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Chapter 1

“We're snowed in.” Mom read the texts on her phone, frowning.

“What about Dad? Everyone else?” I watched her carefully. Iloved Mom, that was no
secret. But I was also madly, secretly inlove with her. What better way to spend
Christmas than alone with my smart, beautiful mother? I pretended to be just as
worried as her. “How bad is the storm?”

“It’s bad. It’s supposed to snow for days.” She looked around our three-bedroom cabin.
“At least we have power.”

The power went out not two seconds later. She jinxed us!

It was the middle of the day, but the light was dim inside. Snow swirled and caressed
the westward windows. Mom’s eyes widened. I didn’t know if she was adjusting to the
gloom or freaking the fuck out. “Holy shit, holy shit, holy shit! We have to drive out.”
Okay, so she wasfreaking out. She never swore in front of me. She stood, her frown
deepening. “We can'’t stay here, sweetie.” She raced to the front door, opened it, and
stood looking out. Snow swirled in around her.

“There’s already two feet of snow. We can’t drive out.” I joined her at the door. “We have
to ride out the storm.” I put my hand on the door and gently pushed it closed. “You're
letting snow in, Mom.”

“Oh ... no.” Mom turned and hugged me, pressing her face into my shoulder. I put my
arms around her, my hands feeling the outline of her bra. I knew the brassiere was
putting in a yeoman’s effort by containing her boobs. They were huge and pressing into



my chest. If I could just see them, that would be enough. We had plenty of booze.
Tomorrow was Christmas. I swore to myself I'd make it happen.

“What a man you’ve become.” Mom warmed her hands by the roaring fire I'd stoked.
“Sometimes, I still think of you as my little man. But you've really grown up.”

“Thanks, Mom.” My cheeks grew hot from the compliment and the flames. I sat on the
hearth and picked up one of the bottles of white wine she’d packed. “Something to pass
the time before bed?” My stomach was full from our cold dinner. A different kind of
hunger gnawed at me. I needed to get her drunk if I was going to have any chance.

“You're not old enough to drink, Logan.” She cocked her head at me. There was some
leeway here. I could tell she was thinking it over.

“I'll be twenty-one in three months. You know I drink with my friends.” I pulled the
cork and looked over at Mom. She was wearing a tight sweater, and I couldn’t help
staring at her boobs. When I met her gaze, it was obvious that she’d caught me peeking.
I quickly looked away.

“Imean ... I suspected ... but you never said anything.” Mom shrugged. “I wish we didn’t
have secrets, sweetie.”

“Me too, Mom.” I poured the wine and handed her a glass. Over the course of an hour, we
drank the bottle. I opened another one and steered us into a game of Truth or Dare. As
we drank the second bottle, I waited for her to ask me about my love life. She was
always pestering me about who I was dating, so I knew she’d bring it up on her own.

“Truth,” I said.

“Okay ... okay.” She sipped her wine, her motions languid and sloppy. Her words
weren’t slurred yet, but she was clearly drunk. We both were. “Who’s your biggest crush
right now?” Mom blushed and glanced toward the fire.

“Well....um ... you are.” I wanted to turn away, but I didn’t. I sat up straighter, ready to
face the music.

“Um ... what? I must have misunderstood you.” She gulped down the rest of her glass.

“You are the most gorgeous woman on the planet. I'd give anything just to see your
boobs.” I did my best to keep my breathing even, pushing panic away. If I didn’t go for it
now, I never would. This was my moment. “You’re the woman I have a crush on. It’s
always been you, Mom.”



“What ... are you saying?” She carelessly put the empty glass on the coffee table, it rolled
on its side and tumbled to the carpet, unbroken.

“You asked for the truth.” I shrugged and slumped in my seat. It could see she was going
to reject me.

“I've ... I've seen the way you look at me. I just thought ... all boys your age ... do that.”
She shook her head. “Thank you for being honest.” She stood and put the cork in the
bottle. “Now let’s forget this ever happened. We're going to wake up tomorrow and ...
make the best of things.” She fled toward the master bedroom, turning back in the
doorway. “I'll take this room. You can sleep in either of the other rooms. Get that fire
roaring before you go to bed. It’s going to be cold tonight.” She closed the door and
disappeared.

I did as she asked, and the fire was roaring when I finally went to bed. I'd been shot
down. I felt gut shot. With a sigh, I curled up and tried to sleep. Even with a mountain of
blankets on top of me, it was a bitterly cold night. After much tossing and turning, I
stripped naked, hoping that the radiant heat between me and the blanket might warm
me better. It was something I'd read once. It turned out to be bullshit. It was a rough,
frigid night.

“Sweetie? Sweetie?” Mom hovered over me, shaking my shoulder. I blinked my eyes
awake. “The fire’s out. And it’s s0o0000000 cold.” I could see her breath hanging in the
air.

“Okay.” Ijumped out of bed, forgetting that I was naked. My dick was in full morning
wood mode and flopped around as I crossed the room for my pants.

“Oh ... my.” Mom blushed and turned away. “Do you always ... sleep naked?”

“Iwas trying something last night.” I quickly dressed. “Something about heat radiating
at a greater distance between the body and blanket.”

“Did it work?” She was hugging herself from the cold.

“Yeah, it was really warm,” I lied. I didn’t want her thinking I was a complete fuckup
after the night before. The snow was over six feet high when I opened the front door. I
dug a path to the wood pile on the side of the cabin, carried in the logs, and got a new
fire going. The power was out, there was no reception, and no Wi-Fi. We didn’t know
how much longer the snow would keep piling up outside, so I brought most of the logs



into the cabin. I didn’t want to dig a new trench tomorrow. I was sweating by the time I
sat down, panting from my hard labor.

“Well, this is a terrible Christmas.” Mom rubbed her hands, sitting on the edge of the
hearth. She caught me staring at her boobs again. They were poorly hidden under a
Christmas sweater. I could see a bemused frown on her face before Ilooked away.

“At least we're together.” I shrugged.

“That’s the spirit.” She went over to the kitchen and retrieved a bottle of wine. She held
it up. “Perfectly chilled.”

“Isn’t it a little early?” I watched her uncork it. She poured two glasses and brought
them back to the fire.

“Ihave alot on my mind. We're stuck in the middle of nowhere. The rest of the family
isn’t coming. And your dad has all the presents in his car.” She handed me a glass and
sipped hers. “Like I said, I have alot on my mind. I need something to take the edge off.”

“Okay, sure, Mom.” I wondered why she hadn’t mentioned the truth I'd shared the night
before. That was probably at the top of her mountain of problems that she was trying to
forget. “Let’s break out the fancy cheese and crackers. We can make this the best worst
Christmas ever.” I got her to smile with that. We clinked our glasses together and got
out the good stuff.

Neither of us got plastered, but we did spend the day buzzed. We played cards. We
played Chutes and Ladders. We talked. Mostly we stayed huddled by the fire. It was late
afternoon when we finished a heated round of Twenty Questions. She always knew
what I was thinking, never needing more than twelve questions. I had a harder time
getting inside her head. We sat in silence as the light faded, sipping our wine and
staring at the fire.

“Your whole life, I've wanted to make you happy.” Mom’s voice was low and
contemplative. “That’s always been my Achilles heel with you and your sisters. I just
want to see you happy. Your father would say I'm a pushover.”

“Mom, I -” I started, but she cut me off by raising a finger.

“Let me finish.” She sipped her wine and turned her eyes from the fire to me. “I'll show
them to you. If that will rea/lymake you happy.”

My pulse quickened and my dick hardened. I thought she’d shot me down, but she’d
been thinking about what I said the whole time. I nodded enthusiastically.

“I can tell by your enormous grin that it would make you happy.” Mom didn’t return my
smile. Her face was filled with doubt. “I'll only show them to you if you promise me
you’ll find a girlfriend. Not someone to date like you usually do. I mean ... you know ...



someone you’ll bring home to meet me and your dad. I don’t want you fixated on me.
It’s not healthy. Promise me you’ll find a smart, pretty girl that will make you happy.”

“I promise, Mom.” I put the wineglass down. My hand was shaking so much I was afraid
I'd spill it everywhere.

“This is a binding deal, Logan. I'll hold you to it. You’ll find yourself a girlfriend.” She
put her wineglass down, too, and nodded like she’d made a decision. She stood, reached
down, and held the hem of her sweater. “I can’t believe I'm doing this.” Slowly, she
pulled the sweater up her body, wiggling slightly. I was on the edge of my seat, ready to
see her bra, but she had on more layers underneath. I nearly laughed out loud, I was so
nervous. But I held it in. I didn’t want her to think I was laughing at her. She wiggled out
of the other layers, put them down on the armchair behind her, and stood in front of me
wearing only her jeans, wool socks, and bra. I stared with my mouth hanging open. It
was a boring bra, but it exposed a milky white expanse of cleavage.

“Wow ... Mom ... you're beautiful.” I adjusted my cock as it uncomfortably pushed at the
confines of my underwear.

“Once upon a time, you loved these.” She put her hands under her boobs and hefted
them, causing her cleavage to shake. “It seems we’ve come full circle.”

“Can you take off the bra, too? Please?” My breath caught in my throat when she nodded
and reached behind her back. She unclasped the bra and pulled it off unceremoniously.

“Here you go. I hope you like them.” She put her hands by her sides and stood in front of
me. Even with the fire going, it was cold in the cabin. Her nipples looked stiff.

“Best ... tits ... ever.” My gaze roved over her bare skin. Her shoulders and arms were
thin and delicate. Her breasts sloped dramatically out to large pink nipples and areolae.
A lattice of blue veins was evident under her pale skin, making her seem all the more
vulnerable bared for me.

“Watch your language, Logan.” She didn’t look mad. She still looked confused and
maybe a bit patronizing.

“Sorry, Mom.” My gaze fell back to her tits. “You've really made me happy today. This is
the best Christmas present ever. I wish you didn’t ever have to put them away.”

“T'll tell you what. Since this is the only Christmas present you're getting, I won’t put my
bra back on.” She picked up her underlayers. “You can look all you want for the rest of
the night, and you don’t have to look away embarrassed like you always do when I catch
you sneaking a peek.” She put her clothes back on. Her nipples were more than evident
pushing at her Christmas sweater.

“Best ... Mom ... ever.” I couldn’t wipe the grin off my face.



“I'm glad you think so.” She went back into the kitchen to fetch us some more wine. “It
fills my heart to see you so happy, sweetie." She came back and refilled our glasses.
“More Chutes and Ladders?”

I was on cloud nine the rest of the night. We played games and talked, and I stared at her
headlights unapologetically. Eventually, it was time for bed. But that’s a story for
another Christmas. Maybe I'll tell you about it next year. If you're lucky.



Chapter 2

“So, I'll be warm if I sleep naked?” Mom stood in the doorway to her bedroom. Her
nipples pushed valiantly at all the layers she was wearing, forming the most
mesmerizing headlights on her sweater.

“Sure, Mom. It worked great for me,” I lied. It was stupid, but I still didn’t want to admit
my mistake. I shrugged like it was no big deal and openly stared at her tits. They were
my Christmas present, after all.

“I'm glad you’re so happy with my gift.” Mom frowned at me. She seemed a little buzzed,
but not drunk. The wind howled as the snow piled up outside. She was clearly thinking
about something, so I stayed silent in my spot by the fire. “Logan ... I...um...” She
hugged herself and rubbed her arms. It got colder in that cabin exponentially as one
moved away from the fire, and she was across the room.

“Don’t worry, Mom, I'll build up the fire before going to bed.” I nodded earnestly at her,
my attention drawn to her troubled face now that her arms were covering her boobs.

“Your father would call me such a pushover. I said I was only going to show you the
once.” Mom looked over at the dark Christmas tree. “But he’s not here. He’s with your
sisters and all of our presents. And we’re here. You and me.”

I held my breath, my body going completely still. I didn’t want to ruin whatever she was
building herself up to.

“You’re supposed to say, ‘No, Mom, you're not a pushover.” The briefest flicker of a
smile touched her lips and disappeared. She glanced at me.

“No, Mom, you’re not a pushover.” I repeated the words like I was in a trance.

“That’s my sweet son.” She sighed, rolled her eyes, and her frown deepened. “You've
been great today. I appreciate you taking care of the cabin and your mother. I suppose
you earned this.” She reached down to the hem of her sweater and slowly pulled it over
her head. She turned her back to me as she removed the other layers she had on top. Her
perfect, pale arching back was almost as beautiful as her tits. I stared at the graceful
curve of it, and the flare from her waist out to her jean covered hips. And then ... I heard
her zipper.

My eyes bugged out when she slowly wiggled her mom-jeans down her long legs. Her
ass came into view. Two round, pale panty-covered globes shook with her movements.
The firelight danced shadows across her curves from left to right. “Oh ... my ... God.”

“Stop, sweetie. You're going to make me self-conscious.” She looked over her shoulder as
she stepped out of her jeans. Her cheeks were crimson. Wearing only her wool socks,



bra, and panties, she straightened and kept her back to me. “Your father likes my
backside.”

“Ilike it, too,” I whispered.

The wind howled, and the fire crackled as she reached behind her. I watched her
wedding ring sparkle as her fingers unclasped the bra. “It’s freezing in here. I hope this
sleeping naked thing works.”

“Me ... too.” My dick was so hard it hurt. My mouth started going before I knew what
words would come out of it. “Mom ... could I touch —?”

“No way.” She wagged a finger at me, and turned around, her face full of
disappointment. She shook her head. She was so gorgeous I could barely process what
was happening. There seemed to be the ringing of deafening sleigh bells in my ears. Her
nipples were hard and dark in the cold. Her tits were pale and jiggled ever so slightly as
she made more disapproving gestures. “Logan ... Logan ... are you even listening?”

“What ... Mom?” I continued to stare at her tits, only taking a quick detour to check out
her hips, and the panty-covered V between her legs.

“I swear ... men. Even with your own mother.” She held out her hands as if to present
herself. “Get a good, long look, but never ask to touch me in that way again. Got it,
mister?”

“Yeah ... Mom ... sorry.” It felt like time and space were collapsing. If only she’d take off
her panties. “Maybe you could take off the rest —?”

“Good night, Logan.” She covered her tits with her arms. “I'll see you in the morning.”
She bent over to pick up her clothes, giving me a wonderful, ephemeral view of her
dangling boobs, and then disappeared into her room.

The slamming door jarred me out of my stupor. That was it. Christmas was over. She’d
never show me the goods again. I knew for a fact Dad didn’t appreciate her hotness. It
was so unfair. Rather than being happy with what I'd gotten, my thoughts turned sour
as I built up the fire and went to my own bedroom. Since I'd told her to sleep naked, I
couldn’t very well sleep in all my clothes like I wanted. I stripped, hopped into bed, and
tried to dream of sugarplums while I froze my ass off.

The next morning, I woke in a funk. I wasn’t so much hungover from the wine as I was
from the high of seeing my mother naked. I had thrown myself out there about my



crush on her. And it had worked in a twisted, monkey-paw sort of way. She hadn’t
enjoyed it. And now I had to prepare myself for a lifetime of not ever seeing my mother
naked again.

I got out of bed before her and built the fire back up. I pulled an armchair near the
hearth and watched the flames dance. Despite the time, it was dark in the cabin. At first,
I thought that was just because of the storm. But it was actually because the cabin’s
windows were buried in snow. That wasn’t good. I stood, put on my boots and jacket,
grabbed the snow shovel, and opened the door. Sure enough, I couldn’t see the sky.
Slowly, I dug a path for us just so we wouldn’t suffocate in the cabin.

When I reached the open air, I found that it was still snowing. I looked around, and the
world looked like a different place. I couldn’t see our car. It was buried not very far to
the east. And the cabin was basically just a roof among white drifts. I was glad we’d
brought enough food for the whole family. It was quite possible we’d have an extended
stay.

When I got back into the cabin, I found my mother warming her hands by the fire. She
was bundled up again. She smiled at me when I came in.

“What news of the world beyond?” She said. Even though Mom was trying to make light
of things, I could see she was nervous. Her smile was combined with a furrowed brow,
and she gnawed on her bottom lip.

“The car’s buried in snow. Everything’s buried in snow.” I took off my jacket. “And it’s
still snowing.” I took off my boots. My pants were wet from the melt, so I took them off
and hung them up to dry. I looked over my shoulder and saw that Mom was gazing at
my butt. Or maybe she was just trying to see what brand of underwear I was wearing.
Probably not that, since she bought most of my clothes for me. “Would you like to see
me naked, Mom? You know, to return the favor.”

“Please, I've seen you naked a million times, Logan.” She held out her hand, palm
forward.

“You know it’s different now.” I turned around. My sweater wasn’t wet, but I started to
take it off.

“Clothes on, mister.” She changed gestures to a finger wag. “You had your present
yesterday. Now, let’s move on.”

“Sure, no problem.” I tried not to let my disappointment show. I glanced over my
shoulder as I went into my bedroom for pants, and it did seem like she was watching
my butt. But I was probably imagining things.



We ate breakfast, but didn’t do much afterward other than sip coffee and sit by the fire.
I think we were both a bit grumpy. Mom and I were in armchairs next to the hearth. The
cabin was silent except for the roar and crackle of the fire. I kept thinking about how my
life had peaked the day before. I'd somehow laid my feelings bare and talked her into
showing me her boobs. And ... that was it. Now it was behind us. I sighed and held my
mug with both hands. I suppose it could have been worse. She could have disowned me.
And then she probably would have shown me exactly zero boobies. Silver linings and all
that.

“Inearly froze to death last night.” Finally, Mom broke the silence. “Your naked-sleeping
thing didn’t work.”

“I must run hotter than you or something.” I shrugged. “Maybe we should sleep in the
same bed tonight and -”

“Come on, Logan. It’s time to let it go. I'm your mother for fuck’s sake.” My mother
hardly ever swore in front of me. I sunk into my armchair as she continued, counting
on her fingers, “And I'm married. I made promises to your father, and I intend to keep
them. Also, I'm an old lady. You can’t possibly want me. Not really. You’re a teenager,
you see a woman and your hormones take over. Did I mention that I'm your mother?
You can’t see me that way. Just drop it. Drop it!” She’d worked herself up to the point
where her voice was a strident scream. She took several deep breaths, calming down as
she watched me closely. “Drop it. Okay, sweetie?”

“Sure, Mom. Sorry.”

“Put all that energy ...” She pointed at my crotch. “... into finding a girlfriend. You're my
only boy, so you owe it to me to find a nice girl who will want to be friends with me.”
Her smile was tentative. “Won’t that be nice?”

“It’s only us here. How am I going to find a girlfriend?” I sipped my coffee.

“You know what I mean.” She stood and stretched. We were both aware of my eyes on
the front of her sweater. She looked away from me into the fire. “We’ve both had a big
shock. We're stuck here without Dad and the girls. We had an ... odd Christmas. Now,
let’s just have some normal mother-son time.”

“Sure, Mom.” Inodded. I didn’t know what normal stuff we were going to do, but at least
she wanted to hang out with me after everything that had happened.



We raided the cabin’s board game cabinet, playing several different games before
settling on Clue. At lunch, Mom uncorked another bottle of wine. By the early
afternoon, we opened another. The frostiness between us had thawed. We were
laughing again, telling jokes, and she was asking me about school, friends, and girls.

“What do you do with all those girls you date? You see them a few times, and then
you're onto the next one.” Mom moved a piece on the gameboard carefully and then put
it back, thinking about her next move. We were playing Stratego now.

“Are you asking me if I use a condom? Because I always do. I promise.” I crossed my
heart for her.

“You ... have sex with all those girls?” Mom’s eyes got very round. She forgot about the
board and stared at me.

“Not all of them. But ... you know ... I guess I have a talent for it.” I shrugged.
“Why don’t you make one of them your girlfriend?” She whispered.

“I'm sort of hung up on somebody else. So, I guess ... I get bored with them quickly.” I
frowned.

“You need to forget about me. Focus on the girls at school.” Mom rubbed her chin. She
didn’t look angry with me now. She looked a little drunk to tell you the truth.

“How?” I cocked my head at her. I was a bit drunk too, so I plunged right back into the
thick of it, risking her wrath. “Maybe if you showed me your boobs a whole bunch while
we’re stuck here, I'd get you out of my system?”

“Logan...I...um...” Herlip curled in disgust, she gulped down the last of her wine, but
she didn’t shoot me down. “Let’s just play our game.” She turned her attention back to
the board and made her move. I could tell she knew where one of my mines was hidden.

“Sure, Mom.” I made a counter-move and changed the subject to what my dad and
sisters were probably doing at that moment. Soon, it was lighthearted in the cabin
again.



Chapter 3

Mom stared at the Stratego board for a long while. She was drunk, but I didn’t think that
was the reason she was taking so long to move. I could see the wheels in her head
spinning. With the snow covering our windows, it was dark in our cabin. We were lit
only by the roaring fire. I sipped my wine, hoping that she was thinking about showing
me her tits again.

“So ... Mom ... are you going to move your piece ... or are you going to take off your
sweater?” I was drunk, too. I probably shouldn’t have said that.

“Logan.” She glanced at me, rolling her eyes in disgust. “You had your Christmas
present. I'm not going to keep showing them to you.” She turned her attention back to
the board and moved her piece.

“It would help me get this crush thing out of my system.” I pressed my lips together and
studied the board.

“I know how boys work, mister. Showing them to you would only make you want
more.” Mom shook her head.

“No, it wouldn’t.” I sipped my wine.

“Ilet you look at my boobs yesterday and look how greedy you are.” Mom scowled and
gulped down the rest of her glass.

“Look, Mom, you already showed them to me. You have the most beautiful ... breasts in
the world.” I was drunk enough that I almost said ‘tits.” “There’s no real downside if you
continue to show them while we’re stuck here. If it doesn’t work, and I'm still ‘greedy’
when we get home, you're no worse off than you are now. If seeing them a whole bunch
gets it out of my system, you're way ahead. I'll finally move on and settle down with a
girlfriend.”

“Idon’t know.” She wasn’t slurring her words, but her movements were clumsy as she
refilled her glass. Glancing back at me, she caught me peeking at the front of her
sweater. “Your father always says I'm a pushover.” She shook her head slowly.

“You love me, that’s all.” I shrugged. “Look, I wasn’t even going to tell you about all this.
You asked who I had a crush on. You raised me not to lie.”

“I can’t believe I'm even contemplating this.” Mom took another gulp of wine. “Okay.”
She nodded her head like she’d made a decision. “Its warm enough by the fire. I'm going
to give you all the boobs your eyes can handle. At least while we’re hanging out near the
hearth. If you don’t get sick of them by the end of the night, then it’s a lost cause
anyway.” She put down her glass, lifted the hem of her sweater, and wiggled it off.



I stared with wide eyes as she took off layer after layer. And suddenly, I was in the
presence of perfection again. I admired her thin, delicate shoulders and arms. Her
breasts sloped dramatically out to large pink nipples and areolae. A lattice of blue veins
meandered wonderfully under her pale skin. I leaned forward, staring.

“Oh, my gosh. You’re like a lion with his eyes on a gazelle.” She frowned at me and drank
the rest of her glass. She was quick to refill it.

“I...um...I... what?”Iwas having a hard time processing her words.

“Oh, for Pete’s sake.” She leaned forward, resting her elbow on her thigh. That
wonderful movement made her breasts dangle ever so slightly.

I ogled the little trembles and shakes her tits made as they found a new position.

“Was it my turn?” Mom moved her piece. It was clear that she was going to try and act
normal with her tits out in the open. I was in heaven.

“I'm sorry, did you move?” I blinked, barely able to turn my focus down to my pieces.

Mom let out a short, chiming laugh. “Well, now I know how to beat you at any game.
Take out my breasts, and you turn into a zombie.” She pointed at her piece. “Yes, I
moved that one.”

“Oh.... okay.” Ilooked up at her beautiful face. I didn’t remember her smiling at all the
last time she had her tits out. Seeing her topless with a grin on her face was stunning. I
moved my legs to adjust a painfully hard boner.

We played Stratego for another hour.

The wheels came off for me, and she easily beat me three times. When we were done, I
was afraid that she’d cover herself again, but she stayed dressed only in her jeans and
wool socks. Mom leaned back in her armchair and stretched her arms over her head
absentmindedly.

I gaped at her, my eyes nearly bugging out of my head.

She saw me and let out a little exclamation of surprise “Oh ... I forgot for a second that I
was ...” Her face brightened. Mom giggled. “You look like someone just dropped an anvil
on your head.” She put her arms on the armrests and grinned at me.

“I feel like that.” I nodded.

“I'm hungry. And I'm not walking over to the cold kitchen dressed like this.” She
shimmied her shoulders. I was agog. My mother just made her tits dance for me!

“Hmmmmmm?” I said.



“Goodness, Logan, you're practically drooling.” She shook her head, but she was still
smiling. “Is it bad that I'm getting used to being like this around you?”

“Hmmmmm?” I said.

“Food, Logan. I'm hungry. Go to the kitchen and get us some food.” Mom spoke slowly
like I was developmentally disabled.

“Hmmmm.” I stared at her tits. “Okay ... okay ... food.” A long time ago, I had gotten all
my food from those amazing mammaries. I licked my lips.

“You're being ridiculous.” Mom giggled again. Her high tittering carried just a hint of
tension. “Go get us cheese and crackers, or I'll put these two suckers away.”

Like a shot, I got up and raced into the kitchen. “Cheese ... you wanted cheese?” I put a
board of cheese together. It was cold enough in this part of the cabin that we didn’t have
to use the refrigerator. Which was good, because the fridge had gone out with the rest of
the power.

“And crackers, Logan.” Mom called over to me.

“Right ... right ... we’re having wine ... and cheese ... and crackers.” I added the crackers,
fumbling in the gloom and my drunkenness. “Hey, Mom. We're sort of eating like it’s a
date night.”

“Oh, stop.” Her voice carried none of her recent joviality. I got the message and let that
drop.

“Here you go. Food for the beautiful lady.” I returned to our spot by the fire, moved the
board game aside, and set out our meal.

We made small talk while we ate. I had to look at the fire for long stretches, because
when I looked in her direction my mouth stopped working. That’s not to say that I
didn’t take some long, lingering glances. Seeing her daintily spreading cheese on
crackers with her tits jiggling was something I was sure I'd never forget. The sight of
her boobs would have been stupefying regardless, but when that was combined with a
normal, everyday thing I'd seen her do for years, it full-on melted my brain.

After we finished our meal, we sat in our chairs by the fire, trying to guess what my
sisters had gotten us for Christmas. Mom sipped her wine more slowly. I tried to pace
myself, too. I did catch her stealing glances at the front of my pants a few times. I guess
she finally noticed my erection.

“I'm getting cold.” Mom shivered and rubbed her arms. She had goosebumps. “I think I'll
cover up.”



I sprang up out of my chair like I was shot from a cannon. “I'll bring in more wood!
Sorry, I let the fire die down.”

She laughed, watching me run off to the front door like a maniac.

There was a little more shoveling to do, but the snow had stopped falling. Maybe
tomorrow we could see if the road had been plowed. If so, I could shovel our car to
freedom. That meant tonight could be the last night of magic. As I carried wood back to
the front door, I promised myself that I would enjoy every minute of it.

Once inside, I brushed the snow off my clothes. “My pants are wet.”
“They’ll dry by the fire,” Mom said.

I took them off, and took off my top layers, too. Dressed only in my boxers and socks, I
went over and laid out my clothes on the hearth. Then, I carried some wood over and
fed the fire.

“What on Earth are you doing, Logan?” Mom stared at the front of my boxers with a
horrified expression. Of course, I was still hard. I sure hoped that the ‘erections lasting
longer than four hours’ thing wasn’t going to be a problem. There was no way to seek
medical attention.

“I'm drying my clothes like you said.” I shrugged and went back to working on the fire,
praying that she was checking out my butt.

“I...um... I see why you can date so many girls. You have a nice body, sweetie,” Mom
said. “I mean ... you’re also smart and funny, but ...”

“Thanks, Mom. Our campus has a great gym. I go down there a bunch.” I moved some of
the coals around with the poker and placed some logs so that air had room to flow.
Soon, the fire was roaring again. “It stopped snowing.”

“Oh, thank goodness.” I could hear my mom take a big gulp of wine behind me. “Will we
be able to leave tomorrow?”

“If they plow the road. I'll check tomorrow morning.” I stepped away from the fire,
grabbed my wine glass, and sat on my mom’s lap.

She let out a surprised, stifled shriek. “What are you doing?” She didn’t push me away. I
think she was too shocked.

“I'was cold.” I grabbed a blanket from the sofa and threw it over us. “Just for a minute
until we warm up.”

“The days where you can sit on my lap are long over.” Mom started to push my back
with her hands. “You’re too big.”



“Special circumstances, Mom.” I pushed my back into her. Suddenly, my spine was
pressing into her right boob. It squished into me in the most delightful way. “Remember
what I said about sleeping naked? The heat waves can bounce off the blanket better.
This is the same thing.”

She stopped pushing. “Okay, but you need to move over. You're crushing my thigh.”

“Sorry.” I scooted on her lap until both her tits were smushed against my back. “Better?”
I prayed she’d say yes, because this was heaven.

“Just for a few minutes.” She sighed. “You aren’t crushing me there.” Her hands came to
rest on my sides. Her touch was cool on my skin, which I hoped meant that I felt warm
to her.

“Ilove you, Mom.” I snugged up a little tighter into her and pulled the blanket up to my
chin.

“Oh, my gosh.” I could feel her relaxing behind me. “This does feel warm. I was getting
pretty cold going topless with the fire dying down.”

“I know. Your nipples are like rocks digging into my back.” I laughed.

“Logan!” She slapped my shoulder playfully, but didn’t otherwise scold me. We sat in
silence for a while. “What would your father say if he saw us now?”

My dick throbbed with my pulse. “That you’re a pushover,” I said. “But you’re not,” I
quickly added. More silence stretched out. Her skin didn’t feel cool anymore. The fire
crackled, its light dancing around the room. “This is nice, isn’t it?”

“Yes, sweetie. It’s been a strange Christmas. But ... this feels special.” She wrapped her
hands around me, her palms on my abs. She gave me a hug. I couldn’t tell if there was a
grope in there, too. I was hopeful, but maybe it was only my imagination. She withdrew
her hands. “Okay, time to get off. My legs are going to sleep.” Mom pushed me again.

I got up and went to my armchair, tossing the blanket back on the sofa. The fire was
giving off a good amount of heat now. “What’s next?”

“How about another bottle of wine and some chess?” Mom smiled, and my heart melted.
She stood, and her boobs danced beautifully. “I'll get the chess set.” She walked over to
the game cupboard.

“I'll get the wine.” I stood and headed to the kitchen. The tent in my boxers was
ridiculous, but she didn’t ask me to put pants on, so I wasn’t about to get dressed.

We reconvened in front of the hearth and got the board set up. Usually, I'm pretty good
at chess, but watching her tits wobble and dangle with each move knocked about 100 IQ
points out of my head. I got crushed several times, but I'd never enjoyed chess more.



Chapter 4

“Iwon!” I was shocked. Despite the massive distraction my mother’s boobs posed, I
finally beat her at chess. I suppose all the wine she’d gulped down might have had
something to do with it. Earlier in the evening, when we were less drunk, she had been
defeating my boob-addled brain handily. “Iwon ... Iwon ... I won.” I knocked over and
mounted her king with my queen. I then bounced my piece on top of hers.

“Oh... gosh ... you're making them ...” Mom burst out laughing. “Stop ... that’s not
right.” Her high, tittering giggle filled the gloomy cabin with life.

“Where do you think princes and princesses come from?” I continued my queen’s
humping action.

“You can be so juvenile.” Still chuckling, Mom leaned back, stretched, and yawned.
I dropped the queen and stared at my mother’s bare tits. I would never get tired of them.

She saw my gaze, stopped stretching, and silence fell over us. After a while, she nodded
like she’d decided something. “These ladies really are like magic to you.” She shook her
shoulders, making her tits dance. She laughed at my expression. “You look catatonic,
Logan. I think you just got hit by that anvil again.”

“Yeah ... Ithink so.” Inodded without looking up to meet her gaze.

“I could be saying anything right now, and you’d agree with me, right?” She sighed.
“Yep, sure, Mom.”

“You have the stinkiest feet in the family, don’t you think?” Mom said.

“Cassie has the stinkiest feet.” I smiled and winked at Mom’s boobs. My oldest sister did
have stinky feet. That was just facts. “My feet smell like fresh-cut flowers.”

“Oh, so you canhear me.” She shivered and covered her boobs with her arms. “I think
it’s time to put the ladies away. I hope you enjoyed them, Logan.” She pulled on a long-
sleeved top, and then added layers to it.

“Best Christmas ever.” I sipped my wine, got up, and added more logs to the fire.

“Being stranded with me in a cabin without power cannot be your best Christmas ever.”
She got up and moved next to me, warming her hands. Her wedding ring glittered in the
firelight. “What about the Christmas when I got you that Lego set you’d been dying to
have? You were so happy.” She smiled at the memory.

“That was a long time ago. And ... I thought that was from Santa.” I looked over at her in
mock surprise.



“Oh ... shoot ...” She put a hand to her mouth. “The secret’s out.” She laughed with much
more enthusiasm than the joke warranted. “I hope you’ll forgive me, Logan. After all,
your mother isdrunk.” She looked toward her room, and her laughter died away. “And
sleepy. But last night it was so cold in there.”

“I've got a plan.” I finished poking the fire and stood proudly by the blaze.
My mother waited for my plan, biting her bottom lip with anxiety.

“We can pull a mattress out here and sleep in front of the fire. When it dies down, I'll
feed it.” I started to push furniture out of the way.

“Oh ... ohhhhhh ... okay.” My mother’s shoulders relaxed, and she laughed. “I thought
you were going to say that we should get naked under the same blanket. You know,
because of the bouncing heat waves you were talking about.”

“Not naked, Mom. We'll wear our underwear. Naked would be weird, right?” I smiled at
her. I really hoped my words were coming across casually. “It’s the best way to stay
warm.”

“But ... the fire.” She looked at me with wide eyes. I caught her quickly glance at my
crotch. It wasn’t lust in her eyes. It was the same expression she’d had when she’d found
a snake in our car five years earlier. She wasn'’t terrified, but she didn’t want to be
anywhere near that snake.

“The fire will help, for sure. But this place is cold, Mom. We're snowed in.” I shrugged.
“This is what people do in these situations.”

“People use body heat for hypothermia. I've read about that.” She pressed her lipsinto a
thin line. “People don’t do this just for a cold cabin.”

“If we’re not smart, we might gethypothermia, Mom.” I went into my room and started
unmaking the bed. “Think about it.”

She did think about it.

A while later, our bed was neatly made in front of the fire. I was in my boxers and socks,
tending to the fire. I wanted it roaring before we turned in. Mom was in her room,
changing. I heard the door open, and she came out with a blanket wrapped around her. I
turned and smiled at her modesty. “You’ve been naked all day, you don’t need to cover
up.”

She stuck out her tongue at me. I was really enjoying having a drunk mom. She was so
cute. “I'm not covering for you,” she said. “It’s like a freezer in that room. It’s even chilly
in here. Aren’t you cold?” She looked at the outline of my hard dick in my boxers. “I
thought your thingamajig was supposed to shrink when it’s cold?” She hustled over to



the bed, unwrapped the blanket, and quickly slipped under the covers. “Ohhhhh ... it’s
chilly in bed, too!” She kicked her feet.

“Mom ... you're not wearing anything on top,” I said. She was only wearing panties and
socks. The way her tits had rocked and swayed as she’d leapt into bed tugged at the
primal parts of my mind.

“You told me not to, Logan.” She looked up, her brows furrowed in annoyance. “You
didn’t want me to wear a shirt, and I can’t sleep in a bra. It’s really ... uncomfortable.”

“Oh, Ididn’t know. I thought bras were ... soft.” Even with the heat of the fire on my
skin, I had goosebumps.

“Some bras are more comfortable than others. I didn’t pack any that I can sleep in.” She
beckoned me over. “The fire’s good. I can see you shivering. Get in here, Logan.”

I did as commanded and slid into bed next to her. “Yikes, the sheets arecold!” I snuggled
up next to her, her heavy boobs pressing into my chest, her knees touching mine. Our
eyes were inches apart. “Hi ... Mom,” I whispered. She was breathtakingly beautiful in
the low, dancing firelight.

“Um ... turn around ... sweetie.” Her eyes looked a little dreamy. “Put your back to me, I
think that would be more ... appropriate.”

“Sure, Mom.” I rolled over and wiggled my butt back into her hips. Her boobs, as they got
sandwiched to my back, were cool to the touch and her nipples were hard. I hoped that
meant that I felt warm to her. “Wake me up if you get cold. I can feed the fire or ... we
can change positions.”

“Okay, sweetie.” She was trembling against me. She circled her arm around me. “I know
I showed you the goods today. I know I'm drunk. I know how you feel about me.
Regardless, I expect you to behave. Ilove your father and ... well ... you’re my sweet,
Logan. So ... just ...” She paused for a while. I could hear her breathing moving more
quickly. “So, just behave tonight.”

“Sure, Mom.” I nodded into my pillow. “I'll behave.”

I did behave. I was warm, drunk, and exhausted. That was the single most cozy moment
in my life. With the room gently spinning, I drifted off to sleep.

Waking up in the very early morning, I found myself shivering. Even with Mom
snuggled up behind me, I was cold. The fire was only embers now, so I jumped out of



bed, still wearing only my boxers and socks, and went about rebuilding the fire as
quickly as possible.

“Logan? What'’s going on?” My mother sounded like she was still halfway in a dream.

“Working on the fire, Mom.” I tossed on another log and created some gaps for airflow
with the poker.

“It’s cold, sweetie,” Mom was huddled under the covers.

“Working on it.” By the time I finished, I was shaking so badly from the frigid air that I
had trouble aiming the poker. Satisfied that the blaze was going again, I practically dove
back into bed, letting her curves nestle into my back again.

“Oh ... goodness ... you're so cold!” Mom hugged me tightly and rubbed my chest.
“You're...really ... warm.” My teeth chattered.

“Ohhhh, sweetie. You're such a good boy, taking care of us.” She wrapped her legs
around mine for added skin-to-skin contact. “Let’s get some more sleep, okay?”

“Okay.” Eventually, I stopped shivering and drifted back to sleep.

I woke in the morning before Mom. I wanted to stay in the warm bed forever, but I
needed to get more wood for the fire. I could just make out daylight through the snow
that covered our windows. The fire wasn’t as low as it had been in the middle of the
night, but it couldn’t wait. Carefully, so as not to wake Mom, I slipped out of bed and
dressed. Then I went out for the wood. It hadn’t snowed overnight, so there wasn’t
much shoveling needed. Our car was still buried, and the road had completely vanished
under all that snow.

Once the fire was set, I went about boiling some water on the hearth for coffee. My head
throbbed from all the drinking the night before. I figured some caffeine would do us
both some good. Mom woke just as I was pouring myself a mug.

“Good morning, sweetie.” She stretched under the covers. I imagined what her awesome
tits looked like with that movement. I could credibly picture her tits now that  had
committed them to memory. She blinked up at me. “You have the silliest smile. What’s
so funny?”

“Nothing, Mom.” I shrugged. “I made us coffee.”

“Just what I need.” She sat up and rubbed her temples, keeping the blanket up over her
chest. “Did they plow the road?”

“Not yet. We're still stuck here.” I watched her slip out of bed and quickly dress. She
turned her back to me, but that was just as mesmerizing. I stared as she wiggled into her
pants, taking in the round globes of her butt, and the glimpses of her fantastic, dancing



side-boobs. We drank coffee, ate breakfast, brushed our teeth, and I warmed up enough
water for us to give ourselves shallow baths.

In the late morning, we convened by the roaring fire. I was inclined to try and get her
drunk again, but I think we were both recovering from all that wine. So instead, I gave
us refills on coffee.

“Want to play some chess?” Mom put her mug down on the hearth and removed her
sweater. She continued removing her remaining layers while my cock strained in my
pants.

“What ... um ... are you doing, Mom?” I ogled her wonderfully sloping tits, paying
special attention to her meandering blue veins. They made her seem so vulnerable and
unguarded.

“Ifigure you’d want to see them, and it’s warm enough next to the fire. If you’ll help me
move the bed, we can play some chess.” She bent over and started to pull the covers off
our bed. Her tits were hanging straight down, bouncing off her arms as she worked. I
thought my eyes might pop out of my head.

“Yeah ... sure... let’s play chess.” I wasn’t sure what her reasoning was for being topless,
but she hadn’t waited for me to ask, beg, and argue. She was just ... going to hang out,
tits in the open. Maybe this would be our thing now. I prayed this would be our thing
now.

We moved the bedding and mattress over by the Christmas tree and set up our game in
front of the hearth. I was back to staring at perfection while trying to beat her at chess.
She was sober, and I was distracted, so it didn’t go well for me. I didn’t have another
chance to hump her king with my queen. But I didn’t mind. I was in heaven. If they
didn’t plow the road for a week, that would have been fine by me.



Chapter 5

“Should I get us more wine?” I smiled hopefully across the chessboard at Mom.

“Hmmmmm.” My topless mother rubbed her chin and frowned at me. Her movements
made her tits wobble in the most delightful way. “Are you ... trying to get me drunk?”

“No ... Ijust thought ... it’s afternoon, we might switch from coffee and ...” My cheeks
heated up as she stared into my soul. “Yeah, I thought I could more openly stare if you
were drunk.”

“You can stare while we’re sober, Logan.” Mom sighed and stuck out her chest. Her
frown lightened and lightened until it turned itself upside down. “Oh ... my gosh ... look
at you, mister. You're practically drooling.” Mom’s high-pitched giggle filled the lodge
and jiggled her boobs. “You know what?”

“What?” I said breathlessly.

“When we get home, I should whip out the ladies whenever you're reluctant to do
something I ask.” Seeing my hungry expression, she laughed even more. “Like last
month, when you didn’t want to come home for Thanksgiving ... I could have just told
you that you needed to come home to see these.”

“Yes, please.” Inodded.

“Well, then. I have a request.” She folded her arms over her tits and looked at meina
more serious manner, her brow furrowed. “No ... eyes up here. You don’t get to see my
boobs until you make a promise.”

I gulped. I wasn’t sure Iliked where this was going. “Um ... sure?” I met her gaze.

“I'd like you to get a girlfriend.” She kept her arms folded and made a humphing noise
when I glanced at her chest.

“I have girlfriends, Mom. Lots of them.” I smiled. “Can I see your boobs again?” I waited.
When her arms didn’t move, I added, “Please?”

“You know what I mean.” She cocked her head and gave me her stern, mom’s-in-charge
stare. “A real girlfriend. A girl you’ll bring home to meet your father and me.”

“Ibrought home that one girl ... um ... Betsy something.” It was my turn to frown.
“One time. We never saw her again.” Mom shook her head.

“Alison Becker!” I said.



“That was high school. And your poor dad is still traumatized from finding Alison
naked in your room. That was just a fling for you.” Mom stood, picked up her bra, and
turned her back to me. She put it on, looking at me over her shoulder. “I'm starting to
think that showing you my boobs wasn’t a good idea. You talk women out of their
clothes, and then you grow tired of them. Even your own mother! That’s not healthy,
Logan. As your mother, I'm telling you that’s not healthy.”

“I'll never get tired of your tits, Mom,” I mumb]ed.

“What did you say?” She turned toward me and held up an angry finger. “Did you use a
bad word about my body?”

“Ijust meant, you're so beautiful, I could look at you forever.” Even though I was far
enough away from the fire to feel the room’s chill, I realized I was sweating. My heart
thundered in my chest.

“Well, if you can’t get a girlfriend, these beauties are going away ... forever.” She pulled
on an undershirt. And then another layer.

“Wait ... Mom.” My heart sank. I watched her pull a sweater on and pull down the hem
to her waist with finality. I studied her face. Her lips were pressed together. Her
eyebrows were arched. She was serious. “Okay, I'll get a girlfriend. I promise.”

“Really?” Mom’s smile returned, glowing brighter than the roaring fire. Had she been
bluffing me? “That’s wonderful. So, you'll stop chasing after girls and settle down with
one?”

“Not if my new girlfriend is cool with me chasing girls.” I blew out a long exhale. Crisis
averted. I didn’t know how I was going to settle on just one woman, but that was a
problem for future Logan.

“Good luck finding that unicorn girlfriend, mister smartypants.” Mom laughed and
shook her head. She walked over to the front door, grabbed her coat, and put it on.

“Ithought you were going to take them out again?” I stood and walked over to her.
When she tossed me my coat, I caught it.

“After that little tiff, we need some air. Come on, I haven’t been out of this cabin since
we arrived.” She put on her boots.

We bundled up and headed out. It was a beautiful afternoon. Clouds were moving in
from the east, but the sun was brilliant on the deep snow as we trudged around the
cabin. We had to guess at where our car was buried. Mom dug a little for it, but gave up.
Instead, she rolled up some snow and hit me square in the chest with a snowball.
Shocked, I rocketed my own snowball attack back at her. Laughing, we played in the
snow for a long while.



Our noses and cheeks were bright pink when we reentered the cabin. We took off our
outer layers. I remade the fire. As I did that, Mom removed the rest of her top layers. She
sat in an armchair next to the fire, watching me closely.

“Thanks for bringing out the ladies again.” I was having trouble concentrating on
building the fire with her tits hanging not three feet away. But I wasn’t about to
complain about it.

“Watch what you’re doing. Don’t burn yourself, Logan. I can’t very well take you to the
hospital.” She covered her boobs with her arms until I was done with the fire and then
uncovered them again. “That was fun. Outside, I mean. I like spending time with you,
sweetie.”

“Me, too.” I sat down, sighed, and took in the view.

“These really do make you happy, don’t they?” My mother had a playful smile on her
face as she hefted her tits for me and made them drop a few times.

“Yes.” I stared, mesmerized by all that jiggling and shaking.

“You know, I'm surprised you didn’t try to negotiate with me about a girlfriend.” Mom
arched one eyebrow. “When you were little, you were always trying to talk your way
into or out of trouble.”

“Negotiate?” My ears perked up.

“I know what I'm asking you is a big deal, sweetie. Monogamy and all that. So, you
know, you could have asked for something a little extra in return.” My mother seemed
to be enjoying the power she had over me. I had a moment of hope, but she wasn’t
looking at me like a sexual partner. She was looking at me like we were still playing
games.

“Like ... rub snowballs on your boobs?”

“Oh ... my gosh. Ouch!” She cupped her hands protectively over her thick nipples. “Can
you imagine?” She scrunched up her face at me. “Oh ... you are imagining.”

Ilaughed. “So ... about that negotiation ...”

“Too late.” She waved a finger at me. “You had your chance to play hardball. But you
already agreed to get a girlfriend.” She cocked her head. “Don’t give me the long face.
Okay, fine. If you had negotiated, you could have asked for ... Idon’t know ... a
shimmy.” She shook her shoulders back and forth, making her tits dance. “You like that
one?”

“Yeah.” I felt dazed, trying to follow all that jiggling flesh with my eyes.



“Or, you could have asked me to juggle them.” My mother hefted her tits from
underneath, and then bounced them in an alternating rhythm.

“Yes, please,” I whispered.

“Or, if you were really striking a hard bargain, you could have asked me to kiss my own
nipple.” She stopped juggling them and gave me a shy smile. “I can do that, you know.”

“No, you can’t.” I was pretty sure she could. I mean, her tits were huge. But I figured it
would be best to challenge her. My mom always liked to rise to a challenge.

“Sure, I can. Your father loves when I do this.” She cupped her left boob, lifted it, and
turned the nipple upward. She bent her head and placed a friendly little kiss on her
nipple. She dropped the boob and then cupped the right one. She lifted it the same way.

“Canyou...um... lick your nipple?” My mind swam. I was feeling a little too giddy.

“Yes, and I would have done it too, if you’d negotiated a little harder.” Mom gave her
right nipple a dainty kiss and dropped her tit. No licks. I was crestfallen.

“Is it hot in here? I feel like it’s hot in here.” I picked up the instructions to Stratego,
which were lying nearby, and fanned my face.

“It’s freezing in here, dummy.” Mom stuck out her tongue and crossed her eyes at me.
She giggled. She was having fun with me.

I tried to remind myself that this was a very different moment for the two of us. “So ...
um ... next time I can negotiate?”

“If I want something, you're reluctant, and I offer my breasts as a tool to get that thing,
yeah.” She nodded, rubbed her chin, and thought. “You know, my feet are tense from
the cold. I could use a good foot massage.”

Eager to touch her in any way possible, I almost blurted out my assent. “Well, I have
really strong hands. I could sit on the hearth, hold your soles up to the fire, and relax
those feet. But I don’t know if I want to. Maybe if I could see you lick your nipple.” I
wanted to ask her to suck it, but that seemed like it might be going too far.

“Well ... um ...” Mom lifted her left boob, angling her nipple upward. She started to
lower her head but paused. I held my breath. A moment passed, and she dropped her
boob without a lick. “That feels too weird, Logan.” She gave me a tight smile. “Ask me
something else.”

“CanlI... touch them?” I thought it was a fair question. But when I saw her dark
reaction, I winced. “I mean your feet, Mom. For the massage.”

“Nice save.” My mom stood, turning her back to me. I watched her jean-clad ass wiggle
as she moved her armchair closer to the fire. She looked over her shoulder at me and



caught me staring at her butt. Her smile was still tight and contained. “How about you
massage my feet, and then I can think up a suitable reward depending on how well you
do? That gives you incentive to give it your best.” She sat back on the chair and removed
her socks.

“Yeah, fair.” I sat on the hearth, put her feet on my lap angled so the fire would keep
them warm, and started massaging her soles with my thumbs. “How’s that?”

Mom winced. “Not so hard on those ... aaaahhhhh ... old feet.” Her face softened. “Yeah
... that’s good ... sweetie.” She slouched in the chair, her tits lolling to the sides a little. I
wondered if she could feel how hard my cock was. It was pressed by my pants sideways,
but her heels were definitely touching it. If she noticed, she didn’t let on.

I massaged her feet in silence for a while, really working on the soles, and then spending
a little time on her toes. I hadn’t much thought about her toes before, but they were all
so tiny and cute. I would have sucked on them if she’d asked. But she wasn’t saying
much other than the occasional satisfied sigh, so I kept on with the massage. Her eyes
eventually closed, and she melted further into the chair.

After almost fifteen minutes, my fingers started to cramp. “Okay, Mom.” I gave her feet
one last playful rub and then stretched out my hands. “How was that?”

Her eyelids opened halfway, and she dreamily gazed at me. “I feel drunk, sweetie. That
was wonderful.” Slowly, she sat up and put her socks on. “I'm going to have to think up
areally nice reward for you. You certainly earned it.”

“Oh, yeah?” I grinned ear to ear. I couldn’t imagine what the prize was going to be. But
she knew how much Iloved her tits, so I figured it was going to be awesome.



Chapter 6

“Would it change things between us if I let you touch them?” Mom’s sudden voice
startled me. Ever since the foot massage, we had both been sitting in our armchairs by
the fire, staring into the crackling flames. Okay, I had been trying to stare into the fire,
but my eyes had often traveled sideways to take in my mother’s heavy boobs as firelight
danced over her curves. But Mom hadbeen staring into the fire. Now, I realized, she was
staring at me. I worked hard to lift my gaze to meet hers.

“Um ... what?” I was stalling, looking for a clever answer that would end with my hands
on her tits.

“Your foot rub was really nice, so I want to reward you. I want to make you happy. But
...” Mom furrowed her brow. “... but I don’t want to mess up, sweetie. I know you've
enjoyed my ladies. But showing them to you, and letting you touch ... never mind.” She
shook her head. “I'll think of something else.”

“Ilove your boobs so much, Mom. Touching them would be the best thing that ever
happened to me!” I blurted, terrified the moment had already passed.

Mom pressed her lips together and turned her gaze back to the fire. “I can’t believe I'm
even considering this. What about your father?”

“Idon’t know about Dad. I'm sure he wouldn’t mind,” I said. With her watchful eyes
back on the fire, I felt free to stare at her tits again. I would never get tired of them. “It
would make meecstatic. Over the moon, Mom.”

“Pfft.” She rolled her eyes. “Your father would indeed mind. And rightly so.” She inhaled
deeply, held it, and then let her breath slowly out. I watched her tits rise and fall with
the long breath. “Why do men have to be like this?”

“I've always loved your boobs, Mom.”

“Yeah, I gathered that. I mean, I always saw you staring at them. But I just thought ...
you were a boy and ... boys will be boys.” She shook her head with resignation. “Okay.”

“What? Okay? What's ‘okay’?” Suddenly, there was ringing in my ears and my mind was
cloudy. I think I was in shock.

“I'mean, as a reward for the excellent foot rub, you can touch my breasts with your
hands. But only for five minutes.” She turned her focus back to me and held up her
finger. She set her jaw, making a Mom’s-in-charge face. “You can nottell anyone about
this. If your sisters found out ... or your father ... I wouldn’t be able to explain it to
them. I'm doing this because it makes you happy, and I want you to know that this new
reward system has real benefits. I intend to use the ladies to keep you in line when we



get home.” I could see her frankly evaluating my giddy expression. This was all music to
my ears, but it was a silly just game to her. She had discovered some leverage, and she
was going to press her advantage. But her motivation didn’t matter that much, I was
about to touch her tits. An icy current of anticipation ran down my spine. My dick
strained mightily at my underwear and pants.

“How ...um... howarewe...um...?” I rose from the chair but didn’t move toward her.

Mom laughed in a good-natured way and shook her head. “You can’t even get out a
coherent sentence. There’s not enough blood in your brain right now.” She rose from
the chair and stood next to the fire, her arms at her sides. “Remember, I'm still your
mom. Don’t do anything ... weird.”

“Yeah ... of course ... I...” In a trance, I walked up and stood right in front of her, staring
down at the way her blue veins meandered just under the alabaster skin of her breasts. I
lifted my hands, but stopped. “Um ... really?”

“Come on, Logan. They’re just boobs. Half the world has them.” She took my hands and
roughly placed them on her tits. She winced. “Oh, that’s too cold.” She pulled my hands
off her tits and rubbed my hands with her hands one at a time, warming them with
friction. I stood dumbfounded this whole time, watching her tits jiggle and shake with
her rapid arm movements. There was no better definition of perfection. “There.” She
stopped rubbing my hands and put them back on her tits, one for each breast. “Go ahead
and collect your reward. You have five minutes.” She glanced at the clock on the wall.

Fireworks were going off in my brain. This was it! Everything I'd ever wanted. Getting
snowed in had turned out to be the best Christmas gift ever. The first thing I did was
heft them from the bottom, feeling the substantial weight of each boob. I nearly came in
my pants as I dealt with the soft, pliable gravity that pushed back at my hands.

“I feel like I'm a cow at a weigh-in.” Mom watched me with detached amusement. “Is
this what you do with all your dates?”

“You're better than all my dates,” I whispered. I let her tits hang and ran my fingertips
along the slopes and curves of them, going from the underboobs, all the way up her
chest, and back down. Goosebumps appeared on her flesh.

“Don’t say that. I'm not a date.” Her voice was more subdued. I spared a quick glance up
to her face. Her expression had turned more serious as I switched to gently kneading
her boobs. “Okay, Logan. That’s enough.” Her voice was husky now.

“You said ... five minutes.” I carefully worked my fingers toward her wide, pink nipples.
I knew that some women really enjoyed having their nipples played with, and others
didn’t. I prayed my mother was in the former camp.



“Okay ... you have three minutes.” She gave an involuntary shudder when I rolled each
nipple between my fingers. “Logan ... don’t ... do that.” She put a hand on my shoulder,
but didn’t move to stop me.

“Don’t do what, Mom?” Mom’s nipples grew hard as ice. I had an instinct to lower my
face and suck a nipple into my mouth, warming them. But thankfully I caught myself.
I'm sure that would have gone over like a lead balloon. Instead, I used my fingers on her
nipples. My technique relied on the feedback of numerous girlfriends and a few internet
pointers. She seemed to like it, because when I looked up at her face again, her jaw was
hanging open, and her eyes were vacantly staring down at my handiwork. Her hand on
my shoulder squeezed tightly.

“Logan ... that’s ... too much.” Mom arched her back, her body getting stiff. “Logan ...
sweetie ... I...” Another shudder wracked her body. Her tits would have shaken
wonderfully with the force of it, but I was holding them in place.

I continued with her nipples for a long time, varying the gentle pinches, pulls, and
rolling motions so I wouldn’t overly stimulate her.

Eventually, Mom glanced at the clock on the wall and gave a start. She pushed my hands
away. “It’s been more than fifteen minutes, Logan.” Doubt and surprise settled on her
face. She crossed her arms over her boobs. She tried to smile, but it was stiff and
strained. “I hope that made you happy.”

“Yeah, Mom.” I grinned at her like an idiot.

“Worth a foot rub?” She rolled her eyes and forced her smile a little harder in an it’s-no-
big-deal expression.

“More than a foot rub,” I said with reverence.

“Okay ... well, I'll keep that in mind for the future.” She sat back down on her chair, still
covering her boobs with her arms. “I'm only letting you touch them for special rewards,
okay? Not everyday stuff.”

“So, I get to touch them again?” I almost came in my pants again at the thought of her
magnificent tits being a part of our lives going forward.

“I'll let you know.” She looked over toward the Christmas tree, her lips pressed together
in thought.

“I'have to go to my room for a while.” I turned and headed across the cabin.

“But it’s freezing in there. And you don’t have a mattress anymore.” She gestured at the
bedding from the night before laying off to the side.



“Yeah, you're right.” I changed directions. “I have to go to the bathroom.” I closed and
locked the door, dropped my pants, and went right to fapping. It was chilly in there, but
I wasn’t going to take long. I closed my eyes and remembered the weight and feel of my
mother’s tits. I came while she was sitting by the fire on the other side of the bathroom
door.

It was quiet and awkward in the cabin that afternoon. I offered her another foot rub,
but she declined. I tried to make small talk, but she gave me mostly one-word answers.
To her credit, she did stay topless while we were by the fire. I was more than thankful
for that. Eventually, she put her layers back on, and we bundled up for a walk around
the cabin.

There were no snowballs this time. Mostly we trudged in the woods nearby,
commenting on how pretty it was, or wondering when we’d ever see our buried car
again. The afternoon sun slanted through the trees, and the air wasn’t too cold. I
thought I saw alarge, brown animal lumbering behind some trees, but I didn’t mention
it to her. Instead, I turned us around. It was slow going treading back along our own
path in the deep snow. When we reentered the cabin, Mom seemed to be in a better
mood. She gave me a few genuine smiles as I built up the fire again.

“You're so strong, Logan. Sometimes, I marvel that you're the same kid that used to get
picked on by your older sister.” She stripped off her top layers, obviously aware of my
not-so-covert glances as her tits came back into view. “You’re not even a teenager
anymore. Sometimes, it’s hard for a mother to adjust.”

“Ilike how we get along.” Satisfied with the fire, I grinned at her and got us two glasses
of wine. She didn’t refuse. “Stratego?”

“But you still like games.” She helped me set up the board in front of the fire.

“You like them, too. What else are we going to do while we’re stuck here?” I could think
of a few things, but  knew she didn’t want to hear any of that.

“Well, if I have to be stuck anywhere, I'm glad it’s with you, sweetie.” She sipped her
wine. The board was set, and we were ready to play. “You're staring again.”

“I'thought you said it was okay?” I sat across the little table from her, not hiding my
gaze.

“You probably felt how hard my ... um ... my ... nipples got earlier today.” Mom
grimaced and took a bigger gulp of wine. “That was because of the cold.”



“Oh, yeah. I knew that.” I nodded.

“You’re a good son, Logan.” She sighed. “Here’s a little reward.” She put her wine down,
sat up straight, and shimmied her shoulders.

I grinned as I watched her tits dance. “Spectacular.”

She stopped shaking her boobs and shook her head. “When I do that, you look like
you're seeing the face of God or something.”

“It issomething like that.” I laughed.

She gave me a long, quizzical look and picked her wine back up. After a moment, she
exhaled. “Okay, let’s play some Stratego. I've got some bombs for you to discover.”

“Ibet you do.” I moved first. We played board games until the sun set, laughing and
chatting about small things. It was wonderful, but nothing could beat the moment
earlier in the day when I had my hands on her heavy tits, just about touching the face of
a goddess.



Chapter 7

“Well ...” Mom yawned and stretched. My gaze, of course, never lingered from her bare
tits as they moved proudly with her movements. “Oh, my gosh. You look like you’re
worshiping them.” Mom stood and began clearing our game from the coffee table. She
bent toward me, and her boobs swung ponderously below her. “Well, it’s time for bed.
Are you going to help me or what?”

“Yeah ... yeah ...” Inodded and got to my feet. We cleaned up and set up our bed the
same as the night before, right in front of the fire. After brushing teeth, I turned off the
water and drained the pipes for the night, and we settled in.

Mom got into bed first while I was still building the fire to a blaze. She had the covers up
to her neck, her head on the pillow. Her eyes reflected the dancing flames. “You look so
strong working on the fire, sweetie. I really appreciate all that you're doing for us.”

“Of course.” Finished with the fire, I undressed, stripping down to my underwear. I
slipped under the covers before the cold could find me. My mother’s soft, warm body
was more inviting than anything I could remember.

“Careful, mister. Don’t grope me.” My mother pushed my hand away from her butt. “We
can be close for warmth but nothing weird.” I heard her mutter something about
“grabby men.”

“Nothing weird,” I agreed. My dick raged against the confines of my underwear.

“Turn around, Logan. I'll spoon you.” Mom stared into my eyes. Our faces were only
inches apart. I could have kissed her if I wanted. But I couldn’t risk ruining things, so I
remained in control.

“Sure, Mom.” I rolled over and scooted my butt back into her hips. Her heavy tits rested
wonderfully on my back. Her nipples didn’t feel hard to me. She must have warmed up
under the covers nicely. “We good?”

“Yes, good night, sweetie.” She rested her hand on my hip.

“Good night, Mom.” I closed my eyes and luxuriated in the closeness. Despite my
erection, I quickly drifted off to blissful slumber.



I was ripped from sleep by a loud thump. I heard my mother shriek, and I reached out
for her. She was still next to me in bed. “What is it?” I sat up. The fire had died down, but
flames were still flickering. It hadn’t been that long since we’d gone to bed.

“Someone’s at the door,” Mom squeaked.

The front door rattled with a loud thump. There was what sounded like a roar outside.
The door rattled again.

“Not someone. It’s an animal.” I stood, picked up a log from the pile by the hearth, and
put the end in the fire.

“What are you doing?” My mother retreated further under the blanket.

“Animals don’t like fire.” I remembered something. “They don’t like people. It can
probably smell our food and feel the warmth coming from the cabin. It should be
hibernating. If it’'s awake, it’s probably hungry. We just need to scare it. If we yell, it'll go
away.”

Without any pause, my mother and I both started screaming nonsense at the creature at
the top of our lungs. I was just yelling for it to take a hike when the door burst inward,
the frame splintering.

The bear took two steps into the cabin and stopped. Its brown eyes stared into mine.
There was a long pause. Then, it rose to its hind legs, lifting itself far above my height.
Its roar shook the cabin. Some part of my mind heard my mother’s frenzied screaming.
Some other part of my mind was getting ready to die without even touching her boobs
again. But most of my mind was directing my arm to reach for the log I'd put in the fire.
It came out in my hand with the far end ablaze. I screamed and charged the bear,
swinging the flaminglog at it.

I guess the warmth of our cabin wasn’t worth it for the beast. The bear turned and ran
out of the cabin, partially caving in the snow tunnel I had dug. I stood staring at the
open doorway, looking at the snow that had slid into our cabin. My mind was a
complete blank.

“Logan ... Logan?” Mom was by my side, naked but for her panties. “Are you hurt?” I felt
her hands on my chest. I looked into her wide, frightened eyes.

“Mom ... I chased away a bear.” I stepped over to the fire and tossed my makeshift
weapon back onto the flames.

“Are you okay?” The lines on my mother’s face were etched with worry.

“Yeah. I'm fine. Come help me bar the door. It’s getting colder in here.” I went to the
front door and closed it. Thankfully, it still hung plumb, although the lock wouldn’t



catch anymore. I tossed away some broken wood, and we pulled the sofa in front of the
door. That seemed to hold it securely.

Mom went back to bed and waited for me while I got the fire blazing again. “You were so
brave, Logan.” Her voice was brimming with pride. The sound filled me with warmth. I
returned to bed.

“You're shaking, Logan. Are you okay?” Mom’s voice moved from pride to concern.

Ilistened to the fire crackle and pop for a few seconds, shivering the whole time. “I
guess I'm cold.”

“You're in shock, honey.” Mom pulled me into an embrace, our foreheads touching. She
wrapped her legs around mine. If she noticed my monster erection bumping up against
her hip, she didn’t say anything about it. “Shh ... Mommy’s here. You were so brave. You
saved us.”

“Thanks, Mom,” I mumbled. I was very glad the bear hadn’t eaten us. If he had, I would
never have felt my mom’s soft tits press up against my chest as they were. I let her
comfort me until, eventually, we both drifted off to sleep.

I woke in the early morning. The fire had died down to embers. My mother’s warm,
perfect body was pressed against mine. I thought about getting up to build the fire
again, but opted instead for the warmth of our bed.

Suddenly, the memory of the bear hit me. I stopped breathing and looked at the front
door. It was dark, but I could tell the sofa was still in place. Of course, if the bear had
come back, I'm sure I would have noticed when it started eating me in my sleep. I
shivered and snuggled closer to my mother, letting her boobs shift and settle against
my chest.

I was alive, nearly naked, and pressed against my mother. The bear hadn’t ruined
anything but the lock on the door. As the fright passed, I focused on my mother’s soft
curves. My dick sprang to life. I shifted a bit until the head of it was above the waistband
of my underwear. I moved a little more and suddenly my glans was touching my
mother’s warm, bare belly. An electric shock went through me. I didn’t dare move. I
stayed perfectly still, feeling that skin-to-skin contact acutely. Her eyes were closed,
and her breathing stayed slow and even. She looked pretty sleeping in the faint glow
coming from the embers. I was completely enchanted. Eventually, I drifted back off to
sleep.



“Wake up, Logan.” Mom was already up and dressed. She was wearing her outside gear,
and I could see why. It was freezing in the cabin. “We need to restart the fire.”

I crawled out of bed and immediately felt the cold bite into my exposed skin. “Why is it
so much colder in here this morning?” I dressed quickly, shivering as I pulled my
clothes on.

“The door.” She pointed to where light was peeking in through the broken frame.
“We've gotten drafty.”

“We’ll have to do something about that. But first, let’s get warm.” I settled in at the
hearth and built the fire back up until it was roaring. After that, we had breakfast,
turned on the water, and washed up as best we could. When we were ready to face the
day, we moved the sofa and inspected the door.

“Dad could fix this.” I moved some long pieces of splintered wood out of the way.

“Even your father would need his tools. And probably some new lumber, too.” Mom was
still wearing her hat and jacket. She put her hands on her hips and frowned. “Obviously
if the bear comes back, we’re not stopping it from getting through the door. I mean, it
came right in when the door was fully functional.” She nodded at the pile of splinters I
was making. “But we need to stay warm. We can’t let a draft in here.”

“Well, I guess we need to insulate the gap.” I nodded. Using a spare blanket, scissors, and
aneedle and thread, we managed to make something that was easy to insert into the
gap when the door was closed. It only took us a couple hours to complete the task. When
we were finished, we both stared at our handiwork, smiling.

“I'm very proud of you, Logan.” Mom walked back over by the fire. “Help me move the
bed, we can play some games or something.”

“Sure.” I helped her drag the mattress out of the way and set up. “What game do you
want to play?” I was reviewing the shelf of board games. “Chess?” She didn’t respond.
“Mom?” I turned to see her standing backlit by the roaring fire. She had removed her top
while I had my back turned. I marveled at her tits as if I was seeing them for the first
time. Her shoulders and arms were thin and delicate. Her breasts sloped dramatically
out to large pink nipples and areolae. A lattice of blue veins was evident under her pale
skin. My heart sung, and my dick raged at the sight.

“Um ... Logan ...” Mom was chewing on her bottom lip. Her shoulders were slumped
with indecision. “You were very brave last night. I thought ... I thought the most



horrible things were about to happen. And then you ... my shining knight ... you chased
that thing away. I'm in awe of you.” She put a hand on her belly like she was feeling
queasy.

“Thanks, Mom.” I shrugged and gave her a tight smile. “I was just protecting you.”

Her eyes lit up at that. A broad smile slowly built its way to brilliance on her face. “You
...um... youdeserve...” She cleared her throat and put her hands on her tits, hefting
them as if to show me their weight. I realized she was purposely mimicking what I had
done with them when she first let me touch them. “Logan ... I said that the ladies
wouldn’t be available for normal, everyday things that you would do anyway. But for
fighting a bear ... well ... you deserve to be happy, Logan. What would you —?”

I didn’t let her finish the question, interrupting her, “I would love to see you suck on
your nipple. You said that you do it for Dad sometimes.”

“Well ... if you really want to see that.” She looked away from me as she lifted her boob
up and turned her nipple upward. She dropped her chin, paused, sighed, and stared at
her nipple.

“Mom?”

“Yes, Logan. Just give me a second. This is a big ask.” She kept her focus on her tit,
staring down at it. After what seemed like an eternity, she lowered her lips and sucked
her nipple into her mouth.

I was hoping she would moan or something, but she was mostly silent as she worked
her nipple with her mouth. My whole body was rigid, especially my cock. I could faintly
hear the soft, wet sounds of her lips working over the crackle of the fire. After about
thirty seconds, she seemed to relax. I won'’t say she looked like she was enjoying it, but
she didn’t seem as uptight. I worked hard to remember every detail, from the way her
fingers depressed the flesh of her tits, to the way her full lips gently suckled.

Eventually, she removed her mouth from her tit, let her breast fall with a shake, and
glanced at me. “I suppose you need to use the bathroom now.”

“Yeah, you’re right.” I bolted for the bathroom.
She let out a happy, little laugh. “Enjoy yourself, sweetie. You earned it.”

“Thanks, Mom.” I slammed the bathroom door, stripped, and went right to fapping.



Chapter 8

“You were in there for a long time.” Mom sat in an armchair. She was topless, and clearly
enjoying the heat of the fire on her skin.

“Yeah ...um...” My cheeks heated up. I wasn’t sure what to say, so I told her the truth. “I
was worked up. I had to do it twice.”

“Oh, my gosh.” Mom’s eyes widened, and she glanced at my crotch. There wasn’t much
to see, my dick was slumbering again. “Logan ... I can’t know that.”

“Ijust thought ...” My cheeks grew redder. “Sorry.”

Mom let out an awkward laugh. “Well, I'm just glad that you were happy with your
reward. You saved our lives. You deserved it.”

“Mom ... I...” Ithought about pressing my luck. But the moment didn’t feel right. There
was discomfort in the air. Which was, of course, my fault.

“Yeah?” She lifted an inquisitive eyebrow.

“Nothing. Ijustlove you, that’s all.” I walked over to our game table and sat down.
“Stratego?”

“Sure, Logan. But I'm going to beat you. You're too aggressive with your high-ranking
pieces.” She made a motion like an explosion with her hands.

“What can I say? You make me explode.” I was pushing it.

“Logan ...” Her voice was stern. It was odd to see her narrow her eyes and shake a finger
at me while her boobs jiggled happily with the motion. “... don’t push it.”

“Sorry.” I gave a chagrinned grin, which seemed to settle her down. We played several
rounds of Stratego, then took a break for lunch. Mom dressed for that, since we ate in
the kitchen, a little farther away from the hearth. She put on her top layers, sans a bra.

“T'd like to go for a walk.” She glanced at me. “I can tell from your reaction that you think
that’s abad idea.” She daintily munched a cracker and sighed. “It isa bad idea. That bear
could still be out there.”

“If it’s not hibernating, it’s desperate.” I nodded. “The thing really wants to eat us. Best
not to make easy targets out of ourselves.”

Mom shuddered. “It was desperate, wasn’t it?” Her face softened as she looked into my
eyes. “But you drove it away. How did I raise such a hero?” The fear left her, pushed out
by beaming pride. “That was special. You know, I don’t think your father ever saved my
life.” She let out an easy laugh.



“It was a special moment.” I was going to go for it. The moment seemed ripe. “We
should celebrate it some more.”

“Wine?” She grabbed a bottle and the opener, poured us a couple glasses, and we clinked
them together.

I sipped from my glass. “This wine isgood. But I was thinking of something else. Since I
went above and beyond, and you know what makes me happy ...”

“Logan ...” Mom narrowed her eyes and took a gulp of wine. “Be careful.”

“I only want to touch them, Mom. That would make me ecstatic.” I grinned hopefully.
“We did it earlier. It wasn’t a big deal.” I watched her close her eyes. She had to steady
her wineglass as her body spasmed with a sudden shiver.

“I suppose ... it’s only fair.” She opened her eyes, looked down at my pants, and raised an
eyebrow in a startled expression. “Really, Logan? You just relieved yourself.” She
pointed to the way my hard cock strained against my pants.

“I'm already getting ecstatic thinking about it.”

“Well, hold your horses.” Her smile was tight and contained. “We’re going to finish our
lunch, and enjoy each other’s company first.”

“Right, of course!” I buzzed my way through the rest of lunch. It wasn’t the wine. I was
high on anticipation. My mother’s perfect tits were about to be in my hands again.
Somehow, I managed to engage her in small talk, mostly about my sisters.

When we finished lunch, Mom took her glass of wine over to the fire. She set it on the
hearth, and slowly removed her upper layers. I was busy cleaning up in the kitchen, but
I kept darting my gaze her way as more and more of her alabaster skin came into view. I
finished my chores and quickly joined her by the fire.

“Okay.” Mom was topless now, standing in front of the hearth. Despite the fire’s heat, I
think she was cold. Her nipples were quite obviously hard. Arms by her side, she waited.
Her forehead creased with confusion. “Let me take another sip, then we can start.” She
picked up her wineglass, drained it in uncharacteristic fashion, and put it on a side
table. She fiddled with her hands, standing and waiting for me. “Five minutes, okay?
Only five minutes.”

“Sure, Mom.” I remembered what she’d liked the last time. If I pushed her buttons, could
I go longer than five minutes? I thought that was possible. I took a deep breath and tried
to think confident thoughts. You'’re the guy that chased a bear out of the cabin last
night. You can do anything. 1 stepped up to her, gently pushed her hands out of the way,
and took hold of her tits.

“You'’re doing the weigh-in again?” Mom gave a sardonic snort.



“Ijust love how heavy they are.” I stared at the way my hands deformed her spongy
flesh.

“Right.” She rolled her eyes in what I hoped was mockdisgust. “Well, keep bouncing
them like udders. You've got four minutes left.”

That was a fast minute!/“Okay, I'll try something else.” I've slept with a lot of women. I
paid close attention every time, and I think I've picked up a thing or two. Using that
knowledge, and what I learned the last time I had hands on Mom’s magnificent
mammaries, I turned my attention to her nipples.

Suddenly, my mother got very quiet. I couldn’t even hear her breathing for a little while,
then her lips parted, and she let out a sibilant exhale. I looked up quickly. Her eyes were
glassy. She looked dazed and a little bewildered. The expression on her face was as erotic
as her magnificent boobs. I gazed at her full lips. What would it be like to kiss her?1
didn’t risk finding out.

Time passed. Her breathing got shallower. I'm happy to report that the five-minute
deadline was quickly forgotten. When I looked up at the clock, I found that I'd been
playing with her nipples for twelve minutes. “Mom?”

“Hmmmmm?” Her left eyelid was fluttering. She didn’t make eye contact. Instead, she
stared blankly into the middle distance. “Logan?” My name came out of her mouth as
hardly more than a whisper.

“CanlI...?” Irolled her nipples in a way that she seemed to particularly enjoy. Her eyelid
fluttered faster, and she shook with a sudden shiver. “Can I suck on them?” I said.

“Oooohhhhh ... Logan ...” Her gaze slowly shifted to meet mine. “Nooooo000.”
“Please, Mom? Think of me charging that bear.” I smiled serenely.

Her gaze grew more distant again. Her chin gave the slightest nod. I took it as her
approbation. Without giving her time to reconsider, I removed my left hand from her
tit and closed my lips on her nipple. Even though I had been doing the protecting on this
trip, I immediately felt safe and secure suckling at her breast. It was like she’d dropped
some sort of motherly protective shield around me. I rolled her large nipple with my
tongue, closed my eyes, and gave myself totally to the moment. When her hand cupped
the back of my head, I thought I might faint from pleasure.

“Logan ... Logannnnnn ... Looooogggannnnn,” she whispered. “My ... sweet ...
Looogggannnn.” She gently stroked my hair, holding my head to her breast.

My cock raged against my pants. I made sure to keep it from pressing up against her. I
didn’t want anything to break the spell that had fallen over us. Each second that passed



was time spent in heaven. But, unfortunately, we live on Earth. And the moment had to
end. Eventually, she tenderly pushed on my shoulders, dislodging me from her breast.

“Okay ... okay ... that’s enough.” Mom picked up her top. I thought she was going to put
it back on, but she just used it to wipe the saliva off her breast. Then she folded it and
put it back down. “Well, that was a lot more than five minutes.” The smile on her face
was thin and unsure of itself. She glanced at the clock. “Oh, my gosh. Forty-five
minutes? I feelso...”

“That was awesome, Mom. I felt so close to you just now.” I worked hard to maintain eye
contact and not let my gaze settle on her boobs.

“You're grinning like an idiot, Logan.” She pressed her lips together, trying to compose
herself. “Do you need to use the bathroom again?” She glanced at the tent in my pants
and blushed.

“Yeah.” Inodded, but didn’t go. I couldn’t bear to leave her presence just yet.

“Well, then. Go take care of it, buster. We can play some more Stratego when you get
back.” She dismissed me with a wave.

“Right ... okay...” I started to head to the bathroom, but paused, and turned toward her.
“You don’t mind that I'm fapping in there?”

She curled her lip in disgust. “I don’t mind as long as we don’t talk about it. I've been
married a long time, Logan. I know about a man’s needs. Just ... go ... okay?”

“Okay.” Ileft her for the bathroom. I fapped while replaying the protected feeling I'd
captured at her breast. Even though it was the third time that day, my orgasm was
huge. I ended up having to clean cum off the bathroom mirror when I was done.

When I returned to the living room, I refilled our wine glasses, and we played games.
Mom stayed topless. I spent a good deal of my time watching the small jiggles that
shook her boobs every time she moved a piece on the board. We didn’t discuss what had
happened with the bear or her tits. We kept things to game-related banter and some
family small-talk. We got up and stretched our legs in the evening. Somehow, we’d
polished off two bottles of wine. We were both a little tipsy, so I decided to try again.
“Can I have another suck, Mom?”

“That was enough for one day, Logan.” She glanced at my crotch. There was no tent in
my pants. A look of relief passed over her eyes. “The next time you save my life, I'll let
you do that again.” She followed that up with an awkward laugh.

She put on her top layers without a bra, and we went to the kitchen. We cobbled
together some dinner that was mostly vegetables. When she went to open another



bottle of wine, her inebriated hands lost their grip. The bottle banged on the counter
and bounced toward the floor. I reached down and caught it before it hit.

“Wow, thanks, Logan. You're a lifesaver.” She stared at me with wide eyes, a hand over
her heart.

I handed her the bottle. “Life saver? Does that mean ...?” I smiled hopefully, not
thinking she’d go for it. Saving a bottle of wine wasn’t the same as charging a bear.

“What ... because of what I said about saving my life? I...” Mom let out a nervous giggle.
“I...um...okay ... fine,” she squeaked. “But ... after dinner, okay?”

“Um ... yeah ...” My head nearly exploded. I was going to suck on her tits again. I wanted
to jump up and down and pump my fist. Instead, I nodded with decorum and smiled.
“That sounds wonderful.”

Mom blushed profusely. “Okay, help me cut this celery.” Mom glanced nervously at my
crotch again. I think she saw the tent there, because she quickly looked away.

The conversation over dinner was stilted. I was too excited to focus on small talk. And
mom was ... feeling whatever she was feeling. It looked like trepidation to me, but she
didn’t try to back out. When we were done eating, we cleaned up together. My whole
body buzzed from alcohol and anticipation. It was almost time for dessert.



Chapter 9

Dinner came to a close, and the small talk died down. Eventually, eager to get to dessert,
I got up and started cleaning our dishes. Mom sat, resting her chin on her hands. When
she spoke, her words were quiet and hesitant. “When you saved us ... you were so brave.
That was special. And ...” She looked over at me and cleared her throat. Her smile was
thin and unsure. “And when you ... were back at my breast earlier, I think we both know
that felt special.” She didn’t say anything more.

“Yeah?” I went back to the table and sat in my chair, looking her in the eyes. “You’re
right. I felt close to you. Like you were surrounding me with love.” Honesty seemed the
best policy. I was hoping she was about to open herself to even more stuff, but her face
tightened. I could tell she was having some inner turmoil.

“Logan, what I'm saying is that we’ve bumped up against some powerful moments here
and we ...” She pressed her lips into a tight line as she thought. “We have to be careful.
We have to stay in control. I'm doing these things for you ... because they make you
happy. But ... 'm not some girl you're dating. Your end goal can’t be to get into my
pants.”

“ITwould never.I-"1 started.

“One minute, I'm not done.” She held up a finger to silence me. “What I'm saying is that
we have to be careful with you ... touching me. We can’t get carried away. I love your
father and you ... well, I've known you for twenty years. You came out of me, for
goodness sakes. You're grown up now, so we have to be ...” Her voice died away.

“Careful’, I know.” Inodded. “We won'’t get carried away, Mom.”
“I'm glad you understand, Logan.” Her smile looked more natural.

Ten minutes later, she was topless, standing in front of the fire. My tongue was running
circles around her right nipple, while my right hand reflexively squeezed her left tit. She
had her hands cupping my head, running her fingers through my hair. I felt warm and
protected, and she felt ... I wasn’t sure what she was feeling exactly, but she was cooing
alot and saying my name under her breath.

My left hand was unoccupied. Without thinking, it went to her bare waist, right above
her pant line. She didn’t say anything about it, so slowly, I crept my hand around her,
until I was holding the delightful curve at the small of her back. I had been with many
women, but it’s quite possible that my mother was the sexiest of all of them. Or maybe
that was just because she was such an awesome mom.



“Logan ... the way you're holding me ... you're so strong ... and brave. I ... uvuuuggghhhh
...” She shuddered and never finished that thought.

“Mmmmm ... mmmmm ...”  hummed contentedly into her tit. There was a brief
moment when I considered lowering my left hand to her ass. It was so close, and I was
curious what those round globes would feel like. But I jettisoned the idea. There was no
reason to push her boundaries any further. I had the small of her back. I had her tits.
What more could a son want? We continued like that for a long time.

The fire was dying down by the time she pushed me away. “Okay ... okay ... Logan ...
that was ... good.” Her cheeks flushed. “Good for you, I mean.” She didn’t wipe the saliva
off her tits this time. Instead, she turned her breasts toward the heat of the embers and
let them air-dry. “It’s late. Let’s set up the bed and build up the fire.”

We went through what was becoming our normal bedtime routine. At this point, I
hoped they never plowed the road. Well, maybe not never. We would run out of food
eventually. With only our lower underwear on, we shivered under the covers for a few
minutes, our bodies pressed front to front. I had fapped in the bathroom before bed, but
I was still hard. My dick pressed into her hip. She didn’t say anything about it. She put
her forehead to my chin, and we lay in silence for a while.

“Are you uncomfortable?” My mom was the first to break the silence. “I mean, with it
still being so hard.”

“Alittle, but ...” I shrugged in her arms. “It’s okay.”

“We can’t do anything more than what we’ve already done, Logan.” Her voice was just
barely above a whisper.

“I'wasn’t asking for anything, Mom.” My top hand was on her back. I gave her a squeeze.

“Wejust can’t. I may have already let things get too far.” Her grip on my back tightened,
her fingers pressing into my flesh.

“Ididn’t-"

“Turn around, Logan, before we do something we regret. Let’s go to sleep.” Mom
loosened her grip as I rolled over so that she could spoon me. Her hand tightened on my
chest when we were settled. “I love you, sweetie.”

“Ilove you too, Mom,” I said.

After about five minutes,  heard her breathing change. She was asleep. It took me a long
time to follow her into dreamland.



The fire had died down when I woke. It was still night. Mom was still spooning me.
From her tight grip on my chest, I thought she was awake. “Mom?”

“Shh ... Ithinkit’s back,” Mom hissed.

“Whatis...?” I stopped talking and listened. I heard heavy huffing and the sound of
digging snow coming from beyond the front door. The bear had caved in my path from
the front door, and it sounded like it was now digging back down to us. In a flash, I was
out of bed on my feet.

“Quiet, Logan!” Mom’s whisper was urgent. Her round eyes glowed in the fire’s embers.
She sat up, covering her breasts with an arm.

“No, we need to be loud. We need to scare it away. AWwwwo0000000000!” I screamed
and stomped my feet, dancing around the cabin like a madman. “Awwwoo0000000!”

My mother took a few seconds to understand, but she got it. She stood up, forgetting to
cover her breasts, and stomped around the cabin in her panties. “Awwwo000000000 ...
awwwwo000000!” Her high-pitched howls almost harmonized with my lower ones.

We carried on for several minutes, then I held up my hand for silence. We stopped
howling. Cautiously, I walked toward our barricaded door. I couldn’t hear anything. No
digging. No predatory snuffling. Tentatively, I pressed my ear to the door. I could see
my mom biting her nails near the Christmas tree. Her eyes were still wide with fright. I
tried to give her a reassuring smile.

If this was a horror story, the pregnant pause that followed would be the moment when
the bear smashed through the door and devoured us whole. Thankfully, it’s not that
kind of story. It seems we’d scared the bear away. It was hungry, but it wasn’t hungry
enough to deal with crazed humans.

“Is he gone?” My mother took a couple steps in my direction. Even with the grave
circumstances, I found my gaze laser-focused on her jiggling boobs.

“We scared him away. He’s gone.” I left the door and confidently strolled toward her.

“Oh ... my gosh! You saved us again.” Mom closed the distance between us, put her arms
around my shoulders, and hugged me tightly. Her soft tits mushed against my lean
chest. “I was going to stay quiet, and that would have practically invited that beast in.
But you ... you... saved ...” She pressed her lips to mine.

I was shocked. I stood stiffly in her embrace. She pecked my lips several times. Of
course, there wasn’t any tongue. When my own tongue tried to automatically fill that
void by darting into her mouth, she pulled back.



“Oh...Logan...I'msorry...Ididn’t ...” She pulled away from me and covered her boobs
with an arm again. “I didn’t mean to lead you on. I ... wasjust so grateful ... I'm so
sorry.” Quickly, she retreated to bed and dove under the covers.

“I'm sorry, too.” I went over to the fire. I was shivering from cold and shock. I threw
some more logs onto the embers and moved them around with the poker. When it was
roaring again, I returned to bed. “Sorry, Mom.”

“It’s my fault, I shouldn’t have kissed you on the lips. After everything, I should have
known that would confuse you.” She reached out and hugged me. We were face to face
again. “I wasjust really excited about you ... us ... chasing that bear away. I forgot
myself for a minute.” She stared at me, inches away in the firelight. “Don’t look so
gloomy, I'm not mad. Look ...” She wiggled herself up, until her boobs were now staring
at me instead of her eyes. “You can suck again if you want. I think you’ve earned it.”

I was confused, but I wasn’t going to say no to that. I latched my mouth to her proffered
nipple and sucked to my heart’s content. The awkwardness of the kiss and its aftermath
faded. Once again, I was inside the warm envelope of maternal grace. I heard my
mother let out a little moan, and her breathing got shallower.

Without thinking, my hand slid over her hip and took a handful of her panty clad ass. It
was every bit as inviting and delightful as I'd imagined. She didn’t stop me, so I explored
her butt with roving squeezes while I sucked and lapped her tits. This went on for some
time.

Eventually, Mom pulled away and got out of bed. “This is confusing.” She walked
toward the room where she’d spent the first couple nights.

“Where are you going?” I was concerned the ass-grabbing was too much for her, and
she’d decided to freeze the night in her room.

“Ineed to change.” She didn’t look back.
“You're only wearing panties.” I watched her ass rotate with each step.

“Ineed to change, Logan.” She went into her room, closed the door, and came back out a
couple minutes later, wearing different colored panties. She hustled back to bed, and
climbed in. “Roll over, I'll spoon you again.”

“Okay.” I was disappointed that our face-to-face time, or face-to-boob time, was over.
But all good things had to end. I think I was exhausted by the rollercoaster emotions
related to the whole bear-part-two episode. I was asleep before I knew it.



When I woke, it was morning, and I was alone in the bed. “Mom?” I sat up. She was
sitting on the hearth, her back to a rebuilt fire. She was leaning forward, looking
contemplative. She’d put pants and socks back on, but her top was still blessedly bare. I
was enamored of the way her boobs hung forward with her posture. They looked so
heavy and full. “Mom?”

“Good morning, Logan.” She blinked, looked over at me, and smiled. Her expression
carried warmth, but also some unease. “We’ve had an eventful twenty-four hours,
haven’'t we?”

Still in my underwear, I got out of bed and sat next to her on the hearth. “Everything
okay?” I didn’t worry about how poorly my underwear concealed my erection.

“I'mean ... 'm not sure.” Her smile weakened. “I thought I had a handle on life ... on
motherhood. And now ... things have gotten complicated.”

“By ‘things’, you mean me?” I put a comforting hand on her thigh.

“Yes. Inever had these issues with your sisters.” She let out a nervous laugh. “What’s
going to happen today? I feel like if I toss a coin, heads will be Stratego, wine, and small
talk.”

“And tails?” I squeezed her thigh gently.

“I don’t want to say what tails is out loud.” She sighed and studied my eyes. “I meant
what I said last night. We need to be careful about this.”

“We will, Mom.” I said it earnestly, even though I didn’t know how careful I could
actually be.

“You’re a good boy, Logan.” She reached out and caressed my cheek. “How about we get
dressed and put together breakfast?”

“Sounds good.” I stood and went over to my clothes.

“Thanks for saving us again.” She watched my body closely as I pulled my pants on. I
think her eyes were mostly on the tent made by my morning wood. “Thank you.”

“You're welcome.” I pulled on my shirt, and saw her do the same with her sweater.

Once dressed, she looked over at me with unusually shy eyes. “Okay, let’s see what sort
of day it is.”



Chapter 10

After breakfast, the lights turned on for a few seconds. But the power didn’t stay on. We
were both excited by the thought of electricity.

“If the power comes back, the phone tower will work again, right?” Mom glanced at her
purse by the front door. We had powered down our phones when we didn’t get any
reception.

“If the power goes back on at the cell tower, yeah.” I hated to suggest the next part,
because I didn’t want to hasten our leaving. But I loved my mother, and I know she was
worried about Dad not knowing if she was safe. “You know, maybe the power is already
back on at the cell tower. Its power source isn’t necessarily the same as ours.”

“You're right!” Mom was up in an instant. She had her sweater on, as she normally did
while we were eating at the table. I watched her tits bounce in unison. Even under a
sweater, they were mesmerizing.

“Please ... please ...” Mom got her phone and hit the power button. While waiting for it
to cycle on, she chewed her lip nervously and stared at the screen.

“Anything?” I figured there was no reason to get my phone. If hers worked, mine would
work. If not ... then not.

“Still loading ... wait ...” Her eyes brightened and then quickly dimmed. “No reception.”
She turned off the phone. And put on her jacket.

“Where are you going?” I stood.

“I want to see if they plowed the road. We haven’t been outside for two days.” Mom
pulled on her boots.

“Okay ... but you stay here. I'll dig out and have a look. The bear could still be hanging
around.” I dressed for the cold and grabbed the shovel.

“I'll be right behind you, sweetie.” She gave me a nervous smile. “You're so brave.”

“All in a day’s work, ma’am.” I saluted her, which made her giggle. With the tension
somewhat broken, we moved our barricade, opened the door, and I shoveled. The bear
had indeed caved in my tunnel, but it didn’t take me too long to make another one.

Carefully, I peeked my head out and looked toward the road. “No bear. No road.”

Mom came up the tunnel behind me and put her hand on my shoulder. Her hip pressed
into my butt and her boob into my back in the most perfect way. Even with our jackets
on, Iloved being in contact with her. She looked out at the white expanse around our



cabin. “I guess it’s just you and me for another day.” She squeezed my shoulder and
went back to the cabin.

I followed her and we reinsulated and barricaded the door. After that, it was Stratego
time.

Mom was sitting closest to the fire. I was sitting across from her, trying and failing to
concentrate on the game. She had just shifted in her seat, and her boobs wobbled almost
imperceptibly. I stared at them, mesmerized.

“Earth to Logan.” Mom waved a hand over the board. When I looked up into her eyes,
she smiled. “There he is. I thought I’d lost you for a minute.”

“What?” I stared at her pretty face, dumbfounded.

“I asked if you're going to move sometime this year. But I don’t think you heard me.” She
giggled at my stunned expression. “You only have eyes for these, huh?” She shook her
shoulders a little, making her tits dance. “Well, this game was getting boring anyway.”
To my utter amazement, she hefted her tits in her hands, leaned forward, and dropped
them on the board, scattering our pieces. “Ow!” She quickly lifted her tits back up.
“Those pieces are sharp.” Wincing, she rubbed the bottom of her boobs. “That was so
stupid. I just got carried away.”

“I got this.” I stood, pulled her to her feet, and I lowered my face to her boobs. Lifting her
tits carefully, I kissed the undersides. I could see little red marks where the pieces had
gotten her.

“Ooohhhh ... Logan ... thank you. That feels ... better.” She ran her fingers through my
hair as I kissed my way across the undersides of her boobs. “Okay, they’re better now.
Oooohhhhh. I said they’re better. Logan?”

I wasn’t about to let up. “Nipple ... time ... Mom.” I said between kisses.

“I'm not sure ... it’s time for another reward ... wejust ... ooohhhhhh ... Logan.” She
arched her back as I sucked her nipple into my mouth. “It’s so ... confusing ... when you
do that.”

I slid my left hand around her hip and cupped her ass through her jeans. She didn’t stop
me, just like she hadn’t the day before. That made me bold. Using my grip on her ass, I
spun her around so that she was facing away from me. I brushed her hair over her
shoulder and kissed my way down the sublime arc of her spine. “Mom ... the small of



your back ... isamazing.” I kneaded her butt through her jeans with both hands asI
kissed, licked, and sucked on the soft skin of her back.

“Logan ... thisis ... too much.” Some hair fell back over her shoulder. She lifted her hair
and held it up with both hands, to keep it out of my way. “Do you really ... like my back
... too?”

“Your back ... your butt ... your boobs ... Ilike every part of you.” I straightened and
reached around to hold her tits. My fingers found her nipples, and I could feel the
muscles in her back tense. Since she was holding her hair up, her long, delicate neck was
exposed. I kissed it slowly and tenderly.

“Loooogggaaannnnnn,” she hissed. She pressed her butt back into me. I don’t know if
she felt my hardness, but suddenly she was moving away from me. She took a few steps,
turned, and stared at me. Her chest was rising and falling rapidly. I was pleased that at
least she didn’t move to cover her boobs. “Remember ... what I said ... about being
careful.”

“We didn’t do anything, Mom. It’s fine.” I tried to give her a reassuring smile. I was
shocked when it seemed to work. I saw her shoulders sag as the tension left her.

“This is so confusing.” She shook her head slowly. “I... um ... Ilet you kiss my back and
neck ... and touch my butt ... as a reward for chasing the bear away last night. Nothing
more, okay.”

“Does that mean I can do that again?” I raised my eyebrows hopefully.

“Maybe ... if you earn it.” She pointed to the bathroom. “It’s obvious you need to go take
care of it.”

I stood, smiling at my mother like an idiot.

“So, go take care of it. Do it twice if you have to. I want it soft when you come back out.”
She managed to put some authority into her voice.

I gave her a mock salute and hustled to the bathroom. I was worked up. I thought I
might have to fap three times.

After I finished in the bathroom, we had lunch. We were both fully dressed for it. I tried
to get Mom talking about my sisters and their boyfriends, but she didn’t seem in the
mood for small talk. As we ate, she kept giving me odd, quizzical looks. By the time I was
clearing the dishes, I was starting to worry that I’d pushed her too far. She sat at the



table as I washed dishes in the sink. She looked lost in thought. When I was finished
cleaning, I walked back over to our gameboard by the fire and started cleaning the
pieces she’d knocked on the floor. “I've dated a lot of girls, Mom, and I've never seen
anyone use her boobs to bomb a board game before.”

Mom snorted a laugh and looked over at me. “A lot of girls, huh? How did I raise such a
Casanova?”

I kept cleaning the pieces and shrugged.

“You keep telling me about all the girls you date. And now I have the tools to make you
settle down with one. How do you feel about that?”

“Honestly ...” I looked over at her and grinned. “As long as I get to have your boobs, I
don’t think I'd even need to date someone my age.”

She frowned. “Logan, don’t joke about that. I'm not a substitute for a real girlfriend. I'm
your mom. I'm only offering you my breasts because they make you happy.”

“ITknow.” Inodded. “Sorry.” I finished cleaning up the game and put it away on the
board game shelf. “What now?”

“I know that look. You want another reward?” She narrowed her eyes. “This is getting to
be too much.” She stood and walked over to the fire. She made no move to take off her
sweater.

“I only said ‘what now?’, Mom.” My gaze fell to her bust. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and
the way her tits hung under her sweater was so wonderful I almost didn’t need her to be
topless.

“Fine.” She pressed her lips together and put her fists on her hips.

“Fine’, what?” I raised my eyebrows, still keeping my gaze mostly focused on the slope
of her sweater.

“You want to see my butt, too. I can tell.” She turned around and began removing her
jeans. “So ... fine ... you can see that, too. You saved us twice, so I suppose you’ve earned
it.”

I stayed absolutely silent, not wanting to mess up the moment. The way she shimmied
out of her pants was something I wanted to commit to memory for all time. Her sweater
hung over her ass, but I watched her long, pale legs come into view. My heart soared.
She kept her panties on, but stepped out of her pants, butt still facing me.

“This is so strange.” She lifted her sweater above her waist and bent forward. “There,
now you've seen it.” Silence filled the room. The fire crackled and popped merrily. “Not
that impressive, right? I'm an old lady, Logan. Not one of your girlfriends.” She stayed



posed for me as another long moment of silence stretched out. “Say something,
sweetie.”

“I'm speechless, Mom. You have the best butt I've ever seen. It’s so round ... and white. I
love it.” My words carried real enthusiasm.

“Oh.” When she looked over her shoulder at me, I could see she was blushing. “So, this
makes you happy?”

“Imean ... canItouch it?” I walked over to her like I was in a trance and dropped to my
knees behind her, waiting for the go-ahead.

“Just ... don’t get carried away, Logan.” She stayed leaning over and wiggled her butt a
little, which I took as an invitation.

Tentatively, I reached my hands out and ran my fingertips along the curves of each
globe. I could see her shiver at my touch, and I could hear her suck in her breath sharply.
That encouraged me. I know she was expecting another weigh-in like what I'd done
with her boobs, but instinct told me it was time to mix things up. I continued to gently
caress her soft skin and pulled her panties inward to expose her right cheek. Then, I
leaned forward and panted a soft kiss on her warm, supple flesh.

“Oh...Logan...Iwasn’t...” Her words trailed away as I planted more kisses and licks on
her right cheek, while continuing to caress and massage the left one. “Logan ... Logan ...
I...mmmmmm.”

It was a magical moment, and I could feel it leading to more. Unfortunately, the power
picked the worst time to come back on. The lights in the cabin were suddenly blazing.
The Christmas tree sparkled with colored lights. I could hear the refrigerator kick on. A
few seconds later, the furnace clunked into action.

My mother stepped away from me and lowered her sweater. I saw her use the hem to
wipe off the spit I'd left on her right cheek. She pulled her panties back into place. “Well,
Logan. The power’s back.” She looked around at the electric lights with wide eyes. “I
guess things are going to change around here.”

I thought that would mean her pants were about to go back on, but they didn’t. Instead,
I watched her slender legs as she walked over to her phone and picked it up. There was
silence as she powered it on. Then she gave a little yelp of surprise. “We’ve got
reception!”



Chapter 11

“Your father says the plowing service is having trouble with their vehicles. He says he’s
been calling them three times a day, asking when our road will get cleared. They keep
telling him, ‘soon’.” Mom, wearing her sweater, panties, and socks, sat by the fire, typing
on her phone.

Relief flooded through me. It might be a while until the plow showed up. I needed that
time. “Okay, hopefully they’ll plow soon. That’s great that Dad has been on it.”

“He says he really misses us and that you should text him.” Mom had been filling me in
for more than twenty minutes now that the power was on, and our phones had
reception.  hadn’t retrieved my phone yet. It was a tie to the real world that I resented.
At least for the moment.

“I'll text him when I check my phone.” I was sitting in one of the chairs by the fire, my
eyes moving between the flames and my mother hunched over her phone. Her braless
breasts hung and tugged at her sweater wonderfully. But I felt like I shouldn’t stare
while she was texting with Dad. That would somehow be crossing a line. I caught my
gaze drifting down her long, alabaster legs. I pressed my lips together and looked back
into the fire. “The cabin’s heating up,” I said. We wouldn’t have to huddle by the fire
anymore. And we’d surely be in our separate rooms at bedtime. I did my very best to
ignore the pit forming in my stomach.

“It’s so wonderful to talk to your father again. And your sisters, too.” Mom was smiling
ear to ear. “They all wish you a Merry Christmas, by the way.”

“Cool.” Inodded. I wanted to get her off the phone, but didn’t want to be selfish. I let her
enjoy the moment and continue to fill me in on things she was learning from the
family.

“Goodness, it’s dinner time.” Mom looked up from her phone, stood, and stretched. “We
should reorganize our food now that it’s warm in here and the fridge is working.” Mom
plugged her phone into a charger in the living room and turned to find me in the
kitchen.

“Already taken care of.” I smiled at her and made a big show of dusting off my hands. “I
also reinforced our barricade in case the light and heat bring that bear back.” I pointed
to the front door.



“Wow, you're amazing, Logan.” Mom beamed at me.
I raised an eyebrow.

“Oh, you only did that stuff for a reward?” She didn’t stop smiling, but she raised her
eyebrows back at me in challenge.

“I did that stuff because I love you. And it needed to be done.” I turned to the fridge and
started removing ingredients. “We get to cook tonight. Isn’t that exciting?”

“Oh ... T hadn’t thought of that. A hot meal sounds divine!” Mom, still pantless, hustled
into the kitchen. She bumped her hip against mine. “Let’s make some yummy dinner,
buster.”

“Yes, ma’am.” I saluted her.

Cooking was fun. Mom did most of the talking as we worked. She was so excited to be in
contact with the rest of our family. I listened and laughed at her jokes. She brought out a
bottle of wine when dinner was served. We ate at the table, savoring every bite. When
dinner was done, we cleaned together. As much as I disliked the power coming back on,
I had to admit that it was wonderful to use the dishwasher finally.

Chores done, we took our wine to our spot by the fire. We didn’t need to sit by the heat
the hearth provided anymore, but it was still a habit. I suppose it was cozy, too.

“You didn’t ask for a reward for your kitchen work. Is it because ... um ... are you
uncomfortable about us being in contact with your father?” Mom crossed her bare legs
and gave me a serious look over the rim of her wineglass. Her cheeks were rosy. I
couldn’t tell if she was blushing from the wine or the question.

“You said you’d continue to reward me once we get home. If I settled down with a
girlfriend, that is. So, texting Dad doesn’t seem worse than seeing your boobs at home.”
I smiled serenely. “Dad’s not an issue for me.”

My mother’s blush deepened. “Good. Good. I just want you to know ... that I think it’s
fine that he doesn’t know. It’s something only the two of us share.” She pointed her
finger at me and then to her own chest to make the point.

“Yeah ... Igetit.” Inodded.

“You're staring at my legs, Logan.” Almost imperceptibly, her voice pitched higher. “I
think you want a reward for being so thoughtful this afternoon. Butt or boobs?” She
raised one eyebrow in question.

“Why not both?” I shrugged.



Mom gulped down the rest of her wine and put the glass on the hearth. “Don’t get
greedy, sweetie.” She stood, pulled off her sweater, and tossed it aside. I stared in
wonder at my mother as she struck a nervous pose in only panties and socks.

“Ilove you so much.” I stood and moved over to her. I saw that her gaze was glued to my
crotch. Yes, of course, I was hard and tenting big time.

“Ilove you, too.” It sounded like she was holding her breath. “Front or back?”

“Both.Itold you.” I stopped in front of her, lowered my face, and sucked in her supple
nipple. While I reached around to grip her ass with both hands, I felt her shiver. Her
butt was wonderfully pliable. I squeezed and hefted it.

“It’s so strange ...” Mom exhaled and breathed deeply. “... so strange being naked in this
cabin without any chill. I almost miss the pre-power cabin. I didn’t like it at the time.
But now ... oooohhhhhhh ... Iremember it as exciting.” She cupped my head and played
with my hair.

I spit out her nipple and kissed her underboob. “This is ... still ... exciting.” I said
between kisses. I couldn’t see any trace of the red marks the game pieces had left on her
tits.

“Exciting ... for you ... yes ... h(hhmmmmmmm.” She shuddered when my lips returned
to her nipple. “I wonder what you’d look like if I gave you everything you wanted. I bet
... uuuummmmmm ... you’d have the silliest expression. Like ... Christmas morning ...
times a thousand.”

My ears perked up at those words. What in the heck is she talking about!?!
“Mmmmpphhhh?”1said around her nipple.

“Of course, we’ll never know. I won'’t ever behave like one of those trampy girls you take
out.” She ruffled my hair like I was a little boy. Sometimes she forgot I was twenty.
“Okay, that’s enough for now. Logan. I said that’s enough. Logan?” She didn’t stop
cupping my head as I continued to suck on her boob. “Logan ... oooooohhhhh ... Logan.”
I realized that as I was massaging her ass, her hips had started gyrating in little circles.

Letting go of her nipple, I used her ass to spin her around. I sank to my knees, and
quickly pulled down her panties. I could see that there was a large wet spot on the
cotton fabric.

“We should keep my panties on, Logan. I was only joking about giving you everything
you wanted.” She closed her legs, putting her feet together on the floor. I stared at her
perfect ass, gently running my fingertips over her curves. Goosebumps appeared on her
skin. “Logan?”



“It’s okay, Mom. I'm not going to do anything crazy. I just wanted to see your butt
without underwear.” I kissed her right cheek reverently. Then the left one.

“Okay ... okay ... but remember ... we can’t get carried away.” Her body seemed to relax.
After a few minutes of my caresses and Kisses, she spoke again, “Do you really like my
butt that much, sweetie? I feel like ... men don’t pay attention to me the way they used
to.”

“If I were Dad, I'd be doing this every day.” I kissed the upper crack of her butt, careful
not to go much lower. I didn’t want to freak her out.

“It’s ... not his fault ... ooohhhhhhh.” She shivered again. “People grow tired of their
spouses. It’s natural.”

“I'll never ... grow tired of you ... Mom.” I reached around her and gripped her pelvis,
pulling her butt back toward my face. I gave her ass cheeks several loud raspberries.

Mom burst out laughing. “Logan ... no one ... has ever done that to me before.”

It was silly that she said that over some raspberries, but those words were impossibly
sweet to hear. “Ilike holding your hips like this.” I squeezed those perfect handholds.
“Makes me feel like I could do anything.”

Her laughter died down. “Well, you can’t.”

“ITknow.” I licked the upper part of her crack, delving my tongue between her cheeks. I
went upward to where the crack ends and continued up her perfect spine.

“Don’t kiss me ... in the crack. It’s ... dirty.” Mom half-heartedly tried to pull away, but
my grip on her hips wouldn’t be denied.

“We have hot showers now. You need to wash up?” As soon as I said it, I knew it was the
wrong thing to say. She tried harder to pull away, and I let go.

“Yes ... yes ... Ineed a hot shower after all those freezing towel baths.” My mother
quickly strode across the floor, leaving her panties behind. I watched every shake and
jiggle, committing them all to memory.

We both showered, dressed, and met back by the dying fire. She was in pajamas; I was in
a t-shirt and jeans.

“I guess I don’t have to keep the fire going all night.” I sat on the hearth. My smile was
thin. Her flannel pajamas were a poor omen for things to come.

“So ... about our sleeping arrangement.” She folded her arms and looked down at me
contemplatively. “We should really sleep in our own rooms.”

“Mom, I -” I said.



My mother cut me off with a raised finger. “But... I know you really like the way we’ve
been sleeping. And ... I think you deserve to have that at least one more night.”

“Oh, Ithought because of the pajamas ...” I frowned at the flannel.

“Well, your body-heat hack isn’t really needed now. So ... I thought I'd wear ...” She
cocked her head at me. “Don’t make that face, Logan. We still get to cuddle.” She
matched my frown. “Okay, fine.” She slowly unbuttoned her top. “But you have to keep
behaving yourself, okay?”

“Okay.” I grinned, eagerly staring at the opening top.

“Honestly, I would have thought you’d be tired of them by now.” Mom giggled, finished
unbuttoning, and removed her top.

“I'told you. I'll never get tired of your tits, Mom.”

“Watch your language.” She paused for a moment, gave me a hard glance, and then
pulled her bottoms down. “They are my breasts, or boobs. Okay?”

“Sorry. I'll never get tired of your boobs, Mom.” I got up and started moving things
around to make space for our mattress by the fire. We pulled the mattress into place and
made the bed. I kept stealing glances of her butt and boobs as she bent over to deal with
the sheets. In my mind, a refrain played: Don’t get greedy. Don’t get greedy. Don’t get
greedy.

We brushed our teeth together. I spent the whole time watching her boobs shake in the
mirror with the motion of her arm. After that, she got in bed, and I turned off the lights.
The colored lights on the Christmas tree still shone, making the cabin feel cozy.

“After everything we’ve been through, it’s weird to let the fire die down.” I undressed
while staring at the glowing embers in the hearth. When I was down to my underwear, I
turned toward my mother. She had the covers up to her chin, staring at my crotch
again.

“It’s hard again, isn’t it?” Her voice was just above a whisper. “Do you need to take care
of it before coming to bed?”

“No, it’s okay. Even if I did, I'd be hard again when I got in bed with you.” I shrugged,
watching her gaze come up to the muscles in my abdomen and chest, and then fall back
down to the lump in my underwear.

“Ibet you'd give anything for me to touch it.” She let out a nervous laugh.

“What? Imean ... yeah ... I would.” I nodded enthusiastically.



“I'was only joking, Logan. I'd never ...” Her voice trailed away, and she bit her bottom
lip. “I mean, that would have to be one heck of a reward, am I right?” She let out another
nervous chuckle.

“Yeah, like saving you from a hungry bear or something.” I slipped into bed and
snuggled up next to her. Our eyes were inches apart. Her heavy, warm breasts were
pressed into my chest. I know she was aware of my erection pushed up against her
thigh. Her pupils dilated, and her lips parted. For a second, I thought she was going to
kiss me.

“Turn around, sweetie. I'll spoon you.” Her smile looked almost regretful.

“Sure, Mom.” I rolled over and melted as she hugged me, digging her fingers into my
chest.

I guess the excitement of returned electricity and contact with the family had
exhausted us, because we fell asleep without another word.



Chapter 12

I woke when it was still dark out. My mother wasn’t curled up next to me. She wasn’t
even in bed with me. I sat up to find her face illuminated by her phone, sitting in an
armchair by the hearth. The fire had died down so much I could barely make out the
glowing embers. “What’s going on, Mom?”

“Oh, it’s still early, sweetie. You can go back to bed.” She glanced at me and smiled. Her
face went dark when she shut off her phone.

“Everything okay?” I put my head back on the pillow. I was still sleepy.

“I was just looking at old photos. You've grown up so much.” She sighed.
“What’s wrong?” My eyelids fell to half-mast. I struggled to stay awake.
“Ijust have alot on my mind. Go back to sleep. Everything’s fine,” she said.

That was all the encouragement I needed. Quickly, I was back in my dreams, digging a
tunnel in the snow toward buried treasure.

I woke for the second time that morning to the smell of sizzling bacon. “Oh ... my ... God
that smells good.” I sat up and spotted my mother working in the kitchen. She was
wearing jeans and a sweater, with an apron tied to her front to protect from splattering
oil.

When she saw me get out of bed, Mom gave me a warm, wide smile. “Good morning,
sleepyhead. We brought enough bacon for the family. We’re going to have to work
through our stash now that we can cook.”

“I guess we can indulge for a few days.” I pulled on my socks and pants.
“Um ... don’t put on your shirt.” She eyed my chest speculatively.
I paused with my shirt in my hands. “Why?”

Her eyes went down to the tent in my pants. “Never mind. You need to take care of your
morning monster. Go to the bathroom, and when you’re done, breakfast should be
ready.”

“Yeah, okay.” I put on my shirt and went to the bathroom. It was fantastic not to have to
freeze my ass off while I fapped.



After I came in the sink, I washed up, making sure to get all the splatter off the mirror.
When I returned to the main part of the cabin, Mom was just finishing setting the table.
It wasn’t a healthy breakfast, but we had big smiles on our faces. Mom led the small talk,
mostly filling me in on the latest updates from the family. They were all home and
missing us. Dad said that the plow people were still struggling with their equipment.
And to make matters worse (better?), there was a chance of more snow tomorrow. “He’s
really worried about us.” Mom’s smile faded.

“I'm taking care of you. He doesn’t need to worry.” I leaned back in the chair, happily
stuffed. “When I turn on my phone today, I'll tell him that I've got two eyes on you.”

“Oh, Logan. Don’t be weird.” Mom barked out a nervous laugh.

“What was that shirt thing when I woke up? Why didn’t you want me to put it on?” I
stood and started clearing the table.

“Oh, that.” Mom helped me clear the table, not making eye contact. Her cheeks turned
rosy. She mumbled something I couldn’t hear.

“What?” Iloaded up the dishwasher.

“Ijust thought ... about how brave and strong you were facing down that bear with only
aflaminglog. And ... well ... I thought you might want to show off your strength.” We
finished cleaning and finally her eyes found mine. “You know ... you don’t have giant
muscles. But you have ... a very nice body. Most guys would be jealous. I thought ... it
might make you proud to go shirtless with me. Sort of a low-key reward for everything
you’ve done around the cabin. You know ... taking care of me.”

Slowly, I pulled off my shirt. “You're right, Mom. It would be fun to show off a little.” I
made a silly face and flexed for her, moving through several poses.

My mother burst out laughing. “My big, strong man, huh?” She slapped my shoulder
playfully, her fingers lingering on my skin for an extra moment. “Okay, what are we
going to do today? We haven’t played chess in a while.” She walked over to our bed and
started pulling off the sheets.

“Chess sounds good.” I helped her put away our mattress for the day, and we set up our
game table. After that was done, I got the fire going again. I kept glancing at her. I think
I caught her stealing peeks of my lean torso, but I wasn’t sure. Dad was a little pudgy, so
I knew my body contrasted with what she was used to. “Um ... Mom ... aren’t you going
to take off your sweater?” With the fire roaring behind me, I sat down and set up the
chess pieces.

Still not removing her sweater, my mother sat opposite me and set up her half of the
board. As she leaned forward, I could plainly see her nipples poking through the wool of



her sweater. She hadn’t worn a bra in a while. “I thought it might be nice to have our
roles reversed this morning. Let’s see how much youlike being ogled.”

“You plan to ogle me? This really is a reward.” I leaned back and flexed again, this time
without the silly face.

“I'll... um ... pretend to ogle for your sake. But I'm an old lady, I don’t stare at twenty-
year-olds anymore. And also, you're ... well ... you’re Logan ... so ...” She shrugged and
gave me a half-hearted smile.

“Well, if we're going to do this, I'd like to be naked.” I wasn’t sure what she was doing,
but her body language and words gave me confidence to push things a little. I stood up
and unbuttoned my pants.

“Wait ... Logan ... that’s ...” Mom’s words died away when I pulled my pants and
underwear down, stepping out of them. My dick is fairly large, even when soft, and I
could see her eyes following it as it bounced with my movements. I folded my clothes
and put them on the hearth. Wearing only socks, I returned to our game. The game table
was low, so she still had a view of my cock. I made sure to keep my legs slightly spread
as Isat. “Should we start?”

“Um ...” Her gaze lingered on my dick, went up to my chest, then descended back down
between my legs. “... what?”

“Should we start the game, Mom?” I grinned.
“Oh ... right, yes.” She moved her first pawn.

The tables really had turned. She was so distracted that I beat her two out of three
games. On our fourth game, my cock started to get hard. As it happened, Mom valiantly
tried to look away. I could see a sheen of sweat on her forehead. She muttered to herself,
making several terrible choices with her bishops. When my dick was fully engorged, she
leaned back and fanned her face with a nearby book. “Logan ... I think you need to take
care of yourself again.” Despite her best efforts, her eyes kept coming back to my cock.
When I didn’t say anything or move, she made a little, plaintive noise. Her left eyelid
started fluttering. “I... um ... haven'’t seen one like that. A ... you know ... a little
commander. I haven’t seen a little commander with so many veins. And the head ... is
really fat. I don’t mean that in a bad way. It’sjust ... I've ...”

I stood up for her so she could get a good look. I rotated my hips one-hundred-eighty
degrees, displaying my cock from profile to profile. “This is a really great reward, Mom.
You're doing an excellent job of pretending to ogle. Thanks so much.” I wasn’t going to
push it further than this. Standing in front of my mother with a full-on erection was
already one of the peaks of my lifetime. I didn’t want to get greedy.



“It’s bobbing up and down with your pulse.” My mother was slack-jawed. “You should ...
go take care of it.”

“I'm good.” I sat back down and moved my knight.

“For heaven’s sake, Logan, it’s leaking now. You need to go take care of it.” She pointed
an authoritative finger at the bathroom.

“Okay, fine.” I got up and walked to the bathroom, leaving the door open a crack. I
started fapping and grunting, not trying to keep quiet at all.

“Close the door, Logan.” My mother called.
“Busy ... ugh ... ugh ... Mom.” I pumped with both hands.

Thirty seconds later, Mom slammed the door from the outside. I tried to grunt out my
pleasure loud enough for her to hear regardless.

When I stepped out of the bathroom, I was still hard. But I had cleaned up after my
orgasms.

“Ithought you were going to take care of it.” Mom stared at my erection with wide eyes.

“Idid. Twice. But, I don’t know, I guess I really like being naked for you.” I walked over
and sat in front of the chessboard. “Can we keep playing?”

My mother had the silliest, stunned expression on her face. She was still looking at my
dick, her mouth hanging open. “Logan ... I think you taking your clothes off was a
mistake. Get dressed, please.”

“I'm living my dream life here, Mom. Let me enjoy this, okay?” My smile faded. “Is there
something wrong with my body? Is it hard to look at?”

“No ...no...” She shook her head slowly. “The opposite, really. You're so strong ... and
vigorous ... and full of life. Old women like me aren’t supposed to look at men like you.”
She sat down in her seat, facing the chessboard, her gaze now running over my abs and
chest. “I wasn’t expecting ... I... um ... never mind.”

“Never mind to putting my clothes back on?” I crossed my ankle over my thigh and
leaned forward, pressing my dick into my belly.

“Sure.” Mom looked over my shoulder into the fire. “It will get soft at some point, right?
I remember hearing that we should see a doctor for erections lasting longer than four
hours. And ... we won’t be able to take you to the doctor.”

“It should probably go down. I'm just really enjoying my reward.”

She muttered something I couldn’t hear.



“What?” I raised my eyebrows.
“Nothing. Let’s play chess.” She moved a pawn.

I took that game from her and the next two as well. She was finding it hard to
concentrate. Before we knew it, it was lunchtime. I stood and stretched. Thrusting my
hips forward.

“It’s been almost three hours, and it’s still hard. You should really go take care of it
again.” Mom frowned at my cock. She looked at the thing like it might actually be a
threat to my health.

I shrugged. “Even if I did, I'd still be hard. My body’s just riled up.” I wasn’t worried. I'd
had plenty of boners that lasted longer than four hours. I was pretty sure that was just
something to worry about when on medication. But I didn’t tell her that. I wanted to see
where this would go.

“Okay, well you really need to put your clothes back on then. And we need to calm you
down.” She put her hands on her hips and frowned at my erection. “I don’t want to be
responsible for your little commander exploding or something. You're going to need it
for that new girlfriend you promised me.”

“Okay, okay.” I collected my clothes from the hearth and slowly put them on. When I
was done, the tent in my pants was obvious.

“Right. You sit by the fire and think about baseball or something. I'll make us lunch.”
Mom looked like she was about to peck my cheek, but changed her mind and ruffled my
hair. “Think calm thoughts.”

“Sure, Mom.” I turned my chair toward the fire and sat down.

“It’ll be okay, Logan.” Mom called on her way to the kitchen. “We’ve got plenty of time to
make it shrink. Baseball, baseball, baseball.”

“Okay, Mom.” I watched her move around the kitchen, her braless boobs wobbling
under her sweater. I was pretty sure that my cock wasn’t going down anytime soon. I
wondered what she’d do as we got closer and closer to the four-hour mark.



Chapter 13

“It’s been over four hours.” Mom was starting to panic. I could hear it in her voice and
see it in her eyes. We had just finished lunch, and she was staring at the tent in my
pants as I cleared the table. “We have to do something, Logan. You need to try again. Go
to the bathroom.”

“It’ll still be hard if I do. I'd rather not.” I scraped plates and put them in the dishwasher.

“Oh...gosh...oh... gosh...” She waved her fingers in the air with worry. “DoI...doI...
have to touch it for you?”

I stopped what I was doing and studied my mother’s face. It was creased with anxiety.
This was terrible. I didn’t want to trick her into touching me. If it ever happened, I
wanted her to want it. “It’s okay, Mom. I know what to do.” I went to the door and
moved the barricade. Without a doorknob, the door swung right open. Stepping outside,
Ilowered my pants and underwear, took a handful of snow, and rubbed it on my dick. I
grimaced. It felt like getting punched by Mr. Frost.

“What on Earth?” Mom stood in the doorway behind me, staring as I got a second fistful
of snow.

“This ... doesn’t ... feel ... good.” It only took about thirty seconds for my erection to
retreat. I turned around, showing her my wet, flaccid cock. “There, all better.”

“Oh ... you're so brave ... again!” She grabbed my shoulder and pulled me inside. I stood
shivering with my pants down while she retrieved a kitchen towel and dried off my
penis, careful not to touch it with her fingers. “There now.” Her smile was back. She
looked much less panicked. “Pants up, mister. Time to put the little commander to
sleep.”

“Thanks, Mom.” I pulled up my pants, put on my jacket, and got my boots on.
“Going somewhere?” Mom went to get her own jacket.

“We need more firewood. Also, we should check the road just in case.” I stepped back out
into the cold, but it didn’t hurt this time.

“Your father said the plows still aren’t running. But you're right, we should check.” Her
boots now on, Mom followed me out. “Keep an eye out for that bear.”

“Iam.” I was peering from the end of the tunnel I'd dug out from our front door. There
were large animal tracks in the snow, but no sign of the actual beast. “We’re good.” I
stepped out and walked around the house to the woodpile. With an armful, I returned to



the cabin and stacked by the fire. I made several more trips while Mom stood out
surveying the horizon.

“I can’t even see where the roads are supposed to be,” she said. “And those clouds look
ominous.” She pointed west.

“Might snow earlier than the weather report said.” I passed her with my last haul of
wood.

She patted me on the back. “You're so strong, Logan. You take such good care of me.”

“Of course, Mom. Let’s get inside before the bear decides to visit.” I stacked the wood by
the hearth.

Mom followed me in, and we rebuilt our barricade. Afterward, she removed her jacket.
Then, her sweater came off. Even after all the times I'd seen her boobs, my heart skipped
a beat. She glanced over at me and blushed. “I guess you’re not tired of them yet. You're
staring like they’re rockstars or something.”

“Your boobs are better than rockstars, Mom.” My grin was a bit hungry.

“Yes. Not the same thing. You don’t get to suck on rockstars, right?” It took her a
moment for her words to hit her. Her eyes went round, and her crimson cheeks
intensified. “Oh, my. I didn’t mean it like that. Suckingon a ... Ijust meant ... asa
reward ... youcan... suck ... on them. Not rockstars ... that’s gross. I'm so sorry. That
was weird.”

“I'thought it was funny.” I shrugged and pulled off my shirt.
“What are you doing?” Mom’s eyes were on my abs.

“Don’t worry, I'll keep my pants on. I don’t want another snow scrub.” I laughed. “I just
thought it would be fun for both of us to be shirtless, together.” I flexed for her and
made a goofy face. “After I get the fire going again, I thought maybe I deserved a reward
for hauling all that wood.”

“Yes ... youdo deserve a reward. You're a good boy, Logan.” She watched me carefully
place logs onto the embers in the hearth.

“I'm twenty, Mom,” I said without looking back.
“You're still my good boy.” Mom stood behind me.

When the fire was going again, I turned around. My mother was waiting for me, holding
her boobs from underneath in a position of offering. “Your reward, Logan.”

I stepped over to her, lowered my face, and sucked in her left nipple. I could feel her
tense and tremble as I rolled it with my tongue. One of my hands held her tit, the other



wandered around back and grabbed her ass through her jeans. It was wonderfully
round and pliant.

“Logan ... Logan ... Logan,” she whispered. Her fingers laced into my hair. She pulled my
face toward her tit.

I kissed my way up her breast. My hand slipped from her ass to the wonderful curve of
her lower back. My lips ended up on her slender neck. At first, she shied away from my
kisses there, lowering her chin to deny me access. But she didn’t tell me to stop, so I
persisted. After a few seconds, she raised her chin, extending her neck for me.

“Okay ... you can kiss me there. But no marks ... and don’t even think about ... kissing
my lips.” She was shivering with delight.

“Sure...Mom...I...love... you.” I said between kisses. I pressed my chest to hers. For
the first time, we had skin-on-skin contact while not in bed. Her nipples felt like
diamonds mashed against me. I swear, even my nipples were hardening. I continued to
kiss her neck.

“Oooohhhhhh ... Logan ... I...” Suddenly, she pushed me away. She stared down in
horror at the tent in my pants. “I.... felt your ... your commander poking my hip. You
got carried away. You shouldn’t be hard again. That four-hour thing. And I don’t want
you to have to take another snow bath.”

“It’s okay, Mom. I was soft for a while, so the time reset.” I tried to move back to her
neck, but she pushed me away again.

“I'think ... that was enough reward for now.” She looked around the cabin. “I need a
drink. You get the wine, and I'm going to text your father.”

“What are you going to tell him?” I was a little worried that we’d gone too far, but I did
as she said and went into the kitchen for wine.

“Iwant to tell him that Ilove him. He ... wouldn’t understand your rewards. Don’t
worry, I won’t spill the beans.” Still topless, she fetched her phone. It was magnificent to
watch her texting Dad while her boobs were jiggling with typing.

“Tell him ‘hi’ for me.” I opened a bottle and carried two wineglasses to our game table.
“Stratego?”

“What ...?” She glanced at my chest and stared for a moment, before turning her gaze to
the fire. “Yes ... Stratego is good.”

And so, we played.



I think we were both staring at each others’ chests often enough to be distracted. We
played a couple very slow games of Stratego. When the second one finished with more
of a whimper than a bang, Mom leaned back in her chair and brought her gaze up to my
eyes. I smiled back at her.

“You can’t ever kiss me on the lips like you did that one time.” Her face was suddenly
serious. “I'm not your girlfriend.”

“I know.” I nodded.

Her gaze turned thoughtful. “Do you ... enjoy your rewards because you're just not
picky about women? Or ... do you ... like older women?” She held up her finger to silence
me when I was about to speak. “Or ... is it because you love me as your mom and you’re
young and sort of ... getting your love wires crossed?”

“Um ...” Iblinked at her, trying to form a response. “Well ... I do love all women. And
I've dated some older women. But -” I was quickly cut off.

“When you get a girlfriend as part of our deal, she can’t be that much older than you. I
want you to be ... normal, Logan,” she said.

“Ilike all women, Mom. I love them. But that’s not what this is about with you. I think
you’re the most beautiful woman I've ever met,” I said, watching her eyebrows raise
with surprise. I paused a moment and continued, “I think you are so beautiful. And part
of that is physical. You have amazing curves. But like you said, I also love you like no
other woman. You're my mom. My perfect mom. Maybe my love wires are crossed. Or
maybe they’re right where they should be, worshipping you as a goddess.”

“Your wires ... worship me?” Her voice squeaked.

“I find you so beautiful.” My smile was genuine and warm.

“Do you ... feel this way about your sisters?” Worry creased her forehead.
“No, Mom. Just you.” I nodded reassuringly.

“Okay. Okay.” She picked up a book and used it to fan her face. “This is alot to take in. I
mean, I was sort of getting that picture. Ijust...” She took a deep breath. “Logan, I want
to thank you for being so open with me. You know that I see you only as a son, and not
... with crossed wires. But ... I don’t mind doing these rewards because they make you so
happy. And