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CHAPTER 1
“Look, we’re visiting family! Aren’t there any other flights leaving that we can take?”

Jason Kent watched his stepmom, Sabrina Kent, arguing with the airline attendant. 

“The runway is too icy for anything to take off,” said the woman. “I’m sorry, ma'am. We weren’t expecting this, and as always, Velta Airlines will be offering hotel vouchers if the delay ends up extending into the night.”

I understand why she’s so frustrated. Nobody likes being stuck at the airport.

Jason walked over to Sabrina and gently took her hand into his. She was wearing a long wool jacket over a white turtleneck sweater and black leggings. She looked good, and Jason wasn’t the only one who noticed.

“It’s okay, mom,” he said. “We’ll figure something out.”

Sabrina hesitated, as though the sound of her son’s voice had cast a spell over her. She turned and smiled at him, her lovely features coming to life like a crystal catching the glint of early morning sunlight.

“Ma’am?” The attendant looked from Jason, to Sabrina, and then back down at the counter. “Do you want me to put you on the list for a hotel voucher?”

Sabrina shook her head. 

“No,” she said. “We’ll make do.”

Jason kept his hand against hers as they walked back over to their bags. Neither of them said anything for a moment, and neither of them needed to. They’d been fiercely close ever since Jason was a young child, and Sabrina first came into his life.

“My friend Molly has a small apartment not too far from the airport. I still have a key to it from my last cycling trip.”

Jason nodded. Sabrina was an avid cyclist, and at least once or twice a year, she made time for cross country trips that brought her out into the Midwest. She always came back with a certain air about her, as though each journey had a spiritual quality to it.

“That sounds fine to me,” said Jason. “Mom… I don’t mind being stuck here for an extra night.”

“I don’t either.”

They met each other’s eye for a moment, and Jason felt something he shouldn’t have. He’d been feeling it more frequently lately, and as an 18-year-old on the other side of puberty, it was more confusing for him than ever.

“Your father won’t be getting to my parent’s house for another couple of days,” said Sabrina. “We shouldn’t have to worry about missing out on anything.”

“It’s him who is missing out.” Jason smiled at her, and she smiled back, though hers contained hints of strain and sadness.

I shouldn’t have said that.

Sabrina and Jason’s father, Jim, had been together for the better part of two decades. It was hard for Jason to remember the early years of their relationship, but what memories he did have always seemed to revolve around raising him.

It wasn’t that they didn’t love each other, but rather, both of them loved Jason more. It sometimes left him with a selfish, spoiled taste in his mouth, but in some ways, it held the family together more effectively than anything else could.

“Shoot, our bags!” Sabrina bit her lip and gently slapped her hand against her thigh.

“I don’t think we’re going to be able to get our luggage,” said Jason. “We’ll just have to make do with what we have in our carry-ons.”

“I don’t have any clothes in mine, or really anything that I need.” Sabrina started to scowl, but Jason caught her eye, and her expression softened slightly. “Well, I guess I do have my toothbrush. And some makeup.”

“We’ll make do, mom,” said Jason. Sabrina smiled at him, and Jason felt that same unsettling feeling again. She looped her arm through his, and the two of them made their way to the airport’s exit.

There was a cold winter breeze in the air, but it was much milder than most winters. The airport was on the outskirts of the city, and a few people who’d been on the flight with them were loading up into taxis.

“I don’t feel like being cramped into the back of a smelly cab,” said Sabrina. “Not after such a long flight. It’s only a mile or so to Molly’s place. Do you mind if we walk?”

Something prickled the hairs on the back of Jason’s neck. He shook the feeling off and nodded.

“Not at all,” he said. “The moon’s out tonight, after all.”






 
   



  
 





 
   

CHAPTER 2
“I biked down this exact road on my last cycling trip.”

Sabrina was smiling, and as always, Jason felt intoxicated by the way it projected her beauty, as though serving as the focus of a luscious laser beam. They were still walking arm in arm, and every step he took felt buoyant.

This isn’t how I should feel, is it?

“I remember,” said Jason. “You were gone for two weeks straight.”

“You and your father got by well enough,” said Sabrina.

“Yeah, I guess we did.”

“It probably helped that I left you with enough frozen casserole to feed a small army.” 

Sabrina smiled at him and leaned her head against his shoulder. She was shorter than him, but she hadn’t always been. The fact that he was now taller than her seemed to be indicative of something. Jason didn’t know whether it was just the gentle march of time, a sign of how their relationship had evolved, or just maybe, something a bit harder to put into words.

“You know, this isn’t so bad,” he said.

“Yeah.”

“I almost thought you were going to tear that poor airline assistant’s head off, for a second.”

Sabrina swatted him on the arm. The two of them came to a stop, and a few snowflakes gently began to fall through the air around them, as if on cue.

“I was tired from the flight,” she said. “That’s all.”

“Oh yeah?” Jason smiled and met her eye. “That’s all?”

Sabrina didn’t say anything. Jason felt his heart rate accelerating. The street lights were far enough apart on the suburban road to allow little pockets of shadow to form at regular intervals. The two of them were standing within one of them, and they were staring into each other’s eyes. The tension in the air was thick enough to cut with a knife, or for other, less metaphorical things.

Nobody would ever know. I could kiss her, and probably play it off as it being an expression of my love for her as a son.

Jason leaned his face into hers. Sabrina’s bottom lip quivered slightly. She could see what he was thinking, read the lust and logic that went into what was happening. Jason could see a similar calculus of passion taking place in her heart. Sabrina smiled slightly and set a hand on his chest.

Something crunched in the snow from behind them, shattering the moment into a thousand jagged little pieces. Jason coughed and looked away and Sabrina started walking again.

“We should get there soon,” she said, her voice much more anxious than it had been a few seconds earlier. “I’ll keep my eyes out for it, so we don’t end up going too far.”

“Uh-huh.” Jason nodded, taking deep, calming breaths. “We wouldn’t want that. That would be bad.”

What the hell was I thinking? I’ve never been so ashamed of myself in my life.

The two of them kept walking, this time slightly further apart than they had been before. Jason felt lucky for the snow, his face burning with well-deserved embarrassment.

An awkward silence to end all awkward silences filled the space between them, but only for a couple of seconds. The footsteps following behind them grew louder and more urgent. Jason glanced over his shoulder just before a figure overtook him and slammed a hard elbow into his face.

“Jason!” Sabrina moved to help him and then stepped back. Jason managed to stay present enough to see that his attacker had been a woman, almost as tall as he was, and holding a knife in one hand.

“Run, Mom! Hurry!”

“Not so fast.” The woman took a step forward, brandishing her knife first at Sabrina, and then at Jason. “If you run away, I’m going to make sure your boyfriend has a very bad night.”

“He’s not…” Sabrina trailed off, shaking her head. Her face was a mask of fear and desperation, and just looking at her made Jason’s heart sink.”

The woman with the knife brought two fingers to her mouth and let out a loud whistle. A few seconds later, another man and woman showed up. The man dragged Jason to his feet.

“Nice find,” said the man. “The look like they have a lot of cash on them.”

The woman with the knife nodded. Jason could see that they were all wearing masks, and a jolt of fear went through him.

They’re professionals. They could decide to kill us, and that would be the end.

“Now now, cheer up,” said the woman. “We aren’t going to hurt you. We just want your money, and then you can be on your way.”

“I… I only have my credit card on me.” Sabrina shook her head. “He doesn’t have anything, either.”

“I take credit and debit,” said the woman.

“We’ll just cancel the card.” Jason felt suddenly defiant. The idea of his mother being intimidated into obedience through him was not something he could accept.

I have to protect her!

The woman with the knife nodded to the man holding Jason. A fist slammed into the side of his head and he fell to the ground. Two hard kicks to the ribs followed.

“You little punk.” The man laughed. “I’m surprised you managed to bag yourself a cougar like this.”

The woman with the knife chuckled.

“You know, there are other ways we can make tonight an interesting night.” She bent down low and put her face in front of Jason’s. “It’s like my compatriot just said. Your girlfriend is a bit of a cougar. Maybe me and my friends decide to-“

Jason slammed his head forward, surprising both the woman and himself with a harsh head butt. His skull collided with her nose, and she let out a painful sounding scream, dropping the knife in the snow. Jason grabbed it without thinking and whirled to his feet.

“You bastards!” He let out an animalistic scream and stabbed the blade forward into the shoulder of the man standing behind him. It sank into the flesh, and the man fell back in pain.

“Whoa, whoa, it’s okay!” The other woman, who’d been quiet up until that point, took several quick steps back. “Relax, it was just… it’s a prank! We’ll leave!”

I can’t let them get away!

Jason moved to continue his assault against the fallen man, feeling his own bruises and wanting primal retribution. As he lifted the blade, a soft hand came to rest on his shoulder.

“Jason,” whispered Sabrina. “We’re okay. It’s okay.”

Jason took a deep, shaky breath and felt himself come back to reality.

“Just… leave us alone.” He felt fear returning to him as he spoke. There were still three of them, and it wasn’t as though a single knife would do much to stop them if they decided to attack together.

Sabrina pulled him away from the muggers and into a hurried sprint. Her hand squeezed tight onto his as they ran for their lives.






 
   



  
 





 
   

CHAPTER 3
“It’s just a little bit further!” 

Sabrina led Jason forward, her shoes fighting for purchase on the sleet coated sidewalk. The area they were in was far enough outside of the main city to be almost empty of people, and each building was a distance away from the next.

It was hard to tell whether or not they were being pursued. Jason couldn’t see the three muggers, but it was entirely possible that they had regained their confidence and were in slow pursuit. He felt enraged, afraid, and incredibly worried. He didn’t care about what they could or would do to him. It was the threat they’d made against Sabrina that was impossible for him to ignore.

Eventually, Sabrina slid to a stop in front of a medium sized, two story building. She pulled Jason up an outer staircase and then fumbled with her keys in the door.

“I don’t see them,” she said. “I… I think we lost him.”

Sabrina got the door open and practically threw Jason through it. She locked it behind her, leaning against it as she slipped the deadbolt into place.

Jason found the light switch and flicked it on. Molly’s apartment was tiny, just a single living space with a small kitchen on one side and a bathroom in the back.

“Close the curtains!” whispered Sabrina. “They won’t be able to see that the lights are on. I’ll get the phone and call 911!”

Jason took a deep breath and then shook his head.

“No,” he said. “Don’t. I'm all right, we’re both alright, and that’s all that matters.”

He looked down at his hand, which still held the woman’s knife. There was blood on it, and on his fingers, too.

“I… I have to wash my hands.” His voice came out toneless and stunned, and he didn’t take off his shoes or his jacket as he walked over to the bathroom door and walked inside.

“Jason, hold on!” Sabrina moved to push her way in, but he was faster, closing the door and leaning against it as she knocked.

“I just… need a minute.” Jason dropped the knife into the sink and turned on the water. His hands were shaking, and the mirror showed a reflection in it that looked so very unlike him.

What the fuck just happened?

The bathroom was too quiet. Jason turned on the shower. Steam began to form in trails through the air, and he decided that he had to get in, to get himself even cleaner.

He stripped off his jacket and clothes, stepped through the curtain, and closed it behind him. The water felt magnificent against his skin. Jason ran his hands through his hair and took a deep breath.

The woman kept calling Sabrina my girlfriend.

Jason chuckled to himself. He wasn’t sure if he actually found the idea funny, or if it was his mind’s reaction to the shock of had happened. For a moment, he let him consider the idea.

He’d been so close to doing it on the street, to finally kissing her. And he could tell that she wouldn’t have stopped him. There was something about the love they shared that was electric. It wasn’t necessarily outside the bounds of what a mother and son should feel, but it was more intense, and more explosively unpredictable.

Jason imagined kissing Sabrina, of pulling her tight against him, and he felt his cock get hard. That was something that he did feel shame over, and he leaned into the shower’s stream in an attempt to distract himself.

“Jason?” Sabrina’s voice came from the other room, and the door began to open.

“Hold on, just a second!” Jason fumbled with the shower curtain, which was translucent enough to be almost useless as a shield for his compromising nudity. He’d forgotten to set out a towel for himself, and Molly didn’t have one hanging on the rack.

“I just wanted to make sure that you were okay,” said Sabrina. She walked into the bathroom, and Jason’s jaw dropped open.

She’d changed out of the clothes she’d had on before and was now wearing a flimsy red silk robe, cut in the style of a kimono. It wasn’t big enough for her by any stretch of the imagination, and Jason could see enough of her bare thighs to make him, as a son, want to blush. She’d tied it shut at the waist, but her big breasts moved freely under the fabric, pulling it far enough open to show off a sliver of brilliant cleavage.

“I found some of Molly’s night things,” she said softly. “I don’t think she’ll mind.”

“Oh.” The water was still running, and it took Jason a second to turn it off. His heart was beating madly in his chest.

Am I scared, or excited? Maybe both?

“Jason…” Sabrina took a step closer to the shower. “You saved me.”

Jason felt his face heating up. There was something about hearing his mother’s gratitude out loud that made his heart flutter, and his body ache with desire.

“I did what I had to do,” he said. “I didn’t want to. I just-“

“Shhhh.” Sabrina stopped right in front of the shower and turned so that she was looking away. “It’s okay.”

For a moment, Jason thought she was going to pull the curtain open. His entire body felt hot, and it wasn’t because of leftover remnants of steam from the shower. The moment stretched out into an eternity, with Sabrina standing just outside the curtain, one of her hands running across the fabric of her robe, looking every bit as tempted and conflicted as Jason felt.

“You don’t have a towel,” she finally said. “I’ll get you one.”

“Oh… right.” Jason let out a sigh of relief and leaned against the back wall of the bathroom. 

He wanted her, and he knew it was wrong.






 
   



  
 





 
   

CHAPTER 4
Sabrina walked back into the bathroom slowly. Jason turned and slid the curtain open as she approached, at first only far enough for the towel to go through.

I… want her to see me.

He slid the curtain open further, feeling a thrill of arousal shoot through his body. Sabrina’s eyes flicked down to his erection and then back up to his face. She was blushing slightly, but there was a spark in her expression. Seeing it made Jason feel even more excited.

“Here.” Sabrina glanced back down at his cock again and then back up to meet his gaze. “So you can… dry off.”

She handed Jason the towel, and he immediately began running it across his chest and biceps. Sabrina didn’t turn to leave, and instead, continued to watch him with a curious kind of intensity.

“Thanks, Mom.” The words tasted illicit on his lips. She was his mother, and the way he was acting felt dirty and inappropriate, to the very core.

Maybe we’re still both in shock from the mugging. We’ll come to our senses, won’t we?

Jason finished with his upper body and stepped out of the shower as he began to dry off his legs. Sabrina took a step closer instead of stepping back. Her robe was only loosely tied and it came a bit further open as she moved, revealing enough of her cleavage and a hint of the lack of a bra underneath.

“You’ve gotten so big, and so strong.” Sabrina’s voice was soft, and she emphasized the word big as she spoke. “You’re a man now, Jason.”

Jason held the towel in one hand as he stood naked in front of her. He let his gaze meet his mom’s. After a moment of hot, steamy eye contact, it became too intense to even look at her. He coughed and glanced away, quickly wrapping the towel around his waist. Sabrina breathed an audible sigh of relief.

“Anyway, we’ll be able to get going again tomorrow,” she said. “This little adventure will come to an end.”

“It hasn’t all been bad,” said Jason. “And it’s not quite over yet.”

They looked at each other again. Jason took a step toward Sabrina, and she opened her arms to pull him into a hug. As soon as their bodies made contact, Jason felt his arousal return in full force.

Her body was soft, and the fabric of her gown was thin and insubstantial. He pulled his mom against him, feeling her breasts rubbing against his chest. Sabrina let out a slow, hot breath on his neck. Jason’s hands slipped down to her waist, and then to her butt.

“This is a thank you hug,” whispered Sabrina. “For saving me.”

“You don’t have to thank me for that,” said Jason.

The hug continued, feeling hotter and more dangerous with every second that went by. Jason pushed his crotch forward slightly, feeling his cock sliding out through the fold of his towel. It probed into the soft silk robe and into his mother’s thighs. Sabrina let out a tiny gasp and tightened her hold around him.

“Jason…” Her voice had an urgent, horny quality to it. Jason couldn’t tell if she wanted him to stop or keep going. He cupped one of her buttocks in his hand and slowly dragged his lips across her neck, smelling her familiar perfume scent as he did.

She’s always wearing this one. It smells sweet, like dried flowers.

Sabrina parted one of her legs, giving her son an even better angle to access her. Jason felt a wave of illicit eagerness wash over him as he planted soft kisses on her neck. One of his hands slid inside the front of her robe and cupped the bottom of one of her breasts.

She really isn’t wearing a bra.

Jason pulled back his head, and for a moment, he and his mother met each other eye to eye. She looked confused, horny, and ashamed. It hurt a little to see, but somehow, it was also the most erotic thing he could have imagined.

“Jason.” Sabrina said his name again, but differently than she had before. It reminded him of the way she’d call to him when he was younger, her voice full of love and motherly appreciation. And it turned him on, almost to a sickening degree. It made him want her.

Jason brought his lips to hers and felt her kissing him back, raw passion exploding as their tongues flicked out to greet each other. He pushed forward, letting his cock near its target. The towel fell away, and Jason slipped his arms into his mother’s robe, pulling it open and revealing her nakedness underneath.

He pushed her past the bathroom doorway and into the main living area. Molly’s bed was in the center of the room, and the two of them crashed down onto it, locking their bodies together even as they settled onto the mattress.

“Oh, Jason!” Sabrina ran her hands through his hair. She looked at him with disbelief in her eyes, as though she was strapped into a roller coaster, preparing for both excitement and terror.

“Mom!” Saying it out loud felt dirt. He was just calling her what she was and always had been to him.

I don’t care! I can’t stop myself!

He leaned in and kissed her passionately, pawing at her breasts and body as he did. Sabrina wasn’t wearing any panties, and the head of his cock rubbed along the dripping wet lips of her pussy as the two began to grind together.

It only took a second for them to get going. Sabrina let out a gasp that sounded shocked and confused as he slid the head of his member into her cunt. She looked up at him, her eyes holding a mixture of motherly love and shameful arousal.

“We… what are we doing?” The words escaped her lips in a dirty, embarrassed whisper. Jason brought his face in close to answer, sliding his cock halfway into her as he did.

“Mom,” he whispered. “You’re so sexy.”

“Jason!” She bit her lip. “You’re cock is inside of me.”

The way she said the word cock made him want to cum right there and then. Instead, Jason began kissing her neck again, feeling his mother shudder as he rubbed his hot lips against her sensitive skin.

He began to move. It took every ounce of control he had to keep from going wild, to fuck her as though there was a time limit involved. Sabrina’s pussy was surprisingly tight, and it felt so incredible that it almost seemed criminal for him to enjoy it.

The mugger thought she was my girlfriend. Maybe for tonight, she can be.

The idea was ludicrous, even under the circumstances. At that moment, Jason would have reached for any excuse to keep going, any rationalization that would make what he was doing okay.

“Oh god,” whispered Sabrina. Her big breasts bounced as Jason began to thrust faster. She’d closed her eyes, and both of her hands were gripped tightly around the bed’s headboard.

What’s going to happen tomorrow? How am I going to live with this?

The thought only turned Jason on even more. He began pumping his cock into her, his teenage hormones lending him energy beyond anything he’d normally have. Sabrina whimpered and moaned in pleasure, her body melding to his even as her cheeks blushed and her lips pursed in shame.

“Oh mom!” Jason let out an animalistic growl as he felt his primal instincts take over. His toes dug into the mattress to give him more leverage, and he could feel Sabrina pushing against the bed frame to keep her positioning.

The sounds of their illicit love making echoed off the walls. There was a harmony to it, forbidden by regular social standards, but unleashed by their emotions. Jason was normally very quiet during sex, but he moaned and growled and felt a pressing need to express how good it felt to be inside her. To let, at the very least, the empty room know that he was fucking the woman he valued most.

“Jason!” Sabrina wrapped her legs around him, only to have them thrown aside by the wildness of her son’s thrusts. His body slapped into hers rhythmically, and a thin layer of sweat coated each of them.

They looked at each other. Jason didn’t think the moment could get any more intense, but when he saw his mom’s eyes, he was instantly proven wrong. She was ashamed of what they were doing, but there was something else there, too. Sabrina wanted him to take it further. She wanted him to make her cum.

Jason remembered a trick taught to him by one of his ex-girlfriends. It took all of the willpower that he had, but he slowed his onslaught. He leaned in close, letting his breath tickle his mother’s neck. She shivered, and for a second, Jason thought she was going to use the lull in the action to call the whole thing off and bring them back to their senses.

She didn’t, and as Jason’s fingers closed around one her nipples, she let out a tiny gasp. He brought his other hand down to his crotch, and slowly began to draw tiny circles around the edge of her clit.

“Jason,” whispered Sabrina. “Honey…”

Jason kissed her neck, letting his teeth drag slightly across her sensitive skin. At the same time, he gently pinched her nipple and pushed her clit as though it were a button. Sabrina let out a gasp and tensed up. 

“You’re mine now,” he whispered.

Sabrina let out an orgasmic cry, and her whole body shuddered. Immediately, Jason began fucking her again, going from 0 to 100 in an instant. It felt incredible, better than sex had any right to feel. And even his shame couldn’t prevent him from enjoying it.

She’s my mom, but it’s true. She’s mine now. I’ll never let us back away from this!

He gripped his mother’s waist and pumped his cock into her, letting the pleasure build in his body. He caught another whiff of her perfume, the same one he remembered from so many childhood memories, and then finally let go.

Jason’s cock exploded, spraying hot, sticky cum deep into his mother’s pussy. Sabrina was still recovering from her own orgasm, but she reached a hand up and gently stroked her son’s cheek. The pleasure was overwhelming, and Jason collapsed on top of her, out of breath.

“Oh God…” Sabrina leaned her head forward, burying it against Jason’s shoulder. “What… did we just do?”

Jason blinked, slowly feeling reason and logic returning to his awareness.

What did we just do?

He looked at his mom and felt his cheeks heat up. Part of him wanted to get up and run, to put as much literal distance in between himself and the choice or mistake or whatever it should be called as he could.

Another part of him was unafraid, and almost arrogant in front of the gravity of what had just happened. It was the part of him that won out. Jason let a slow smile spread across his face. He brought his hand in and cupped his mom’s cheek.

“I love you,” he said. “I love you, Mom.”

Sabrina blinked a couple of times in quick succession. She started to say something but bit the words back. She met his eyes and then nodded slightly.

“I love you too, Jason.”

 
    

THE END
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FREE EXCERPT FROM GODDESS CRUISE LINES



CHAPTER 1
“You’ve never been on a vacation like this before, Mike!”

Laura Grant’s voice had a matter of fact, almost condescending tone that always managed to get under Mike’s skin. He sat next to her in the car. She had her window down, the wind blowing her chestnut brown hair around and nipping at the fabric of her sundress.

“And I never want to go on a vacation like this,” said Mike. “I still don’t understand why I couldn’t have stayed home in the first place. I’m 18.”

His stepmom smiled at him. The expression was affectionate, caring, and laced with the same parental authority that Mike had found so detestable in her voice a moment before. 

Mike had always gotten along with Laura well enough. She was the only mother he’d ever known, stepping in almost immediately after his biological mother’s death in childbirth. Laura was a caring mother, a bit overprotective and prone to doting on her stepson from time to time, but always with her heart in the right place.

“It’s because you’re 18 that I can’t leave you home alone,” she laughed. “I know what kind of trouble you’d get into, young man.”

Laura reached over and set a hand on Mike’s thigh, her fingers coming into contact with the bare skin below the edge of his shorts. He flinched. His body didn’t seem to care that it was his mother doing the touching, judging from his reaction, and a flash of embarrassment waved over him.

I need some quality alone time. Damn it, I really wish I could’ve stayed home!

“I would have been on my best behavior, mom,” he said. “It’s still not too late. I could take the car home and pick you up when the cruise ship comes back to harbor.”

Laura laughed and slipped her hand up a bit higher on his thigh. She slowed the car to a stop at a red light and then turned to face her son.

“I know the things young men do when given enough wiggle room.” She flashed a coy smile at him. “I was young once, too.”

To the eyes of almost anyone, Laura was still young. She was 36 and looked as though she was in her mid-twenties. Her petite body was in the kind of perfectly toned shape that only years of regular aerobics and yoga classes can bring about in most women.

She had medium length auburn hair that she usually wore down. Laura, strangely enough, acted oblivious to the effect her body had on men. Her large, well-formed breasts were inspirational in the way they attracted horny, leering eyes, and her butt was just the right size and shape to do the same.

“Whatever, mom,” said Mike. He tried not to glance down the low-cut front of her sun dress as she leaned over to plant a kiss on his cheek.

Why can’t she dress more conservatively? I’m just glad it won’t be a problem for the next few days.

The stoplight turned green, and Laura pulled the car forward.

“I hope you’ll at least try to have a good time,” she said. “Just because it’s a women’s retreat doesn’t mean there won’t be things for you to do.”

Mike sighed. He fully anticipated being bored out of his mind, stuck on a cruise ship with a bunch of old, out of shape women, his mother excluded. He still couldn’t understand what had possessed her to purchase the trip in the beginning.

“Mom, I’m a man,” he said. “There’s a halfway decent chance that they won’t even let me on the ship. Isn’t this cruise for women only?”

“I bought you a children’s ticket,” she said. “Sorry. I thought I told you that already.”

Mike gritted his teeth.

As though being dragged along wasn’t enough… This is stupid.

 “Mom, I’m 18,” said Mike. “I am very clearly not a child.”

“It was the only option I had!” Laura looked at him pleadingly. “Please, don’t make such a big deal out of this.”

She reached her hand back over and ran it through his hair. The gesture only fueled Mike’s anger, making him feel like a little kid again.

She doesn’t take me seriously. I’m not her little baby boy anymore.

“Here it is!” Laura pulled her hand back and set it on the wheel as she turned the car into a large parking lot next to a harbor. 

Mike could already see the cruise ship in the water. It was huge, and the upper levels of it jutted up over most of the buildings on the edge of the dock. He was still fuming at the idea of being aboard on a children’s ticket, but it was hard not to see possibility within the behemoth ship.

“Come on, sweetie,” said Laura. She climbed out of the car and began pulling their bags out of the backseat. Mike took his and pulled the strap over his shoulder.

Laura locked the car. She and Mike began walking over to where a group of fellow cruise ship passengers were waiting to board. It was all women, and as Mike scanned the crowd, he was surprised by how young and attractive most of them were.

Maybe this won’t be as bad as I expected it would be?

“Oh my god!” A familiar voice came from the side of the crowd. “Please tell me you’re just dropping off her luggage for her?”

Danica Williams was popular, attractive, social, and possibly the most lusted after girl at Mike’s high school. An unfortunate incident involving an open water bottle and a hallway collision when they were both freshman had given Danica a reason to hate Mike’s guts. She really, really hated him, and it was part of the reason Mike had been unsuccessful with girls and social cliques for the past four years.

“Uh… Danica?” Mike’s heart sank. “What are you doing here?”

“What does it look like I’m doing here?” She glared at him and then rolled her eyes.

Danica was gorgeous, the type of girl that was too attractive to even spread rumors about. She was tall, almost the same height as Mike. Her boobs were big, and she knew what to wear to emphasize their appeal. Her long blonde hair was usually pulled back into a ponytail, out of the way of her striking green eyes.

“Hello, Danica,” said Laura. “He’s here with me. I couldn’t just leave him in the house on his own for a week.”

“This cruise is for women only!” Danica’s voice was loud and accusatory. “You do understand that, right?”

Several other women in the crowd had turned to look at Mike. He felt his face heating up as Danica continued to press the point.

“Relax, Danica,” said Laura. “He’s my son. I bought him a children’s ticket. It’s allowed under the cruise’s policy.”

“A children’s ticket?” Danica started laughing.

“Look, can you just leave it be?” asked Mike. “The cruise ship is huge. I’ll keep to myself, and you-“

“Aww, little baby Mikey wants me to leave it be?” Danica spoke in childish, mocking voice. “You poor little thing. Good thing your mommy is here to take care of you.”

I’ve never wanted to punch someone so badly in my life before.

A few women in the crowd chuckled and even more turned to look at Mike. He felt his face turning red. Danica’s taunting, as juvenile and pathetic as it may have been, was getting under his skin.

“I don’t want to be here,” he said. “Go bother someone else.”

Danica flicked a few strands of hair out of her face and set her hands on her hips.

“Just so you know, I’m going to tell everyone at school about this when we get back.” Danica smirked at him with evil lips. “Hope you enjoy your vacation!”

She turned away and walked off. Mike sighed and tried to ignore the glances and whispered conversations of the women around him.

“I think she likes you, sweetie.” Laura poked him in the ribs and smiled.

“She’s a…” Mike stopped himself before saying the word bitch, not wanting to swear in front of his mother. “She’s one of the reasons why people don’t take me seriously at school.”

“Oh, don’t worry about stuff like that!” His mom ruffled his hair, and then planted a kiss on his cheek, her lips drawing dangerously close to the corner of his mouth.

And you’re the other reason, mom.






 
   



  
 





 
   

CHAPTER 2
A few minutes went by, and then finally, an employee stepped down the gangway and began allowing passengers onto the cruise ship. Mike was still reeling from Danica and her insults. He tried not to notice the women that were still staring at him as he approached the edge of the dock.

Laura handed the employee their tickets when their turn finally arrived. The female employee looked at them, and then back at Mike and his mom, and then back at the tickets. She coughed.

“Uh, how old are you, again?” The employee’s voice was full of uncomfortable skepticism.

“He’s 18,” said Laura, before Mike could answer. “The cruise ship allows for children 18 and under to board with their parents, regardless of gender.”

“I’m pretty sure the policy applied to children under 18,” said the employee. “With 17 as the cutoff.”

Mike decided to seize the opportunity that had presented itself.

“Oh, whoops, our mistake!” He grabbed his bag and moved to step out of line. “I’ll see you in a week, mom!” 

“Not so fast!” Laura grabbed him and pulled him against her in a motherly embrace, cradling his head against her bosom. “This is my son! He’s coming with me.”

Mike blushed. His mom’s breasts were soft, and her body was bodacious.

I can’t think like that. She’s my mother, for crying out loud.

“Fine.” The employee waved them through, apparently not wanting to hold up the line for any longer than she already had. “Just keep him out of trouble.”

Laura linked her arm through Mike’s and began leading him up the connecting bridge triumphantly.

“Why are you so dead set on having me with you?” asked Mike. The two of them stepped onto the ship’s immaculately polished wooden deck. The ship was gigantic, with each of the upper levels taking up at least as much space as a city block.

“We’ve already been over this, sweetie,” said Laura. “I can’t just leave you home alone.”

“You could have Alice check in on me.” Mike folded his arms. “That’s worked plenty of times in the past.”

Alice was their kind, elderly neighbor. Mike had been mowing her lawn, raking up leaves, and shoveling her driveway since he was ten. She’d always rewarded him with homemade cookies and a small stipend for his effort.

“Mike…” Laura looked over at him with loving eyes. “Fine. I could have done that, yes. But I didn’t. Because I thought you’d end up enjoying yourself.”

Mike shook his head.

“I told you I didn’t want to go,” he said.

“Your classmate is here, too,” said Laura. “There’s probably at least a dozen other girls your age running around. Who knows, you could find romance on the high seas?”

Mike tried not to let his frustration with her show.

Why does she say things like that? It’s like she enjoys making me feel uncomfortable.

“Whatever, Mom.” Mike increased his pace, pulling in front of her as he followed the other passengers toward the front entrance to the main deck.

“Mike!” Laura had to jog to keep up with his pace. “Look, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to upset you. I wanted you to come with me because… I love you.”

Mike sighed and slowed so she could keep up more easily. He turned to look at his mom and saw the honest emotions in her eyes. 

She really cares about me.

It was a little hard for him to meet her gaze. He could see the way she felt about him in it. It was loving, protective, and soft. It made Mike feel a strange, uncomfortable mixture of emotions.

“I love you too, Mom,” he finally said. “I’ll try to enjoy myself, I guess.”

Laura stepped up to her tip toes and pulled his head down so she could give him a kiss on his forehead.

“That’s all I ask,” she said.

They headed through the double doors leading into the lobby of the main deck. The space was huge. A large chandelier hung from the high ceiling overhead, vaguely reminding Mike of pictures he’d seen of the Titanic.

He and his mom came to a stop behind several other passengers, all of whom were staring up at the top of a luxury staircase leading up to the second level. A podium had been set up on the edge of it, and two women in pressed uniforms stood on either side.

Mike suddenly realized that he hadn’t seen any men, even male employees, since arriving at the dock. He glanced around. Several women nearby had been staring at him, and they nervously glanced away as his eyes met theirs. He still didn’t see any other men.

Am I seriously the only guy on this cruise ship? There must be at least a few others, maybe a ship engineer, or the captain, or something…

As if in response to his silent question, a woman in a captain’s uniform made her way over to the podium from a door behind the stairs. She looked to be in her early forties and had a serious look on her attractive face. Her eyes scanned the crowd. Mike winced, feeling suddenly nervous. Luckily, the captain didn’t appear to notice him.

“Welcome, ladies.” The captain spoke into the microphone on the podium, her voice radiating through the lobby. “My name is Captain Michelle. This is the 47th voyage of Goddess Cruise Lines. I’m happy to have all of you on my ship.”

The women around Mike, including his mother, cheered in response. The feminine energy in the lobby was almost intoxicating. He could smell a mixture of perfumes in the air.

“Basic ground rules apply, of course,” said Captain Michelle. “You’ve already agreed to them upon purchasing your tickets, but as a general reminder, it’s expected that you treat your fellow passengers and the staff with respect.”

Captain Michelle continued on, going down the list of rules and expectations in a serious, authoritative voice. Mike felt more out of place than he had back on the docks, and hoped that she wouldn’t notice him among the crowd.

She seems like the kind of woman that wouldn’t hesitate to kick me off the ship, just to prove a point.

“Finally,” said Captain Michelle. “Everything that happens on Goddess Cruise Lines, stays on Goddess Cruise Lines. It’s expected that you will not share photos of other passengers, or start rumors about their behavior. This cruise ship is a safe space.”

Mike raised an eyebrow. It seemed like a strange rule to have as official policy, and he wondered about the implications of it. Laura reached her arm over and put it around his waist, a gesture that was almost a little too intimate for a mother and son.

“This is going to be fun, sweetie,” she whispered.

Mike didn’t say anything. She looked amazingly sexy and seductive in her sun dress. He pulled away from her side embrace, feeling suddenly uncomfortable.

A number of women were still watching Mike, some of them around his age or just a bit older. It felt different from how it had before. It wasn’t because Danica had drawn attention to him, or out of curiosity. The eyes of the women were sizing him up, appraising him. Mike was tall and broad shouldered, and it made him look older than most 18 year olds.

I’m not just a kid that got dragged along by his mom, and I’ll prove it if I get the chance.
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