The Hottest Mom on Island X

By Klrxo

Chapter 1: Lost at Sea

For almost two days, the Gregory family's yacht had been sailing in a
remote area of the South Pacific, far from any port. Hugh Gregory,
an accomplished real estate investor, was also an experienced sailor.
However, this was his first time navigating through these unfamiliar
waters.

The sun bore down relentlessly, casting shimmering tendrils across
the vast expanse of azure waters. Hugh stood at the helm of his
yacht, his firm hands gripping the polished wooden wheel. Beads of
sweat trickled down his forehead as his eyes squinted against the
relentless glare. The map spread out before him, its crinkled edges a
testament to countless hours spent tracing routes and charting
courses.

Despite his experience, Hugh couldn't shake the gnawing unease that
had settled deep within him since they entered these unfamiliar
waters. It was as if a hidden force lurked beneath the surface,
challenging his every decision. His fingers tentatively traced the
intricate network of lines on the map, seeking guidance amidst the
ocean's vastness.

As the yacht cut through the waves, Hugh's wife, Kathy, appeared on
deck. Her dark brown hair whipped around her face in the wind as
she looked over at her husband with a concerned expression. "Hugh,
you seem worried. What's wrong?" she asked.

"It's nothing, dear. I have everything under control."



Kathy spread her towel out on the deck and removed her bikini cover
up. A skimpy black bikini was barely visible against Kathy's tanned
skin, hugging her ample curves and accentuating her already
impressive tit-cleavage. The fabric strained against the weight of her
enormous breasts, threatening to burst at any moment.

"Mind if I lay out with you, mom?" asked her 18-year-old son, Pierce.

"No, darling, of course I don't mind," Kathy answered as she
stretched out on her towel, basking in the warmth of the sun. Her
boy situated himself just where he usually did, down by her feet.
Pierce's hair was a rich, dark brown, just like his mother's. It fell in
messy waves that framed his angular face and accentuated his
striking features.

Pierce's body was lean and strong, with defined muscles that hinted
at hours spent on the playing field. His arms were sculpted with
bulging biceps and his chest was chiseled into a defined six-pack.
Every movement he made seemed fluid and precise, his body
perfectly tuned for athleticism.

"What a beautiful day, huh?" asked the boy as he basked in the
warmth of the sun, lying on his stomach with his face turned towards
his mother. This position gave him a perfect view between her silky
legs, all the way to the bikini bottom hugging her crotch and creating
an enticing cameltoe.

“Perfect,” Kathy replied. She couldn't help but notice the admiring
gaze of her son as he took in her vacation attire. She knew that the
tight black bikini was pushing the limits of what was socially
acceptable, but the thrill of it all was too addictive to resist. She
adjusted her body slightly, drawing her son's eyes to her giant tits as
they wobbled atop her chest.

Pierce, on the other hand, felt a strange mix of pride and shame as
he looked at his mother. He knew that her flaunting of her body was



inappropriate, but he couldn't help but be turned on by it. He felt a
bulge forming in his shorts, which he was luckily able to hide since he
was on his stomach.

Kathy was resting her head on a small cushion, and with her
sunglasses on, it was difficult for Pierce to tell if she was gazing at
him as they enjoyed the warm rays of the sun. The sweet and
seductive scent of his mom's sunscreen mixed with the natural aroma
of her skin, creating an intoxicating and alluring aroma that wafted
towards the boy.

"Do you think dad knows where he is?" Pierce asked with a hint of
concern.

Kathy chuckled, a small smile playing on her lips as she took in the
view of her son. She knew that the attention he was giving her
wasn't just out of concern for their father. It was a mix of curiosity
and lust that she could feel radiating from him like the sun's rays.

"I'm sure your father is doing just fine," she said, trying to reassure
both her son and herself. "He's an experienced sailor, after all."

But deep down, she couldn't shake the unease that had settled within
her since they entered these unfamiliar waters.

Pierce nodded, satisfied with his mother's response. He observed
with fascination as she effortlessly lifted one leg straight up into the
air, showcasing her impressive flexibility. She gazed up at the spire of
her naked leg and marveled, "I can't believe how much tanner I've
gotten since we started this trip." With a playful gesture, she pointed
her painted toes towards the sky.

Trapped between his belly and the deck, Pierce's boner flexed with
hardness, while staring at his mom's legs. He was taken aback as she
lifted her other foot from the deck, leaving both feet suspended in



mid-air. She spread her smooth, tan thighs even wider and sat
upright.

"You've gotten dark too, darling," Kathy noted, checking out her
son's tan. "Your friends are gonna think we left you on some island
and replaced you with a native boy."

Pierce chuckled at her joke, taking a moment to appreciate the
relaxed and confident way his mom was sitting in front of him. Her
feet were planted firmly on the ground, but her legs were open wide,
showing off her shapely figure. Kathy leaned back with her arms
extended behind her, pushing her watermelon-sized jugs out proudly.
Her son's eyes widened as he noticed the fat nipples that were
protruding out beneath the fabric of her bikini top.

"If I flip over, will you rub some oil on my back, honey?" Kathy
asked.

"Sure, mom," Pierce eagerly answered.

Kathy lay on her stomach, making her fat tits bulge out at the sides
as they squashed against the deck. Pierce moved closer to her, dimly
aware that his erection was tenting his shorts. He reached for the
bottle of oil and began to massage it onto his mother's back. Her skin
felt smooth and warm under his hands, and the whole process
seemed surreal and intimate. As he continued to rub the oil onto her
back, he could feel the muscles beneath her skin tense and relax.

"That's perfect, honey," Kathy cooed, her voice low and sultry. "You
have such strong hands."

Pierce tried to focus on the task at hand, but the sight of his mother's
nearly nude body was proving to be a distraction. Her bikini top was
struggling to contain her generous bosom, and he couldn't help but
be captivated by the view of her curvaceous derriere. Only about half
of her bikini bottoms were visible since her ass crack had engulfed



most of the fabric, leaving the flesh of her rounded bubble butt
exposed.

"That's so disgusting!" August, Pierce’s sister, exclaimed as she
caught her brother leering at their mother's delicious-looking ass as
she stepped onto the deck.

"What's disgusting?" asked Pierce.
"The way you're ogling mom's ass like a dog eyeing a juicy steak."

August was 19-years-old, a year older than Pierce and the epitome of
a bossy older sister. While she was undoubtedly attractive, she
couldn't compete with her mother's stunning beauty.

"I am not ogling mom's ass!" Pierced stated in his defense.
"You are so, pervert!"
Kathy spoke up. "August, that's enough. You're overreacting."

"Overreacting?!" she exclaiming, choosing her own area of the deck
to lay out on. "At least I say something, mom. You just lay there in
next to nothing and let him drool over you."

"August, you're being ridiculous," Pierce snapped back. "I was just
rubbing some oil on mom's back."

"Oh, please," August scoffed. "You were practically drooling over her
butt and the way it's spilling out of those bikini bottoms.”

"T was not!"
"Yes, you were."
"T swear I wasn't!" pierce shouted.

"You were!"



Kathy smiled at the banter between her children, unable to help but
feel a sense of pride at their love and protectiveness for her. She
couldn't help but feel grateful that she was getting quality time with
them, even if August's words were a bit harsh. "Knock it off, both of
you," she said, trying to maintain her calm. "I'm sure Pierce has no
problems restraining himself around me."

"Yeah, right," August retorted, rolling her eyes as she glanced at her
brother's crotch. “Is that why his boner is nearly bursting from his
shorts right now?”

“Enough, young lady,” Kathy scolded. She was fully aware that her
son was erect beneath his shorts and wasn't nearly as bothered by it
as her daughter was.

As Pierce continued to massage the oil onto his mother's back, he
couldn't help but feel a mix of shame and desire. He knew that his
sister was watching him, judging him, and he wanted to prove her
wrong. But the sight of his mother's nearly-naked body, glistening
with oil and tanned to perfection, was proving to be too much for him
to resist.

"That's good, darling," Kathy cooed, her voice low and sensual.
"You've reached my shoulders now. Would you mind rubbing some
oil on my neck as well?"

Pierce swallowed hard, his erection straining against his shorts.
"Sure, mom," he uttered.

His mom recognized that it might be difficult for him to affective
apply oil to to her neck while kneeling beside her. "If it would be
easier for you, you can straddle my backside, but I'm sure your sister
will have something to say about that so just ignore her," said Kathy.

Pierce could hardly believe his ears. Only in his dreams did he think
he'd get to mount his mother's meaty derriere. He climbed on top of



her and began applying the oil to her neck, enjoying the exquisitely
plush ass-meat pressed against his rigid cock.

August let out a dramatic sigh and gave them both a disgusted look.
"Couldn't you two just rent a room?" she exclaimed, clearly annoyed
by their behavior.

"August, don't even start!" scolded her mother. "He's just applying
some oil to my neck. You're the one making it sexual."

“How can I not ‘make it sexual” when it looks like he fucking you from
behind?!”

“Enough!” the mother shouted.

Even though Kathy reassured her daughter that she and her son
were not doing anything inappropriate, she couldn't help but feel the
way his erection pressed against the deep crevice of her ass.

It wasn't the first time that her son had pressed his erection against
her while he was "helping" her with something. Kathy's face flushed
with a mix of embarrassment and desire as she remembered the last
time it happened. It was during a family picnic when Pierce had
helped her adjust her chair, and his erection had nestled against her
hip. She couldn't help but feel a thrill of excitement mixed with guilt,
knowing that her son was attracted to her in a way that was taboo
and forbidden.

Despite her protests, August's words had an effect on her. She
couldn't help but wonder if her son's attraction to her was influenced
by her own behavior. Was she unintentionally leading him on by
allowing him to see her nearly-naked body, and to touch her in such
a way?

As Pierce continued to rub the oil onto her neck, Kathy couldn't help
but feel torn between her desires and her responsibilities as a
mother. She loved her son more than anything, but she knew that



crossing the line with him might have disastrous consequences. She
was also aware that August's words held some truth. If Pierce's
attraction to her was fueled by her own behavior, then she had a
responsibility to be mindful of her actions and set boundaries.

Even so, as she felt her son's erection press against her ass, she
couldn't help but feel a surge of desire.

Her thoughts were interrupted by August's voice. "Could you two
stop it already? You're grossing me out!" she exclaimed, clearly
frustrated by the awkward situation taking place right in front of her.

"Pierce, you'd better stop and climb off me now before your sister
loses her mind," said Kathy, rolling her eyes.

Pierce reluctantly complied with his mother's request, sliding off her
lusty behind and standing up. His erection was still tenting his shorts,
a clear testament to his desire for his mother.

Kathy let out a soft sigh and decided to change the subject. She had
noticed that the ocean was becoming choppier, and the waves were
starting to rock the boat more than usual. “Hey, have either of you
noticed how rough the water is getting?”

Dark storm clouds began to form in the distance, making Hugh even
more uneasy as he tried to determine their location. The sea became
rough and the wind picked up, making it difficult to maintain a steady
course. Hugh's experience on the water was invaluable, but even he
couldn't predict the unpredictable nature of the ocean.

His family was growing increasingly uneasy. They had gone below
deck, but could feel the boat swaying and rocking under their feet,
and the sound of the wind howling through the sails.



Pierce could feel the fatty meat of his mother's tits swaying back and
forth against his back as she clung to him from behind. “It looks like
things are getting downright nasty out there,” Pierce stated.

“Dad's sailed through storms before. He'll get us through this one,
honey,” Kathy assured him.

As the storm worsened, Hugh decided that it was time to seek shelter
from the treacherous weather. He scanned the horizon, looking for
any port or safe harbor to pull into. As the waves grew higher, he
knew that they couldn't continue to risk their lives out at sea.

Kathy and the kids emerged from the lower deck, their eyes filled
with fear. "Will everything be alright, dad?" August asked, her voice
trembling as she looked to her father for reassurance.

Hugh struggled to maintain control of the boat, his heart pounding in
his chest. "I'm going to try and steer us towards that island over
there," he shouted, pointing to a small rocky outcrop in the distance.
"It's our best chance of finding shelter until this storm passes."

Pierce and August exchanged worried glances, their hearts in their
throats. They knew that their father had been masterful in navigating
the waters, but this storm was unlike any they had ever encountered
before.

Kathy nodded, forcing a brave smile. "We'll make it," she said, her
voice steady.

Hugh steered the boat with all his might, the wind and waves
battering against them. The island seemed to be getting closer, but it
also seemed as though the storm was growing worse.

Suddenly, a bolt of lightning struck the water near the boat, causing
them all to jump in fear.



"We have to make it," Hugh shouted, his voice hoarse from shouting
over the sound of the storm. "We have to get to that island!"

Kathy clutched her children tightly as they rode out the storm, their
eyes wide with terror. They could feel the boat rocking violently
beneath them, the wind howling around them like a pack of angry
wolves.

Pierce managed to catch a glimpse of the island through the driving
rain, the jagged rocks along its shore looming ominously in the
darkness. He could only hope that his father's skills would be enough
to guide them to safety.

As the storm raged on, time seemed to slow down to a crawl. The
boat's bow plunged into the waves, sending water crashing over the
deck and into their faces. Hugh gritted his teeth, his hands white-
knuckled on the helm, as he fought to keep the boat on course.

Kathy watched her husband with a mixture of awe and fear, her
heart swelling with pride at his determination to keep them all safe.
She knew that their lives were in his hands, and she trusted him
implicitly.

Suddenly, the yacht's hull smashed against the shallow rocks beneath
the surface and the boat lurched violently. The impact sent all four of
them flying, and Hugh cried out in pain as he hit his head on the
mast, leaving him dazed and groggy.

August began to scream, her terror-stricken voice piercing the air.
Pierce wrestled with the controls, trying to keep the boat from
crashing further onto the rocks, but it was no use. The yacht slid
onto the jagged rocks, scraping and shuddering as it came to a
violent halt. The storm howled all around them, and the wind
whipped at the sails, tearing them to pieces.



Kathy clutched at the safety rails, her heart pounding in her chest as
she watched the waves crash against the rocks, threatening to
capsize the boat at any moment.

"We have to get off the boat!" Pierce yelled, as he realized the
extent of the damage.

Hugh, still dazed from the impact, managed to regain his composure
and yelled, "Grab the life vests! We're sinking!"

With no time to waste, they quickly grabbed onto any available
flotation devices and jumped into the churning sea. The waves
tossed them around like ragdolls, but they held on tight to each other
and fought their way towards the island.

As they struggled towards the shore, the storm raged on, lightning
bolts illuminating the dark sky. The wind howled, whipping at their
faces and tearing at their hair. But they didn't give up, driven by the
hope of survival and the love for one another.

Minutes later they reached the shore, safely clutching onto each
other as they looked back, watching their beloved yacht slowly sink
into the ocean, the lights flickering and then going out entirely. It
was gone, taken by the treacherous waters, making a sudden wave
of grief and loss washed over them.

Kathy and Hugh embraced each other tightly, their children wrapped
in their arms, the storm continuing to rage around them. They
huddled together, trying to find warmth in the cold wind and rain.

"We should head into the trees," Pierce suggested. “"We're getting
pelted out here.”

The thick foliage of the tropical forest called out to them, offering
refuge from the torrential rain and wind. As they made their way
deeper into the forest, they could already feel their bodies warming
up from the relentless storm outside.



The vegetation was alive with the sound of wildlife, birds chirping
and monkeys chattering in the trees overhead. Pierce cautiously led
the way, his eyes scanning the surroundings for any potential
dangers. Kathy held August's hand tightly, her heart pounding with
fear and relief.

As they ventured deeper, Hugh spotted a small clearing, where a
stream meandered through the foliage. "This way," he stated,
changing their coarse.

They made their way towards the stream, and discovered a small
natural cave, offering shelter from the storm. The family huddled
together in the cave, the sound of the storm outside seeming to fade
away as they sat in silence, wrapped in each other's arms.

"Do you think there's anyone else on this island?" Kathy asked her
husband.

"Honestly, I don't know. We should wait for daylight, then we'll have
a better look around."

As the storm raged on throughout the night, the family found
themselves growing weary. They took turns sitting awake, while the
others tried to catch some rest. But as the first rays of sunlight
pierced through the dense foliage, they knew it was time to explore
what could turn out what could be their new permanent home.

Hugh, with all his experience and knowledge, took the lead as they
ventured out into the unknown. The island was lush and green, with
tall trees and thick vines entwined around them. They found fruit and
berries, enough to sustain them until they could find help.

"We should probably build a shelter," Pierce suggested. He had
watched enough of the Survivor TV show to know that was the first
priority.



"Yeah, a wise idea," added his father. "For now we just have to
assume that we're the only ones on this island, until we have a
chance to explore it further."

"Do you think any of our things survived the wreck?" Kathy asked.

Her husband offered a plan. "Why don't you and Pierce go down to
the beach and search for anything that may have washed ashore.
August and I will start gathering branches to build a shelter."

Kathy and Pierce made their way down to the beach, where they
found some remnants of their belongings, including a few of their
clothes, towels, and some of their emergency supplies.

"Well, at least it's something," the mother said, trying to stay
positive. "How are you doing, honey? You were so brave last night."

She stepped up and hugged him, mashing her oversized tits against
his bare chest.The boy marveled at how warm and spongy they felt
crushed against him. "I'm fine, just glad we survived that. Are you
doing alright?"

As she held her strong boy, the mother's insides tingled and she felt
her clitoris throb beneath its fleshy hood. It was followed by twinge
of guilt for experiencing such sensations in the midst of such a dire
situation. "I'm fine. Everyone's safe and that's what matters most."

“True,” Pierce agreed, enjoying how his mother continued to hold
him against her bosom. He was aware that it was not an appropriate
time or setting to have an erection, but his body had different ideas.

“Sorry,” he uttered as the thick meat of his cock pushed against her
belly.

Kathy giggled. “It’s alright, darling. We're all dealing with the stress
of the situation in our own way.” She looked down at his growing



erection, the fat tip threatening to tear right through the fabric as it
pointed up at her.

The boy blushed, feeling embarrassed about his arousal. "I
understand, but I probably shouldn't, um...” he trailed off awkwardly.

“Hey, if escaping from a sinking boat, braving a treacherous storm,
and surviving on a tropical island doesn't get you a hardon, I dont
know what will,” his mother joked, making them both laugh.

August and Hugh were busy gathering materials for the shelter,
working together to find the best branches and securing them into
place. As they worked, they began to feel a sense of hope and
determination. In order to survive on an island that may not have
human inhabitants, they understood the importance of working
together.

When they all regrouped ,Kathy and Pierce began gathering armfuls
of branches, joining August and Hugh in the task of building their
shelter. They all pitched in, with Pierce using his father’s survival
skills to secure the branches in place.

As they worked, they found themselves discussing their plan of
action: searching for food, gathering more supplies, and exploring
the island to see if there were any other inhabitants. They also
worked together to ration the supplies they had managed to find on
the beach.

Kathy let out a slight laugh, trying to lighten the mood as she stated,
“After all this effort, it would be pretty frustrating if we discover
there’s a luxurious island resort just a short walk away.”

“That would be something, wouldn't it?” Pierce agreed, trying to
smile through his exhaustion. He noticed how one of his mom’s huge
tits was threatening to slip out of her bikini top. It was in such a



precarious spot that he could clearly see part of the fringe of her
areola peeking from the hem.

Kathy noticed her son staring at her boob, then recognized how it
was preparing to fall out. She quickly adjusted it back into place,
making her huge melon quiver as she tugged the bikini cup up over
its supple meat. “Are you alright, honey?” she asked with a knowing
grin.

“Yeah, fine,” the boy answered, his face red with embarrassment.

Hugh took a breather, leaning against the trunk of a sturdy tree. “We
need to be prepared for anything. We'll search the island for any
signs of life or resources, and keep our shelter stocked with what we
have. But we also need to work together, and keep positive.”

As they worked, the sun began to set, casting a warm orange glow
on their makeshift shelter. The storm clouds had cleared, leaving
behind a brilliant starlit sky. They huddled together, listening to the
sounds of the island at night, the waves crashing against the shore
and the distant calls of nocturnal creatures.

Although they were exhausted and hungry, the family felt a sense of
unity and determination. With each other’s support, they knew they
could face whatever challenges lay ahead on their new island home.

Sleeping under the shelter was awkward. Fortunately, they had
salvaged some cushions from the yacht that had floated ashore,
providing some comfort. The family huddled under the two blankets
they had to stay warm with mom and August laying in the middle
between the men. Pierce certainly didn't mind being the one next to
his mother. They were snuggling in a way his dad and sister never
would.



“Goodnight, honey,” his mom whispered as they embraced for
warmth, her mommy-mammaries smothering his young chest with
fatty fluff.

“Goodnight, mom,” he replied with a sigh. Pierce couldn’t help but
feel his heart race as he lay next to his mother this way under the
thin blanket. He was aware of how close their bodies were, the
warmth of her soft skin radiating against his.

Kathy felt her son’s heartbeat thudding against her body, the
rhythmic pounding matching the beat of her own. She couldn’t deny
the feeling that was growing inside her, the arousal that seemed to
be seeping into her very bones. She could feel her fat nipples
hardening against his chest, as if they were trying to reach out to
him.

Kathy could feel the solid heat of her son’s erection pressing against
her thigh, which was draped across his midsection. His dick throbbed
and pulsed through his shorts with each beat of his heart. Kathy’s
respiration rate increased from the feel of the muscle and sinew
bulging from his long, vein-encrusted slab.

The air between them was filled with the heady scent of arousal, the
musky and slightly sweet smell of mature pussy and teenage cock
that only added to the tension in the small space.

As they lay there, Kathy couldn't help but think about the strange
circumstances that had brought them together in this desperate
situation. The adrenaline and stress of their ordeal had taken its toll
on her body, making her desire for her son more intense than she
ever would have thought possible.

Pierce, on the other hand, could feel the stirrings of his own desire as
well. The closeness of his mother’s body, the warmth of her skin
against his, and the feel of her huge, fleshy mounds pressed against
his chest had ignited a fire within him.



Kathy knew she had to do something to calm the desire that was
building between them. She gently nudged her son, trying create
some space between them. “You should face the other way now,
honey,” she whispered.

Pierce slowly rolled over, his eyes still half-open in the dim light. He
couldn’t help but notice how his mom’s giant tits looked even bigger
with her laying on her side. One enormous tit-melon was stacked on
top of the other, the moonlight casting a warm glow on her mile-long
cleavage.

“Sorry,” he mumbled, feeling awkward and embarrassed at his own
arousal.

“It's alright,” Kathy reassured him, trying to keep her voice to a
whisper. “"We're both just trying to find some comfort in this
situation.”

As Pierce lay there, facing away from his mom, he couldn’t get the
image of her massive tits out of his head. His erection throbbed and
leaked its bubbling precum against the fabric of his shorts, as his
mind raced with thoughts of what it would feel like to squeeze and
suck on them. He dwelled on how wonderful they would look leaping
and rippling up and down her chest if he were fucking her. It was
then it occurred to him that he'd gone a full day without
masturbating.

"No wonder I'm so freaking horny, ”he told himself, squeezing his
prick though his shorts.

"I just need to pee,” the boy stated, slipping off the cushion. “I'll be
right back.”

Kathy sat up, watching her son disappear into the darkness, knowing
that after a day of hard work his prick must be aching for release.



The boy didn't go far before he fished his erection from his fly hole
and began beating off.

Closing his eyes, he envisioned the sight of his mom's juggernauts
bouncing and swaying as he fucked her from behind. He thought all
about stuffing her tight pussy with his “make-your-mommy-feel-
good” cock, the way he had watched other men do in the adult films
he had seen on the internet.

“Pierce?” his mom whispered, startling the boy as she snuck up
behind him in the darkness.

“Uh, yeah, mom? I was just—"

“I know what you're doing, silly,” she whispered, placing her hands
on his shoulder reassuringly. "I just didn't want you wandering out
here by yourself.”

“I'll be ok. T'll just, um...finish real quick.”

“Go ahead and finish,” his mom whispered in his ear, her soft breasts
pressed against his back. “I'll stay right here to make sure no
ferocious animals sneak up on you,” she chuckled.

“Oh, um...all right,” Pierce replied, shocked that his mom would stand
right there with him while he masturbated in the darkness.

As Pierce’s hand began to move furiously over his erect cock. The
sound of his mom’s soft breathing became more pronounced, almost
like a comforting hum in Pierce’s ear. The lewd, creamy rhythm of his
own hand moving faster over his boner mixed with her breathing,
creating a symphony of desire in the darkness.

“You've been under so much pressure and stress the past two days,
just let your body become consumed in pleasure,” Kathy whispered
tenderly in his ear.



Pierce couldn’t believe his mom was here with him, but he welcomed
her presence and let out a long, deep sigh.

Kathy’s breaths continued to fall in sync with the movements of his
hand, and he found himself on the verge of getting lost in a world of
pleasure.

“Just let it all go, sweetheart,” Kathy continued, her voice like velvet.
“Let the ache inside you be released, and feel the weight of the world
lifted off your shoulders.”

Pierce couldn’t help but feel a surge of relief as he imagined his
mom’s love emanating from her breath. He let out a small moan as
he picked up his pace, his hand moving furiously up and down his
jutting member.

Kathy felt a warmth grow in her center as she sensed her son
releasing the tension that had built up inside him. She knew she
needed to do the same, especially being such a hypersexual female,
but the thought of her own needs was temporarily pushed aside, as
they were both drowning in desperation and desire.

Pierce felt the familiar sensation of his balls tightening, knowing that
his release was nearly upon him. At the same time, he could feel the
heat from his mother’s body behind him, and it made him even more
aroused.

“Mom,” he whispered, “I'm almost there.”

*I know, darling,” his mom replied, her breaths growing heavier, as if
matching his pace. “Let go.”

With her encouragement, Pierce began to move his hand faster and
faster along his cock-shaft, and as he neared the edge, he could feel
the tingling sensation spread throughout his teenage body.



Just then, Kathy wrapped her arms around her son, pulling him
closer to her. “Let it out, honey,” she whispered into his ear, her
nipple rubbing stiffly against his back, while her pussy juices
dampened the crotch of her bikini bottoms. She envisioned her boy's
tumescent penile shaft, curving slightly upward from his crotch,
aching to hammer through the tube of tight, succulent pussy like her
own.

Pierce felt his mom’s support and the musky scent of her arousal
enveloping him. It was the perfect moment to release himself and
allow his inhibitions to dissolve. In an instant, Pierce felt like he had
never been this close to his mother before, and the thought of their
intense connection sent a jolt of adrenaline through his body.

The climax hit him like a tidal wave, and he groaned loudly, his body
spasming uncontrollably. Kathy felt the tension release from her son’s
body as his semen shot forth powerfully from his erection. She could
hear it splattering against the leaves and the ground below, reflecting
the intensity of the moment.

Pierce’s heart was pounding, and his breathing grew ragged. He
could feel the warmth and satisfaction of his orgasm gradually fade,
and his release was accompanied by a sense of relief and
contentment. As he began to regain his composure, he was surprised
to feel the warmth of his mother’s lush embrace still surrounding him.

“Thank you, mom,” he whispered, feeling both embarrassed and
grateful. “That was... really intense.”

“Don’t worry, honey,” Kathy whispered back. “In times like these, we
all need to find comfort and pleasure where we can. And you've just
done that beautifully. Now turn around give me a hug.”

Pierce slowly turned around, his eyes locking onto his mother’s. He
could see the warmth in her eyes and the happiness that was
reflected there. He moved closer to her the tip of his boner dragging



against her tummy, smearing the remnants of his seed against her
flesh. Pierce wrapped his arms around her, feeling Kathy's body heat
and her heavy breasts press against his chest.

“I'm sorry, mom,” he whispered, his voice shaking with emotion. "I
hope I didn't make you feel uncomfortable.”

“Don't be ridiculous, sweetheart,” Kathy replied, holding him close.
“You didn't make me uncomfortable. I'm the one who followed you
out here, remember?”

“I was just feeling really horny, I guess,” Pierce admitted, his voice
barely audible.

“Hon,” Kathy said, looking into his eyes. “It's perfectly normal for a
boy your age to be like this. And you know what they say: an orgasm
is the best medicine!”

Pierce smiled weakly, feeling both embarrassed and relieved. "I
guess you're right, mom.”

Kathy smiled back, her eyes filled with warmth and understanding. “1
don’t blame you, sweetheart. I've had my own share of tension
today. Maybe next time we'll both find some comfort together?”

Pierce’s face flushed red, but he couldn’t help but feel his heart
racing with excitement at the thought. “"Next time?” he whispered,
his voice barely audible.

“Next time,” Kathy said softly, her eyes gleaming with desire. “"Now,
let’s go back to the shelter and get some sleep.”

Pierce nodded, still feeling flushed with excitement, as he allowed his
mom to lead him back to the shelter. As they walked, he couldn't
help but feel a newfound connection with his mother, and a sense of
excitement that they had just shared something deeply intimate and
taboo. He knew that their secret would be just that — a secret, and



that it would only bring them closer together in ways he could never
have imagined.



