three of them made their way inside the mansion. John didn’t see any of their maids around, at least not from the lobby. There was a tense, silent moment as all of them stood there, as though they were all expecting different things.

“Why don’t we eat a quick lunch in the dining room?” asked Elsa. John glared at her, but Kari looked receptive enough to her sister’s suggestion.

“Yeah, actually, I’m starving,” she said. “I’ll just put together some sandwiches myself, since all of the maids are off for the week.”

John sighed and followed the two of them into the dining room. He sat down a couple of chairs away from Elsa at the table. Kari kissed him on the cheek, and then made her way towards the kitchen.

“This should only take a second,” she said.

“I’ll come in and help you in a minute, sis,” said Elsa.

Kari left the room, leaving other the two alone. Elsa stood up and slowly walked across the space separating her from John, almost as though she was taking a victory lap.

“She’ll adjust to the new situation, John,” whispered Elsa, as she lowered herself down into his lap. “So much has changed lately, one more thing isn’t going to throw my sister for a loop.”

John had to fight the urge to push her off his legs and let her fall to the floor. Grudgingly he did have to admit that she felt good there. Elsa’s skirt rode up ever so slightly, and her bare thighs were against the fabric of John’s pants. He tried not to think about it as his cock slowly hardened against her.

“You’re evil,” whispered John. “Your sister loves you, and you’re just going to stab her in the back?”

“All we have is swiss cheese, is that alright?” Kari called from the kitchen. John tried to move Elsa off him, fearing that her younger sister might poke her head back into the room, but she wouldn’t budge. In fact, she took her seduction a step further, pushing her breasts up into John’s face.

“That works fine for me, sis,” yelled Elsa. “What about you, John, do you like that?”

John’s heart screamed and thrashed inside his chest.

“Yeah, I like it,” he finally said.

Elsa began grinding herself against John, rubbing herself on him as though she were a cat in heat. John did everything he could to will himself into a relaxed state, but it was impossible. Elsa was just as attractive as Kari, except older and more experienced. If things had been a little different when he’d first arrived on the island, then…

He banished the thought from his mind before it could take hold. Unfortunately, Elsa was still there. She smiled and leaned her face in closer to his, until there was no other way for him to resist her.

John let his lips meet hers, and the two of them kissed, an evil, illicit passion running from body to body. He felt his hands moving automatically and taking her breasts under his palms. He let his crotch begin to buck upward in time with her movements, joining with her in the dance of foreplay.

“That’s it, John,” whispered Elsa. “There is nothing wrong with what we’re doing…”

“I’m almost done! Just let me see if I can find some chips.” Kari’s voice was so sweet and so innocent in John’s ears. It made him almost want to cry, or at the very least punch a brick wall. Elsa was kissing his neck, and with deft, hidden movements she unzipped his pants and pulled his cock out.

This was the last thing John wanted to happen, but every fiber of his unconscious being ached for it. Elsa was smiling, both of her cheeks slightly flushed as she slipped her panties aside underneath her skirt.

Then, she slowly brought herself back down. John felt his cock sliding into her warm, wet cunt, and almost gasped out loud.

“I’m not on the pill,” she whispered in his ear. “And I want you to cum inside me.”

John shook his head.

“I can’t,” he whispered.

“You have to. Unless you want everyone to know you and your adoptive mother’s dirty little secret.”

As Elsa finished her sentence, she slowly began to move, rocking her hips back and forth, and back and forth. It felt mind numbingly good. John began to grope at her breasts and kiss her with passion and lust. He didn’t want this, but her seduction had been so complete.

“Oh yeah, that’s it,” moaned Elsa.

“Did one of you say something?” Kari’s voice instantly brought John back to reality. He tried to lift Elsa up and off him, but she wrapped her arms around him and pulled herself in more tightly, as though the two were partaking in an illicit wrestling match.

“Oh no, sis,” called Elsa. “Me and John are just having a very heated discussion.”

“What?” asked Kari. “I’ll be back in just a second, hold on.”

“You have to stop!” whispered John. Contrary to his words, he was continuing to pump up into the older girl, groping at her breasts and savoring her body as though he was as desperate for the sex as she was.

“Then hurry up and cum…” Elsa smiled devilishly at him and then kissed him again. John thought about why he was doing it, betraying Kari in the worst possible way. He thought of his mom, and the secret they had to protect, and her soft, tender touch.

With one final thrust, he began to cum inside Elsa. Pleasure rushed through his body, but in his mind he felt guilty and dirty. He’d given her exactly what she wanted, and in doing so, he’d taken Kari’s trust and trampled all over it.

“All set!” Kari’s footsteps were headed their way. Elsa climbed off John and smoothed her skirt out, and John quickly zipped his pants up and made himself decent.

“I couldn’t find any chips, but I did manage to grab some…” Kari trailed off, and a very suspicious expression spread across her face. “…Carrots.”

“What’s wrong, Kari?” Elsa’s voice was perfectly deceptive and sweet. John, on the other hand, couldn’t even raise his eyes.

“So what were the two of you talking about while I was in there?” asked Kari.

“Oh, you know, just how John is still so new to the island,” said Elsa. “I just got back here, too. In a way, we have a lot in common.”

“Is that so?” Kari walked over to the table and set the food trey down hard. “John, is that what you two were talking about?”

John didn’t say anything.

“Is that why you can’t even look at me right now?” Kari’s voice was suddenly heavy and emotional. She stomped over to where John was sitting, and finally he managed to look up at her, just in time to see her hand flying towards his face.

The slap was painful, but what it represented hurt John more than anything physical ever could. He stared at Kari, and saw the beginnings of tears in her eyes. He almost felt like crying, himself, her pain reflecting back to him as though she were an emotional mirror.

“Sis, would you relax?” Elsa stood up and started walking over. “John and I were just talking, that’s all.”

“Stop it!” yelled Kari. “Just stop. I thought that things had changed, that it could be different now. But you’ve never been happy with letting me have anything for myself, have you?”

“That’s not what this is.” Elsa closed the distance and set one hand on Kari’s shoulder, and one hand on John’s. It was the wrong move. Kari lashed out again, and this time her hand struck Elsa’s arm.

“It is!” yelled Kari. “It was the same with my books, and my toys, and even mom and dad! You always had to have everything, including all of the attention.”

Kari shook her head, and backed away.

“Kari, I’m sorry,” John finally said. “It’s not… there’s more to it than that.”

Kari glanced from him, to Elsa, and then shook her head again.

“Oh, I’m sure there is,” she said. “But I don’t want any part of it.”

“Sis, hold on!” Elsa’s voice fell on deaf ears as Kari practically ran out of the room, headed for the stairs. John had balled his hands into fists so tightly that he could feel his nails beginning to dig into the flesh of his palms. It was his fault, all of it.

Elsa waited until Kari’s footsteps could no longer be heard, and then walked over and sat back down next to John.

“She’s just emotional, that’s all,” she said.

“Elsa… what we did to her was betrayal,” said John. “She’s never going to forgive us.”

“Oh, she will,” said Elsa. “At least I hope she will. If it ever becomes a problem, then who knows? Maybe what happened to my dad will happen to her.”

John blinked in disbelief. He felt his pocket, and remembered the voice recorder. Had she really just said what he’d thought that she’d said?

“What’s wrong John?” asked Elsa. “Are you still adjusting to the way things are for you now, the way they really are? Trust me, if the tables were turned, Kari would have no problem doing it to me or you.”

John felt his heart beat in triumph. He nodded his head, even though he knew that it was a lie, knew Kari well enough to know that she had a kind, innocent soul. It didn’t matter now, if he could just get out of there and confirm that he had her voice on tape, it would all be over.

“Yeah, I’m sure she would,” John said. “Elsa, I have to go check in with my mom. I’ll come back later on in the afternoon.”

“Nonsense,” said Elsa. “The day has only just begun. And besides…”

She ran her hand across his cheek.

“With what I know now, you’ll never be allowed to be alone with her again,” she said softly. “Or be alone with any other woman, for that matter. You’re mine, John.”

John forced himself to smile, his stomach turning over on the inside.


CHAPTER 36

“You don’t have to be so mad about it, you know.”

Elsa was leading John forward by the hand. After Kari had run upstairs, he’d tried for a while to make amends through her locked door. It became clear that there was no way that she would hear him out, or even respond to his pleas for her to listen to him.

And so Elsa had suggested that the two of them go for a walk outside and lacking any other option at the moment, John had said yes. He felt like he was playing a role in a soap opera, where one sister had been switched out for her evil counterpart. But he had no other choice.

“I’m not mad,” said John. “Honestly, I’m not. It is what it is.”

“You’re a terrible liar.” Elsa turned back to him for a moment, and then laughed. She was bringing him down the driveway and towards the town. The sky above them was still gray and dark, giving the day a feeling of it being much later than it actually was.

“I just want all of this to work out, in the end,” said John. “I never asked for any of this. Not to be the Count, or to be here on the island.”

Or for the complete attention all of the women that he’d encountered since getting here, he thought to himself. All that came of it was more confusion, whether it was the wife of the tavern owner, his teacher, another wealthy teenager or… his own mother. He thought about Natalie for a long moment. He had to get away from Elsa and meet up with her as soon as possible, so that they could put a stop to the situation before anything else went wrong.

“You didn’t ask for it, John, but it’s still here.” Elsa squeezed his hand and smiled at him. In another universe, things might have been different. She was so much like her younger sister, but the differences between them were essential.

“Where are we going?” asked John. Instead of leading him directly into town, she was bringing him along a footpath that ran near the shore. He could see the Ludling mansion off in the distance and began to get a little concerned that she might intend to bring him there to make another scene.

“There is a beautiful spot up on the cliffs that I used to love going to when I was younger,” said Elsa. “It’s high up and lets you stare off into the ocean, into the void.”

John nodded, understanding what she meant on a certain level, though he had no real desire to. She continued forward, her skirt blowing up in the wind as they started along the hilly path that led to the wall of rock.

“I climbed up here a couple of days ago,” he said. “If that’s the place you’re talking about, I’ve already seen it.”

“There is actually a hidden path that you can walk up on.” Elsa made her way towards a couple of overgrown shrubs and then pulled them apart. “It’s definitely easier than making the climb.”

She smiled at John as he followed close behind her, and then pulled him in towards her. She kissed him again, deeply. Her lips moved against his with a strange intensity that John couldn’t ignore. He didn’t understand Elsa, her motivations or her desires. She was scarily smart and ruthless, but buried underneath her tough exterior were a number of deep set vulnerabilities.

“Elsa…” John wanted to say something, but the words just weren’t there, and Elsa brought a finger to his lips before he could continue.

“Wait until you’ve seen the view,” she said. “Then we’ll talk.”

She led him up the path, which, as she had pointed out before, was a much easier way to get up the cliffs than climbing had been. It only took them a couple of minutes, and then the two of them sat down on the rough rock near where John had made it to the top before. They had the same perfect view of the island and the ocean that John had seen the other day, but somehow, it felt different, almost claustrophobic to him now.

“You don’t have to do this, you know,” he said softly. His words were almost lost to the whipping wind, but the look Elsa gave him in return let him know that she had heard him.

“Nothing is as simple as you think it is, John,” said Elsa. “Everything I’ve done up until now has been… necessary.”

“Hurting Kari like that was necessary?”

Elsa ran her hand across John’s cheek.

“We both hurt Kari, John,” she said. “And I don’t think you fully understand just how much Kari’s existence, in the first place, has hurt me over the years.”

John didn’t reply right away. Instead, he picked up a small rock from the cliff and tossed it into the emptiness in front of him. It was a long moment before it finally struck the ground and echoed back up, and it gave him a weird feeling of vertigo.

“And what about me? What about my mom?” he asked. “We’re just pawns in your imagined sibling rivalry?”

“It’s not imagined, John,” said Elsa. “And you aren’t a pawn. You’re my partner in this.”

John shook his head.

“You are out of your mind,” he said, unable to keep his anger from creeping into his voice. “We don’t have a single thing in common.”

Elsa started laughing, almost uncontrollably. She reached her hands over and turned John’s face so it was facing hers.

“John, did you ever wonder about why I left Blackthorn Isle in the first place?” She paused, and then looked up into the sky, back in time. “My father and your mother have a lot in common, just like me and you have a lot in common.”

It took John a moment to understand what she was implying.

“What…?”

Elsa took his hand and laced her fingers through his.

“I was around your age when it started. Kari was still just a little girl, and our mother was gone.” Elsa forced a smile onto her face. “I hated my father for good reasons, John. I hated him because he had me convinced that the way we loved each other, the things we did with each other, that it was all okay.”

“Elsa…” John was at a loss for words.

“It went on for almost a year, John,” said Elsa. “It was just me. As far as I know, Kari never knew about it, and never received the same treatment.”

John’s heart ached in his chest. He felt more confused than he ever had before in his life. There was something deep in the depths of Elsa’s eyes that had been so strangely familiar to him, and now he knew why.

It was a long while before either of them said anything. John thought about his mom, and about Elsa’s dad. He thought about what he was doing, what he thought was right, and what it all came down to in the end.

“We should get going,” said Elsa. “We’ve been up here for long enough.”

John followed her back down the path. He wanted to say something, anything, but his thoughts were too scattered for him to put words to his emotions. He wasn’t sure what was right anymore, or what he should do.

There was a figure waiting for the two of them at the bottom of the path, someone who John hadn’t been expecting. Detective Wilkins had her arms crossed and a smile on her face. She wore a long, feminine trench coat and didn’t make a move until Elsa and John had stopped a few feet away from her.

“I knew I’d find Elsa here, but it’s a little surprising for you to be here along with her, John.” The detective’s voice was happy, almost gleeful. “Both of you are suspects in my current case. This truly is quite the coincidence, don’t you think?”

Elsa held out her hand before John could say anything. She stepped forward towards the detective and met the woman’s eyes.

“John and I are friends, detective,” she said. “The only coincidence here as that your paranoia happens to have led you to suspect both of us.”

“See, I’m not so sure about that,” said Detective Wilkins. “And I don’t think a judge would be, either.”

“Detective, we were just-“ John started to speak, but Elsa held her arm out and cut him off again.

“If I were you, Detective Wilkins, I would keep in mind that you’re currently talking to the Count Ludling, and the current head of the van Katho estate.” Elsa paused and brushed a few strands of hair out of her face. “We’re all here on Blackthorn Isle together, don’t forget.”

Detective Wilkins reached for something under her coat.

“Is that a threat?” she asked. Before Elsa could escalate the situation, John stepped forward and in between them.

“We’re headed home, detective,” he said. “So if you’re going to arrest us, hurry up and do it. Otherwise, we don’t have anything else to say.”

For a moment, John thought she was going to make a move. The detective stood in front of them, muscles tensed up and her mind clearly racing. Then, she stepped back.

“Go right ahead,” she said. “I’m just following up on my investigation.”

John took Elsa’s hand, and this time he was the one to pull her forward. She went with him, though she sent a couple of harsh looks over her shoulder and towards the detective. John continued pulling her along the footpath until it split off towards the town and continued towards her mansion.

“Elsa…” John stopped and sat down on a bench at the edge of a grassy park that separated the path from the street. “I need some time to think. About what you told me.”

“There isn’t really much to think about, John.” Elsa whispered the words against his neck and into his ear, falling right back into the mannerisms of her seduction. “Just keep in mind that I understand what you’re going through, and the influence your mom has over you. Better than anyone, I understand it.”

John didn’t say anything. He turned and looked into Elsa’s eyes, and had to look away after just a moment.

His phone rang in his pocket, and he knew without even picking it up that it was his mother. Elsa smiled at him for a moment, and then took a couple steps away from him.

“I have some business to take care of, John,” she said. “I will call you later.”

John nodded and watched her walk away. His phone was still ringing, and he took it out of his pocket and answered it.


CHAPTER 37

“Honey, it’s me.”

His mom’s voice was soft in his ear through the tiny speaker. John felt a mixture of love and relief, along with a strangely unnerved feeling. Elsa’s words were still in his mind, her experiences and the parallels that she’d drawn between the two of them.

“Mom,” said John. “I… I think it’s done.”

There was silence on the other end of the line for a moment.

“What did she say, sweetie?” asked Natalie. John took a deep breath and thought about how much to tell her. He wondered why he was at all concerned with protecting Elsa, who was the cause of all of the current trouble in his life.

“She said enough,” said John. “She mentioned what she did to her dad. And she indirectly threatened Kari.”

His mother sighed, not in a way that made her sound disappointed, but rather as though she was unhappy with him having to do what he was doing.

“Honey, we shouldn’t be talking about this over the phone,” she said. “I want you to come meet me at Maxine’s, the women’s clothing store on Main Street.”

“Alright,” said John. “I’ll be right there.”

He hung up his phone and hurried off in his mom’s direction. The clouds above looked like they were on the verge of turning to rain. John didn’t mind and found himself thinking about how a storm would match his mood perfectly.

The clothing store was large, expensive, and dripping with feminine charm. John glanced across the mannequins in the front window as he made his way inside. They were all dressed in skimpy, revealing clothing, some of them wearing nothing more than lingerie.

The inside of the store smelled of expensive perfume and beautiful women. John blushed slightly as one of the attractive clerks glanced over at him. He looked towards the corner of the store and noticed his mom leaning out of one of the dressing rooms. She waved her hand and signaled for him to come over.

“Sweetie, quick, get in!” Natalie stepped back into the dressing room, and after taking a moment to ensure that none of the employees were watching, John stepped through the curtain after her.

It wasn’t until he was inside that he realized how little she was wearing. His mother had on the tiniest lingerie set that John had ever seen, with the fabric of the bra only just barely covering her nipples and being tied in the back by thin, insubstantial strings.

“Mom… wow.” John was rendered momentarily speechless by the sex appeal his mom was exuding out of every inch of her skin. He tried not to gawk and took a step back, bumping into the wall rather than putting any kind of significant distance in between them.

“Honey, we can talk safely here,” said Natalie. “I didn’t want to talk over the phone. I suspect that Erik may have bugged sections of our mansion, and possibly even the landline there.”

John could barely hear her. His cock was growing harder and harder, and it was almost impossible for him not to gawk at her. She was his mom, and he repeated the fact to himself inside his head over and over again, almost like a mantra.

“Sweetie?” asked Natalie. “Are you okay?”

“Uh… yeah, mom,” John said. She smiled at him, and he felt his cheeks heating up. There was a small seat built into the side of the wall, and he lowered himself down into it.

“So how did things go with Elsa?” she asked. “All we need to do is get her on tape saying something definitive about her guilt.”

John nodded, and slowly worked his mind back into a productive thinking state.

“I managed to get her to say that the same thing that happened to her father might happen to Kari.” He paused and thought about the exact wording that Elsa had used. “I’m not sure if it would hold up well enough for us to have leverage over her, but it’s a start.”

His mom smiled at him and then rubbed his shoulder. Her touch was electric against John’s body.

“We need her to say something that can’t be interpreted any other way,” she said. “It has to be totally unmistakable. Until then… you need to keep doing what you’ve been doing.”

“Mom, there’s something else…” John stared at her, incredibly aroused and more than a little confused by it. “Elsa told me that her and her father…”

Natalie smiled knowingly at him.

“John, I’m aware of what happened between them,” she said softly. “I’ve known ever since we first came to the island.”

John blinked a couple of times. He felt more guilty and ashamed of him and his mom’s relationship than he ever had before. The comparison to Elsa and Erik was too easy to make, and it forced him to ask hard questions of himself, and of how things would eventually end.

“Sweetie, it’s not the same,” whispered his mom. “I know that’s what you’re thinking, but it’s not the same. Erik was nothing like me, and Elsa is nothing like you.”

“Mom, I…” John trailed off in midsentence as his mother moved closer to him. She pulled him up out of his seat and wrapped him in a tight hug. John felt his hard, aching cock pushing into her abdomen and couldn’t stop a soft, pleasured moan from escaping his lips.

“I love you, honey,” whispered his mom. “Everything I’ve done since we’ve come to this island has been to keep you happy, and to keep you safe.”

“I know mom.” John’s hips began to move with a mind and motivation of their own, rubbing his sensitive, horny prick into his mom’s stomach. She felt so good, and her big boobs were so soft against his chest.

“Sweetie, we haven’t done anything wrong.” Natalie sounded almost like she was trying to convince herself as much as she was trying to convince him. “I’ve helped you out, but we’ve never gone as far as they did.”

“No, of course not, mom,” whispered John. He had moved one of his hands onto his mom’s tit and was gently pawing it underneath his palm. He could feel her nipple pushing through the fabric of her bra, and more than anything he wanted to feel it with his fingers, and suck on it.

“It’s just been about helping you keep your mind clear, that’s all.” His mom let her hand wrap around his cock through his pants, and slowly began to pull it back and forth. John let his lips run across his mom’s neck and felt her shudder with pleasure.

“Mom…” John was too turned on. He couldn’t stop himself from doing what he did next. In quick, hurried movements he unbuttoned his pants and pulled them down.

Natalie was still pushed tight up against him. Her breathing was ragged and the heat of the situation was too much for her to be able to pull back. John slipped one of his hands down the back of her panties and felt her shiver with pleasure.

“Honey, just let me help you.” His mom was whispering, and it sounded as much a plea as it did a suggestion. John was aching for relief, even if it was in a manner that was still off limits, still across the line of what they could do and come back from, as mother and son.

“Mom!” John couldn’t hold back any longer. He leaned in and kissed her. Natalie wiggled in his arms, as though the two of them allowing their lips to meet represented something much, much more than it really was. And she was right.

“John!” whispered Natalie, as the two of them came loose. He kissed her again, this time on the neck, and pulled his cock out of his boxers.

His mom was a woman, so much like the others that John had been involved with since arriving at Blackthorn Isle, and yet so different. Every movement she made, and every touch of their bodies, felt so familiar, and yet so incredibly new and exciting. It all had a pull of its own, a momentum that could not be denied.

Natalie twisted within John’s arms and then leaned forward, setting her hands against the wall of the dressing room and pushing her butt out. John pushed his cock into her and felt it bounce off the silky fabric of her panties. Before his primal desires could take over and force him to rip the garment off her and expose the ultimate forbidden territory, his mom pulled her hips against him and squeezed his cock tight in between her luscious thighs.

“Oh, mom,” moaned John. It felt amazing, almost like sex, but tight and dry. He could feel his mom’s body shifting with every breath, and as she began to squeeze and rub her legs against his member with rhythmic movements, intense pleasure shot through John’s body.

He leaned forward and grabbed at her breasts from behind. John’s body started moving of its own accord, pumping back and forth and thrusting his cock in between her thighs. Each time he went forward, Natalie would exhale sharply. It was as close to fucking as two people could get without actual penetration, and it felt incredible.

“Mom!” John squeezed her soft, perfect breasts even more tightly, causing her to let out a little squeal. He began grinding himself forward faster, dry fucking his mom like a horny teenager taking advantage of an attractive female teacher in a crowded hallway.

It felt too good for it to go on for very long. John kissed his mom’s neck and pumped into her legs a final few times before his cock was overloaded with pleasure. His cum sprayed out, focused into a tight, explosive stream by the squeeze his mom’s thighs had put on him.

John’s afterglow was intense and all consuming. He was only just aware of the sound of footsteps approaching them as he leaned back against the wall, totally spent.

“Ahem!” The cashier’s voice was shrill and judgmental, and cut through the thin curtain of the little dressing room. “I hope you intend to buy all of the articles of clothing you had in there, miss.”

Natalie let out an embarrassed sigh and said nothing. She moved to begin getting dressed, glancing over at her son with a strange look in her eyes.

“It’s my fault, John,” she whispered softly. “I’m the one who let it develop, and let things go this far.”

“Mom…” John was at a loss for words. He was dealing with his own shame and guilt the best that he could. Ever since Elsa’s revelation, it had been almost impossible for him to see him and his mother’s forbidden trysts in the same light. They were wading into dark, treacherous waters, and it felt like it was almost impossible for them to come back to the shore.

“I’m your mother, John,” said Natalie. “And you’re my son. We… can’t ever forget that.”

She pulled on her blouse and began quickly buttoning it up. John took the hint, and put his own slacks back on.

“Keep the audio recorder for now, John,” said his mom. “Stay close to Elsa, it shouldn’t take much longer, given what she’s already told you.”

“I will mom,” said John.

“And John…” She paused, and smiled at him in a gentle, innocent, motherly fashion. “Once we’ve gotten the evidence we need, and we’ve dealt with Elsa, let's go back to the way things should be. This doesn’t have to be something that continues forever, and I think that it would be the natural place to put a stop to it.”

John nodded slowly.

“Yeah, okay mom.” The words felt hollow as they left his mouth, but they made his mom smile, and that was all he cared about.

“I love you, sweetie,” said Natalie. “You should get going.”

John nodded and then walked out of the dressing room. He exchanged an awkward glance with the store’s cashier, and then quickly headed out the door and onto the street.


CHAPTER 38

It was late in the afternoon, and the sun was a brilliant orange orb, slowly setting over the horizon. John was walking back to the mansion when his cell phone rang. He pulled it out of his pocket only to find that the number was one he didn’t recognize.

“Hello?”

“John, it’s me, Chad.” The bar owner’s voice was muffled on the other side of the line. “I think you should head over here as soon as you can.”

“Why? What’s going on?” John scratched his head and heard Chad sigh on his end.

“Your friend Kari is here,” he said. “She’s pretty upset, and won’t stop drinking.”

“Can’t you just stop serving her?” asked John.

“We’re trying, but she’s-“ A loud crash came from the other end of the line, and Amelia could be heard in the background telling someone to calm down. “John, just hurry.”

“Alright, I’ll be there as soon as I can.” John hung up the phone and swore under his breath. He knew that it was his fault. He was the one who’d hurt Kari while she had already been in such a vulnerable, emotional state. It was his mess to clean up.

It was just late enough for a couple of other people to be arriving at the bar at the same time that he was. John was a little surprised to see that nobody was outside checking IDs, but as he made his way inside, he instantly saw why.

“It’s none of your business!” yelled Kari. “And who said there was anything wrong?”

“Kari, we just want to help you.” Amelia was standing next to Kari, who was seated on one of the bar stools with an empty drink in her hand.

“I’m fine! I’ve always been fine, and nothing’s wrong now, so just pour me another drink!”

“Kari…” John spoke softly as he walked up to her and climbed onto the stool next to hers. “Hey…”

She turned and gave John a look that he had never seen on anybody before. There was so much anger and resentment in it that for a moment, John had to look away. He felt all of the guilt and shame over his actions, over Elsa, over his mom, and over his life, all come to the surface in a giant, aching clump.

“You’ve got a lot of nerve,” said Kari, practically spitting out the words. “Out of all the people that I want to see right now, you’re at the bottom of the list.”

“Amelia, can you pour me a drink?” asked John. “It doesn’t matter what, just something strong.”

Amelia nodded and moved behind the bar.

“Pour me one too while you’re back there!” yelled Kari. Amelia paused for a second and then looked over at John.

“Yeah, go ahead,” he said. He winked at Amelia as he spoke, and hoped that she would be coy enough to pick up on his meaning and not put any liquor in hers.

There was an awkward silence that was only alleviated by Amelia setting a drink down in front of John. He took a sip of it and tasted gin.

“Are you going to start explaining just why the hell you’re here, and not out fucking my sister?” Kari took her own drink from Amelia’s hand, spilling a bit of it, and then took a big sip of it.

“Kari…” John paused and felt the impossible nature of the task that lay before him. “I know how this is going to sound, but it’s not what you think.”

“John, what I thought was that you cared about me.” Kari’s voice was wracked with emotion, and she slammed one of her hands down on the bar counter. “I thought you wanted to be with me. I thought… you liked me.”

She was on the verge of breaking down in tears. John glanced around the bar and saw that half the room was watching the scene play out. He didn’t care. The only thing on his mind was setting things right.

“Kari, your sister is not who you think she is.” John spoke in a quiet voice, in a voice that only she could hear. “Are you listening to me? Do you get what I’m saying? Elsa is not at all who you think she is!”

“And apparently, neither are you,” said Kari. She took a large swig of her drink and then coughed.

“I can’t explain what’s going on to you yet,” said John. “For your safety, and for the safety of the people I care about, I can’t say a damn word. But Kari, I want you to know, to believe me when I say that it’s not what it looks like. I could never pick her over you, not in a million years.”

Kari did look as though she had heard him, at least a little. She watched John’s face for several seconds, looking for any sign of trickery or lies, and then stared into the cup in front of her. She sniffled once and then began to cry, the tears flowing more freely by the second.

“Hey, hey, hold on!” John rubbed her shoulder and looked around again. There were several women giving him harsh looks from across the room, clearly assuming that he had said something to break her heart.

“John…” cried Kari. “I want to go home.”

John nodded and then waved Amelia over.

“Can you put her expenses on my tab, Amelia?” he asked. “I don’t want her to remember any of this in the morning.”

“Sure. Anything else?”

John nodded.

“Sell me a bottle of gin for the road, under the table.”

Amelia started to object, but John cut her off.

“It’s not for her, it’s for me,” he said. “I get the feeling that tonight is going to be a very long night.”

A minute later, John was outside the bar, with Kari holding one of his hands and a bottle of gin in the other. It was dark outside and neither of them said anything for the first minute of the walk.

“How is this happening, John?” asked Kari. “It doesn’t make any sense. You… don’t make any sense.”

“I can’t give you any answers, not yet,” said John in a soft voice. “But it all comes down to your sister, and her feelings. The two of you are a lot alike, in that respect.”

Kari was drunk almost to the point of collapse and leaned heavily against John’s shoulder as they walked. He was angry with himself and frustrated at his own ineptitude. It was because of his carelessness and mistakes that Kari was in her current state. John opened the bottle of gin and took a long swig from it, knowing that it was as futile of a fix as any he had available.

It didn’t take them long to get to the van Katho Mansion. John walked Kari up the driveway, all the way to the front door, and then stopped.

“Kari,” he said. “You should go-“

She pushed herself against him, sloppily connecting her luscious lips into his. The kiss felt more emotional than any that the two had shared before, and John couldn’t help but give himself over to it, feeling her tongue push into his mouth with clumsy enthusiasm.

“We shouldn’t,” said John. “Kari, you’re drunk.”

For the second time that day, John felt a hand slap across his face. Kari’s aim was affected by her tipsiness, and it was no more than a glancing blow, but his heart still ached at the intensity behind it.

“That’s just it then, John?” Kari was yelling at him, her words striking him as solidly as the slap. “You sell me on your mysterious story, and then bring me home?”

John didn’t say anything. There was a soft boom from the night sky, and rain began to fall in gentle drops, tickling his hair with wetness and making the air smell of humidity.

“Fuck you, John!” screamed Kari. “I have nothing. My life is a mess, and somehow, it all seems to lead back to you.”

“Kari, please…” John took a step towards her, but she jerked back. The rain began to fall faster, and all he could think about was how justified she was in her anger. She was right.

“I wish you had never come to this island,” said Kari. “I wish I had never met you.”

She turned and ran up the steps to the door of her house. John watched her go, letting the rain soak his clothes as though he was paying a penance for his mistakes. He took one last sip from the bottle of gin and then hurled it into the trees to the side of the mansion, listening to it crash down through the branches and wishing that it would shatter.


CHAPTER 39

The rain only picked up as John made the journey back to the Ludling Estate. He was already soaked to the bone by the time he’d made it down Kari’s driveway and entered the town. He feared for the safety of his phone, and pulled it out of his pocket to make sure that it didn’t get drenched.

John noticed that there was a new text message waiting for him, which he must have missed while walking Kari back from the bar. He switched the screen on and felt his heart skip a beat as he read the short message, which had been sent from a number he didn’t recognize.

It’s over John. You had your chance to play nice, and instead, you double-crossed me. It’s time for you to learn your lesson.

“Damn it!” John swore outloud and fought the urge to spike his phone into the cement. He didn’t have time to be angry. Instead, he broke into a sprint, headed back to the mansion as fast as his legs would carry him.

The steep driveway leading up to the estate was slick with rain and he slipped and landed hard on one of his knees. A bruise and a rough scrape, but it wasn’t enough to give him pause. John pushed forward, panting and dripping wet, as thunder and lightning cracked into existence behind him.

He threw the front doors of the mansion open with more strength then he’d known that he had. The sight that greeted him was not pretty. Lying in the center of the lobby, surrounded by blood, was Sam.

John hurried over to the loyal bodyguard and knelt down beside her. Even before he had confirmed that she was no longer breathing, John could tell from her pale face and lifeless eyes that it was too late. Her gun was still secure in its holster, and it looked as though the bullet had entered her from behind.

“Sam…” John whispered. “I’m sorry.”

He didn’t have time to mourn for the dead. John climbed to his feet and pushed further into the mansion, heading up the stairs up to the second floor. Olivia was the next one that he found and try as he might, John couldn’t keep his emotions from climbing into his chest, and causing a lump to form in his throat.

“No!” he cried. “No, no, no!”

He ran over to her, expecting to find a mirror image of the scene below, and have to relive it in its sickening intensity. Instead, Olivia coughed, and opened her eyes.

“John…” She forced a terribly weak looking smile at him, and then shifted her hand from her leg. John could see blood dripping out from a wound underneath it.

“Just hang on!” He bent down next to her and put his hand on top of hers.

“I’ll be okay, John,” whispered Olivia. “Just go. Hurry.”

The sound of the rain from outside was loud enough to verge on drowning out everything else. John shook his head and squeezed her hand, unable to hide the worry and fear that had taken control of his face.

“Olivia, I can’t,” he said. “You need help. We have to get you to a doctor.”

“I know, John.” Olivia reached her hand up and touched his face.

“Then let’s go! I’ll bring the car-“

“That’s not what I mean.” Olivia coughed again, and then met his eyes. “I’ve known since the two of you first got here. About you and your mom.”

John didn’t know what to say in return. He was feeling a bewildering mix of emotions, but the one that was predominant in his heart was love, tinged with worry. He didn’t carry any more about anything other than keeping the people he cared about safe, regardless of what it meant for him and his secrets.

“It’s okay, John,” whispered Olivia. “It’s weird, but that’s just how some things are.”

“Please Olivia, just hang on.” John felt tears beginning to form in the corners of his eyes, and tried to blink them back, to hide them from his beloved maid, the young woman who had done so much for him, and cared so deeply.

“I am hanging on, John,” she said. “I’ll be fine.”

All John could do was sigh, and squeeze her hand.

“My mom,” he said. “Where is-“

She lifted her hand and pointed down towards the first floor.

“Elsa took her outside, that’s all I know.” Olivia stroked his face again, much more tenderly this time. “John, I’m so sorry. There’s so much that I should have told you, so much I needed to tell you.”

“Don’t be!” John gritted his teeth together and pushed air through them, and then quickly ripped off his soaking wet dress shirt. He took both sleeves of it and tied them around Olivia’s leg, making a makeshift bandage that held tight against her wound.

“You’re not going to die, Olivia.” He stared into her eyes as he spoke the words, enunciating every syllable. “Nobody else that I love is going to die tonight.”

“You have to go, John.”

He waited with her for the briefest of seconds more, and then stood up and rushed back down the stairs. Angry, shirtless, and determined, John ran off into the rainy night, a streak of lightning illuminating the sky just as he stepped out onto the front lawn.

He knew where Elsa would have gone without even needing to give it a moment’s thought. The cliffs that she’d pointed out to him were only a couple of minutes away by foot, and John went to them in a dead sprint.

It was the dead of night, and visibility was terrible. Another flash against the black gave John a single frame of an image. Elsa was standing right at the edge of the cliff, with only jagged rocks, water, and nothingness behind her. She had one hand on Natalie’s shoulder, and the other held a gun.

“You took so long, John.” Elsa had to shout to be heard over the rain and the crashing waves, fueled by the storm. “I was beginning to wonder if you were even going to show.”

Another flash let John see a little more. His mom was wearing black leggings and a sleeveless white blouse, which the rain had turned almost sheer against her skin, letting her big breasts poke out against the fabric, unhindered by a bra. Elsa noticed him looking and began to laugh.

“It must have been so easy, for her to seduce you and trap you like that.” Elsa waved the gun around in the air, and John took an uneasy step towards her.

“Easy, Elsa,” he said. “I’m just here to talk.”

“You’re a horny, red-blooded teenager,” said Elsa. “And she’s… well, just look at her.”

“Elsa, she’s my mom! Just let her walk over to me, you don’t have to hurt her!”

“It was the same for me and my dad, you know. I was just a stupid, insecure teenage girl, and he was there. Erik van Katho. Rich, handsome, and so incredibly strong.”

“Elsa, listen to me!” John held up his hands and took another step forward. “We can still come back from this!”

Elsa smiled and tightened her grip on the pistol. She slowly turned her arm until it was pointed at Natalie, who swallowed hard and looked at her son with desperate eyes.

“Can we?” Elsa furrowed her brow and smiled. “Can either of us, at this point? After what I’ve done? After what my father did? After what you and her have been up to?”

She pointed the gun at John, and then at his mom, and then back and forth again. All of the emotions John had been suppressing over the past couple of days were coming to a violent, sickening head. There was guilt, shame, and embarrassment, but above all, he felt love.

“I didn’t do anything wrong!” John yelled with all of the force his voice could muster, the sound of his words temporarily making the storm fade into the background. “She didn’t do anything wrong!”

Elsa shook her head.

“She still has you so fooled, it’s pathetic, John.”

“She loves me.” John took several more steps forward and saw Elsa flinch back slightly, surprised by his sudden movements. “And I love her!”

John made his move in a single, swift motion. He threw himself into Elsa, colliding with her before she had a chance to do anything with the pistol. His momentum carried the two of them back, over the cliff edge, and into the emptiness.

Time felt like it had been slowed to a crawl. John could faintly here his mom screaming his name in the background. His face was right up against Elsa’s, and their eyes met even as they began to fall through the air and towards the rocks.

It was the first time that John had ever seen sorrow in Elsa’s eyes. He could see the whole story now, even without hearing the words that went with it. She had been right, on one level, in that the two of them had been in such similar situations. Trapped by their own desires, and the terrible confusion and angst that went with them.

And that was where the similarities ended. They’d both made different choices, and were different people. As they continued to fall, John felt Elsa’s lips pushing up against his, one last time. He kissed her back, and then, like a closing curtain, the water pulled both of them into it.


CHAPTER 40

The hospital room was beginning to feel more like a prison than a sanctuary to John. He had already been in it for a week, and though he’d only been awake for the last three days of it, the time had passed at a snail’s pace.

“Be patient, young man,” said the nurse, an older, plump looking woman. “You’ll be able to leave as soon as we can find a wheelchair to bring around for you.”

“Can’t I just walk? I broke my arm, not my leg.” John’s comment was met with a reproachful look from his mother, and a smile from Olivia, who was in a wheelchair of her own. She had been recovering from that night, just the same as him, slowly regaining the use of her injured leg from where the bullet had torn through the muscle.

“Honey, shush,” said Natalie. “You’re lucky to be leaving so soon. You’re lucky even to just be…”

John knew what she wanted to say. He was incredibly lucky to be alive, and he knew it. The way he’d crashed down on the rocks must have looked hopeless to his mom from the top of the cliff, but only his arm had been damaged.

Elsa had been there with him, helping him to the surface after he’d gone under. She had saved him, and sacrificed herself to do it, and even then, John had been unable to swim well enough to keep from blacking out as his lungs filled with water.

“Your mom’s right, John,” said Olivia. “We’re all lucky. We shouldn’t take it for granted.”

John nodded. Another nurse arrived with the second wheelchair, and he climbed off the hospital bed and into it.

“Of course, I know,” he said. “For the next few days, I’m not interested in doing anything other than lying around the mansion and getting the rest and recuperation I need.”

Both his mom and Olivia rubbed him on either shoulder. He saw the same knowing look in both of their eyes and smiled to himself.

“There is one thing that we’ll have to go out for, John,” said Natalie. “If you’re feeling up for it, that is.”

“Yeah, I know,” he said.

His mom walked in between him and Olivia as two nurses wheeled them through the hospital. It was small and quaint, the same way everything on Blackthorn Isle was. Outside, the sun was high in the sky, burning down on the parking lot with such intensity that it made his eyes hurt a little just to be open.

“I’ll go bring the car around,” said his mom. “Wait here.”

John glanced over at Olivia. For the entire trip through the hospital, she had been looking at him, with a strange, unidentifiable emotion in her eyes.

“What is it?” he finally asked her. The maid smiled back at him. She was wearing a casual t-shirt and sweatpants, and John realized that it felt a little different talking to her out of uniform.

“You saved me, Count John.” Her voice was soft but full of love and appreciation.

“We’ve been over this before, Olivia,” he replied. “Just call me John.”

She nodded and blushed.

“John,” she said. “I care for you. And everything I said when you found me, it was the truth. I see you for who you are.”

John suddenly felt as though he was naked, as though the maid could see right through him. A smile crept across his face, and then he nodded to her.

“I’m glad,” he said. “It means a lot that you… understand.”

The car pulled into the pickup lane. The two nurses pushed John and Olivia forward, towards the passenger seats. John’s right arm was still in a cast and sling, but it was easy enough for him to make it into the vehicle with one of the women closing the door behind him.

Olivia’s leg had to be positioned in a way that kept it straight and immobile. A nurse fit one of the wheelchairs into the trunk, and then carefully closed the door on the maid’s side. John touched Olivia’s leg and winked at her.

“I’ll have to help you get up the stairs when we get home,” he said.

“We both will,” added Natalie, from the front seat.

It took them only a short couple of minutes to make it back to the mansion. John felt as though he was coming home and realized that it was now what the place represented in his mind. He lived there now, at the Ludling Estate, on Blackthorn Isle, as the Count. That was his life, and the acceptance of it had been a subtle background process.

John helped his mother move Olivia into her wheelchair and set her leg into place, and then the three of them headed inside. He opened the door for the maid and smiled as her cheeks flushed red with embarrassed gratitude.

“Looks like our roles have shifted, at least until you’re healed,” said John.

“Count John, please!” Olivia looked a little exasperated. “John, I mean. I can still take care of you, sir!”

John leaned in and kissed her on the cheek. His mom was waiting for them in the lobby, and he could see her shooting a halfhearted glare at him and Olivia. Some things would never change, he thought to himself.

“Come on,” he said. “I’ll take you to your room. And if you need to get up and down floors, for any reason, I think the servant’s elevator should be a workable solution.”

“Hold on.” Natalie crossed her arms and stood in front of them, projecting a serious amount of both motherly responsibility and authority. “We only have about an hour before we have to leave for… well, you know. You two should start getting ready.”

John nodded and wheeled Olivia forward and around his mom.

“Of course,” he said. “I think it’s important that we be there.”

John had never spent much time in Olivia’s room before and felt strangely embarrassed at that fact. The maid looked over her shoulder at him as he wheeled her in.

“This is it,” she said. “Sorry, it’s a little messy. I left in a bit of a rush when… all of it happened.”

John nodded. The chamber was spotless, and he wasn’t sure what mess she was talking about. Her bed was small, either a twin or a double, and the room had a distinctive teenage girly feel to it, with a pink laptop sitting on a desk, several stuff animals arranged together in a corner, and boy band posters on the wall.

“Wow,” he said. “If I had seen this before, I think I would have had a different image of you in my mind.”

“Oh, shut up!” Olivia playfully swatted his arm. “John, I might need help with… well, it’s kind of embarrassing for me to ask, but…”

She blushed, and pointed to her wardrobe. John looked at her confused for a second before the obvious clicked in his head.

“Oh! Uh, yeah, of course I can help with that.” He scratched his head and wheeled Olivia over to her bed. “No prob.”

He helped her out of her wheelchair, and then walked back over to where the girl’s clothes were neatly folded and stored away. Olivia instructed him in which ones to taking out, settling on a very formal and mournful looking black blouse with a gray skirt.

“Thanks,” said Olivia. “Then if you can just help me, well, you know…”

John nodded. He sat down on the bed next to her, feeling strangely aware of their proximity, and the fact that they were alone in the room. Slowly and carefully, he helped Olivia out of her t-shirt, trying to glance away as he realized that she wasn’t wearing a bra, and her big, soft boobs bounced into view.

“John,” said Olivia. “Can you help me with my sweatpants?”

It was hard for him to focus as he moved closer to her, feeling himself growing increasingly excited as he began to slide the baggy sweatpants down her waist. He had to take care to carefully work it around the bandage, and as he soon discovered, Olivia wasn’t wearing any panties.

“There you go…” said John. Neither of them moved for a second. He couldn’t stop himself from staring at her gorgeous naked body anymore, and began to draw closer to her almost as though being pushed by a strong wind.

Olivia didn’t say anything. Instead, she took the hand of his good arm and pulled it onto her chest. John felt his cock hardening in his pants, and leaned in and kissed her deeply.

He had to move carefully, being mindful of his own broken arm and her injured leg. John slipped his own pants off, leaving his shirt on, and then worked his cock out into the open. Olivia smiled at him and nodded as he moved forward, accepting him as he moved onto her.

She was warm and wet, as ready for him as she had ever been. John was eager and incredibly turned on, but there was something about the situation, and the experiences the two of them had shared over the past few days that let him move with gentle care and control.

“Oh…” Olivia formed the word with her lips in a seductive circle, pushing it out as John slowly slid his cock inside of her. It felt amazing, hot, moist, and velvety, and John slowly began to pump as he stared into her eyes.

The pace of their breathing increased and then drew to match each other. John kissed Olivia’s neck and cheek, and then her lips, their tongues moving in to meet each other’s and rubbing together.

It felt so hot in her tiny room. John grabbed at Olivia’s breasts with his good hand and tried to keep his cast from pushing roughly against her skin. He continued moving up into her at an even pace and it felt almost as though they were stealing the moment, trying to stay quiet and keep the world from knowing about the dirty coupling happening behind the closed doors.

“Yeah, that’s it,” whispered John. “Oh man, Olivia.”

She ran her hand through his hair and bit her lip. John thought about how many times the two of them had been together since he’d come to the island, starting on that eventful first day. He wanted to have her, to take her, whenever he wanted, but along with his lust came something else.

John wanted her to be with him, and he could tell from her soft, loving eyes, that she felt the same way. She was the only one who knew about him and his mother now, and level headed as always, she’d been accepting and open to it.

“John, please,” whispered Olivia. “Don’t stop. I’ll be okay, keep going.”

John began to fuck her a little faster, testing the waters as his cock slapped into her pussy, churning her juices around with sexual intent. He felt like he knew her so well, and yet still knew so little about her. She was Olivia, the gorgeous maid who was looking out for him like an older sister.

“Yes, oh John!” Olivia moaned and then dug her fingers into John’s back with much more intensity than he’d been expecting. He took it as encouragement, and began to push into her faster, and faster.

“Olivia!” John leaned in and kissed her. For a moment, their injuries were forgotten, along with their responsibilities, their roles, and the events of the past few days. The only thing on either of their minds was the pleasure of their bodies, pushing together against each other with a pressing, lewd need to find release.

“Oh!” Olivia jerked underneath him, her hips pushing up on her uninjured side. John thrust hard a final few times, and then could contain himself no longer. His cock began to blast out his hot, sticky load, shooting into her with intense sensuality.

They stayed like that for several minutes, their half-broken bodies tangled together on her tiny bed. They would have stayed that way for even longer if it weren't for the sound of Natalie’s voice, calling to John from upstairs.

“We don’t have long, you have to get changed!” echoed his mom. “I’ll be waiting outside, please be quick.”

John smiled at Olivia.

“Come on,” he said. “It’s time for us to get going.”


CHAPTER 41

It took John longer than he had expected to help Olivia into her new outfit, and then put on his own clothes up in his room. He was wearing a somber looking black suit, and when he stepped outside into the yard, the sun felt hot on his back.

The three of them rode together in the car to the Blackthorn Cemetery. John helped Olivia out of the car and into her wheelchair, and then pushed it forward along the footpath. There were fewer people than John had been expecting, though given how Elsa had died, he felt as though he shouldn’t have been surprised.

“It’s been a tough week for the island,” said his mom. “You were still asleep for Erik’s funeral, and not well enough to travel for Sam’s.”

“Yeah,” said John. “I wish I could have been there.”

The gravestone that stood at the foot of the rectangular burial hole was small and inconspicuous, at least compared to the other mounds on the nearby plots. John saw that Erik’s was practically a monument, and wondered if it had just been one more thing he’d been trying to compete against his grandfather with. He pushed the thought out of his mind, feeling as though it was somehow irreverent.

Kari was there. John slowed to a walk as the three of them approached the group of people. She looked over and met his eye for a moment. John wanted to call out to her, or smile at her, or do anything just to let her know that he was there for her. Somehow, it didn’t seem right, as though in his heart, he knew that the best thing he could do for her was to just stay away.

Her black dress looked tight and restrictive, as though it was designed to keep her emotions subdued. She looked at John again, and then walked into an open area of the cemetery, away from the initial proceedings of the funeral.

“I’ll be right back,” said John. Both Olivia and his mother gave him gentle, approving smiles and he was glad for once that he didn’t feel like there was a need for him to explain.

He walked over to where Kari was, feeling the hot sun now more than ever. There was so much he felt like he needed to say, to apologize for. As John stepped up next to her, none of the words came to him, as though all of his eloquence had been lost in the events of the past few days.

“Hey,” he finally managed.

“Hey,” replied Kari.

There was a silence between them. The wind blew across the grass and John felt as though he could feel the pain in Kari’s heart, almost too much for her to bear.

“How are you holding up?” John looked over at her and watched as she slowly pulled her gaze up from the ground to meet his.

“About as expected.” The words were rocky and a little shaken as they left Kari’s mouth, but she paired them with a tiny, forced smile. John took a deep breath.

“I’m sorry,” he said. “I’m sorry for everything. You were right about what you said… about me, and how things have been.”

Kari didn’t say anything for a moment. John felt like it was getting hotter by the second, and a lump was forming in his throat. He wanted to suffer, he realized. He wanted her to yell at him and lash out at him, to deal with her pain by inflicting some on him.

“John,” she whispered. “I was in love with you.”

John felt his heart twist in his chest. He hadn’t been expecting her to say that, and it had even more emotional force than anything else she could have said.

“I know how hard this must be for you,” he said. “I’ll go.”

John turned to leave.

“Wait.” Kari was looking at him with eyes that looked like they were past the point of having any tears left to cry. “That’s not what I’m saying.”

John stepped back towards her and waited for her to continue, feeling a strange, heavy feeling against his temples.

“John, I found a note from Elsa, written just before she… passed away.” Kari paused and took a deep breath, a gust of wind blowing a couple of free strands of her hair across her face. “I know everything.”

John’s heart beat faster, almost violently. This was what it had all been about, from the start. His secrets, the control they gave other people over him, and the stupid lengths he had to go to in order to protect them. He felt like he wanted to throw up.

“Everything?” John almost whispered the word and even then it was a struggle to get it out.

“Everything, John,” said Kari. “I’m not sure what my sister wanted me to do with it, but I know everything. The death of the private investigator, the death of… my father, and…”

Again, it was Kari’s turn to struggle with her throat. She swallowed hard and looked John right in the eyes.

“I know about my father and Elsa, and I know about you and your mother.”

John was the past the point of knowing how to respond. It felt like a bomb had been dropped right in front of him, but he’d seen so many explosions in the past few days that it no longer meant anything. This time, all he wanted to do was lean into the blast.

“Oh,” he said.

Kari shook her head, and took his hand. Her touch was as soft and gentle as it had ever been.

“John, I’m so sorry,” she said quietly. “It’s always been this way, on Blackthorn Isle. It makes sense now, why you had to push me away, and why Elsa…”

John nodded his head slightly.

“I’m sorry, Kari,” he said. “I should go.”

He didn’t just mean to leave the conversation, or the funeral. John felt it was time for him to leave the island, to give up playing at something bigger than he was. But as he tried to step away, Kari’s grip on his hand only tightened.

“I understand now, John,” she said. “And I… don’t want you to go.”

The wind blew across the cemetery. Over by Elsa’s funeral plot, the proceedings were beginning. John looked at Kari, who still looked like she had something to say.

“I’m not going to tell anybody or judge you for it, John,” she said. “I can’t say that I really understand it, but things happen. You’re here for me right now, even after what I said to you. Maybe we can both still be there for each other, as friends.”

John looked at Kari’s face and saw the sincerity in her expression. Could they really just be friends? It was like playing chess with an elephant in the room, biding its time until it felt like flipping the table.

“To start, I mean,” continued Kari. “I still have… well, I haven’t forgotten how it felt for us to be together.”

John shrugged his shoulders. A powerful sense of relief began to spread through his body, from deep inside his chest all the way out to his extremities.

“I’ll always be here for you Kari,” he said. “That much, I can guarantee.”

Kari smiled at him and squeezed his hand tightly.

The funeral was a much more cathartic experience than what John had been expecting. There was a picture of Elsa on a stand next to her grave, and looking at it made him feel a mix of sadness and guilt, but also a responsibility to carry on.

Her casket was carried out and set into the grave by a couple of men that John didn’t recognize, and one that he did. Chad Dorsky had a solemn expression on his face, and slowly played his part in the ritual, assisting in the act of putting Elsa’s body to its final rest.

The reverend said a few more words, and then the grave was filled with dirt. John smiled at Kari one last time before heading over to join Olivia and his mom. He would have to head over to her mansion later, and make doubly sure that she was handling it okay.

“Are you ready to go, sweetie?” asked his mom. “This must have been… a lot for you.”

“You two can head back without me.” John could tell from his mom’s look that she didn’t really like the idea, but she held her tongue. “I could use some space. I’ll walk back to the mansion when I’m ready.”

His mom sighed, but nodded her head and then stepped behind Olivia to wheel her to the car. John watched the two of them go and then felt a hand clap onto his shoulder.

“Count John!” boomed Chad. “I’m glad to see you up and about. How is the arm?”

John smiled and shifted his sling slightly.

“On its way,” he replied. “It’s good to see you, Chad.”

The bar owner stepped a little closer to John. There was a worried, almost vulnerable look in his eyes that John had never seen on him before.

“It means a lot to me, to all of us here on Blackthorn that you came out for this,” said Chad. “I know you’re still new to the island, but it’s been a rough year for us. We lost your grandfather, and then Erik van Katho, like him or not. It’s been a lot for us to handle.”

John nodded. He watched Chad’s face carefully for a second longer, suddenly realizing that the man was waiting for him to say something reassuring.

“It’s going to be okay,” he said. “I plan on, uh, moving forward on some new charitable projects to lift people’s spirits.”

Chad smiled.

“You really mean it? That’s wonderful!”

John scratched his head.

“Uh, yes, of course,” he said. “I think one of the parks is probably overdue for renovation, and maybe we could use, uh, a new community center?”

“That sounds wonderful, Count John.” Amelia’s feminine voice surprised John from behind. She stepped up close to him, and for a moment he could feel her breath hot on his neck. Chad was watching the two of them, his wife and the Count, with a strange look on his face.

“Hello, Amelia,” said John. “I didn’t realize that you were-“

“Of course I’m here, John,” said Amelia. “It’s the least I can do to help lend my support, to Blackthorn and to you.”

She brought her hand to a rest on his shoulder. John glanced nervously over to Chad, expecting the man to say something or step in. Chad just watched.

“I suppose you’ll need some administrative and planning help for those projects, Count John.” Amelia stepped even closer to him, letting her breasts push against the side of his arm. “I can offer my help if you’d like, whatever you need.”

“I’ll keep that in mind.” John cleared his throat, and then stepped back. “Well, I uh, really should be going.”

Chad and Amelia didn’t say anything, and the silence felt incredibly awkward. John nodded to the two of them and then turned to leave.

“See you later, Count John,” said Chad. “You’re always welcome to whatever you need from me.”

“Bye, John,” Amelia said softly.

John walked through the town slowly as he made his way back to the mansion. So much had happened since he’d arrived. It was hard for him to feel as confident about where things were headed when he was alone as he had to act for the people around him.

He thought about Marcus van Ludling, the old Count. John felt like he knew him better than ever, even though the two had never met in person. He was learning about him through the people on Blackthorn Isle, and through the new responsibilities that fell to him, and all of it was a reminder of the big shoes he had to fill.

“John Ludling.”

John looked up from the sidewalk and saw that he was headed by the tiny one-room schoolhouse. Ms. Willis was stepping out of it, and she smiled at him as she walked over.

“Oh,” he said. “Hey, Ms. Willis. What’s up?”

The look she gave him was cool and authoritative. It reminded him of many things, but most of all the private lesson the two of them had shared, the one that had veered dangerously off course.

“I understand that you’ve been going through a lot over the past few days, but I expect to see you in class at the start of next week.” She crossed her arms and smiled at him. “Are we clear?”

John smiled back and stepped closer to her.

“Of course Ms. Willis,” he said. “Your lessons are so engaging, and so hands on. I’m looking forward to the next one.”

He could feel the heat building in between them as they stared each other down. Part of him wanted to push her into the schoolhouse and continue what they’d already started, but he knew it wasn’t the time.

“I should get going,” he said after a moment. “See you later, teach.”

Ms. Willis stepped aside and brushed her hair back.

“Rest up, John,” she said. “You’re going to need your sleep for what awaits you.”

John laughed and then jogged forward down the sidewalk. Ludling mansion loomed off in the distance, poking out from the crested cliffs like a spire of hope. It was his home, and he couldn’t wait to get back to it.


CHAPTER 42

John was sweating when he made it to the bottom of the driveway. He realized that since arriving on Blackthorn Isle he had completely forgotten about his training regiment, the one he’d been so focused on and dedicated to back when the only thing looming on the horizon had been leaving for college in the fall.

Everything had changed so much since then. The wind blew against his suit jacket as he walked up the hill, causing it to billow open and swinging his tie behind him along with it. For a moment, John felt almost like he was wearing a cape, and the mental image of him walking around Blackthorn as a Count from another century made him chuckle to himself.

The polished wood double doors of Ludling mansion were a little harder for him to get open with only one arm, but he managed after a moment. Compared to the windy ambiance of the weather outside, the lobby felt silent and empty. He closed the door behind him and walked forward.

The echoes of his feet on the tile floor were familiar and welcoming. He didn’t see Olivia or his mother anywhere and decided to head up to his room.

“Hey, sweetie.” Natalie walked across the second-floor balcony over to the stairs with a smile on her face. “Did you take care of what you needed to take care of?”

She had changed out of her mourning clothes and into some that were a little more comfortable, a small t-shirt that was tight against her breasts and a pair of yoga pants. John smiled back at her and instantly began to remember the events between them that had complicated everything to begin with.

“Yeah mom, I’m feeling better now,” he said. “I just needed some fresh air.”

“Oh, good.” His mom leaned against the railing, and for a moment, an awkward silence hung in the air. For the past week, the two of them hadn’t gotten a chance to really be alone together. John had been in the hospital, and Natalie had been there as his mother, alongside the nurses and the doctor.

“I… was just heading up to my room,” said John. “Do you want to, uh, talk for a bit?”

His body felt hot and full of anticipation even as he spoke the words. His mom was leaning forward in a way that pushed her breasts out onto the railing and exaggerated their buoyant appeal. He tried not to stare, and tried even harder not to want anything more than what a normal mother should give a normal son.

“Yes, I’d like that.” His mom had the strangest smile on her face, full of eagerness, but also restraint.

The two of them had returned to a very normal, baseline mother and son relationship since the night of the storm. John hadn’t given any thought to what would happen upon arriving home, but now he was back, and here was his mom.

He slowly walked up the stairs, his broken arm making him feel a little more off balance with every step, and made his way over to his mother. It felt almost like there was an aura of hot air around her, and as the two of them walked down the hallway towards his bedchamber, John was acutely aware of her presence.

“I talked with Kari a bit.” John opened the door to his room and stepped inside, feeling his entire body tingle with excitement as his mom followed behind him and closed it behind them.

“Oh, you did?” asked Natalie. “How did it go?”

John walked over to the bed and sat down on it, and waited for his mom to sit in the spot next to him before continuing. There was a couple of inches in between them, but it wasn’t enough to keep his heart from thumping in his chest, pumping blood down into his lower half with enthusiasm.

“We worked a lot of it out,” said John. He hesitated, and then decided not to let her know that Kari knew about the two of them. He hadn’t told her about Olivia, either. It wasn’t as though he wanted to keep his mother in the dark, but rather, that he felt as though the two of them were moving back to the way things used to be.

“That’s great, honey,” said his mom. “So much has happened between our two families, but we have to try to maintain that link. We’re all on the island together.”

She looked right into her eyes as she said the last sentence, and John started to feel like the room had gone up in temperature. He took his suit jacket off slowly, trying to not appear too clumsy as he worked one of the sleeves around his cast and through his sling.

“Yeah, we’re all here together,” said John. “Here on Blackthorn…”

He felt a little nervous, but also strangely at ease. His mom was here, in the room with him. She was the woman that had done so much for him in so many ways. For the past 18 years, her life had been about him, protecting him and raising him, being the type of parent that inspired love in her offspring.

“John,” said his mom. “We’re going to have to move forward now, honey. Things probably aren’t going to be quite as exciting as they have been since we got here.”

John nodded his head and watched as his mother inched closer to him. He could see now that she wasn’t wearing a bra under her t-shirt, her big breasts poking out against the fabric, almost begging to be let loose.

“I know, mom,” he said. “We can live our lives here on Blackthorn normally, now that all the dust has settled.”

Natalie smiled at him, and then set her hand on his knee. It felt amazing and hot, hot enough to make John flinch slightly. His heart was pounding out a chaotic rhythm, and he couldn’t stop his chest from pushing out and back as he drew in huge breaths.

“I’m your mother, John,” whispered Natalie. “I just love you so much, sometimes…”

She trailed off in midsentence and moved in even closer. John could feel the heat coming off her body. His cock was painfully hard, pushing out against the gritty fabric of his boxers and dress pants. He nodded to her again and set his hand on her shoulder.

“I know,” said John. “Mom, I feel the same way.”

Their voices were almost whispered now, as though they were afraid of being overheard. John could feel his mom’s soft body under his hand, and felt her hand on his leg slowly slip higher up onto his thigh, sending pleasurable tickles racing through him.

“We’ll have to work hard at it, sweetie,” said his mom. “We have to respect certain… boundaries.”

“Mom…” whispered John. “It’s so hard.”

“I know, honey,” she replied. “It’s really hard.”

He leaned in. John’s lips pushed against his mother’s, and it was as though a timer had gone off in the room. Natalie kissed him back, her lips moving with passion and restraint. She moved one of her hands up to her son’s chest as if to push him back, and then John leaned further forward.

“Mom!” He fell on top of her, groping at her breasts and grinding his hard cock into her with urgent, horny need.

Natalie exhaled heavily and stared up into his eyes. She reached up and cupped his cheek in one hand. John could see the conflict on her face, her desires pushing up against the resolve she had developed over the past week of abstinence.

John leaned forward and kissed his mother again, deeper this time, and with more sexual intent. Her body felt so good, so incredibly good underneath him. Nothing could compare to it, and his senses felt heightened, as though a spell had been cast by the illicit contact.

“Oh, honey…” His mom ran her hand through his hair. She was shaking her head, but her eyes and other movements told a very different story. She slowly let her thighs open, and John felt his member poke against her through all the layers of fabric.

“Mom…” He whispered. That’s who she was, he reminded himself. She was his mother, and he was on top of her, a horny teenager, primed and ready for action. He could see the way she recognized the eagerness in his facial expression, as though she knew exactly what he wanted to give her, and could tell how much energy he’d put into it.

John leaned against his mom and slipped his good hand under her t-shirt, letting it slide all the way up to one of her breasts. It was so soft, so perfect, and yet it felt so incredibly wrong to be touching it. Natalie leaned her head back and then held her arms up over her head. John clumsily pulled her shirt up and off her, struggling to do it with one of his arms sealed away.

His mom was blushing, and for a moment she covered her breasts with an arm, hiding them from his view. John leaned in close and kissed her again, grinding himself up into her. He was ashamed of how badly he wanted it, wanted her. But she had always been there for him, loving and doting on him, and now it had developed to the next stage beyond that.

Slowly, and with a mixture of shyness and shame, his mom revealed her breasts to him. They were big and hung in a way that almost defied gravity. Her nipples were perfect pink dots in each center, and John couldn’t resist reaching out and feeling one with his fingers.

“Sweetie…” Natalie looked as though she could find no words to accompany the situation, and John completely understood why. It was too intense, and too far outside the realm of what their minds could normally handle.

Instead of saying anything else, John undid the top few buttons of his dress shirt and then pulled it off, again taking care for his injured arm. He tried to continue with unzipping his pants, but his fingers were clumsy with their movements. His mom leaned up and forward and began to do it for him.

His mom was taking his pants off and freeing his cock, and she was doing it in the same way that she had tied his shoes and given him haircuts as a kid. The thought alone made John’s entire body pulse with forbidden desire as the logical part of his mind scream with unimaginable shame.

“There we go, honey,” whispered his mom as she dropped his pants to his knees. She slowly brought one of her hands forward and squeezed his hard cock through his boxers. John couldn’t stop a moan from escaping his lips.

“Mom…” he whispered. “This is…”

What did he want to say? This is wrong? This is too far? This is something that he never could have imagined in a million years? John wanted her so badly. He had ever since he’d been old enough to see her as a woman, to see the way other men looked at her and the way his own body responded to her, indifferent to the fact that she was the woman who’d raised him.

Instead of saying anything in reply, his mother slowly hooked her fingers around the waistband of his boxers and slid them off of him. John shivered as he felt the excitement race through him. He leaned forward again, pinning his mom underneath him on the bed, and felt his naked cock push against her thin yoga pants, the only thing in between him and the truly forbidden.

His mom was looking at him with a strange pride in her eyes. John felt embarrassed. He’d seen that expression before, many times before when she’d watch his soccer games or his school play. She was proud of him, but proud of what? What was there to be proud of in what was happening?

A primal, instinctual lust began to spread through him, starting in his cock and possessing the rest of his body as though a switch had been thrown. He pulled his mom’s tight yoga pants off her with rough movements and then let his cock press right in between her legs, against the red silk panties that felt so soft and smooth against his sensitive member.

“I… I’m going to do it, mom,” he whispered. “I have to…”

“Sweetie,” she replied. “It’s okay.”

John slipped her panties down, with more control this time than he had before. He moved back into position, letting the tip of his cock point towards her sweet, pink cunt as though it was a dart getting ready to fly at a dart board.

This was for real. Everything up until that point had been foreplay. Even the way she’d helped him out, made him feel good, given him gentle release, it all had been controlled, and within certain boundaries.

This went beyond any of that, and John could feel the pressure of the shame and guilt as he moved forward. His cock touched the beginnings of her folds and filled with intense erotic sensation.

“Oh, whoa…” The word’s escaped John’s lips without his consent. “Oh wow, mom…”

He pushed forward a little further. This time, his mom’s cunt accepted his cock head in. She was wet and incredibly warm, and the pleasure that the movement sent through John’s body was more than enough to captivate his inner masculine energy and drive.

“Mom!” He cried out and pushed in even deeper. His mother moaned underneath him and ran a hand through his hair.

Her face was red, either with shame, embarrassment, or a mixture of both. John felt the same emotions spinning inside of him, but they were pushed into the background by the irresistible call of desire.

He thrust forward, pleasure exploding into his cock as he moved. He was really doing it. He was fucking his mother. She was underneath him, completely naked, and he was pushing his cock, his hard, aching cock, into her.

John’s heart was aching even as his body went into a state of animalistic lust. There was no coming back from this. Even if the two of them respected the standard boundaries, the social norms, there was no way they could ever forget that this had happened.

He groped at her breasts and slammed his cock into her faster. His mom was breathing heavy and letting out tiny sighs of pleasure. Her face was so red, and every time their eyes met, John felt his own cheeks begin to heat up. So instead, he leaned in and kissed her.

Their tongues pushed together, and John continued to pump his member into her, feeling her twitch with pleasure as he went as deep as he could. It was indescribable, to the point where a part of him worried that the intensity of the experience would ruin him.

How could he go back to normal life, knowing that pleasure like this existed? With all of the money and resources of the Ludling Estate, he could just live a life of hedonism. He could fuck his mom every morning, every afternoon, every time he got the urge, and revel in the unimaginable pleasure of the forbidden.

The thought made John begin to fuck her even faster. He brought his lips down and sucked on one of her nipples, tweaking and pinching the other with his uninjured hand. Natalie was crying out now, still running her hands through his hair like he was the little boy that she had raised, with scraped knees and untied shoes.

“Mom!” yelled John. “Oh god, mom!”

“Don’t stop, sweetie,” whispered Natalie. “Please, just don’t stop!”

They began to moan in time with each other, singing an illicit melody of sinful desire. The pitch of it slowly went up, as did the speed of John’s thrusts, until the two of them were fucking with wild, uncontrollable movements and neither of them could hold out for a second longer.

John made his mother cum first, her body tensing up and then melting back into the bed. A few hard pumps later, his own cock began to explode. It was like a missile that had finally reached its target after an hour long flight, unleashing all of the energy contained within.

He blasted his cum deep inside of her, continuing to slam his cock all the way in with every spurt. His white, hot, sticky seed overflowed out of the edges of his mom’s pussy, and John could only gasp for breath as the pleasure threatened to drive him totally insane.

“Mom…” he managed to whisper, in between breaths. “Mom…”

“Sweetie,” she said. “I love you…”

John felt as though he was in the womb, the warmth and comfort of it preserving the moment in glory. He closed his eyes and drifted off, the pleasure bringing him somewhere far from the bed and the room.

When he slowly came back to reality, he was under the sheets in his bed. His mom was dressed again, and pulling the covers up to his chin.

“You should get some rest, honey,” she said, smiling at him and surrounded by a soft, satisfied glow. “The doctor told me that you have to take it easy for the next few days.”

“Mom…” John glanced around the room and noticed that his clothes, previously crumpled into a heap next to the bed, were nowhere to be seen. “Did we just…?”

He couldn’t say it. He felt his face flush with guilt and shame even as he flinched away from getting the words out. His mom just smiled at him, and then rubbed his cheek with her hand.

“Did we what, sweetie?” she asked. “Nothing happened. I brought you in here to tuck you into bed.”

John smiled at her. His cock still felt a little sticky, covered in the evidence of their illicit coupling.

“Oh, okay,” he said. “Thanks. I appreciate that.”

“No problem, honey.” Natalie tussled his hair. “It’s like I told you from the beginning. I’ll always be here for you John, in whatever way you need.”

For a long moment, John just stared into his mother’s eyes. He was Count Ludling, and for the first time since inheriting the title, John felt confident in his own ability to do it justice. He had the support he needed, and then some.

“I’m glad that you’re here, mom,” he said.

“I know, sweetie. I love you.”

She leaned forward and gave him a kiss on the cheek.

“I love you too mom,” said John.

John slept in his bed for about an hour after his mom left the room. When he awoke, it was with the soft, mild feeling of confusion that often comes with napping during daylight hours. He slowly climbed out of bed and carefully got dressed, working a new set of comfortable clothes on around his cast.

He had a lot to do, and was finally ready to get started doing it.

THE 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.”
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